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Chapter 1
Homecoming
She’d enjoyed the holiday, but it will be good to be home. Sunny days and sultry nights are fine for a short while, but ten days away was quite long enough for her first independent holiday. It had been a particularly cold winter so far around Western Oklahoma and to have the chance of a Christmas break in Argentina was indeed a treat, but she’d be pleased to see her family again and was even looking forward to the sharp January frosts. They hadn't wanted her to go, but it was her birthday; her eighteenth birthday, no less, and her first chance to holiday as a proper adult. ‘Heather West, Adult’, and she was a determined adult at that.
Her mother had even sought the help of the local church to convince her that the trip was folly for one so young and inexperienced, but even that ploy had failed.
“The Bible makes it plain that it’s against God’s will to defy your parents,” the minister intoned with his booming voice, and Heather had listened with polite attention, but it had made no difference. Of course she would like to comply with her parent’s wishes, but they weren’t always right and she might not get another opportunity like this again.
And it wasn’t as if she went alone. Jackie and Jessica were with her and they’d all stayed with Jackie’s uncle on his Argentine ranch. It had gone well. She’d liked Sophia and Eric, Jackie’s aunt and uncle, and the ranch was fun, especially the horse riding on the broad savanna plains. She’d had plenty of opportunity for exercise too, and distance running was one of her passions. Of course, with Jackie and Jess both refusing to leave the comfort of the ranch and their phones, the only company she had for the runs was Mr White, a huge Dogo Argentino hound that the ranchers breed primarily as a guard dog and for hunting. Eric had insisted that they go out together and told the dog to stay with her in no uncertain terms, and, to Heather’s total surprise, Mr White seemed to completely understand.
“Ain’t nothing gonna harm you with ‘im there,” Eric had said and she believed him; she wouldn’t have liked to mess with that dog.
“It’s alright for you,” Jackie said. “You’ve got the legs for it,” and she was right. Heather was taller than both her friends with a lithe body than seemed particularly well-suited to running. Five years before, boys would have described her as gangly and awkward with legs too long for her body. Now that the ugly duckling has been transformed into a swan, those same boys would just stare open-mouthed at the very thought of burying themselves between those long, tapering thighs. Dressed in her Lycra and running shoes and with her long, almost white hair tied back in a ponytail, she would run for hours, her and Mr White, and with nothing but the birdsong to distract and the distant horizon to beckon, she’d never been happier.
Heather’s other reason for her eagerness to return home was that it was her final year, her graduation year at school, and the term restarted Monday. Graduation day would be in late May and then university in August or September. She’d favoured Oklahoma City, but her parents seemed set on Oklahoma Christian University; that argument had still to play out.
God played a big part in all their lives. They were, after all, Evangelical Christians, but Heather could never quite match the fervour of her parents and their politics were a complete mystery to her. She knew they were good people at heart, but she couldn’t reconcile their Republican attitudes with her own understanding of the American Constitution. It’s not that they were racist, not deliberately anyway, nor that they wanted to see their neighbours struggle, but they did seem inordinately pleased with the new President, one Jared Kushner, son-in-law to ex-President Trump. After eight years of Biden’s liberal policies, they were pleased to welcome a strong leader back into the Whitehouse; one who will fight to re-establish Christian values and support the moral majority against the gangs that seemed to be running many of the socialist cities of the North.
Jackie and Jessica were both sixteen and over a year from graduating, and were, consequently, less anxious to hurry home, but their sour moods at the airport did little to dampen Heather’s spirits. Recently, their favourite pastime seemed to be taunting her with their rather rudimentary understanding of local politics and with the three of them sitting in the departure lounge with almost two hours to wait, the recent changes to the ‘Felon Incarceration Act’ gave an opportunity that was too good to miss.
“Privatisation of prisons is good,” said Jackie. “Privatisation is always good.”
“Our prisons have been privatised for decades. That not what these laws do. The government is actually selling the rights to confine convicts elsewhere for the duration of their sentence to companies and private individuals so they can use them to work in factories and even in people’s homes. It’s no better than slavery.”
“So...” said Jackie. “Let’s get this straight. Instead of the government confining convicted criminals in State prisons at huge cost to the country, they are selling the rights to keep those convicts to law-abiding citizens so that they can be occupied with useful and constructive work rather than languishing in prison.”
“Yes, but…”
“Furthermore,” butted in Jackie. “Instead of costing the State something like $40,000 per year to keep someone in prison, they are actually making stacks of money by selling these licences to incarcerate criminals. It could save the country millions of dollars, billions even, every year, and the economy will boom with all the extra cheap labour. It’s a win-win situation; a no-brainer.”
“But it’s slavery. They're making these people work for nothing.”
“It can’t be slavery because it’s voluntary. The prisoners don’t have to agree to it; they can just stay in prison for the rest of their sentence if that’s what they want. I know that if it was up to me, I’d much rather be working on a farm or in a factory with ordinary, honest people around me rather than being stuck in prison all day. You could end up living in someone’s home with their family, cooking or being a nanny or a chauffeur or something. These are convicted criminals, Heather; they’re being given a chance to help the economy instead of being a drain on resources and, at the same time, they’re being integrated back into a normal, moral lifestyle. What could possibly be bad about that?”
“And what about all the women? How many are abused and raped once they’re sold off to God knows who?”
“Senator Rittenhouse has categorically said that the laws have been so formulated that he can guarantee that no disseminated prisoners have ever been abused.”
“Ah, I see we have a socialist in our midst.” The voice came from behind them where two teenage boys were leaning on a pillar and drinking from cans of lemonade.
“She just doesn’t understand simple economics,” said Jackie with a grin. “And thinks criminals shouldn’t do any work.”
“Well, I'm sure I’d feel bored if I were a criminal just sitting in prison all day.”
“You're not though, are you?” asked Jess starting to take an interest now there were boys to talk to.
“What? Not a criminal?” The boy talking had a month’s beard on his face, thick, curly hair, and the most amazing bright blue eyes. His friend also had a short beard, little more than stubble really, and wore his fair hair shoulder-length. His eyes were a mystery behind dark lenses.
“We’re criminal masterminds; bank robbers, actually, just returning from a heist,” said his friend.
The first boy chuckled. “Take no notice of him. He lives in a fantasy world. Actually we’re just on our way home. We’re volunteers with a church charity and we’ve been to a religious mission in the south of Argentina to deliver some Christmas gifts.”
“Oh, that’s nice,” said Jackie. “Have you been away long?”
“No… Just over the Christmas break. There and back. My name’s Dave and my imaginative friend here is Isaac.”
“Jackie,” said Jackie. “And that’s Jessica and Heather. We’re en-route to Oklahoma City.”
“Really,” said Dave. “That’s where we’re going. Perhaps we’ll be on the same plane.”
With the long wait ahead of them, the prospect of two boys to talk to seemed a godsend, particularly two boys who were this good looking and had such interesting stories to tell. Dave seemed to be the raconteur while Isaac was the one who plied the girls with cans of lemonade with such frequency that it wasn’t long before Heather announced she needed to use the restroom.
“Me too,” said Jackie and gave Isaac an accusatory if humorous look. He just laughed and offered to show them where the facilities were.
“I’ll watch the bags,” said Jess as the three of them wandered off through the crowd and then she turned to give Dave a shy grin.
“Do you do much flying?” he asked and she shook her head. “We go out at least once a year to the mission and the flight’s the worst part; it’s so boring. Have you bought a book with you to read?”
She shook her head. “I thought I’d just watch films.”
“I've seen all the good ones already. This is what I carry,” he said and moved over to where the rucksacks had been stacked to retrieve a paperback. “I think this author’s really good. I’ve read several of hers and not found a bad one yet. I’ve finished with this one; would you like it.”
“Thanks very much,” and she stashed it away in her own bag. “I usually don’t read this type of thing, but I’ll try this.”
Dave was looking past her shoulder, too distracted to listen to her. “Isn't that your friend?”
“Where?” asked Jess turning.
“She’s just gone behind that yellow pillar.”
The girl peered, waiting for Jackie or Heather to appear, but neither materialised.
“Probably my eyes,” said Dave with a chuckle. “What books do you normally go for then?”
Jess smiled at Dave and then gave the garishly coloured pillar one last look as Dave nudged Heather’s rucksack back against the side of the bench.
✽✽✽
 
The flight time from Cordoba to Oklahoma City was over ten hours and, although Dave and Isaac were indeed on the same flight, they were at the other end of the cabin and blocked in their window seats by a large African-American lady. Moreover, both boys seemed to be sleeping each time one of the girls approached.
“Never mind,” said Jackie. “We’ll catch up with them after customs.”
“Which one do you like?” asked Jess with a grin. “I think Isaac is dishy.”
“Dishy?” said Jackie. “Which dictionary did you drag that word from?” Then she relented. “I must admit, though, he does have a certain ‘je ne sais quoi’. I think it’s his blond hair.”
“You can’t have him; he’s mine.”
“I don’t want him. I’m going to stick with Dave because he’s obviously the more intelligent,” and she returned the grin. “And poor Heather can’t have either.”
“Story of my life,” said Heather feigning disappointment.
It was eight in the evening local time when the plane landed and another half hour before they added their hold baggage to their carry-on rucksacks and entered customs, standing in the line reserved for American citizens. Much to their disappointment, they’d not seen anything of Dave and Isaac since alighting the plane; perhaps they’d be waiting for them in the arrivals hall.
“Did you pack your bags yourself?” asked the customs officer and Heather nodded with a smile. The man did not return the smile, but instead directed her to a side table where a female officer was searching through a suitcase while a scruffy-looking man watched impassively. Heather looked back to the officer and he added in a bored tone, “It’s just a routine search.”
She pushed her trolley over to the table and stood patiently while the woman finished with the other traveller and, after stuffing all his clothes back into his bag, he wandered disconsolately off muttering to himself. The woman then turned to Heather.
“Did you pack your bags yourself?” she asked.
“The other officer has already asked me that,” said Heather and then, seeing the woman was unimpressed with that response, added quickly that she had. Heather looked at Jackie and Jess standing by the exit and shrugged.
The woman officer picked up the rucksack and started turning belongings out onto the table, opening make-up pouches, small boxes of cheap jewellery, and her camera case. Small stacks of spare clothes started appearing: two pairs of white lace knickers and a spare bra, a t-shirt, and a sweater. There wasn’t that much in the bag; she must be at the bottom by now. Then the woman pulled out a small package the size of a paperback book and laid it on the counter. It was wrapped in a polythene bag and covered by layers of brown packing tape.
“That’s not mine,” cried Heather. She looked up at the exit door, but Jackie and Jessica had both gone.




Chapter 2
The Crime
Walking between two burly customs officers with her hands cuffed together, Heather was led into a small room behind the public thoroughfare.
“I don’t know what that is; I’ve never seen it before.”
It was a phrase she repeated over and over, but the officers didn’t seem to be listening to her. She sat behind a desk and one of the officers locked the chain linking her cuffs to a ring on the desk top before standing behind her. The other officer sat on the far side and scratched his ear. The female agent who had found the mystery package had taken it away to be analysed while the two men conducted the interview.
“You told us more than once that you’d packed that bag yourself and now you're saying that you didn’t.”
“I did… Someone must have put it in my bag when I wasn’t looking.”
“At the hostel, perhaps,” suggested the taller of the men.
“I was staying with my friend’s uncle on his ranch.”
“Do you think he did it?”
“I don’t know,” and she started shaking her head and crying. “No, he couldn’t have. The bag was always with me after I’d packed.”
“Don’t get upset, miss. We’ll sort all this out. Do you think it might be a Christmas present that he gave you? A book maybe?”
She looked at the men. It could be a book. It was the right size and shape. “It might be,” she said.
“A book,” said the taller one again. “A present from your friend’s uncle,” and he nodded. “But we still have a problem. You said you packed your bag yourself and he couldn’t have put it in there, so how did it get there?”
Heather began to tear up again. “Oh, don’t worry, miss,” said the shorter one sitting behind the desk. “Something will come to you. If you could only answer this one question, then perhaps we could all go home.”
She looked up, hope flaring in her eyes. Tell them how Uncle Eric’s book got into her bag and she can go home… “I must have put it there, I suppose.”
“You suppose?”
“Yes, I put it there.”
“You remember putting the package in the rucksack.”
Heather nodded.
“For the record,” said the officer seated. “Miss West has confirmed that she placed the package into her rucksack herself.” The man smiled at Heather, clicked off the recorder, and then, without another word, both men left the room leaving Heather staring open-mouthed at the door.
It was over an hour later that the short man re-entered accompanied by the woman officer. He sat again and opened a folder.
“Can I go home now?”
“Miss Heather West. You are now under arrest for trying to smuggle four pounds of methamphetamines into the USA.” Heather was struck dumb. The officer unlocked her cuffs from the desk and told her to follow him.
“I didn’t do it,” she was crying, but no-one was paying her words any attention. They led her into another small room, this one with a long, metal topped bench and a sink.
“We’re going to conduct a full body search. Remove all your clothing and hand each item to me.” He unlocked her cuffs and waited expectantly; again Heather just stared unable to believe what was happening. “This isn’t a request, Miss West. Strip or we’ll do it for you.”
Like a zombie, she started removing clothing starting with her jacket, her shoes and socks. The officer was carefully examining each piece, feeling along the seams of the jacket and trying to twist off the heels of her shoes. Next was her blouse and then her skirt to leave her standing in her best ‘going away’ lingerie. Both officers just stared at her and she removed her bra.
She’d never been overly endowed in that area, a ‘B’ cup perhaps, but her nipples were larger than was normal with puffy, dark areolae and that had always been a source of embarrassment to her. The man, however, just glanced at her and then began feeling along the wire reinforcing of the bra.
Finally, she removed her pants, pretty lace shorts that clung to all her curves, and reluctantly handed them over.
“Do you want to use the bathroom?” asked the man and pointed to a small cubicle with no door behind him. Heather shook her head. “Then lean over the bench and spread your legs for a cavity search.”
It was the most demeaning thing that she’d ever experienced. Totally nude, she laid her head on her arms on the cold metal surface with her eyes closed and the two officers staring at her vulva and anus. She heard the snap of Latex gloves, but couldn’t bring herself to see whether it was the man or the woman officer. The she felt a touch. Two fingers were pushed deep into her vagina. They must have been lubricated because they slid into her easily.
“She’s not a virgin,” said the woman and the fingers began to churn in circles inside her, stirring her and making her gasp despite her obvious plight. Then they were gone and she waited, trembling with anticipation. No-one had ever seen her bottom since she was a babe in arms, not a doctor, not even Michael, her only lover. He’d once tried to touch her there, but she’d slapped his hand away. Now a stranger was about to penetrate her and there was nothing she could do about it.
She shrieked and knotted her sphincter like a shy sea anemone, but she couldn’t prevent the woman pushing a finger into her. It went in all the way to the knuckle and then started churning around just like in her vagina and, inexplicably, she sensed a coppery taste in her mouth.
“She’s clean,” said the woman pulling the gloves from her hands and dropping them into the waste. Heather stood and expected to be given back her clothes, but the man bundled them into a bag and left the room, locking the door behind him. The woman looked Heather up and down to gauge her size and then opened a cupboard beneath the bench to remove an orange jump suit and thin, fabric moccasins. She watched while Heather struggled into the unfamiliar garment and then reached into the cupboard again for a set of chains.
“No… Please don’t.”
“It’s our new policy,” said the woman. “All suspects are assumed to be flight risks during transportation; there’s a van outside waiting to take you to the detention centre. Hold out your hands.”
The cuffs snapped into place on her wrists with about six inches of chain between them. Then she wrapped similar manacles about her ankles with a slightly longer length of free chain. A third length of chain linked the hobble to her cuffed wrists and prevented her lifting her hands higher than her waist.
The woman unlocked the door and took Heather by the arm to steer her through the customs hall and out the main entrance on the other side of the arrivals hall. Everyone who saw her stared: a felon caught in the act… Some men leered as they watched her struggle to walk with her ankles chained, some women turned their heads away, and mothers pushed their children in the opposite direction.
Jackie and Jessica were nowhere to be seen and neither were Dave or Isaac, but there was one face that looked vaguely familiar. It belonged to a young businessman in a black suit, but she couldn’t place where she’d seen him before; on the plane she supposed. It was unimportant except for the fact that he was staring at her and the expression on his face was memorable: it was thunderous.
✽✽✽
 
It was three days before Heather’s parents were shown into the small interview room in the jailhouse. Heather was sitting at a metal table in her orange jump suit with her hands cuffed and locked to the table top. Tears fell spontaneously from her eyes when she saw them, but their faces looked hard.
“Why did you do it?” asked her mother.
“I didn’t. I’m innocent. I don’t know how those drugs got into my luggage.”
“They say you’ve admitted the crime,” said her father with a sharp edge to his voice. “You said that you put them there yourself.”
“They told me it was a book that Jackie’s Uncle Eric had given me and that if I said I put it there, I could go home.”
“I don’t believe you. You always were rebellious. Ungodly, the pastor said. Well, now you’ve gone and done it. You’ve broken the law and you'll have to pay for it; that’s the way these things work.” Her father seemed to be working himself up into a rage and all Heather could do was to sit there silently and allow her world to dissolve around her.
“Who do you think discovered the drugs in your rucksack?”
Now she was confused…
“It was God, that’s who it was. He knew you were sinning and He directed the customs officers to search your bag and uncover your deceit. How many other crimes have you committed and hidden from our eyes. The pastor… He knew. He could see it in your eyes when you defied him. He knew you were evil…”
“Oh Tom. She’s not evil, just misguided. We just need to pray that she takes solace in her sentence and finds God again. I'm sure that the Lord will direct her back into righteousness if we ask him.”
“You're sure… Well, I'm not and neither is the pastor. He says he’s not used to being disobeyed. Come woman, we’re going. I’ve seen enough of this girl.”
Heather didn’t even call after them, just watched them walk back out of the door without a backward glance.
✽✽✽
 
Her trial happened a fortnight later in line with the new administration’s strategic policy to streamline the processing of drug related offenses in order to deal with an ever-increasing backlog. Key to the new policy was the replacement of jury trials by a new rapid-response system where the defence and prosecution argued their cases in front of a single judge.
The prosecutor stood and laid out his case, stating that upon questioning, Heather had initially denied packing the drugs in her rucksack, but later changed her story to admit the offense. He went on to say that he had interviewed Jackie and Jessica, her travelling companions, but was convinced that neither of the two girls was directly involved in the crime. “Furthermore,” the prosecutor said pointing an accusing finger, “Miss West has consistently refused to disclose either where she got the drugs or to whom she was going to deliver them.”
The judge gave Heather a severe stare and she turned to her defence attorney sitting beside her, a feeble looking man not much older than her with sallow skin plagued by acne. She’d only met him a few minutes before the trial and was unimpressed with his intellect. “I don’t know where the drugs came from, nor where they were going because they were nothing to do with me.”
“I can’t say that; it'll only make the judge cross.”
The judge noticed the exchange and asked the defence whether he wished to make a statement. The man stood and Heather could almost sense him shaking.
“Your honour. The accused claims that two young men who were talking with her and her fellow travellers in the departure lounge may have secreted the package inside her rucksack.”
“Did she witness either of these men do this?”
The attorney turned to Heather and repeated the question. “No, of course not,” she replied in frustration.
“No, of course not,” said the attorney to the judge, followed immediately by an apology and a statement to the effect that no, she did not.
At this, the prosecution stood and stated Miss West’s fellow travellers had confirmed that at no time were their bags out of their sight and that no-one had an opportunity to secret the package without their knowledge.
“Have you interviewed these two young men?”
“Alas, no, your honour. We have been unable to identify them. Neither their descriptions nor their names tally with any passports of persons on that flight.”
“But,” said Heather’s attorney, “Miss West’s travelling companions, these two younger girls, support her story of the two boys and their interactions.”
The prosecutor smiled benignly. “That was true when they were first interviewed, but they have since withdrawn those statements.”
Heather looked shocked and nudged her attorney. “What’s going on? What’s happened?”
“Er, your honour,” said the defence attorney. “We know nothing of these withdrawn statements. Can someone explain the circumstances in which they were withdrawn?
The prosecutor just shrugged his shoulders. “I don’t know for sure, your honour, but I suspect that someone pointed out to these two young girls that perjury is a felony crime and can land one in jail. Whatever happened, surely, if these statements don’t now exist, well, they don’t exist.”
In an unlikely show of bravado, Heather’s defence attorney jumped to his feet and said “there’s something sneaky going on here.”
“Something sneaky?” echoed the judge derisively.
“I disagree,” said the prosecutor. “I think it merely suggests obfuscation on behalf of the accused. I believe she has concocted the whole existence of these young men in order to invent some sort of defence.”
“But…” shouted Heather jumping to her feet.
“Sit down, Miss West,” called the judge. “You're only making things worse for yourself.” The judge looked solemnly around the almost empty courtroom and summed up the case: “So, Miss West has admitted putting the package inside her bag, has no sensible defence, and refuses to co-operate with police authorities who seek only to apprehend others involved. Tell me: has Miss West a history of methamphetamine abuse?”
“There is no indication, your Honour. Somehow, that only seems to make matters worse: she was seeking to enrich herself by preying on the addictions of others.”
The judge nodded sagely and the outcome was never in doubt. “Twenty years without parole,” said the judge and banged his gavel.
Heather turned frantically to her attorney only to find him smiling. “We can appeal, can't we? This is all wrong…”
“You can appeal, but on what grounds? In any case, this is a good outcome. You must know that drug abuse has soared in Oklahoma in recent years and the governor has been particularly vocal this last term. You should have chosen a better time to do your smuggling,” said the attorney and then chuckled at his own joke. “He’s been promising everyone he’s going to clamp down hard campaigning on drug related offences recently, so the court was bound to err on the heavy side and if you try to appeal, the term will almost certainly be increased perhaps by another five years. Accept the punishment that God and the State has given you, Miss West, and profit from it.”
With that, her attorney wished her ‘good day’, picked up his briefcase, and moved away whistling to his next case. Heather peered around the court in panic as an official tried to take her back to the cells and there was her mother looking down at her from the gallery. There were no tears in her eyes and she was alone; her father had decided not to be present.
“Twenty years,” she muttered. “I’ll be thirty-eight…” and she fainted.




Chapter 3
Catalogued
Heather had been a convicted felon in the state penitentiary for one week when she received a summons to attend a meeting of the Criminal Dissemination Board, the board comprising three elderly men sitting behind a desk. The man in the middle spoke.
“Miss West. For the purposes of this meeting, we represent the State of Oklahoma in the matter of concerning the dissemination of your sentence by commercialising your incarceration. We have the authority to allow you to opt for private security in lieu of the State penitentiary, but the choice will be entirely up to you and the board makes no recommendation regarding which option you should choose.”
He opened a folder on his desk, briefly reviewed a summary of Heather’s crime and sentence, and then started reading from notes.
“The State is willing to release you into the charge of a private individual or institution, hereafter called the charge authority, provided certain limitations and conditions are met. These are:
Condition 1: You, as the convicted internee, in exchange for money paid to the State of Oklahoma, shall provide service to the charge authority for the complete term of his/her sentence in a manner conducive to the smooth operation of the charge authority’s place of business and or domicile.
Condition 2: Your full sentence shall be served under the care and direction of the charge authority and at all times you will be kept under conditions that meet or exceed minimum State security requirements.
Condition 3: You will, during your sentence term, be compelled to comply with any and all requirements and instructions of the charge authority provided that those requirements and instructions do not adversely impact your health or contravene State guidelines.
Condition 4: The charge authority undertakes to provide food and shelter, rest periods, medical care, and time set aside for religious devotion in accordance with the State issued guidelines.”
At this point, the man lifted his eyes from his written script to look directly at Heather. “I should add that these guidelines specify nutritional requirements, acceptable working and sleeping conditions including minimum temperatures, working hours per day, and time set aside on a weekly basis for religious worship. In addition, every eight weeks you would be entitled to request the presence of a priest and, if it can be arranged with the minimum of disruption, your charge authority is required to consider your request.”
The man smiled and continued reading:
Condition 5: Your place of confinement and living conditions shall be subject to annual State inspections to confirm that both security and health issues are in compliance and these inspections will include your personal well-being.
Condition 6: The charge authority will undertake not to lease or sell your services to a third party for profit.
Condition 7: Punishment for behavioural transgressions or non-compliance with legal requirements and instructions of the charge authority or State Officials will be conducted in accordance with State guidelines and will be mandatory.
Condition 8: Behavioural transgressions affecting any third party will be considered by the Office of Penal Observance who may at their discretion impose penalties over and above those required by the charge authority and/or require changes to your living or working conditions. In extreme cases, the Penal Observance Office may expropriate and return you to the State penitentiary and, in this instance, the charge authority would forfeit any money invested in you and you would be ineligible for further dissemination during the balance of your sentence.”
The man sighed and laid down his notes. “Do you have any questions about any of these conditions?”
“Er…” said Heather. “Somebody might buy my services from the State for the duration of my entire sentence?”
“It’s a lease, but that’s basically correct.”
“What services would those be?”
“That will be entirely up to the charge authority. They could require you to work in a factory of some kind, or on a farm, or even in a domestic setting; a maid, for instance. So long as they take the necessary steps to ensure your continued security, health, and safety, the details of any activities you may be required to perform will be their sole discretion.”
“And what if they want me to perform sexual acts?”
“The same rules apply. They cannot lease or sell you to a third party, so you cannot be used, for instance, to work in a brothel, but other instances are not excluded.”
“They can force me to have sex with anyone against my will?” cried Heather in dismay.
“No,” said the man emphatically. “In order for the contract to be enacted, you must first agree to it and that includes agreeing to these terms. Thereafter, any sexual activity between yourself and the charge authority or any persons nominated by the charge authority is, by definition, pre-agreed and the prospect of coercion does not arise. If, at that stage, you chose to disobey a direct instruction, he would then be quite within his rights to exact a punishment in accordance with State guidelines until you comply.”
The man looked at Heather over the top of his spectacles. “I would have thought, Miss West, that a young woman like yourself would welcome the opportunity for a sexual encounter when the alternative is to be chaste for the next twenty years in a State penitentiary.”
That statement brought Heather up sharp; the thought hadn’t occurred to her.
“Where would I be kept? In a cell? And what about my clothes? Will I have to wear an orange jump suit all the time?”
“These details will be the responsibility of the charge authority, but I say again, your incarceration must comply with State security guidelines in these matters at all times.”
“And what about visitors? Will I be allowed to see anyone?”
“Again, that would be the prerogative of the charge authority.”
“You keep referring to security requirements…”
“It’s not a holiday, Miss West. You have been sentenced to a term of imprisonment as a felon and must be kept either in a secure environment or in such a manner that precludes any possibility of your escape whilst ensuring you pose no threat to the general public.”
Heather had never considered herself to be a threat to the populace at large and wondered what the State of Oklahoma thought she might do.
“This opportunity gives you the option of serving your sentence in premises other that a State Penitentiary, of spending your days doing things other than sitting in a cell, and of knowing that you are contributing economically to the community instead of being a drain on resources. It is a one-off offer, Miss West, and once your decision is made there will be no going back. We require your answer within three days.”
The man pressed a hidden button behind the desk and the door opened to admit a prison officer who took hold of Heather’s arm and led her from the room.
✽✽✽
 
Heather made her decision and signed the papers and, for better or worse, the matter was now irreversible. She will be included in the inventory of the next Oklahoma Dissemination Board auction and for the next two days, she was agitated but hopeful with her moods swinging wildly as she imagined herself as nursemaid to a young family one minute and servicing an entire company of drillers on an offshore oil well the next. Perhaps she’ll get a job working on a farm or in a hospital. That wouldn’t be too bad; she’d enjoy caring for others and she’d heard that the State was short of nurses and auxiliary staff.
On the third day, her dreams were brought down to earth when she was taken to a small complex within the jail to be listed. She sat before a large man in a white coat who had endless questions about her health and health history, family history, religious beliefs and church affiliations, academic accomplishments, skills and hobbies, and finally sexual history.
Was she a virgin? No. When was the first time? 2 months ago. The interviewer briefly looked up from the questionnaire in surprise before continuing: how many previous partners? One of course. Has your experience been with vaginal sex? She nodded. Oral sex? No. Anal sex? Nooo!
“How often do you climax during sex?”
“We’ve only done it three times,” she whispered and then added when he continued to stare at her: “Never.”
“Do you masturbate?”
She gave the interviewer a guilty look which he took to be affirmation. “The pastor says that is wrong and a sin.”
“Surely, he says that all sex before marriage is a sin?” asked the man. “Well, you don’t need to worry about that anymore.”
Heather looked at him with confusion evident on her face.
“As you know, the contract that you have signed gives your Charge Authority, within stated limits, all legal rights over your person for the duration of your sentence. This effectively makes you the property of the Charge Authority equivalent to a slave or concubine in the Bible and removes from you all notions of ‘freewill’. Morally, therefore, you cannot be held responsible for your actions when you are only complying with what’s demanded of you.”
“But earthly commands cannot overrule the edicts of the Bible.”
“They don’t. The Bible supports the keeping of slaves, even sex slaves and concubines.  In particular, it states unequivocally that they are expected to be submissive and obey their master in everything, an edict so important that it’s repeated many times in Bible passages such as Ephesians 6:5, Titus 2:9-10, and Colossians 3:22. Even Peter repeats this in Peter 2:18. The Bible is also explicit regarding how such women should be treated if they failed to obey. Jesus himself recommends that disobedient slaves should be beaten in Luke 12:47 or even killed in Matthew 24:51, although, of course, the State cannot support that.
“The recent changes in Federal and State laws that have introduced the new dissemination system to the penitentiaries are fully supported by virtually all Christian denominations, particularly your own Evangelical Protestants who make up the greater part of the religious community in Oklahoma. They recognise the status and moral responsibilities of convicted felons such as yourself and not only do they absolve you of all responsibility for any perverse or deviant actions which would otherwise be considered a mortal sin, but they also recognise that you have a religious responsibility to comply with the commands of your master and to do otherwise would be a serious breach of conduct as defined by the Bible. The church, therefore, fully endorses the conditions under which you will be held and any punishments you earn for non-compliance.”
Heather just sat there in silence with a shocked look on her face.
“You should be happy, my dear. You get a free pass into heaven.”
With the questionnaire completed, Heather was led into another room where a fierce looking woman told her to stand behind some medical equipment and to open her mouth. After a cursory inspection, Heather had to rest her chin on a plastic support so that the woman could manoeuvre a film plate behind her teeth and then an x-ray machine motored in an arc around her face to photograph her jaws.
“Good,” declared the woman pulling the film from her mouth. “Take all your clothes off; I need to take some measurements. Weight first,” and she pointed to weighing scales in the next bay. Her measurements were extensive: bust, waist and hips of course, but these were followed by neck, head circumference (both around her forehead and from chin to crown), hand and foot sizes, arm length, leg length, wrist, and ankle thicknesses. Then came the more invasive measurements starting with her mouth.
“Open as wide as you can… 1.93 inches,” the woman muttered. “Do you have a gag reflex?”
“I don’t know what you mean.”
“Do you gag if a man pushes his penis into your throat?”
“I don’t know. No-one has ever done that.”
The woman went to a cupboard and returned with a rubber dildo. “Open…” Heather almost retched when its tip touched the back of her throat and the woman pulled it out quick. Then she pushed it back slower until Heather stated to gag. “4.2 inches,” and she noted the measurement on a form.
“Almost done,” and Heather was directed to a gynaecological chair. She climbed onto the seat and, in some embarrassment, lifted her legs into the stirrups. “Arms by your sides,” said the woman and began buckling two straps across Heather, one around her chest and the other about her waist.
“Why?” asked Heather while the woman closed more straps around her thighs and ankles.
“It’s to stop you wriggling, of course,” and she fetched a speculum and a small torch. “I just need to check whether you’re healthy; we don’t want you infecting your new owners, do we?” Heather turned her head and stared at the wall until the speculum was removed, but her ordeal was not yet over. The woman fetched another dildo from the cupboard, this one with a rubber tube hanging out of its base attached to a hand pump and a pressure gauge. She pushed it in as far as it would go, as indicated by a surprised shriek from Heather, and recorded the length. Then she began pumping and the dildo began expanding until the gauge read exactly 1 psi and Heather was getting agitated.
“Squeeze it as hard as you can. It’s in your interest to do so… The harder you squeeze, the smaller it gets,” and she watched the pressure increase on the gauge. “1.82 psi. That’s very good. You must have strong pelvic floor muscles,” and she made another note on the form and released the pressure.
“One more measurement and then we can move on. You may find this a little uncomfortable…”
‘This’ turned out to be a thin, round ended tube that the woman lubricated and pushed through Heather’s anal muscle. There was a flexible tube and an electric cable hanging out of its end and these the woman connected to a small white box on a stand between Heather’s open legs. It was certainly not something Heather would have chosen to have inside her, but it wasn’t actually uncomfortable. Then the woman pressed a button on the box and a motor began humming.
Inside Heather, the end of the tube began expanding with pressurised fluid until it was a rock-hard sphere within her rectum. It felt distinctly odd, but still not actually painful.
“It’s to stop you expelling it,” explained the woman and touched another button. The motor started humming again with a different note and now the tube itself began to expand. Heather shrieked.
“There’s no need to become alarmed. It will slowly expand as you dilate until it reaches a certain pressure, and then I can record the natural dilated diameter of your sphincter muscle. It takes a while for your muscle to reach a balance with the pressure in the tube, so I’ll just leave you to relax for a bit,” and she left the room.
Heather was far from relaxed as she felt her anus gradually dilating. It took about ten minutes and wasn’t actually as bad as she feared, but it certainly held her attention.
The woman returned to record the dilated dimension and then deflated the device before pulling it free. “1.32 inches,” she muttered. “A tight arse…” She moved about the room tidying things away while Heather just watched. Finally, the woman turned back to her prisoner. “The next stage is a series of photographs for the catalogue and, as we already have you like this, I’ll ask the photographer to step in and get this one out the way first.”
“No,” cried Heather, but the woman merely looked at her and slowly shook her head. She opened the door to say something into the next room and then picked up her paperwork and left through the opposite doorway. The next thing Heather became aware of was a young man with a camera standing between her spread legs and grinning at her. He was not much older than she was and, under other circumstances, might have been a welcome companion, but not like this; please… not like this.
“Morning, miss,” he said brightly and then saw her horror-struck expression. “It’s nothing to be ashamed of… I have to take this type of picture of all the young women that come through here. People expect to see it in the catalogue when there’s a chance that the woman can be used for recreational purposes.”
Heather’s expression didn’t alter; in fact, it grew more extreme as the boy put down the camera he was holding to take a tissue from his pocket and dab first at the mouth of her vagina and then at her anal sphincter.
“Just a bit of lubricant,” he said and then added: “Smile,” before snapping several shoots. “You have a very pretty vulva. I always like it when the inner lips are naturally exposed like yours. It makes a girl look more sensual, more welcoming. You’ve trimmed yourself nicely too; very tidy.” He stood staring at her for some moments and then exclaimed, “Are you secreting?”
“It’s just more of that lubricant.”
“No, I don’t think so,” said the boy and touched her again, sliding his finger between her labia the full length of her vulva. She squealed and jumped when his touch slid over her clitoris, trying in vain to throw him off, but he merely grinned.
“You're a sparky one; I wish I could buy you for myself.”
He snapped a few photographs of labial detail including one where he was easing her lips apart with his fingers to reveal her clitoris and she’d never been more grateful than when he finally released her straps and she could scramble back to terra firma. He directed her through a door and she entered a photographic studio complete with professional lighting and printing equipment.
“Over there please,” and he gestured to a red painted circle on the floor in front of a white wall and between two vertical scales marked off in feet and inches. She stood self-consciously on the spot with her hands knotted before her while the boy turned on the lights and assembled his camera on a tripod.
“I need you to stand erect and look straight ahead. We’ll do front, side and back, and then repeat but with your hands clasped behind your head.”
It didn’t take long and then he tossed her the orange jump suit.




Chapter 4
Dissemination Processing


The days dragged out and turned into weeks. She was alone in her cell for twelve hours each night, lying awake thinking about what the future could hold and she wasn’t at all sure she’d made the right choice. Her days were spent walking morosely around the exercise yard or reading magazines in the common room whilst other inmates watched television or played noisy games of cards. She found no-one with whom she felt a connection. They were typically much older than her and none had a sentence longer than three years.
“’Course not,” said one woman when Heather asked. “All the long term inmates have opted for private service.”
“But it’s just slavery; sexual slavery at that.”
The woman chuckled. “They were mostly prossies anyway, so what’s it matter?”
It was a Thursday when Heather was called to the Head Wardens office, eighteen days from when she committed herself by signing her body away.
“Your papers have come. You’ll be picked up in two hours.”
“Who’s bought me?”
“I only have a name here. A Mr Ethan Chandler, but you’ll refer to all men as Sir and all women as Ma’am.”
“Do you know what I’ll be doing?”
“I only have a name here,” he repeated.
“How much did he pay?”
The warden looked up at her in surprise. “That’s none of your business. Now, before he collects you, you need to be numbered and collared,” and he pressed the call button on his desk. “Dissemination Release processing,” he said to the officer who entered and passed him a folder of papers. He nodded to Heather and she followed him to an area of the prison she’d never seen before to stand before a man in a white coat.
“Take off your clothes and sit in the chair,” he said.
“Are you a doctor?”
The man smiled. “I suppose I am of sorts.” Then he turned to her escorting officer. “Do you have her paperwork?”
“What’s that,” she asked when he pulled a trolley behind her back.
“Tattoo gun.”
“You're going to tattoo me?”
“Of course. Lean forward a little.”
“But why?”
“It’s your number. It’s how we keep track of you. Now just relax and be quiet for a bit…”
“But… But tattoos are permanent.”
“I should hope so. We wouldn’t want to lose you.”
He extracted a cardboard stencil from her folder of paperwork and she caught a glimpse before he taped it onto her back: a series of ½-inch high letters and numbers in thick characters that meant nothing to her.
The tattoo was painful, but not as painful as the final flourish when the man injected something in her back next to his artwork. “RFID microchip,” he said in a casual voice.
She stood, but the pseudo-doctor had not yet finished. He approached with another syringe, this one loaded with a contraceptive implant. “It goes in your upper arm,” he said and she closed her eyes as he inserted it beneath her skin.
“Good. Just your identity collar and chains now,” and he pulled a metal collar from a drawer. “It’s not as bad as it looks,” he said with a disparaging smile. “It’s titanium, so it’s quite light for its size.”
It looked heavy. It was made from a silvery-looking metal, 1½ inches deep and perhaps ¼ inch thick with a concealed hinge and tangs that fitted into slots when it closed.
“Fourteen ounces,” he said. “You’ll barely feel it. It’s so you can't hide; it’s got your ID number embossed in the side and you'll be easily recognisable as a felon wherever you are and, in any case, it has an active RFID transmitter built in, so we can always find you. The battery will be changed every two years and you’ll need to be brought here for that. You’ll notice there’s no key hole. Once it’s fitted, there’s no way you can take it off. The materials stronger than high-strength steel and extremely difficult to cut, and I certainly wouldn’t advise trying to grind it; titanium powder is not only flammable, but also spontaneously combustible.”
“How does it come off then? What if I'm allergic to it?”
“You won’t be. No-one’s allergic to titanium. It’s why they use it for medical implants. The only way to remove it will be to come back here. It’s locked with an internal magnetic latch and only we have the code.”
With that, the man opened it wide and snapped it shut about Heather’s neck before she realised what was happening. Her hands flew to her throat to feel the metal band that would accompany her for the next twenty years. It wasn’t too tight, but tight enough to ensure it couldn’t drop below her throat and shaped so that it couldn’t be twisted. She also felt three rings hanging from its surface on front and sides, rings presumably intended as anchoring points for leashes or chains.
“Stand up and show me your hands.” The cuff he closed about her wrist was tight and slightly flattened so it couldn’t rotate. It was made of stainless-steel, a material much heavier than the titanium of her collar, and polished so it looked more like expensive jewellery than a prisoner’s shackle. He closed a similar one about her other wrist. There was, as yet, no linking chain, just individual metal bands with concealed hinges and concealed locks, each with a single ‘D’ ring welded onto the palm side of band. They were they just to provide convenient tethering points, to make it easier to chain her when required.
He snapped similar cuffs around her ankles and immediately she could sense the extra weight pulling on her arms and legs.
“Generally, these cuffs just stay on but your charge authority will have the means to remove them if necessary,” said the pseudo-doctor. They’ve been designed for long-term wear and have been sized specially for you; you’ll find them much more comfortable than, say, normal handcuffs. And this is your transportation chain,” he said picking up a length of steel links much heavy than necessary. “It’s your default security chain whenever you're outside your cage and not subject to an alternative system.”
She raised her chin when he lifted the open lock at the chain’s end towards her collar and then watched as a passive observer when he picked up one of her wrists, threaded the shackle of a padlock through the cuff’s ring, through a chain link somewhere near her middle, and then through her other cuff. Once locked, it held her hands together tight against the chain at the level of her sex to leave three-feet hanging down between her legs, the last eight inches divided to form a short hobble. He locked the lower ends to her ankle cuffs to leave her staring down at the bright metalwork with a sinking heart. The injustice of it all was hard to bear.
“Have you voided this morning?”
It took her a few moments to realise what he was asking and when she did, she nodded.
“In that case, I’ll just do a quick search.”
“What? How can I hide anything?”
He gave her a derisive look as if she was being deliberately obtuse and said, “Open your mouth.” Heather sighed and opened wide; he peered into both cheeks and under her tongue using a small torch and a spatula, then said, “Lean over the table. Can’t have you starting your dissemination on the wrong foot, can we?” She felt herself diminishing even further, her soul being sucked from her with each new indignity, and winced when she heard the snap of latex gloves, glancing round in time to see him reaching for a tube of lube.
The search was quick and efficient as he probed deep into both orifices, if pointless and demeaning. She stood up quickly when she heard him pull the gloves from his hands, but he stopped her with a hand on her back. “Stay there; not quite finished yet.”
She watched as he moved around the table and opened a tall metal cabinet against the far wall to return with a pair of rubber plugs and some nylon zip ties.
“What are you doing? You can't do that.”
“They're only temporary. They give your new charge manager assurance that you’ve been inspected and certified free of contraband.”
“But how can I hide anything with my hands chained like this?” but he just smiled and placed a hand on her back while he worked the plugs into her. The plugs were similar, an inch thick and three inches long with wide, slotted collars on their rear faces, and before he allowed her to rise, he threaded a long narrow zip tie through the slots in the back of both plugs. She stood and he wrapped an extra-wide tie around her waist, zipped it up tight, and snipped off the excess length. Then he thread the narrow tie under this waistband at her belly and told her to lean forward again so he could pass the tie back through the same slots in the plugs. Upright once more, she felt him pushing the end of the tie under the waistband behind her back and then he zipped its ends together. A quiet, saw-like sound preceding a loud shriek from Heather as the tie tightened between her cheeks at the back and through her vulval cleft at the front to force both plugs deep and seal her chambers.
She stared at him with a shocked look on her face that only grew more horrified when he held up an oral plug for her mouth on another nylon strap.
“Please… You don’t need to do this.”
“You are a drug smuggler, aren’t you?” and he offered the plug up to her mouth.
“There; you're all set. I’ll get someone to take you to reception where you can wait to be collected.”
Heather started shaking her head and grunting, and it took a while for the processor to understand what the problem was. It was only when she went over to the chair where she’d left her orange jumpsuit that he understood and gave a short laugh.
“And how do you suppose you can now dress wearing those chains? No, missy; you won’t have need for much in the way of clothes from now on.” She glanced through the small window at the snow-covered landscape. “I wouldn’t worry if I were you. Your charge handler will be responsible for your welfare from now on. Talk to him about it.”
Heather just stared at the man and then gave a short grunt as if to say ‘How?’
✽✽✽
 
She sat on a bench seat in the reception area with the slack in her chain now allowing her to lift her shackled wrists enough to cover her naked breasts. The receptionist had leant her a blanket, draping it over her shoulders so she could clasp it together at the front, but she was still shivering with nipples as hard as dried beans. She was there for an hour with people passing back and forth, mostly ignoring her. Then the exterior door opened with another blast of cold air and a man entered.
She recognised him as different straight away because he wasn’t in uniform but wore jeans and a leather jacket. He was about thirty years old, slender in build, and with shoulder-length dark hair. He glanced at her and she saw an unsmiling face with grey eyes and skin tanned by the summer sun. He wasn’t clean shaven, but didn’t exactly have a beard either; dark stubble surrounded his mouth and covered his chin and jaw.
“Mr Chandler?” asked the receptionist and he nodded and showed her his driving licence as ID. “Just some paperwork for you to sign,” and the woman pushed a folder towards him. “This is her examination report; you should find all the data you need listed. And this is her health record card. It lists all her medical history. You’ll need to record any injuries she suffers here and other health issues in this area. Have it with you when you bring her here for her annual checks. This is her inoculation record. She’s good for three years with the implanted contraceptive. I assume you’ve already got all of her personal details from the catalogue, but this is a résumé. This is a court transcript of her trial just in case you need to refer to it. Her sentence is, of course, twenty years and you’ll be expected to maintain full security for her entire sentence period. The judge has specified that there will be no period of parole.
“And finally, this is the release document that transfers her to you. I have to warn you that upon signing this document, she is legally in your care and her health and security are your sole responsibility. Should she escape from your care, you would almost certainly be prosecuted for negligence and maybe even for aiding and abetting if it’s deemed you were not vigilant enough, and should her treatment in your care be found not to comply with State Guidelines, she will be returned to the penitentiary and you will forfeit any investment that you have made in her. That assessment will be made by the Penal Observance Office.”
Heather watched as the man silently signed two copies of the transfer document, the receptionist stamped both with a dated seal and filed one away.
“She’s been examined, all her orifices have been sealed, and she’s certified free of contraband. Here are her keys. Congratulations, Mr Chandler. She’s all yours.”
“Thank you,” Heather heard him whisper, the first words he’d spoken since his arrival, and watched as he scooped all the papers into the folder and tucked them away into a shoulder bag. Then, at last, he turned towards her.




Chapter 5
A New Home
Five steps and he was standing in front of her, towering over her, and then he dropped to a knee and extracted a pair of leather boots from his bag. She lifted a foot and he laced the boot in place; a perfect fit, but, of course, he’d know her size already. With the other boot fitted, he stood and said his first word to her: “Stand.”
She stood, her hands now pulled to her waist as the blanket slipped from her back to reveal her dark areolae and erect nipples. He gave them a cursory glance and then looked at the zip ties around her waist and between her legs. Without saying a word, he moved his hand down to feel the twin plugs threaded onto the nylon ties, assuring himself they were secure no doubt. Then he pulled a heavy winter coat from his bag, wrapped it over her shoulders, and buttoned it down her front, its sleeves hanging loose at her sides.
He stood looking at her bundled up in the coat for a long moment as if he was trying to decide something, and then he pulled a dog leash from his bag and clipped it onto her collar.
“This way,” he said, his voice low and gravelly. He picked up his bag and without a backwards glance, led her through the security door and out into the parking lot, her legs working frantically with small pixie-steps to keep up with him. They made their way over the icy surface to a Black Ford Pickup and Chandler opened the front passenger door for her, then looked at her hobbled ankles.
“Fuck,” he murmured and picked her up as if she weighed nothing to deposit her on the seat before closing the door and walking around to the driver’s side.
Once inside, she smelled his cologne when he leaned over her trussed-up body to pull the seat belt across her and plug it in, and she gave a short, muffled Hmm. It was muted thanks and barely audible, but he heard and looked at her face possibly for the first time. Then he started the engine and looked at her again. She flinched when he hooked his fingers under the nylon strap retaining her oral plug and pulled her head closer. She flinched more and tried to pull away when his other hand appeared from his side holding a hunting knife, but he only wanted to slide it under the zip tie. The nylon parted and he pulled the plug from her mouth.
“Thank you,” she whispered again, this time using words.
Traffic was sparse going out of town and soon almost non-existent as they turned off the main carriageway and onto a long, straight side road. Snow was blowing across its surface, driven by the wind sweeping over the low hills.
“May I speak, sir?” asked Heather.
He glanced at her and then nodded.
“Where are we going?”
“It’s a ranch.”
“How far is it, sir?”
“You’ll find out soon enough; it’s not so far.”
“What will I be doing, sir? Why did you buy me?”
He waited so long to answer, she thought he wasn’t going to say anything, but then he said, “We’ll talk about that later.”
She opened her mouth to speak again, but his expression looked so hostile that she thought better of it. After twenty minutes, he turned the vehicle again, this time onto an unpaved gravel track identifiable only by the twin tyre tracks in the snow he’d made earlier that day. They wound slowly around the barren hillside, the vegetation becoming denser as the track descended into the valley floor. Bare trees, taller than the surrounding scrub marked the course of a narrow stream, the water bubbling between rocks thick with snow and ice, and the pickup bounced through the shallow water and followed the water course down the other side. Then they were out of the woods and the snow became deeper as they passed through a narrow ravine and down into a relatively sheltered area protected by the steeper slopes of the surrounding hills. There, Mr Ethan Chandler had his ranch.
He drove the truck through an open gateway in a five-foot chain-link fence, a double gateway because they then passed through a wooden fence twenty feet inside the first, this one constructed of long, horizontal rails. The main house was to the left, a large, low bungalow of white-painted, wooden shuttering with a veranda the full width of the front elevation. There were other buildings around it: garages, store houses, stables; Heather couldn’t tell and Chandler had no plans to enlighten her. He drove straight on through the open doorway of a large barn and stopped the engine.
She waited. He walked around the vehicle to lean over her again for the seat belt and then lifted her to the ground and gave her leash a tug. She followed him across the icy yard feeling like a penguin and in through the side door of the house. There, she was faced with a large kitchen fitted out with modern appliances, a complicated-looking range cooker, and more storage cupboards than were surely necessary. Black granite covered the counter-tops around two sides of the room and an island that housed a double sink and provided a central breakfast bar. She glanced to the right through tall picture windows at a paddock and, beyond the surrounding fences, at a white hillside misty with spumes of windblown snow.
Chandler dropped the leash, unbuttoned and removed the coat, and told her to stand still. The kitchen was warm, warmer than the jail, and she stood on the indicated spot and studied the room in more detail. A washing machine was visible beyond a second open doorway and Heather assumed it was some sort of utility room; a place for the heating furnace perhaps or for parking coats and boots. There were pictures arranged along one wall, photographs of people and animals and, although she daren’t approach them, she could make out some of the details: a young girl of about ten with a palomino pony, an Alsatian puppy, and when she was much younger, in the arms of a young woman. Next came a pair of hunting dogs looking very superior and finally a photograph of a young couple with their arms around each other, grinning at the camera. One of them was the same young woman and the other was a younger version of Ethan Chandler.
The internal door opened and the girl from the photographs walked in. She was obviously younger than Heather, fourteen or fifteen perhaps, and slightly built like a toy. She had her hair dyed yellow with red streaks and styled in a short pixie cut. It suited the shape of her pretty face which had high cheekbones and a quick smile like an elf, devoid of make-up.
They stood looking at each other in silence, the girl dressed in a plain frock, long white socks, and slippers, and Heather in boots and chains.
“Hello. I’m Eva,” she said as she approached and then, “Oh, what pretty titties you have,” and she reached out to touch a nipple.
Heather, taken completely by surprised, shrieked and twisted away, knocking the girl sideways against the granite and high stools that tumbled over. The girl fell with a shriek and a clattering while Heather looked on aghast.
“I'm sorry. I didn’t mean to do that. Are you hurt?” She took a pace forwards, but was in no position to help Eva who just stared up at her with blood trickling from a cut on her forehead.
Chandler came rushing through the door, took one look at Eva on the floor, and pushed Heather carelessly away.
“I’m sorry. She touched me and I knocked her. I’m so sorry. Is she hurt?”
Chandler ignored Heather and eased the girl to her feet, dabbing at her cut head with a damp tissue.
“I'm ok,” said Eva. “Really I am. I think I just surprised her, that’s all.”
“Go and clean yourself up. There’s sticking plasters in the bathroom cabinet.”
They watched Eva leave the kitchen and then Chandler turned to Heather: “You, follow me,” and he walked smartly from the room.
They passed open doorways to a dining room and a large sitting room, another revealing a library with a great oak desk. Other doors were closed and she could only guess what was behind them; bedrooms probably, a bathroom, a music room or storerooms perhaps. There seemed to be more doors than possibilities.
They turned a corner and walked the length of a long corridor that ended at a steel door. It stood ajar and they both walked through into a large space with a tall ceiling. In front of her, Heather saw twin cages, their steel bars lining a whole wall with their open doorways beckoning. Each was about twelve feet wide, but less than six deep, the end sections of both cells dedicated to a shower, a small sink, and toilet. The rest of the space was reserved for sleeping with a bunk along the back wall and a small cabinet beside it.
Heather turned to Chandler as her future was revealed before her, but he made no comment other than to tell her to take off the boots. She sat on the concrete floor, pulling her legs up to her body to reach the laces and glanced about her at the rest of the room as she wrestled with the knots. The space was many times larger than both cages added together and was not empty. Equipment was heaped against one wall, strange equipment: wooden and metal frames, electric motors, cables and switch boxes. There was also a tall steel cabinet and beside it, a steel table empty except for another unknown electrical device that looked industrial in origin and a pile of chains. On the opposite wall was a row of small barred windows set high near the ceiling, much too high to see anything other than sky.
“Stay there,” he barked as she watched him go to the pile of equipment heaped in the corner to select two metal bars forty inches long with a ring at each end and another at the centre point of each bar. He knelt and unlocked one of her wrists, only to relock it to the end of a bar. Then he did the same with the other wrist, fixing it to the same bar so that her arms were now spread. Heather was beginning to have a bad feeling about this, which was all but confirmed when he removed the hobble chain from one ankle and instead attached the other bar to her ankle cuff.
“No…” she protested and he paused to stare up at her face, but it was more of a whimper than a cry for help and he spread her ankles apart to attach the last of her limbs. Now she was afraid, but sitting on the concrete floor with her arms and legs spread, she was helpless and the stern expression on his face caused her to remain silent while he removed the now redundant transportation chain from her collar.
He moved to the doorway where he touched a switch on the wall and there was a quiet hum as above her, a cable descended with a small hook at its end. Suddenly everything was crystal clear and she burst in a torrent pleas and excuses only to receive a loud command for silence in return.
With the hook lowered below the level of her chin, she struggled to evade his touch, but he lifted the bar between her wrists easily and clipped the hook to its centre. It was all over… There was nothing she could now do to avoid the inevitable and as the cable withdrew, it lifted her from the floor and she erected like an umbrella, legs and arms taut and spread wide.
“Please. It was an accident. I didn’t mean to hurt her…”
Chandler was unmoved. He went behind her to the steel cabinet and when he returned he was holding a heavy leather paddle. Standing before her, he examined his new girl, paying particular attention to her long, elegant legs, made considerably less elegant by the presence of the heavy steel cuffs locked around each ankle. The only part of her that denied his inspection was the area between her legs and there the twin plugs were still making their presence felt in the most intimate fashion. His casual, indifferent assessment of her exposed predicament made her feel very small and vulnerable.
“What part did Eva touch?” he asked, his voice devoid of emotion.
“My breast… I wasn’t expecting it and couldn’t lift my hands.”
Her eyes opened wide as she watched Chandler lift the paddle and screamed as he spun his arm round to land it squarely on her left breast. She couldn’t avoid it; her body was so stretched she could barely wriggle and her soft flesh pancaked against her ribs before a white circular wave rolled back to her nipple, turned blush red and started to bounce as she began trembling uncontrollably.
“No…” she screamed as he struck the other side. She continued screaming as he slapped from side to side, her strange dance rocking and bobbing her breasts as she sought to avoid the heavy paddle without success.
Ten slaps she received in all, five to either side, and it left her sobbing and spent, hanging by her wrists from the chains as her breasts reddened.




Chapter 5
A new Friend
Heather was alone; Chandler had left. She tried to stand up straighter to lessen the strain on her wrists, but the tension in the cable was so great it barely made any difference. Her breasts ached, as well they might she thought looking down at her discoloured chest.
Life had been so good to her right up to the time she turned eighteen and returned from her Argentinian holiday; ever since it had been the most horrendous nightmare imaginable and was liable to continue that way for the next twenty years. The idea was so awful that it didn’t bear thinking about. Twenty years… She’ll be nearly forty before she’s released with her whole youth stolen from her. And for what? It had to have been those boys, Dave and Isaac, and for the thousandth time, she cursed herself for being so gullible.
She could see it all now: the way they wheedled their way into the girls’ confidence by pretending to be volunteer missionaries, their outlandish disguises, and the snatched opportunity to hide the meths in her rucksack, presumably with a plan to accost them in Oklahoma and steal it back once they were through customs. It had all been carefully thought through even to the extent of feeding them non-stop lemonade so they'd have to visit the rest room.
They must have been really angry when they realised she’d been caught and their haul was lost. It would have cost them thousands of dollars, but it will cost Heather twenty years.
The steel door to the cage room swung open and a girl walked in; a girl who wasn’t Eva. This girl was naked, her ankles were hobbled together, and her wrists were linked to her metal collar by short chains.
“Oh…” she exclaimed. “Your poor breasts. Eva told me what happened. I’m so sorry.”
Heather stared at a girl a little older than she, but with a similar build and height. She was white skinned, just as Heather was, but where Heather’s hair was white, hers was just as long but almost black.
“I’m Kate, by the way; Kate Richards. You're Heather West; Eva told me that too.”
The girl came close and inspected Heather’s breasts. “The paddle hurts like hell, but it doesn’t usually bruise, although I see he’s really gone to town on you.” She laid a hand gently on Heather’s left breast and then lifted it away quickly. “It’s so hot…” Then she looked up and down the rest of Heather’s body. “I’m sorry, but I daren’t release you.”
“You're on this convict program too?” asked Heather in a weak voice.
“I am. I’ve been here just over six months. I elected to join the program shortly after it started. Another four years, five months, and eighteen days to go.”
“I have twenty years…”
“Oh, that’s rough… That really is rough. If it’s any consolation, you could have picked a worse place than this. Mr Chandler is not so bad once you get to know him.” Kate looked beyond Heather’s shoulder at the metal table. “I have to use the pump,” she said and walked out of sight behind Heather. Chinking and clicking sounds indicated that something was happening, and then a motor started with a low hum. A few seconds later, the note changed into a two-tone, alternating frequency accompanied by a louder clicking sound and Kate swearing under her breath.
“Is that a breast pump?”
“Yeah. Christ, it always surprises me when I first turn it on, but it gives me a high every time I use it.”
It was then that the door opened again and Eva walked into the room with a sheepish grin and a small sticking plaster covering the cut on her forehead.
“I'm sorry, Heather. I shouldn’t have touched you like that.” Then she saw Heather’s red breasts and gasped. “Oh… I didn’t know he was going to do that. It looks so painful.”
“It feels painful.”
Eva glanced behind her to see if Chandler was there and then whispered, “You should call me ma’am each time you speak to me. It’s specified in the State issued rules.”
“Yes ma’am. Sorry ma’am,” said Heather, privately thinking how strange it was to be calling such a young girl ma’am.
Eva approached, but didn’t touch. Instead, she walked slowly all the way around Heather until she was standing in front of her again, allowing her eyes to examine every inch of exposed flesh. Heather held her tongue, but felt her face reddening to the same blush tone as her breasts under the intense scrutiny.
“You have got a pretty body. I can see why daddy bought you.” She moved closer and now she did raise a hand, very slowly and with her eyes locked onto Heather’s, daring her to say anything. Cool fingers touched her left nipple which immediately hardened, and Eva’s face broke into a wide grin. “See, you do like it…”
Emboldened, the girl slid fingertips down Heather’s skin until they touched the nylon band about her waist. “What’s this?”
“She’s plugged, ma'am,” said Kate behind Heather’s back. “They do that at the detention centre so she can’t smuggle anything. Mr Chandler hasn’t removed them yet.”
Eva’s hand moved lower, Fingertips brushing her labia before coming to rest on the twin rubber discs at the base of the plugs. Heather moved uneasily, but with her legs stretched and spread open could only groan. Eva, meanwhile, was intrigued and stared up at her new captive with bright eyes and an open mouth, a look of feigned astonishment.
“Ooo… No games for you today, then.”
“He’ll have to take them out soon, ma'am. She won’t even be able to pee until he does.”
“Well, it’s good to know you haven’t been able to smuggle anything in here. Daddy told me what you did…”
“No, I…” began Heather, but Eva continued talking.
“And as for these pretty little titties, you’ll be lactating soon enough just like Kate.”
Heather’s head was instantly overflowing with questions, some of which Eva then answered…
“It’s for me, actually. Ever since I was a child I've not been able to digest much. I have something that goes way beyond lactose intolerance and human breast milk is one of the few thing I can consume. Daddy used to have to buy breast milk from the milk bank and still does a bit, but Kate helps a lot and when you're lactating too, it’ll be much better. Isn't that right, Kate?”
“Yes ma’am,” came the reply from behind Heather’s shoulder.
Eva stepped back with a smile, but a tear sliding down the side of Heather’s nose brought her up short. She seemed to become suddenly aware that Heather’s predicament was causing her pain and left quickly saying she was going to fetch Mr Chandler. He entered a couple of minutes later with Eva on his heels and stared at Heather’s chest and then at her pubic mound with its narrow pattern of pubic hair almost hidden behind the nylon ties running like an arrow straight down to her vaginal cleft. He touched the switch and the hook lowered to ease the stress in her arms, but didn’t release them altogether. Instead, he produced a box cutter from his back pocket and sliced through the ties, pulling the waistband free and dropping the other to leave it hanging from the base of the plugs. He knelt and pulled the tie down roughly to drag both plugs from her body. She yelped and both Eva and Kate jumped with the sound.
The pump was still ticking when he moved to the table next to Kate, rummaged through the pile of chains, and returned with three short lengths of chains and several padlocks. Kneeling again, he released both her ankles and she closed her legs, further easing the pull on her wrists and allowing Chandler to lock a short hobble between her ankles. Then he locked the two remaining chains to her collar before releasing each wrist in turn and locking them to a chains to leave her just like Kate, her hands now hanging by their wrists just below the level of her breasts as if she was now praying. She stood unsteadily looking at him, not knowing what to say. Chandler, too, seemed lost for words and just pointed to one of the cells. Heather moved like an automaton through the cell door and Chandler pulled it shut behind her with a loud click that sounded so final.
“Kate will bring you some food shortly,” he said after another long inspection. “Wash those plugs, please Kate,” and he walked from the room.
✽✽✽
 
From her new vantage point within her cage, Heather could see what Kate was doing. She was leaning low over the table with her elbows on its cold surface, her breasts pendulous below her chest, and teat cup attached to her nipples that were bouncing in little jerky movements in time with the clicks. She seemed oblivious to the fact that her vulva was prominently on display.
Thin plastic tubes linked the teat cups to the pump on the table and its glass collecting jar which was now showing about half a cup of milk. Her eyes were closed and Heather was struck with how serene her face looked. How could she be feeling that way when faced with these conditions?
“I’ll bring you some salve that you can rub on your tits.”
Heather jumped. She’d almost forgotten that Eva was still in the room. “Oh, yes. Thank you ma’am.”
“He’s sorry, you know. He didn’t say anything, but I could tell that he’s sorry he punished you that way.”
Eva left and Kate now spoke. “I think I'm about done here.” She squeezed something at the base of each teat cup to disengage them and placed them on the table top before straightening to stand erect. Heather stiffened; on the back of her left shoulder in thick, black-inked letters ½-inch high was her identification code ‘AK479FA’. Although she hadn’t yet seen it, Heather would have similar on her back.
Kate turned and smiled; her nipples were looking red and swollen.
“Can I ask you something?” said Heather. “What is it we’re supposed to do here? What do you do all day and is it any better than prison?”
Kate smiled. “Oh, it’s definitely better than prison. There’s more chains, of course, but that’s because the house wasn’t designed to imprison people, and you’ll invariably be kept naked inside the house. That’s to comply with State guidelines, but it’s warm enough and you’ll soon get used to it. Eva tells me it’s to discourage people from stealing us, it makes it so much more difficult if we’re naked apparently,” she added tongue in cheek. “But I think the reason’s more psychological: it tends to make you feel more submissive and more likely to follow the rules if you're naked and everyone around you is clothed. I suppose that’s a point against being here compared with prison; you don’t have to walk around like this in the penitentiary, but then you don’t really get to walk around there much at all.”
Kate moved nearer and leaned on the bars to Heather’s cage. “Mr Chandler is supposed to comply with State guidelines about our security, the chains an’ all, and if he doesn’t he risks us being repossessed and losing all his money. He’s generally quite pedantic about it, although he has sometimes been known to wing it a bit; I’m sure I'm not always secured in the approved manner.” Kate thought for a few moments and then added, “Sometimes when I'm working, he uses longer chains so I can move my hands more, but I think he has something else in mind for me this afternoon.”
Her smile left Heather in no doubt about her implied meaning and she looked down at her own hands restrained in the same way. Was he going to use her too? Her mind exploded with a multitude of images, all of which made her distinctly uncomfortable. She’ll be unable to resist; was it going to be rape in all but name?
“In answer to your original question, there’s housework to do and outside there’s eighteen horses in the stables to attend to. They’re almost wild and he lets them run loose when the snow’s gone and sells the colts in the summer, but I think he only keeps them for interest; it’s not his real job. He spends most of his day in his office. Now, I have a question of my own… Are you a runner?”
Heather stared at her. “Do you mean would I run away from here if I could?”
“Oh no. Not at all… That would be really stupid. They’d catch you before you even got to the highway and then you really would be in trouble. You'd find yourself in so many chains that you’d hardly be able to move at all. No, what I meant was did you run for sport?”
What sort of question was that and how could that be at all relevant?
“As it happens, I used to do a lot of running. Before I got my legs chained together of course.”
“Thought so,” said Kate. “That’s probably the main reason he chose you. I did some running too before I was arrested. Just evening runs round the hill mostly, but I did enter a couple of marathons last year. He lets me run here around the yard’s perimeter track, although the State security guidelines makes that difficult; he has to take steps to make sure I can't run away.” She gave a little giggle as if the thought of suddenly veering off the track and running away across the hillside was funny. “Of course, I can't run at all until all the ice and snow has gone.”
“Why does he do that?”
“I'm not really sure. Eva told me that since the law changed, people have been using those on the State’s Dissemination Scheme for racing. I suppose it’s a bit like horse racing where you bet on the winner, but now they have us to bet on. I really don’t know very much at all, but I am looking forward to it. I’ve been here for six months now and to think he might take me out and let me compete with other people; run like I used to…”
The conversation was cut short by Eva arriving with the salve and Kate left walking slowly through the door with more poise than a shackled prisoner should possess carrying the small jar of breast milk. Eva passed a small tub through the bars and Heather spread the cream over herself. It felt cool and instantly she felt much better.
“Are you bruised?” asked Eva.
“I don’t think so, ma’am,” she answered stifling the grin provoked by the young girl’s formal title and touched the sides of her breasts. “They still smart something rotten, though.”
“You'll be fine by tomorrow.” She paused and then added, “He’s not going to let you out for the rest of the day and told me to release your hands. If you step closer, I’ll take the chains off your collar first.”
Heather moved to stand by the bars.
“Closer,” said the girl and reached out for her collar to pull Heather against the bars. They were cold against her skin, soft flesh now squeezing between the hard steel to project beyond her cage.
“Hold still,” said Eva, her voice now subtly different.
“Yes, ma’am.”
Her face was almost on the same level as Heather’s nipples and for a moment Heather thought she might take one in her mouth, but instead she reached up with her free hand and gently stroked.”
“There… Not so bad, is it?”
“No ma'am.”
“No ma'am,” Eva mimicked with a wicked grin.
“Ma'am…”
“Yes, Heather,” came the reply with such condescension in her voice that Heather nearly lost her train of thought.
“How old are you, ma'am?”
Eva’s grin broadened. She was now squeezing the nipple entrapped between her fingers. “Fifteen,” she said. “Sixteen in just under two months, April 3rd if you're really interested, then we can really begin to have fun.”
With her hands finally free, Heather sat back on her bunk with an expression that was registering surprise more than anything else. Eva, her new mistress as from a couple of hours before, was standing in the room looking at her, at her nudity, and twisting her body from side to side like a little girl to make her skirt spin above her thin legs. How has this happened? How had she suddenly become subservient to this young girl?
“I’ll bring you some magazines to read and tomorrow you can choose some books from the library,” she said and her patronising smile as she left made Heather feel like her new pet.
✽✽✽
 
Kate brought her lunch at two, came back to use the pump again at three, and then Heather saw no-one until Kate reappeared looking happy and flushed with a light supper at seven. She didn’t eat with Heather, she’d already eaten, but collected the milking pump from the table and placed it in the next door cage.
Eva entered soon after to close Kate’s cage door and then reach through the bars to remove all her chains, hands and feet. Soon after, she left pulling the heavy steel door of the cage room shut behind her and Kate started setting up the pump again.
“Eva said I’ll be lactating soon, but how can that be? I’m not pregnant.”
“Oh sweetie, you don’t need to be pregnant; you just need the right hormones for a few weeks.”
“But no-one’s said anything; no-ones asked me…”
“They don’t need your permission. Chandler has leased you, body and soul, from the State and can do virtually anything he wants with you so long as he doesn’t actually injure you. Lactation is a natural process for a woman, so you can’t argue he’s doing anything damaging.”
Heather sat quietly for a few minutes considering this latest gem. She was going to be producing breast milk, they were going to be milking her. She touched her breasts, small and rounded, and then her nipples.
“Am I going to get huge, saggy breasts?”
“Have I?” asked Kate. “If it’s done consistently with regular milking sessions that doesn’t ask too much of you, then you'll hardly change size at all. Your nipples will get bigger of course, that’s unavoidable, but I quite like that and it makes them much more sensitive. Don’t worry about it; you'll love it.”
Heather’s nipples were already larger than most…
“Don’t those nipple piercings get in the way?” she asked referring to the small bars through Kate’s nipples, each with a tiny ball on its ends. “Shouldn’t you take them out first?”
“I think he fitted them because of the milking pump,” said Kate. “And I can’t take them out; they're bonded in place.”
“Mr Chandler had them fitted?”
“He did them himself. He gave me a choice; said that I could either have normal piercings which would take nine months to a year to heal, or these which took about a week. He glued them in place with superglue and now my skin has bonded to them. Even if I’d chosen normal piercings, I still couldn’t have removed them because these little balls on the ends of the pins are glued in place and would need to be cut off.”
“But what about the teat cups? Do they still fit?”
“Ah… The teat cups are designed to clip over the bars and they actually hold the cups in place. They're not at all like ordinary teat cups, but work more like the cups farmers use on the udders of cows. Look, I’ll show you…” and she brought one over to the bars between the cages. It seemed to have been made from a glass pill bottle with a plastic funnel bonded into its open base leading to an inner chamber. Kate slid a finger into its neck between two layers of clear rubber.
“See… You squeeze the base and it opens so you can slide the bar of your piercing into these slots. Then, when it pumps, my nipple can move up and down between the slots, but the cup can’t actually fall off.”
“It looks complicated. I thought it would just be a plain funnel, but there are two suction tubes.”
“There are two chambers in each teat cup: a flexible inner one, which is actually these two diaphragms with my nipple between, and a rigid outer: the glass bottle. Both are suctioned the same to draw me in, but then the outer one is pulsed by opening the chamber to atmosphere; that’s what the second tube does.”
“And is that really much different to the pumps you can buy in the shops?”
“Oh sweetie. You’ll find out soon enough. Ordinary ones just suck, these actually pump my teats to expel the milk. When it’s on, it’s sucking all the time and sticks to your tit like a limpet, but when it pulses, it squeezes you as well with a pressure about 5 psi. That doesn’t sound a lot, but Mr Chandler told me it was the same pressure as you’d feel if a man stood on your hand with all his weight.”
“Doesn’t that hurt?”
“It did at first; now I just feel the rush of hormones as my milk is pumped out. If you thought your drugs were a rush, you wait until you try this.”
Heather turned her head away. “How do you know about the drugs?”
“Eva showed me the trial transcript.”
“It was all wrong. I wasn’t smuggling anything.”
Kate looked aghast. “Don’t let Mr Chandler hear you say that. Punishments for lying are as bad as anything and worse than most.”
“But I'm not lying.”
“Heather, I really don’t want to know. If you couldn’t convince a judge, you're wasting your time telling me.”
Kate had finished plugging the various tubes into the pump and was ready. Heather watched her open a tub of water-based lubricant and spread a little on each nipple. Then she clicked the pump on at the plug. It started humming and she put her hand over one of the cups to feel the suction. She looked at Heather and kneeling on her bunk and leaning forward, she held both cups up to her nipples, squeezed their bases to open them, and plugged them on. Immediately, her teats and much of her areolae were sucked deep into the cups between the two transparent diaphragms and the rubber surfaces clouded with the thin mists of milk that sprayed from multiple pores before dribbling down the suction pipe.
“This is where it gets good,” whispered Kate and flicked on the pulsator. Now on hands and knees, she couldn’t stifle a gasp as a loud click indicated that the pumping cycle had started and the first pulse hit her left teat, crushing it and forcing out all the milk that had collected behind her areolae. The pump clicked again to subject the teat once more to the full suction, lifting the cup as it drew her teat fully into the chamber and popping it out to its previous swollen size. But then the right side clicked and squeezed.
And so it went on, each nipple being sucked and squeezed alternately and with each squeeze, the teat cup would bounce and a jet of milk squirt into the suction tube.
“Oh God, I love this thing,” muttered Kate. “It’s almost as good as sex.”
Heather watched her perched on her bunk like an animal with the teat cups bouncing under her tits to strip her of her milk as her eyelids flickered. After a few minutes, she opened her eyes and the two girls grinned at each other through the bars.
After ten minutes, the milk flow had dwindled and Kate turned off the pump and then carefully extracted each teat from its vacuum trap. They emerged swollen and redder than before, but Kate just smiled and tapped one with her fingertip. A final drip of milk dropped from its tip.
“How did you end up here?” asked Heather, breaking the spell and bringing Kate back to reality.
“Felony assault on a police officer with a deadly weapon,” Kate replied in a matter of fact manner. “Comedy of errors really… It was March last year and I’d been to my friend’s hen party dressed as a French maid; you know the sort of thing: little Black dress, stockings, frilly knickers with lots of leg and tit showing. I hadn’t really enjoyed myself that night. I’d just broken up with someone and it all seemed so false somehow, as if it was all make-believe. Anyway, the taxi dropped me off about one in the morning outside my door and then I couldn’t find my door key. I was sitting on the wall outside the apartment building with the contents of my purse laid out beside me on the wall searching for the damn key when this cruiser stops. The officer obviously thought I was drunk, which I wasn’t, just cold… He said something to me and I was so annoyed I just ignored him. Then he tries to get me into his car and puts his arm under me to lift me up and grabs my tit. I suppose it was accident on his part, he just wanted to get me to stand, but I was so shocked I shrieked and lashed out, he overbalanced and tumbled down a flight of steps into a basement, broke his arm and was knocked unconscious. I thought I’d killed him and when other officers arrived, I was just sitting on the wall at the top of the steps crying.”
“And the deadly weapon?” Heather asked.
“Oh… It was a rolling pin. I’d taken it with me as a prop and I must have been holding it when he tried to lift me. I don’t even know if I’d actually hit him; more likely he hit his head on the wall.”
“And they gave you five years for that?”
“It was a police officer I injured.”




Chapter 6
Pierced
The evening passed surprisingly quickly for the girls considering each was confined in a six-foot wide cage. They spent most of the evening chatting and Heather learnt a lot. For instance, Ethan Chandler had been married, but his wife had died of an illness ten years previously. Also, although he barely looked thirty, he was in fact thirty-five, a detail that Heather could soon have worked out if she’d bothered to think about it merely by considering the age of his daughter. Young looks appeared to run in the genes and accounted for why Eva looked so childlike.
“You think I’ll be lactating soon then?” asked Heather.
“I would say it’s a dead certainty. I expect you’ve already had your first dose of hormones with the evening meal.”
“Will it take long? It takes nine months when a woman’s pregnant.”
“Well, that’s not quite true. Her breasts would be ready long before the baby’s due in case it was early. There are medical protocols to cause a woman to lactate that are used when, say, a baby’s adopted and they can bring about lactation in as little as four weeks.”
“Four weeks! So quick… How will I know it’s happening?”
“Oh, believe me, you'll know. Your breasts will get bigger and they will ache. It won’t be something you're likely to miss.”
“And then we’ll have to share the breast pump?”
Kate nodded. “I do it about every four hours during the daytime and every five or six hours at night and produce a little over a quart a day, but you’ll have to work up to that. It won’t be much at the start.” The girl was thoughtful for a while and then added: “You’ve got nice tits; you'll be fine.”
✽✽✽
 
Heather was awake before the sun the next morning and watched the sky brighten to a dull grey through the high windows. She’d heard Kate awake in the night and the pulsing sound of the pump, but she hadn’t stirred. Now it was Kate snoring softly on her bunk with her hair tangled on her pillow. A clock on the wall next to the door told her it was not yet six o'clock when she swung her legs out of bed and chinked the hobble chain on the concrete floor as she walked slowly to her toilet.
Soon after six, Kate too was awake and busy with the breast pump again, and at six thirty, Eva entered carrying a breakfast tray with two plates of porridge and two mugs of coffee.
“Morning, girls. Sleep well?”
“Yes, ma'am,” came the chorused reply.
She was dressed in a pink silk slip and matching pants with slippers in the shape of bear heads, but the whole outfit revealed more of her slender form than it concealed. She caught Heather staring at her nipples pressed against the silk and grinned. “An ill-favoured thing, but mine own,” she said and chuckled. “Can’t remember who said that…”
“Shakespeare, ma'am, from ‘As you like it’,” said Heather.
“Well, anyway, they won’t compare with yours in a few weeks.”
Both girls showered and at seven, Eva was back again, this time fully dressed. “I'm off then… See you after school,” and she was gone.
“Her friend picks her up each morning in a wreck of a pick-up. She’ll be back about three,” and soon after, they heard the loud raucous sound of a faulty exhaust as Eva’s lift climbed the incline out of the yard.
At eight, Chandler entered and without a word to Heather, told Kate to approach the bars and reattached her chains: a hobble and a pair of longer working chains for her wrists. They left together, leaving Heather now alone in her cage.
At nine, Chandler was back and this time he did speak. “Did you sleep well?”
“Yes, sir.”
He studied her face to see if the answer was truthful and then said, “Approach the bars”, but instead of refitting her chains, he locked one of her wrist cuffs to a bar before stepping two paces to the left and asking for her other hand. She found herself stretched against the bars and when he wrapped a belt behind her back, pulled it under her armpits and cinched it tight around the bars above her chest, it forced her breasts between the bars just like the night before when Eva was teasing her, only this time it was for real. He compounded the bondage with a second lower belt, so that it passed under her breasts and was buckled over her stomach. Her chest was now hard against the bars and her breasts forced between them, nipples reaching out into the cool air like the tips of some strange weapon.
“Can you move?” he asked.
“No, sir,” but he flicked one just to make sure. She shrieked and her body writhed, but her breasts remained motionless.
“I’ll offer you the same choice that I offered Kate. You can either have the piercings done in the normal manner so that they can be removed at a later date, in your case in about twenty years, or you can have them bonded in place. The former case could take up to a year to heal and until they're healed, I won’t be able to milk you and you won’t be able to run. In short, you won’t be any good to me for a year. If you opt for the bonded piercings, they’ll heal in a week, but it’ll be a surgical procedure if you ever want them removed.”
“I don’t understand, sir. Why can’t I run before they're healed?”
“You don’t have to understand, just take my word for it.”
“Then I’d like them bonded, sir.”
He looked at her with a face as stern as ever, but then nodded and just for an instant she thought she saw his features soften.
He worked quickly and efficiently, first by swabbing both teats with an alcohol-soaked cloth, and then by injecting them with a local anaesthetic. When he closed the guide clamp to her left nipple to ensure the pin went in exactly the right place and at the correct angle, she couldn’t feel anything and watched as an interested observer as he pushed the needle through. It was followed immediately by a titanium pin that had been liberally coated with a cyanoacrylate medical adhesive. The clamp was removed, the pin centralised through her nipple, and the two small metal spheres glued to its ends, this time using an industrial adhesive.
The process was repeated on her right nipple and the two belts removed.
“Can I trust you not to touch them?”
“I hope so, sir,” and after a moment’s hesitation, he released her hands and passed her a substantial cotton bra.
“Don’t make me regret this,” he warned. “They mustn’t be touched for the next week. When you shower, you can get them wet, but no rubbing and if they start to hurt, or begin bleeding or weeping, let me know.”
“Yes, sir,” and she pulled the bra around herself. It was exactly her size.
✽✽✽
 
Kate was back around eleven and grinned when she saw the bra Heather was wearing. She went through her open cell door, climbed onto her bunk, and reconnected herself to the breast pump.
“I've been seeing to the horses all morning,” she said, “But this afternoon we’re to work together on the housework. I've been told to take you to the library too, so that you can choose some books.”
After ten minutes, she packed away the pump. “I’ll bring us some food about one and then Mr Chandler will let you out of your cage.
Things happened just as predicted and at one thirty Chandler appeared carrying a pair of chains, each about eighteen inches long, with which he attached Heather’s wrists to her collar. He also had with him a longer, much thinner chain, this one made from ½ inch links instead of the inch long ones of her hobble and wrist chains, and he included one end of this chain in the lock at Heather’s neck. Heather walked through her open cage door holding the long chain and Chandler took the other end and locked it to Kate’s collar.
“There,” he said. Was that a glimmer of a smile Heather saw on his face? They followed him through the house to the sitting room. “You can start here, then the kitchen and bedrooms. Kate knows where everything is,” and he left them to it.
“Why has he chained us together like this?” asked Heather in a quiet voice.
“Isn't it obvious? He doesn’t know you yet… It’s to control where you go and what you do.”
“But it’s going to be so awkward doing anything.”
“It’s the price we pay,” said Kate holding up the eight-foot long chain.
Heather turned, slowly taking in the room’s features: two settees, a leather easy chair, a large LED television and a sideboard with a bottle of whisky next to a dirty glass. Then she saw her reflection in a tall wall mirror, her and Kate standing side by side. Kate was looking too with a half-smile on her face. They looked like twins dressed alike in steel chains, each flaunting a pair of naked bodies and hobbled feet. Heather turned and looked over her shoulder and there it was: her identification code in thick black lettering: GK628NA. She looked at Kate who only shrugged.
Work was slow and some of the time Heather was just following Kate around while she vacuumed, but there were jobs where the system worked well: one washing up while the other dried or one rubbing polish into the woodwork while the other polished it off. The bedding, too, required two people, but there their connecting chain proved an annoying hindrance.
Eva returned from school before they'd finished their chores and stood grinning in the doorway to see them both tethered together, but then disappeared into her bedroom to begin her homework. The girls cooked supper for four between them, and then ate theirs in one of the cages before returning to the kitchen to wash the dishes and pots.
Separated and back in the cells by seven so that Kate could use the pump again, Heather just sat on her bunk looking at the fading light through the high windows.
“Do you know what tomorrow is,” she asked and Kate looked up. “It’s Valentine’s Day… I wonder what Taylor’s doing now.”
“Is he your boyfriend?” asked Kate.
Heather nodded. “He’s my first and only lover… At least, that was the plan. I’m not so sure now.”
“You need to forget about him. It’ll only drive you crazy if you don’t.”
“Oh Kate. This is all so unfair. Suddenly, I’ve lost the best part of my life and the boy I was planning to marry. My life is a train wreck.”
It was true. Her youth would be very different from now on and Kate couldn’t help but feel sorry for her despite her recent history.
✽✽✽
 
On the fifth day, Chandler inspected Heather’s teats as he’d done every morning since the piercings were fitted.
“They’re looking good,” he muttered leaning close with a breast in the palm of his hand. Heather was almost holding her breath as this stranger handled her so intimately, slowly turning her this way and that, lifting to inspect the underside of her nipple and gently squeezing her areola to test the titanium bond. It wasn’t what she was expecting; he was handling her so carefully. Her head told her that he was just checking on his investment, but why was he doing it with so much compassion?
He looked up with a smile, his face no more than six inches from hers. Then the smile dropped from his face and, an instant later, the breast dropped from his hand as he stood erect.
“You're doing well,” he said formally.
“Thank you, sir.”
“Do they hurt?”
“Not my nipples, sir, but my breasts ache.”
“That’ll be the hormones. Are they growing?”
“Maybe, sir. A little.”
“Well, it’s only been a few days. Another three or four weeks, maybe five, and then we’ll see if you can lactate. Meanwhile, I don’t think you need wear the bra anymore.”
“Sir…”
Chandler looked at her.
“Sir, my period is due to start in a few days.”
“You won’t be having periods. The contraceptive implant, the hormone supplement, and then the lactation itself will suppress all your periods until you stop being milked.”
He stepped back to look at her standing before him, her working chains holding her hands at waist level.
“You asked me when we first met why I bought you. I dare say you’ve worked it out by now, but I’ll explain it anyway. You know about my daughter and her digestive problems. Kate can't manage to supply enough milk by herself and needs help: that’s one reason. Secondly, I imagine Kate’s told you about the running track around the house and yard. Middle distance pairs racing is a growing sport in Oklahoma, especially with the changes to the incarceration laws. People bet big money on these races and I hope you may prove to be an investment for me. You’ll be trained with Kate once the weather breaks ready for the racing season in the summer.”
“Kate will be racing too, sir?”
“I’ve just said you’ll be racing as a pair. It’s just how it is.”
She saw his gaze move once more to her breasts with their new adornments and then drop to the delta of her hips, to where her trimmed pubic hair pointed directly to her vaginal cleft.
“You know that my wife died ten years ago?”
“Yes, sir. Kate told me.”
“And Kate also told you that she supplies services that would otherwise be provided by a wife?”
Heather swallowed before she answered. “Yes, sir.”
“Do you realise that you're contractually obliged to provide the same services should I ask for them?”
This time Heather merely nodded, but Chandler overlooked the lapse of protocol.
“Do you think that’s something you can do?”
“I have only had one lover, sir, and then we did it only three times.”
“Did you enjoy it?”
She hesitated… “I don’t know, sir.”
“What d’you mean, ‘you don’t know?’ You either did or you didn’t.”
“It’s complicated, sir. The first time I didn’t enjoy it because it hurt and then Taylor, well, he withdrew, sir, in case he made me pregnant. It left me frustrated. The second time it didn’t hurt so much, but it was over just as quick, but the last time I was beginning to enjoy the feeling before he stopped again.”
“So you did enjoy it.”
“Not really, sir. All I got from the experience was a lot of frustration and a feeling that I’d done something terrible in the sight of God. We weren’t married… The Bible says that I should be punished by stoning to death and I was frightened.”
“That doesn’t apply to you now. The church has given you dispensation to comply with my commands. You do know that, right?”
“I was told, sir, but it doesn’t feel right. How can they judge me cruelly when I lay with the boy I love and then tell me it’s my duty to lie with a stranger; meaning no disrespect, sir?”
Chandler studied her for a long time. “You're very young, aren’t you?”
“Eighteen and two months, sir.”
“Do you masturbate?”
Heather’s face immediate turned a puce colour and she turned her head away. “No, sir.”
“So you’ve never orgasmed?”
“No sir.”
He didn’t ask her anything else; just left the conversation hanging and she didn’t know what he now expected of her. Was that really it? Was it really that easy to avoid a sexual encounter with this man? Her master. Her owner…
“Kate,” he called over his shoulder and after a few moments, the library door opened and Kate walked in. He picked up the chain that was heaped on the floor at Heather’s feet and reattached it to Kate. “Take her away,” he said and the two girls walked together from the room.




Chapter 7
Coupled
Three days after that meeting with Chandler, Heather awoke in the dim morning light and stared at her breasts. The piercing had been in a week and all that time she had resisted the temptation to touch. Now, she was permitted to do so and she carefully took hold of the small balls either side of her left teat. The teat was now biologically bonded to the bar, not as strongly as it will be in the weeks to come, but strong enough to touch. It felt strange. She wasn’t touching her flesh at all, but it moved with the bar as if by magic. She pulled a little harder and gasped as her breast stretched into a point and her nipple sent urgent signals to her brain.
She held both now, relishing the new sensations, and tried once more to apply logical thought to the question of the piercings’ true purpose. They looked decorative, of course. She couldn’t deny that they added another level to body ornamentation; erotic jewellery designed to titillate. But why? Were they intended purely for her own benefit? To look erotic for Chandler? Neither seemed very likely. Kate said it was to hold the teat cups in place and she could see the sense of that to some extent, but surly suction alone would have achieved the same effect. There had to be more.
“Trying to make them grow?” asked Kate from the next cage and Heather immediately dropped them with a guilty look. “You don’t need to pull them; they’re already bigger.”
“It’s so odd. I can’t actually feel the piercings at all, but I can feel my breast moving when I hold the bars. It’s as if I’m moving my nipple by remote control.”
“That’s because the piercings are not actually moving in your breasts. They're all bonded together now; piercing and breast has become one. You have no touch receptors in the metal of course, so all you feel is your tits freakishly moving of their own accord.”
“I quite like it,” said Heather.
✽✽✽
 
That same day, Wednesday February 17th, would become auspicious for another reason too: it was the day she met Eli. Eva left early for school, as per normal. What wasn’t normal was when she returned home, she wasn’t alone. They entered the kitchen quietly while Heather and Kate were busy washing dishes, and Heather knew nothing until Eva announced: “This is Eli.”
Heather spun round from the sink to face the newcomer and then just as quickly spun back.
Beside her and still tethered to her by her neck stood Kate who merely said, “Good afternoon, Sir.”
“Heather,” said Eva. “If you turn around now and greet my boyfriend in a proper manner, I’ll overlook your rudeness this once.”
Reminded of her obligations, she reluctantly turned to see a mildly over-weight, ginger-haired youth leering at her. He was wearing an old canvas jacket over a colourful t-shirt, blue jeans, and heavy, black boots. She closed her mind to rational thought and intoned, “Good afternoon, Sir.”
Eli looked at the chain linking their collars: “Wow. Two for the price of one.” Then he zeroed in on Heather’s breasts. “Nice tits. I mean yours are nice too, Kate, but this ones got real peaches,” and he stretched out his hand. Heather jumped back at the same time as Eva slapped his hand down.
“Don’t press your luck, kiddo,” said Eva and pushed him towards the hall. “If you see daddy, tell him we’re in my bedroom working on our homework.”
“That’s the jerk who drives her to school every day,” whispered Kate. “He can be a bit of a pain, but he’s harmless really.”
“Does he come in here often?”
“Usually at least once a week.”
“Does he, you know, take advantage of you?”
“He tries, but Eva keeps him pretty well under control. You do need to be polite to him, though, or else Mr Chandler will get to hear of it.”
Eli didn’t stay long and an hour later he passed through the kitchen again calling, “Bye, girls.”
Heather took her lead from Kate and they both turned towards him to say, “Goodbye, sir.”
He grinned to Eva beside him as if to say. “Look what I can make them do,” and she nudged him in the back to propel him towards the door.
After another week had passed uneventfully and fortunately without a visit from Eli, Chandler decided that Heather could be trusted to work solo; Kate and Heather need no longer be joined at the neck. That wasn’t to say that Heather was completely free to wander at will; Chandler took the ten-foot chain and used it to attach Heather’s ankle initially to a metal water pipe in the main bathroom and then, once the bathroom was clean and tidy, to a supporting strut under the kitchen sink.
Kate came to find her just before lunch and Heather grimaced at her. “I never thought I’d actually be chained to the kitchen sink.”
Kate giggled. “He does have a sense of humour sometimes.”
Heather folded the tea towel and hung it on a rail.
“Are you any good at cooking?” asked Kate.
“I can do eggs and a few other things.”
“Good,” said Kate. “Scrambled eggs on toast for lunch then,” and she collected a saucepan that was beyond Heather’s reach.
Two day later, Chandler released Heather into the house. It wasn’t a small thing for Heather. True, she was still hobbled and her hands were still linked to her neck, but those chains weren’t too restricting and now she could move about the house almost at will.  Between them, Heather and Kate now made short work of the household chores and even found time, with Chandler’s permission, for tea breaks in the kitchen. With Eva at school, Chandler would often join them and slowly the tension between Chandler and Heather seemed to abate. He seemed at ease in their company and, although both girls were kept naked and chained, Heather was becoming more relaxed in his.
The days passed and Heather found herself working in the library one morning when Chandler entered and put his attaché case down on the desk.
“Good morning, sir. Would you like me to leave?”
“No. Come here.”
She stood before him and he moved closer still. “How are your breasts? Do they still ache?”
“No, sir. Not for some days now.”
“Good,” he said and lifted a hand to hold her left breast, moving it slowly as if examining it, but Heather wasn’t fooled; this wasn’t a ‘health inspection’; this was the real thing. He was holding her because he wanted to. “You know you're a very beautiful girl, Heather… It makes me sad to think that you’ve wasted so much of your life.”
‘It makes me sad too,’ she thought, but stayed silent. Chandler remained with his hand holding her breast, gently rolling her under his palm with each new movement disturbing her nipple in a different way and she subconsciously closed her eyes.
“Have you thought any more about your obligations? Your obligations towards me?”
“I have, sir. Many times.”
“And are you any nearer reaching a conclusion we can both live with?”
Heather bit her lip and shook her head, adding “No, sir,” as an afterthought. “I'm sorry, Sir. I know what I ought to do, but it still seems to me to be so wrong.”
“I find that a pity,” he said quietly and she looked up to see his expression less severe but sadder. “I don’t want to force you… I won’t do that.”
“No, sir. Thank you, sir. I’m sorry, sir. Please… Perhaps a little more time.”
He said neither yes nor no, but instead indicated the door: “I think Kate may want some help with the bedding,” and she turned and left, aware that his eyes would be fixed on her retreating legs.
That evening, Eva locked both girls into their cages shortly after seven and, for the first time since Heather had arrived, removed the hobble from her ankles when she removed the other chains from her wrists.
“Ooo, things are moving forward,” whispered Kate as she watched Heather stretching her legs wide for the first time in weeks.
Eva’s parting words as she walked through the steel door were, “Have fun”, but fun was the last thing on Heather’s mind; the expression on Chandler’s face that afternoon was too fresh in her memory. For reasons she couldn’t explain, it disturbed her and, as they sat in their cages, Heather related what had occurred to Kate.
“Mr Chandler is a good man; you shouldn’t fear him.”
“I can't help it. Just the thought of giving myself to him makes me tense up. Part of me wants to, I know that, but it seems so wrong. I’m just frigid, I suppose.”
“No sweetie, you're just scared of the unknown; what he’s asking you to do is just new to you; that’s all. Nothing has prepared you for it. Suddenly, society has created a whole new class of people with a morality that’s at odds with everything you’ve been taught. The bonds that hold our culture, both moral and religious, have been reversed as far as we’re concerned and you need to accept that. I suppose that religion is our biggest problem. What you don’t yet realise is that you’ve suddenly changed from being what the Bible considers to be a citizen, an Israelite or whatever, someone who has to abide by a strong moral code, to being the equivalent of a slave girl like one of the thousands of Midianite girls that Moses gave to his solders after killing all their parents. The churchmen threaten us with hell and damnation if we so much as kiss a boy before marrying him and then they throw this at us and tell us if we don’t surrender our bodies whole-heartedly to our new masters, we’re sinning against God and the Bible and should be beaten. It’s hypocritical and it’s not fair on either you or Mr Chandler. He has rights too, not least the right to expect you to honour what you agreed to.”
“I know, I know, I know… It’s not my fault. It’s just how I am. I can't just change overnight.”
“What you need is a hug.”
“What are you going to do? Hug me through the bars?”
Kate slowly rose from her bunk and approached the bars of the internal door that separated the two cells and, to Heather’s absolute astonishment, it was unlocked and swung open when she put her hand on it.
“Eva unlocked it this afternoon; Mr Chandler told her to, same as he will have told her to remove your hobble. I expect he thought you might benefit from a little company.”
Heather didn’t speak, but just watched as Kate settled on the bunk beside her and then put her arm around her shoulders, pulling their bodies gently towards each other until Heather’s head rested on Kate’s neck. It was the first time the two girls had touched whilst not being constrained by chains and it felt good.
“I'm not a lesbian,” whispered Heather.
“Neither am I, but that doesn’t mean we can't comfort each other.” They sat in silence for a while and then Kate said, “Your breasts are definitely getting heavier now. Are they still aching?”
“No.”
“May I touch?” asked Kate.
Heather lifted her head to look at Kate’s face and then murmured, “If you want.”
Her fingertips trickled over Heather’s silky skin and then gently cupped the whole breast, feeling its weight in her palm and allowing its nipple to rest on her index finger where she could gently stroke it with her thumb. Heather settled her head back against Kate’s neck with a low sigh. “That’s nice,” she whispered.
They stayed like that for a long time and then Heather moved her right hand across her body to touch Kate’s hip. Kate didn’t move, just kept on stroking. Slowly, Heather’s hand slid onto Kate’s stomach, exploring the smooth curves, the soft, pliable skin that felt like velvet to the touch. And then it slipped higher, first nudging the underside of her left breast, and then sliding over it, holding it, reshaping it into a form that cried out for more attention.
Quite suddenly, Heather moved. She turned on her hip, sliding her legs under her so that she was kneeling face to face with Kate, looking down at her, each with a hand on the breast of the other, squeezing, manipulating the malleable flesh with ever increasing intensity.
Their faces as they stared at each other disclosed nothing, disclosed everything. Kate’s eyes flickered shut as Heathers face slowly dropped towards her, lips brushing, moving away, touching again, stronger this time and now Kate sighed. Her hand that was behind Heather’s shoulders now trickled up her neck until it became entangled in her hair and then held her, gripping her head and directing her as their mouths opened and their tongues touched.
Slowly, but with a certain inevitability, both bodies toppled to the side, locked together by arms that wrapped about backs and hands that gripped breasts with a fierceness that promised no release.
✽✽✽
 
Heather opened her eyes to see Kate kneeing beside her and grinning. She bent her head low for a kiss and Heather suddenly tensed with Kate’s touch again between her legs. Kate lifted, but didn’t remove her hand altogether and then Heather was grinning too. Slowly and with the sensuality of a cat that knows it’s got the best cream, Kate sat up and closed her eyes, putting all four fingers of her right into her mouth.
“Ah…” she exclaimed, sucking on her hand and letting her breath escape like a slowly deflating balloon, “You taste delicious.”
Heather giggled, the first truly happy sound she’d made since she was arrested. “I’m still not a lesbian,” she said. “Your, er, digits are all very well, but I think I still prefer Taylor’s cock even though he kept pulling it away too soon.”
“Well, perhaps we still have some work to do,” warned Kate. “That was your first orgasm, wasn’t it?”
Heather smiled coyly and nodded.
“Did you enjoy it?”
“What sort of question is that? Couldn’t you tell?”
“Well, you did nearly wake the whole house.”
She flopped down again next to Heather and pulled the blanket up to cover them both. “You know Mr Chandler is not going to let the matter drop.”
“I know,” muttered Heather, now suddenly serious. “What do you think he’ll do?”
“He’s a very patient man, but you’re wearing his patience a little thin. I have a feeling he might try some exposure therapy.”
“I’m exposed all the time,” countered Heather.
“Not to cock, you're not.”
“I don’t understand.”
“And I don’t know for sure what he’ll do, so I’ll say no more.”
“Will I like it?”
“Probably not.”
“You’ve had it?”
Kate nodded. “When I first came here, yes.”
“Then you can tell me what it is.”
“I could, but I won’t. Anyway, it may not happen.”
They fell asleep together, face to face, each with an arm about the other until the early hours when Kate gently extricated herself and returned to her own cage to work the breast pump. Heather was awoken at seven by the sound of the pump working for the second time and Kate greeted her with, “Morning, sleepy head.”
She stretched and looked at the clock. “Have I slept for nine hours?”
Kate nodded. “You have. It’s Sunday and breakfast is at eight today because Eva doesn’t have to get to school.”
As predicted, the steel door swung open and Eva’s delicate figure entered with a tray. “Well, girls. Had a good night?”
“Yes, ma'am,” they both chorused, just as they usually did, but this time there was laughter in their voices and Eva was inclined to believe them.




Chapter 8
Religious Instruction
Wednesday evening Eva came home with Eli in tow and sought out Heather who was loading laundry into the washing machine whilst trying to be as quiet as possible.
“Oh, there you are,” she observed. “You know the other week you knew about that Shakespeare quote… Was that just luck or have you really studied him?”
“I was majoring in English Language. This would have been my graduation year.”
“Yes, I know all that, but are you actually really clever?”
“What would you like to know?”
“Come into my bedroom. I want you to help us understand a chapter from Hamlet. It’s our homework and it may as well be Dutch to us.”
“Yeah,” added Eli as additional encouragement.
Heather wasn’t happy. It wasn’t the Shakespeare that bothered her; it was Eli of course, and his ridiculous grin every time he looked at her.
They sat in a row at Eva’s small desk with Heather squashed in the middle. Eva plonked a copy of Hamlet in front of her. “It’s the beginning we’re meant to be studying. Act 1, Scene 1.”
Heather opened the book and the heavy chain links from her wrist cuff dragged noisily across the woodwork of the desk.
“Yeah,” said Eli again and when Heather risked a glance at him, he wasn’t looking at the book.
“Hamlet is the Prince of Demark and this play begins with Horatio, who is Hamlet’s friend, talking to three sentinels; that’s another name for soldiers or guards.”
“You should be writing this down for us so we don’t forget it.”
“Yes, ma'am. Er… Ma'am.”
“Yes Heather.”
“Your boyfriend has his hand on my leg, ma'am.”
Eva leant forward and glared at Eli who just grinned back.
The homework sessions with Eva and Eli threatened to become a regular feature encouraged by all but Heather and occurred twice more over the following week. Eva and Ethan were pleased because her English essay received high marks and Eli was pleased because each time he got to sit next to a pretty girl who was dressed only in chains. Heather’s theatrical warnings to Eli transmitted in mime behind Eva’s back had little effect on the lad who began taking ever more liberties with every opportunity. She’d plead with Eva once Eli had left not to allow him in the house, but the girl only smiled at Heather’s apparent helplessness.
Unfortunately for Heather, Eli wasn’t her only visitor.
It was Saturday and Eva was at home, so together Heather and Kate prepared lunch for the four of them and took theirs to their cells, sitting together on Kate’s bunk to eat. At two, they washed the dishes and prepared to continue with the housework when Eva intervened.
“Daddy says I’ve got to change Heather’s chains because she’s about to have visitors,”
“Who?” asked Heather in astonishment. Eva glared at her and she rephrased the question to, “Who, ma'am?”
“I don’t know. People from the church, I think, come to check up on you. Daddy says these chains aren’t appropriate. Perhaps he thinks you might attack them,” and she grinned.
They went back to the cages and Eva collected Heather’s transportation chains from the cupboard and fitted them before removing the working chains. These were the worse restraints from Heather’s point of view. Her feet were hobbled tighter than before and when she stood, her hands were pinned together uselessly at her waist and she could neither raise nor lower them to cover herself. True, she could never successfully attack anyone either, but that didn’t seem so important to her.
Eva led her back to the sitting room, placed a hard dining room chair in the centre of the room and told her to wait there. At least when sitting, her sex was concealed and she could raise her hands enough to cover her breasts.
Thirty minutes later she saw a white SUV pass by the window and a little after that, heard the side door open and muffled voiced in the kitchen, Chandler talking to a man and a women. The door to the sitting room swung open before her and in walked Chandler followed by a broad man wearing a clerical collar and a white cassock over his dark suit. He was also wearing a winning smile that he directed at Chandler whilst behind him, with no lesser smile, was her mother.
“Mother!” gasped Heather.
“Heather,” scolded Chandler. “Is that anyway to greet Reverend Chamberlain and you mother?”
“Sorry, sir.” Reluctantly, she stood to face her guests and her tethered hands dropped to her waist. “Good afternoon, reverend. Good afternoon, mother… ma'am.”
“Reverend Chamberlain, Mrs West… I’ll leave you to talk to Heather,” said Chandler and closed the door behind him as he left.
Mrs West held out her hands. “Oh Heather. Here, let me hold you,” and she rushed forward to envelop the girl in her arms while Heather’s eyes gazed unblinkingly over her mother’s shoulder at the churchman.
“How have you been? You're looking healthy,” and she pushed Heather away to arm’s-length to look at her. “You're putting on weight.”
“Well, not really,” she countered as both guests stared at her swelling breasts.
“You look different and Mr Chandler has given you some, er, jewellery.” She stumbled a little over her words. “Er, silver breast adornments… They are, er, very pretty.”
“They're titanium.”
Different was definitely an understatement. Her nipples had grown significantly since she’d been taking the hormones and were now the same size as the tips of her thumbs. Her areolae, too, were larger and had become puffy so that her nipples projected more. But what really made her so different was the fact that nipples and areolae had darkened from their previous pale pink to a rich, coppery brown that drew the eye like a magnet and highlighted the silvery bars piercing each.
Why didn’t her mother ask why she was naked? Ask why she was chained so and could hardly move?”
“Your father sends his love and is sorry he couldn’t be here,” she said. It was a lie, of course; her father had all but disowned her.
“Are you eating properly? Is Mr Chandler looking after you well?”
“Mother,” cried Heather exasperated. “You can see plainly enough how Mr Chandler is looking after me. He keeps me in a cage naked and chained, and very soon he’ll be milking me just like some farmyard animal.”
“Milking you… My, I didn’t know about that. The kind police officer told me when they passed on the visit request from Mr Chandler what to expect. He said it’s usual to keep disseminated prisoners naked, especially the girls, and that it’s a legal requirement that you're securely chained whenever you're out of your cell, but he didn’t say anything about milking you. It sounds very agricultural. Is that normal for a prisoner like you?”
“I don’t know… No, I don’t think so.” Heather was distracted by something else her mother had said. “Mr Chandler asked you both to come here?”
“That’s right, dear. He said you appear to be confused about your sexual responsibilities towards him.”
“Mother!”
“It’s alright, dear. I know all about what you're supposed to do; what you have to do. You have to realise that your life is different now. You're not a schoolgirl anymore. You're a convicted criminal and the old rules no longer apply. Mr Chandler owns you now, will own you for the next twenty years, and you need to do what he says or else he’s allowed to whip you.” Her eyes once more swept Heather from head to toe. “You have a very pretty body, dear. Your father always thought so, too. Mr Chandler will have seen that and bought you for that reason. It belongs to him now, legally and religiously,” and she glanced over her shoulder for confirmation from the churchman. “Your body is now his and you must give him everything he wants. It’s the law, dear, both the legal law of the State and the religious law of the church.”
There were tears in her mother’s eyes now as she gazed at her helpless daughter. “I know it’s hard, honey. It was hard for us too when we found out that you, our own daughter, had become a drug smuggler, but we’ve come to terms with it and now so must you. It’s up to you to pay your debt to society in the way that the law has decreed. We’ve always brought you up to be modest and chaste, but you’re not our little baby girl anymore; you’re a criminal and our old moral standards no longer apply. This is going to be your life until you're older than I am now: you need to be chained to make sure you stay righteous and can’t run away; you have to be kept naked so that Mr Chandler and anyone else that sees you knows that you belong to him; and you have to give your body to him with an open and honest heart for him to use however he sees fit. This is what the law says you must do and it’s also what God tells you to do; it’s written in the Bible.”
“Surly God does not condone this?”
“Oh, but he does…” It was the resonant voice of the churchman speaking for the first time. “The church supports all God-fearing efforts to control the wildfire of corruption and lawlessness that’s sweeping across our State and high on its agenda is the control of illegal narcotics from countries that don’t know any better.”
He stepped forward, now in his element, and Mrs West faded to the side with the onslaught of his personality.
“You tried to best our heroic law enforcement officers and you lost, and now this is your reward,” and flicked his finger against one of her nipples and she flinched.
“You have forfeited the right to this body.” He strode around her, picking up the chair from behind her and depositing it against a wall. “This is not your back anymore,” his voice rumbled as he grabbed her upper arms and shook her. “It carries the mark of its new owner plain for all to see. And these are not your cheeks… You no longer possess the power to protect them,” and he slapped her bottom hard, making her shriek and stumble forward. He moved around her further until he was facing her, his eyes blazing as he stared at her face.
“These are not your tits,” and he grabbed both in his massive hands, squeezing them so hard that she squealed and her nipples popped out between his fingers in long points. “These were intended to please a loving husband, to offer to him when he felt the need to fondle, and to feed a new-born baby,” and he started shaking them like rattles. “But you have renounced all rights to them now through your greed and avarice. Your evil intent to destroy the young lives of our great State overrode any humanity you had and now this is the result.” He hovered before her like a bear waiting to pounce, daring her to speak, and then suddenly, her worst fears became reality. He grabbed her between her legs, his powerful voice overwhelming her plaintive shrieks.
“And, slave… this is not your cunt.”
“Oh reverend,” cried Mrs West.
“No… I say again: this is not your cunt.” Heather was squirming now, but his strong fingers were hooked inside her making it impossible for her to dislodge him.
“You have forfeited all rights of ownership to this cunt by your malevolent and criminal actions and in the sight of God and with the blessings of his ministers here on earth, you are now required, nay compelled, to deliver this cunt together with all your flesh to your legal owner, Mr Ethan Chandler, with open heart and open legs for him to use as his own for the entirety of your sentence.”
The reverend released his hold and Heather gratefully settled back on her feet again, breathing hard as the churchman’s voice dropped to little more than a disquieting whisper. “You are a slave, Heather West, bound by legal contract to do his bidding in everything. You sought to enrich yourself by imposing evil on others and now the State has passed judgement upon you. But should we now pay for your evil? No, we should not. That is not the Republican way.” he intoned with increasing volume. “You have been sold to relieve honest, God-fearing people of the burden of paying for your incarceration and now it is you who must pay with your body. This policy the church wholeheartedly endorses; the Bible endorses. Does it not say in Collosians 3.22 ‘Servants, obey in all things your masters according to the flesh; not with eyeservice, as menpleasers; but in singleness of heart, fearing God.’ You are now such a servant, a concubine, a recreational slave bought to service the sexual appetites of your new master, and it is now your duty to complete your contract and appease your master with your flesh in the sight of God.
“And what does the Bible say should befall you if you disobey your master? Luke 12:47 gives us the answer: you shall be beaten with many stripes.
“So, Miss West, take these teasing tits, this mouth with its sensuous tongue, this dripping cunt, and, yes, this tight little arse too,” and he rammed a digit into her behind to make her eyes pop open wide, “Spread yourself before him and plead for him to use you as you deserve. You are his, Heather West, body and soul. Weep if you must, but above all, accept the fate that you have earned.”
“Reverend, please…” said Heather finding her voice at last. “I didn’t…”
“Still you lying tongue, slave,” he cried grabbing her chin with his fingers and forcing his thumb into her mouth to press on her tongue. “Save your words to prey for forgiveness,” and then he suddenly snatched his hand away. “She bit me… The evil witch bit my thumb.”
“I'm sorry, Reverend. It was an accident. You were hurting me and I needed to swallow.”
“Harlot, jezebel, strumpet… May you rot in hell; I excommunicate you…” Heather stood with open mouth, frozen in time by the reverend’s words, and watched silently as he smelled his index finger before wiping it on his cassock and turned on his heel to stomp out of the room.
“I’m sure he didn’t mean all of that, dear,” said Mrs West before trotting after the churchman.
Heather shuffled to where he’d put the chair and collapsed onto it, still stunned by his words. A few minutes later, Chandler entered the room and stood before her.
“That didn’t go well,” he said.
“He said I’m excommunicated and that I must give myself to you for you to use as you wish.”
“I know. I heard. He was shouting loud enough to shake the house.” He stood still, watching as the tears rolled down her cheeks. “Don’t worry too much; he doesn’t have the power to send you to hell. But what about the rest? Do you think you can comply with your contract now you know the church endorses it?”
She lifted her face to look at him and her eyes flooded. “I don’t know, sir. I want to, really I do, but you're a… you're a man.”
She suddenly dissolved into sobs that made her speech incoherent. Chandler waited until the shaking of her shoulders subsided and then said, “Taylor was a man, well, a boy anyway.”
“But that was different. I love Taylor. I’m afraid I won’t be able to accept you in the same way; that my body will just close up like a clam. Oh God, please help me.”
Chandler allowed her to lie on her bunk for the rest of the afternoon, locked into her cage, but free of all chains, and when Kate joined her later that evening, she tried to recount the reverends words.
“You don’t need to do that, I heard them plain enough. Oh, Heather. He was a horrible man, but a lot of what he said was true. Not the bit about excommunication and going to hell, obviously, but some of the rest.”
Four days later, her breasts began to lactate.




Chapter 9
Lactation
Her breasts were aching again, but this time it somehow felt different. They felt heavier and firmer to the touch. It was Saturday, March 13th. She told Chandler when he came to install their chains that morning and he nodded before chaining Kate and allowing her to leave so that she could feed the horses. Heather he chained, but left in her cage.
She watched while he pulled items of equipment from the heap in the corner until finally he uncovered what looked like a medieval wooden pillory and pulled it into the centre of the room. It was a low affair with head and hand holes no higher than waist height and with a rail about two feet away from the scalloped crossbeam behind which the device’s occupant had to stand.
“Please sir, what are you doing?”
“I gave you prolactin last night and stopped the oestrogen and progesterone. Your body thinks you’ve just given birth and is now ready for milking.”
“Oh God,” she whispered. “But, sir. Why the pillory. It’s not necessary. Kate has shown me how to do it.”
“I will decide what’s necessary and I’m not having you mess up the protocol at this stage. Until I’m sure your milk is properly established and there are no untoward side-affects from the lactation or the piercings, Kate or I will be the ones milking you. Is that understood? I don’t want any mishaps at this stage.”
She stared at the heavy wooden structure and her features seemed to harden. “Yes, sir. I understand,” she answered with a voice now low and cold. “You want me to stand behind that rail with my bum in the air, my hands and neck clamped into that crossbeam, and my tits dangling below my chest like udders so that you can milk me just like you would a cow.”
It was verging on insolence, but Heather didn’t care. To be able to deliver breast milk was one of the greatest joys and accomplishments that a woman can do, but to be milked like this as if she was a farm animal was humiliating and demeaning.
Chandler stood erect just staring at her as she unflinchingly met his gaze, neither side blinking, until he lifted the top rail of the crossbeam and then unlocked the door to her cage. He pulled it open wide and stood aside. Heather hesitated but a moment before walking past him with a haughty expression to stand with her feet together behind the rail. A last look at her tormentor and then she leant forward so that her neck and hands were in the hollows of the lower beam. Chandler followed her and lowered the top beam with the latch making a quiet click when it engaged and Heather giving an almost inaudible sigh. Neither had said a word, but he had had his way.
The fit around her head was particularly tight because the wooden clamping beams had been carefully shaped to accept not her neck, but her identity collar which was now held in a vice-like grip. Her hands fared no better with her steel cuffs similarly gripped.
She watched as Chandler lifted the pump from the table in front of her and began assembling it out of sight beside her. Behind her, she heard the steel door open and Eva’s voice say, “Oh, you’ve got her locked down already. I’ve just brought you the water you wanted.”
“Thank you, sweetie. Make some coffee, will you. I’ll be along in about ten minutes.”
The door closed with a quiet click and Chandler stepped around the device to crouch before her face whilst holding a bowl of soapy water which he placed beneath her. He was staring unsmiling straight into her eyes, his face no more than nine inches from hers, and she heard the sound of dripping water as he wrung out a flannel before reaching under her and gently wiping her teats.
He didn’t need to wash her; she’d not long ago showered and he certainly didn’t need to spend quite so long or touch her quite so sensuously. After a while, she realised that he was no longer holding the flannel, but gently sliding his hand backwards and forwards under her nipples. It was maddening and she closed her eyes, forcing herself to clamp her mouth closed to stop herself groaning.
After what seemed an eternity, he stopped and she risked a peep. He was still there, but he’d broken eye contact to peer beneath her and she sensed the touch of the plastic funnels. Then they were hanging from her, locked onto her teats by her piercings and he tested their fit by giving each a little tug; she felt herself elongate, spring back. His eyes lifted again and he flicked on the pump to a surprised yelp from Heather. Both cups gripped her at the same instant, a fierce, greedy snatch that sucked her inside, teats stretching as they were drawn in by the vacuum to slide between the internal membranes.
Now her mouth was open, eyes wide staring at him.
“Deep breath,” he whispered and clicked on the pulsator. Heather screamed. Her left teat was suddenly crushed between the membranes with a pressure that seemed to squeeze the very life out of it and then, a second later, released to be sucked again; drawn back into the vacuum and feeling like it was going to explode at the same time that her right teat began its torturous cycle.
Each side was being sucked, crushed and bounced alternately and it was working… She could actually feel milk draining down through her breasts towards her nipples and, despite the pain, she felt euphoric. There was no other word for it. The pump was torturing her tits and it felt excruciating and wonderful at the same time.
Her eyes focused and Chandler was still crouched in front of her. She had a sudden impulse to kiss him, but despite how close he was, she knew he was still beyond her reach. In any case, how would that play out? It was just her hormones playing tricks. She was still his slave and he her owner, her master, part of a legal system that reduced people to the status of chattels.
He touched her left hand and she grabbed him, holding his finger tightly as he smiled at her, and then he pulled away to leave her fingers waving in the air like tentacles as he stood. She lifted her head and now she was looking at his crotch inches away from her face, and then he was gone, walking beyond her sight. Was he beside her watching as her tits bounced to strip away her milk, or was he now standing behind her, gazing at her vulva and anus that she was obliged to display behind the rail? She arched her back, pulling her crotch forward between her thighs and lifting her tits, but she couldn’t hold the pose more than a few seconds before her waist dropped again to feed his eyes. He didn’t ask her if she was alright. Didn’t ask whether the powerful pressures were not too much for her. Did he even care?
“Are you alright?”
She sighed. “Yes, sir. Thank you, sir.”
Oh God… Why was her sex getting so wet?
“I’ll be back in ten minutes or so…” and she heard the door close.
“Oh, fuck…” she said to herself loud enough to penetrate the steel door. She was being milked and he was infuriating…
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It seemed like hours, but was actually no more than fifteen minutes before Chandler returned. He took up position again in front of her face and told her she was doing well.
“Thank you, sir.”
He did have a beautiful face; a face one could hug if one felt so inclined.
He turned off the pump and blessed peace returned. She gave a long sigh and grinned at him.
“Ready to stand?”
She nodded and their eyes locked again as he reached beneath her to disconnect the cups, pulling each in turn to break the residual vacuum. He stood and opened the latch, lifting the top clamping board away and watching while she pushed herself from the lower board to stand unsteadily behind the rail. Her nipples were swollen and red and her breasts looked softer and marginally smaller.
“How much, sir?”
He held up the collecting jar to show a little over an inch depth of milk in the bottom and the smile slipped from her face.
“It’s not bad for a first try. It’ll be at least a week before you start to make a real contribution. It’s a good start.”
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Milking was to be every four hours for the first couple of weeks and Chandler took on the task personally two more times that first day. The fourth time, she and Kate were in their cages and Kate was tasked with the job.
“Don’t let her touch,” was Chandler’s first instruction and the first time they did it was on Heather’s bunk with Heather on hands and knees, the same pose that Kate always used.
Heather opened her eyes to look at Kate once the pulsator cycle had been established. “Is it right that I should feel like this every time? I feel so happy, ecstatic even; I feel like I want to kiss you.”
Kate grinned. “That can be arranged,” and she leant forward so that their mouths touched.
“It’s just hormones, isn’t it?”
“It’s always just hormones,” said Kate. “In this case, oxytocin and dopamine. Dopamine is the one that makes you feel happy, but it’s oxytocin that’s causing you to feel amorous. It’s called the cuddle hormone because of its affect. It’s meant to help mother and baby bond during feeding, so it’s no real surprise it’s having this effect on you. It’s the same hormone that gets released when you have an orgasm.”
“I felt like I wanted to kiss Mr Chandler too,” and Kate smiled knowingly again.
“That may not be entirely due to the milking,” said Kate with a knowing wink.
“But it wasn’t right. If anything, I should have been thinking of Taylor…”
It was Kate that did the milking throughout the night and Chandler once more took over the responsibility the next day, locking Heather into the pillory each time. Accepting the fact that Heather believed the device unnecessary as well as embarrassing from her perspective, he was so, well, considerate wouldn’t be a bad description. His touch was gentle but maddeningly insistent as he prepared to connect the teat cups. Then, with the pump stripping her of milk and flooding her brain with hormones, he’d stroke her cheek and his eyes would smile like a lover’s, but he seldom spoke. She’d wave her fingers and sometimes he’d touch her hand so that she could hold him and, at times like these, he seemed reluctant to leave, happy to just crouch silently beside her. But then he’d stand, disentwining their fingers and walking out of sight, and she’d be left holding her breath wondering if he’d was going to touch her. She wouldn’t have minded, God… she wouldn’t have minded, but he never did.
Several times during that day, she was tempted to say something to him, admit to him what she was thinking, but instead bit her tongue. It was just the hormones… It wasn’t real. He didn’t care for her really, not like she was a real woman; he’d bought her, a naked and chained slave girl and now all he wanted was her milk and to fuck her.
It did no good. No matter how often she’d lecture herself, she couldn’t help how she was beginning to feel. But if that was all he wanted, why didn’t he just take her. It’s not like she could resist.
By the next evening, her milk supply was well established at about 2 fl.oz per session. Her hormonal response was also well established and the more she tried fighting it, more she felt like she was falling into an abyss.
Her evening and night time sessions with Kate went well too; so well, in fact, that Kate decided to let Heather milk herself early the next morning. She set up the pump and turned it on before handing Heather the first of the teat cups. Like Kate, Heather held her hand over its mouth to test the suction and grinned when it stuck to her palm.
“Mr Chandler always clips them on first before turning the pump on.”
“I used to, too, but this way is more fun. Just touch it to your nipple…”
Heather squeezed the latches open that locked onto her piercing and held it close. Suddenly, it grabbed her and she shrieked in surprise; so surprised, in fact, that she snatched her hand away. The cup stayed put, locked to her tit, but the result was that she pulled hard on her piercing.
“Oh no,” cried Kate watching the fine mist of milk spraying between the diaphragms. It was pink.




Chapter 10
Penal Observance Officers
Chandler looked at the jar of pink milk Heather had produced earlier that morning and frowned.
“I'm sorry, sir. It was my fault, not Heather’s. I let her plug her own cups on and she had a sort of reflex reaction when the first one gripped.”
“She plugged them on with a live pump.”
“Yes, sir.”
“You shouldn’t have done that, Heather. Always turn the pump on afterwards.”
“Yes, sir,” said Heather in a subdued voice.
“I told her to do it that way, sir,” said Kate and Chandler frowned again.
“Well, it probably looks much worse than it is. You’ve broken a blood vessel somewhere, either behind your teat or from around the bond with the piercing. We’ll have to keep milking you, of course, and we can't use pink milk, but with luck the problem will resolve itself later today or tomorrow. I lay no blame on you, Heather, but Kate has earned herself a punishment. Twenty-four hours in solitary for disobeying me and allowing Heather to milk herself.”
“Yes, sir.”
“And twelve slaps with the paddle for giving her instructions you knew to be wrong.”
“Yes, sir.”
“Have you had breakfast yet?”
“No, sir.”
“And your next milking session?”
“Eleven, sir.”
“Good. Punishment will commence straight after breakfast. I’ll send Eva along now with some food.”
They sat on their respective bunks with porridge and coffee, neither talking until Heather said, “I'm sorry I caused you to be punished.”
“It’s alright really. It doesn’t happen very often and only when I deserve it.”
“You were only trying to help me.”
“But I ought to have been doing what I was told. You mustn’t blame Mr Chandler for punishing us when it’s necessary. We’re both of us subject to a legal system that’s very exacting; much more so than if we were in a penitentiary. Mr Chandler is trying to follow the State’s guidelines because to do otherwise would risk us being taken away and returned to prison. He’d lose all the money he’s invested to buy us and we’d lose what freedoms we have here on the ranch.”
They heard Eva leave for school, Eli’s noisy exhaust rumbling as the truck struggled out of the yard, and then Chandler returned.
“I don’t want to mess about putting chains on and taking them off again, so put the hood on first,” and he pushed a leather hood between the bars of Kate’s cage. She pulled it over her head and then turned her back to the bars so that Chandler could finish tightening the laces and applying the lock. When she turned back, only her mouth and two small holes under her nostrils were visible where her face should have been. Chandler opened her door and led her out into the centre of the room, and then touched her mouth with the blunt end of a fat rubber plug that had a breathing hole through its centre. Kate opened her mouth and he slid it inside, buckling its retaining straps together behind her head.
“Stand still,” he said and clipped the first of the stretcher bars between her wrist cuffs; motored the ceiling hook down to head level, and linked it to the bar. Then he attached the second bar to one ankle. When he tapped her foot, she gave a short grunt and spread her legs to facilitate linking other ankle. Chandler looked at her for a few moments and then worked the hoist again to draw her arms upwards until she was balanced on tiptoes.
“All set?” he asked and she gave the same short grunt and nodded her head. She was stretched taut just as Heather had been on that first day, the only difference being that Kate was now hooded and gagged. He left her like that while he applied working restraints to Heather and opened her door.
“I don’t want to hurt you, Kate, so I won’t. Heather’s going to do it because, after all, it was her that sustained the injury.”
“No…” cried Heather and Chandler glared at her until she said, “Sorry, sir.” Then he gave her the heavy leather paddle.
“Twelve strokes on her bottom as hard as you can; you won’t break her skin with that and the ones I consider to be too soft, I’ll apply to you. Begin…”
Heather moved to stand behind Kate and then took a pace to the side for the first swing. She looked at Kate’s back and at her head, the laces of her hood making a pattern down the back. Then she looked at Chandler. His face was expressionless, just as much a mask as Kate wore, and Heather turned back to the task in hand. A swing, a loud thwack, and Kate gave a muffled shriek and wiggled. Heather looked at back at Chandler, but he hadn’t moved. She took another pace to the side and struck the other cheek with a similar result… Two. Ten to go. Back to side one… Thwack. Heather looked at Chandler again to make sure that she was striking hard enough only to find him with his back to her staring at the wall.
The punishment session was hard for all three of them and afterwards Kate was red and her skin hot to the touch. Chandler fetched her transportation chain from the cupboard and locked it between collar and ankles before releasing her wrists from the hanging chains and locking them together at her waist. Then he led her back into her cage to sit blindly on her bunk and closed the door.
“I’ll milk you at eleven and Heather can feed you at lunch and supper. Are you going to be alright?”
It seemed a funny thing for him to ask after ordering her beating and then locking her in punishment chains, but not out of character and Kate merely nodded.
He milked Heather at ten-thirty and then locked Kate into the pillory at eleven, unlocking her hands from her waist in order to trap them between the pillory’s boards. He used the same warm soapy water to wash her teats as he’d used on Heather and Kate made the same sighing sounds, only more muffled.
Heather watched the preparations and the coupling of the cups feeling a twinge of jealousy and it was only after the pump was running and the cups began bouncing energetically below Kate that Chandler told her she should continue with her work.
“Lunch at one,” he said as she left the room.
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“Lunchtime,” she said brightly as she entered with the tray and Kate stirred on her bunk. Heather entered the cage and sat beside her, reaching behind her head to unbuckle the plug in her mouth. Kate worked her jaws for a few seconds and then said thank you.
“Have you been alright?” asked Heather. “I didn’t hit you too hard, did I?”
“No. Just hard enough.” She bent forward to wipe some drool from her lips with the back of her hand. “It was almost worth it just to experience Ethan milking me again. Sorry… Mr Chandler. I’d almost forgotten what it used to feel like; the games he used to play. Of course, this was different; I was supposed to be punished so games were not on the agendum even if I could have asked for them.” She moved her head blindly from side to side as if she was trying to catch a scent. “What have you made for lunch?”
“It’s just scrambled egg on toast.”
“Oh, my favourite,” she lied and opened her mouth in expectation.
At two thirty, Chandler took Heather into the cage room for her next milking session and locked her in the pillory with Kate still sitting blindly in her cage. Already she could feel the milk ‘let down’ in her breasts as it drained towards her teats in anticipation of the impending milking, a reaction known as ‘Pavlovian Conditioning’ after Ivan Pavlov’s famous experiments with his dogs. The pump started and then the pulsator accompanied by a short shriek. He touched her cheek and muttered, “Good girl”, then checked the clarity of her milk to confirm it no longer included blood before leaving her alone with her thoughts and fantasies.
Back in the kitchen, Chandler watched as a black SUV picked its way down the track and into the yard. A man and a woman alighted and rang the bell next to the main entrance door, a door that’s very rarely used.
“Grey,” said the woman. “Penal Observance Office,” and she flashed an identity card at Chandler. “And this is Officer Wheatstone. It’s about GK628NA, Heather West. May we come in?”
Chandler stood aside and waved them in, leading them into the sitting room. They didn’t sit, but Grey consulted her notes.
“We’ve received a complaint from the Reverend Michael Chamberlain that Heather was permitted to attack him and he occasioned personal injury when she bit his hand.”
“I understand that she bit his thumb and that was only because he’d forced it into her mouth and was making her gag. As for the resulting injury, I cannot comment on that. He didn’t show me any injury nor, indeed, felt the need to mention it to me.”
“And where is Heather? We need to see her?”
Chandler nodded his assent and led them to the cage room. Their surprise when they walked through the door was palpable; they were greeted by the sight of Heather’s rear quarters high behind her with her neck and wrists trapped by the pillory and, as they walked around her, the sight of the twin teat cup bouncing under her breasts.
“You're milking her,” said the woman in astonishment and Chandler nodded.
“Six times a day. It’s one of her uses. She provides milk for my daughter who has a digestive disorder.”
Both officers crouched beside her to witness the procedure in detail. “It’s so intensive,” declared Wheatstone. “And the teat cups… They're very unusual.”
“They're my own design. Much more effective than commercially available human milking machines. She’s only just started lactating, but once her milk supply is fully established, this equipment can strip the milk from her completely in ten minutes.”
“I'm impressed,” said Grey. “And I'm gratified to see that you maintain strict security during the process. Reverend Chamberlain did say that Heather was permitted to wander about the house at will when he met her.”
“Then you have been misinformed. She was wearing her transportation chains during their meeting.
Both officers walked around to Heather’s head. She wasn’t able to look up at their faces and, in fact, it was obvious that she wasn’t able to do much at all. She remained silent, conscious that the two visitors were there to assess her in some way.
“And who’s this?”
“This is Kate. She’s enrolled in the same dissemination scheme. Unfortunately, she failed to comply with my instructions earlier and, consequently, has earned a day in solitary as punishment.”
“Well, Mr Chandler. I must say I'm impressed. Yes, indeed. Very satisfactory… as far as it goes. Unfortunately, we cannot just close out this matter without at the very least a remedial scheme to prevent a reoccurrence.”
Chandler stiffened, as did Heather, although her posture change was less noticeable.
“Perhaps we can discuss this further in the sitting room where we would be more comfortable.”
Chandler seated the officers, made them coffees, and then consulted his watch. “Heather will be finished now. I think we should at least allow her to witness any discussions regarding her future. If you agree, I’d like to fetch her.”
Grey shrugged her shoulders and Chandler left them to drink their coffees.
“Be on your best behaviour, girl. This is serious… They could reclaim you for biting the reverend.”
Heather thought to protest, but Chandler already knew all the circumstances of the incident.
“Don’t speak unless asked a direct question and then make it polite and brief.”
“Yes, sir.”
Chandler wrapped a heavy leather belt about her waist, buckling it behind her back, and then locked both her wrist cuffs to rings on either side above her hips, effectively making her working chains that still attached her wrists to her collar redundant. They walked together back to the sitting room. Chandler sat; Heather stood facing her accusers.
“Heather, this is Mrs Grey and Mr Wheatstone from the Penal Observance Office. They are here in connection with the incident with the Reverend Chamberlain, when he pressed his thumb into your mouth and you accidentally bit it.”
“Miss,” said Grey.
“I’m sorry,” said Chandler looking puzzled.
“It’s Miss Grey.”
Heather greeted both visitors in the prescribed manner while Grey sat carefully examining her restraints. “These are not approved transportation chains, Mr Chandler.”
“No. They are my own adaptation. I accept that they restrain her a little more than her transportation chains would because they don’t ease when she sits or allow her so much leeway when she stands, but they otherwise achieve a similar level of security and I don’t have to keep changing them when I want her to work; I just need to release her hands.”
Grey considered the system, noting that Heather’s hands were always kept linked to her collar whether the additional waist restraint was connected or not.
“And you always have her chained so when there are visitors present?”
“Not always, no… Some of her, er, tasks cannot be performed when she’s so inconvenienced and in those circumstances I would just release her hands from her belt to leave her in her working chains.”
“I see… And you don’t feel this puts you visitors at risk?”
“To my knowledge, Heather has never been violent towards anyone,” he lied.
“Except the Reverend Chamberlain,” added Grey.
“He had his thumb in her mouth…”
“Even an accidental bite cannot just be ignored. We’ll come back to her chains in a moment; it’s the biting that concerns me most. Now I’m not going to remove you this time, Heather, but it’s imperative that we prevent a reoccurrence and, to that end, we have brought with us a solution that I'm sure Mr Chandler will find effective. Wheatstone, please…” and she held out her hand.
“This is our preferred choice: the Beckonshore Muzzle.” and she held out a full head harness constructed of metal straps that locked around an incumbent’s head and held in place a perforated metal shield over the lower part of the face. Padlocks hung from either cheek and when released, allowed the shield to be hinged down so that the wearer could eat. “As you can see, it would be quite impossible for Heather to bite anyone whilst wearing this.”
“Miss Grey,” said Chandler. “I have no fear at all that Heather will ever repeat this error and such a device is, therefore, completely unwarranted.”
“I disagree. A single mishap is one too many.”
“But it will prevent her from completing so many of her routine tasks about the house. The impact on her performance, on her abilities, would be intolerable.”
“But your visitors, Mr Chandler; think of the safety of your visitors. Even if you're prepared to put your own household at risk, I cannot possibly endorse any solution that doesn’t offer protection to your visitors. The State Guidelines regarding these circumstances are very specific.”
“But your Beckonshore Muzzle is ridiculous.” Grey looked offended and Chandler realised that he may have overstepped the mark. “Surely you have some scope for compromise. What if I agree to take steps to protect any visitors, but please, Miss Grey, haven’t you got something a little less extreme.”
“Well, the only other thing that currently has departmental approval is an oral plug that’s intended to impose silence, but I suppose it would be just as effective in this context. Do you have one, Wheatstone?”
“I believe I have,” said the man and delved into his case again, this time extracting a much simpler chromed metal face cage designed to retain a rubber plug in the incumbent’s mouth.  Instead of covering most of the face, a single band crossed the crown of the head from back to front, divided to pass down either side of her nose and linked again under the chin. A metal strap was attached either side of the mouth and that locked together with the cranial band behind the neck to retain the cage in place.
The rubber plug destined for the occupant’s mouth was a separate part. Once pressed into the mouth, twin latches engaged with sockets in the cage to either side and could only be disengaged by inserting a key into the end of the plug and turning. This withdrew the latches from the sockets to allow the plug to be withdrawn and leave the mouth unencumbered, but the rest of the cage in place.
Heather looked at the two devices and her heart sank. The Beckonshore Muzzle was heavy and unsightly, and being made from galvanised steel, it looked grey and industrial. The oral plug and its associated cage, on the other hand, was much lighter to wear and could almost be said to be decorative with its narrow chromed bands. However, the biggest difference between the devices was that the Beckonshore Muzzle, although muffling the wearer, would not entirely prevent speech; the mouth plug most certainly would.
Chandler picked up the Beckonshore and looked at Heather.
“I understand that both devices are comfortable to wear,” said Grey. “We don’t go in for torture nowadays,” and she smiled at Chandler.
Heather looked back at Chandler with wide eyes and gave an almost imperceptible shake of her head. He put the muzzle down and picked up the other cage. When he looked at Heather again, she just closed her eyes.
“So,” said Chandler. “If I ensure that Heather always wears this in the presence of visitors to the house, that would be a satisfactory and complete solution to this affair as far as you are concerned?”
“She was wearing transportation chains when she saw Reverend Chamberlain?”
Chandler nodded.
“Then we ought to make that a condition too.”
“But sometimes she needs to be restrained only by working chains; full transportation chains would inhibit her to the extent that she’d be unable to perform her duties.” Grey raised one quizzical eyebrow… “Well, say we had a visitor staying for the weekend; Heather would be unable to perform her household chores, serve at table, or even fetch coffees. Her value to me would be intolerably diminished.”
“I see,” said Grey. “Well, I'm not unreasonable. I'm prepared to compromise on this matter if your visitors are prepared to sign a waiver saying that they accept the associated risks.”
“And would you mind signing a declaration to that effect so that I can keep her paperwork up-to-date?”
“I don’t see why not,” said Grey.
Chandler stood, walked behind Heather and fitted the cage over her face, snapping the two neck bands into the integrated lock on the end of the cranial band. Then he held the rubber plug up to her lips. She looked shocked, but didn’t hesitate, just opened her mouth wide and allowed Chandler to fill it with the plug. The two latches snapped in place and she stared at him, lips now pursed around the plug.
Grey nodded, but hadn’t yet finished: “We have still to resolve the matter of Reverend Chamberlain.”
“What would you like us to do?” asked Chandler, his tone suggesting that he was rapidly tiring of this conversation.
“Well, at the very least, I think Heather ought to offer Reverend Chamberlain a full and sincere apology.”
Chandler looked at Heather now with the plug locked into her mouth and then back to Miss Grey. “How can she? So can no longer speak.”
“Mr Chandler, I believe you're being deliberately obtuse.”
He signed. “I apologise and of course Heather will apologise too. Please convey such to the reverend and we shall look forward to seeing him again.”
“Good,” said Grey. “Now we have all that settled, I have a favour to ask of you.”
Chandler looked surprised, but Grey pressed on. “I have a number of potential Charge Handlers who would be very interested to witness your human milking technique and I was wondering if we could convene a small demonstration here, say sometime next week?”
Heather could tell that Chandler was annoyed. The nerve of the woman after foisting such unnecessary inconvenience on everyone only to then request a favour. However, there was very little he could do. The woman held Heather’s future in her hands and, though he was loath to admit it, he was becoming quite fond of the girl. There was also the small matter of the several hundred thousand dollars that the girl had cost him that he would forfeit if she was reclaimed.
“Of course. Whichever day is convenient to you. The afternoon session would be best and that is at two-thirty every day. And now, if you'll just bear with me for a minute or two…” and he left the two Penal Observance Officers staring at Heather and she staring back, now unable to respond even if they did ask her a question.
He was soon back with two copies of their agreement. He signed and dated both and then passed both copies to Miss Grey who did the same, folding her copy and filing it away in her case.
He wished them both good day and watched their car crawl steadily up the track and out of sight before he turned to Heather and removed the device from her face.
“Oh, Mr Chandler, sir. That’s horrible… Do I really have to wear it whenever we have any visitors?”
“You most certainly do. If she found out we were flouting the agreement, you would find yourself back in the penitentiary within the hour.” He was still staring at the empty track when he muttered: “Oh, how I hate POO people,” before turning back to Heather to release her hands.




Chapter 11
Apologies and Punishments
Two days later, The Reverend Michael Chamberlain graced Ethan Chandler and Miss Heather West with his presence. Heather was wearing Chandler’s revised transportation chains and the reverend looked particularly pleased to see that she was also burdened with the head cage and plug locked into her mouth.
She stood facing him staring unblinkingly at his pudgy face while he stood before her staring at her tethered wrists locked at her hips and taking in with an unintentional leer her naked breasts and crotch.
“Reverend Chamberlain. Heather has something she’d like to say to you and I respectfully ask your permission to remove the plug from her mouth so that she may speak.”
The reverend made a gesture with his hand to indicate that such a move would be acceptable to him and Chandler unlocked the plug to leave the chrome plated cage still decorating her face.
“Reverend Chamberlain. Sir… I would like to say how sorry I am that I bit your thumb. It’s no excuse that it was an accident and I fully accept that I deserve the continuing burden of this head cage and oral plug.”
Her words were carefully chosen to leave the reverend with the impression that would be permanently gagged for now on and that induced a smirk from the churchman.
“Furthermore, I accept without reservation the fact that I am a felon unworthy of possessing freewill and I that I am now the property of Mr Chandler and will obey him without question regardless of what he requires of me. Finally, I beg you to forgive me my sins and pledge that I will willingly do anything you wish of me if it’s within my power to make amends for my thoughtless action.”
The reverend smiled at Heather and then smiled at Chandler, but when Heather dropped to her knees before him, her face now level with his crotch, his eyes opened wide and his smile broadened.
“My child, your generous apology is whole-heartedly accepted.”
“Good,” said Chandler and moved behind Heather to replace the plug and seal her mouth.
“But Mr Chandler…”
“I'm afraid I require other duties of Heather now, but I’d be pleased if you could convey your satisfaction with regard Heather’s apology to Miss Grey at the Penal Observance Office.”
“Mr Chandler, sir,” said Heather as they watched through the sitting room window as their visitor left the yard.
“Yes, Heather.”
“Thank you.”
✽✽✽
 
“Daddy, we can't understand a word she says. She just grunts all the time and can just nod or shake her head.”
“I can't help that. You’ll just have to find some other way to communicate.”
“But it’s going to take ages if she has to write everything down.”
Heather was standing behind them and shrugged her shoulders. Chandler watched his daughter turn and push her further into her room where Eli was waiting, wearing his usual lecherous grin.
“What do you know about calculus?” he heard Eva ask, but Heather just stared at her. Eva metaphorically stamped her foot and rephrased her question: “Do you know anything about calculus?” and Heather nodded.
An hour passed, then two, and Eva appeared in the kitchen. “We need coffee,” she exclaimed, picked up a couple of cups from a shelf and flicked on the coffee machine. “This is taking ages,” she said referring to her homework.
“You’d get on a lot quicker without Eli. Heather wouldn’t need to wear the plug then.”
“He’s just a pain anyway.”
Eva was about to expand on her declaration when there was a scream and a clattering of furniture from Eva’s bedroom. “Christ, now what,” cried Chandler and pushed past Eva. In the bedroom, both Eli and Heather were on the floor, Heather sitting up beside an overturned chair and looking stunned, and Eli lying behind her and holding his foot.
“What are you doing, stupid?” asked Eva to Eli.
“She pushed the chair on me and I think my foot’s broken.”
Kate appeared behind Eva and Chandler told her to take Heather back to the cage room. Then he righted the furniture and pulled Eli to his feet.
“She knocked the chair over and it landed on my foot,” Eli repeated.
“And what were you doing?” asked Eva.
Eli hesitated. “Nothing…”
“Fuck,” muttered Chandler and went off the find Heather. She was sitting on her bunk still looking stunned with Kate beside her. Chandler flicked his hand and Kate scuttled past him out of the cage.
“Stand,” he barked. “You’ve really done it this time. You’ve been here just over a month and already you’ve nearly knocked my daughter unconscious, bitten a cleric, and now you’ve broken that fucking kid’s leg. Do you have a death wish, girl? I knew I shouldn’t have got a fucking drug smuggler. You’ve got no self-control, that’s your problem. You're like a runaway train. I don’t have this trouble with Kate and she’s been convicted of deadly assault. You know what this means, don’t you? We can't hush this up; he’ll put in a complaint for sure. You'll be reclaimed and sent back to the penitentiary for the next twenty years and probably spend the first five of those in solitary; the State doesn’t look kindly on prisoners who cost them unnecessary money. You're stupid, girl. I've been bending over backwards to protect you and then you go and do this.”
Heather had tears rolling down her cheeks by this time, but Chandler wasn’t yet done. “I’m contracted not to physically injure you, but it doesn’t apply now; you're going anyway and that’s gonna cost me the best part of a million bucks even before we get to that fool’s medical bills.”
“Daddy…”
He turned to see Eva looking up at him.
“Eli wants to talk to you.”
Back in the bedroom, Eli was sitting on the chair that Heather knocked over looking very shame-faced.
“I'm sorry, Mr Chandler. It was my fault. I was, er…” He looked at Eva whose expression matched that of her father. “I was holding her, holding her tits from behind the chair. I guess I surprised her and she jumped up, but then we both over-balanced.”
“How’s your foot?”
“It’s almost better now, thank you sir.”
“Are you going to submit an official complaint? You must know it would result in Heather being sent back to prison.”
“Oh no, sir. I’d never do that.”
Chandler visibly relaxed. His shoulders dropped and his voice dropped to a whisper. “Make us coffee,” he said the Eva; “I need a word with Eli.”
Chandler seated himself in Eva’s chair and looked hard at the lad who was beginning to look very worried.
“Eli,” he said leaning forward. Eli leaned back. “I'm grateful to you for taking Eva to school each day and I don’t mind you coming in here to do your homework with Eva. I don’t even mind you doing whatever else you two get up to in here, she’s old enough to look after herself now, but I don’t want you going near Heather; is that understood?”
Eli nodded and followed it up with a quiet, “Yes, sir.”
“Good… Now we’ve got that out of the way, Heather is going to be punished and you, as the injured party, should do the punishing.”
Eli’s eyes suddenly opened wide, but he didn’t say anything.
“It’ll be the last time you touch Heather, won’t it?”
“Yes, sir.”
“And then we’ll say no more about this incident, ever, to anyone…”
“No, sir.”
“Good. Drink your coffee,” and Eva handed him a mug and gave him a crooked smile; she’d evidently been listening at the door.
✽✽✽
 
Back in the cage room, Heather was still wearing the plug and head cage, but now it was on top of a rubber hood that did not have the benefit of eye holes. She squirmed a little. Not much; any more than a very minimal wiggle lifted a toe from the floor. Eva and Eli stood before her, Eli holding Eva’s hand but with his eyes on Heather. It was past the time when she should have been milked; her breasts looked heavy and her nipples swollen.
Chandler dropped a box of miscellaneous equipment beside Eli, uppermost within the box being the leather paddle. Beneath it were other items, some for punishment and some for pleasure.
“Take your time with the bitch,” growled Chandler. “I don’t care what you do with her so long as you don’t fuck her.”
“I’ll make sure he’s good, daddy,” said Eva.
“Fucking drug smuggler,” muttered Chandler as he left.
Behind him, Eli had picked up the paddle and was waving it experimentally in the air. Then he slapped Heather on the side of her left breast. A small jet of milk was ejected and he leant in close to lay his face on her breasts. Then Eva frowned and Heather groaned quietly inside the hood as Eli’s fingers delved lower.




Chapter 12
Trainers
Like Kate before her, Heather had to endure the hood for twenty-four hours after Eli had finished with her. Unlike Kate, Chandler had locked her arms behind her back in an arm-binder. It was another indication that he was losing patience with her. It left her totally helpless and reliant on Kate for all her daily needs.
It was early morning and they were lying together now, side-by-side on Heather’s bunk with her head cradled on Kate’s shoulder.
“It’s nearly six,” murmured Kate wondering if Heather was awake and could even hear inside the hood, but Heather nodded. Another twenty minutes and it would be time to start milking her again. Chandler would be locking her in the pillory during the day, but Kate just got her to kneel and lean forward; it wasn’t as if she was in any position to interfere with the teat cups again.
“How’s the bum? Still smart?”
Heather nodded.
“You were lucky really, Eli’s was as inept at slapping you as he is with everything else.”
Kate lapsed into silence and then Heather felt her fingers trickling over the skin of her breasts and skimming her nipples with a feather-like touch.
“Did you know we were watching yesterday? Near the end; Mr Chandler and I. We saw what Eli was doing to you and we saw your reaction.”
Heather was showing no indication that she could hear what Kate was saying.
“He wants you, you know; I could tell by his body-language. And despite what happened yesterday and those things he said to you, he cares about you. You should try to please him; you know you should, don’t you?”
Heather nodded again.
“Would you like me to touch?” asked Kate quietly and Heather shifted slightly, lifting a knee and pulling the hobble chain tight.
✽✽✽
 
The day was torture for the girl. At ten-thirty and again at two-thirty, Chandler led her from the cage to stand behind the rail and she blindly leant forward to lay just her head in the pillory’s tight embrace. She couldn’t be absolutely sure that it was Chandler of course because he didn’t say a word to her all day, but who else could it possibly have been? His touch had been tender but insistent and in her dark, silent world she found herself crying out for more. And then the pulsator started and the hormones hit her brain urging her to kiss him, smother him with affection, and engulf his manhood like a lover.
But it was all in her head. She could make no meaningful sound nor entice a kiss from within the hood. She was just a commodity to him, a beast to be milked, a felon to be secured, controlled, and punished.
And that would have been that… Her day spent dreaming in her solitary realm about lost loves, lost opportunities, except that then he’d touched her. To be honest, she didn’t know why he did it. Whether it was just a test to see how the milking was affecting her physiology, a lustful curiosity, or something more, a deeper yearning. His touch had been as gentle as any suggesting in her confused brain the deeper yearning option, but it was maddening. His fingers had slipped between labial lips already wet with frustrated desire, sliding easily across a clitoris that rapidly hardened so that she jumped and then shuddered, to her sexual hole flooding with anticipation, but he hadn’t entered her, just held his hand against her in an embrace so intimate her head was spinning.
Her hips were bouncing under his touch seeking to enhance the contact. She couldn’t help herself, but it did no good. He either ignored her frenetic movements or misconstrued them, leaving her exasperated and alone with nothing but the pull of the teat cups and the oxytocin racing around her brain.
“Oh Taylor,” a murmured unintelligible sound much too soft for Chandler to hear, but she was kidding herself. It wasn’t Taylor in her head.
It was Eva who eventually removed her hood and arm-binder that evening; of Chandler she saw nothing.
She saw nothing of him the next morning either and Eva told her that he’d gone out early for supplies. It was now Saturday, March 19th, and the snow had all but gone from the yard and track, although it still clung stubbornly to the hillsides.
“Bathrooms and library this morning, girls, and I’ll be seeing to Heather’s morning milking.”
That wasn’t good news for Heather. Having such a young girl lock her in the pillory and conduct the milking operations didn’t induce the same effect as when Chandler did it. Eva treated the whole episode more as a game, as if its purpose was just to tease and humiliate Heather rather than the more serious task of draining her breasts without causing any damage.
At two, it was Eva who entered the cage room, saw the two girls sitting patiently on their bunks in nothing but their working chains, and, without any explanation, locked their cage doors. The next thing that happened was that the cage room door burst open and two men they'd never seen before struggled in carrying a heavy package between them. It was a few moments before they noticed the girls sitting quietly in their cages, but when they did, both just stared.
“Convicts,” said Chandler following the men and seeing what it was that had grabbed their attention. “Please place that over there. The other one can go beside it.”
“D’you always keep ‘em naked?” asked the elder of the delivery men.
“That’s the State’s guideline; I'm supposed to except when they're outside in cold weather, of course. Makes them less inclined to run away and acts as a reminder to them of their status here.”
“I can think of several other good reasons to keep ‘em naked,” said the second man. “I hadn't realised convicts were so pretty,” he added with his eyes flicking between both pairs of breasts and his face contorted by a crooked leer. Heather heard what he said and covered herself with her arms.
The second package, looking exactly like the first, was placed on the floor where Chandler had indicated, the men departed, and the girls’ cages were opened.
“I didn’t want to bother with Heather’s extra restraints,” said Chandler simply. “Help me unpack these, please.”
What these were, were a pair of exercise treadmills to help the girls train. “I thought you could use them for an hour or two every day until the weather warms. They have a voice-controlled interface which is why they don’t have the usual hand rails and buttons; you just stand on the platform and say how fast you want it to go. But we do have one obvious problem…” and he nodded to the girls’ hobbles. “I’m not supposed to allow either of you to be out of your cages without a hobble or an alternative form of restraint that’s at least of equivalent security. So, before you can use these machines, you’ll need Eva or me to reconfigure your restraints. We’ll try them out in about an hour after your next milking sessions.”
Both girls nodded eagerly and while Chandler locked Heather into the pillory, Kate amused herself talking to her new exercise machine. It was called ‘Pace one’. By twenty minutes past three, both girls were a little more comfortable and keen to try out the machines; Chandler fetched a pair of leather arm-binders.
“We’ll use these because they're representative of how you'll be running for real.”
“With our arms behind our backs?” exclaimed Kate followed by a belated, “Sir…”
Chandler nodded. “I know it’ll take some getting used to and will feel very awkward at first, but that’s just another reason to get you started early.”
The girls just looked confused, but it was Heather who posed the thought that was uppermost in their minds. “We assumed we were going to be, like, running marathons or something, sir.”
“I think the longest races are only about five miles.”
“But with our arms strapped behind our backs?”
“You be pulling a small light-weight cart between you. It’s called a curricle. It’s like a gig, but pulled by a pair of ponies, or in your case, you two.”
“We’re going to be harnessed to a cart… Ponygirls?”
“You didn’t think the State would allow you to go running off by yourselves, did you? Of course you're going to be harnessed. Do you have a problem with that?”
They looked at each other, each conscious that the question was rhetorical. And it didn’t matter in the least whether or not either of them objected; it wasn’t in their power to refuse.
“Good,” exclaimed Chandler after a long moment of silence. As a temporary expedient, he clipped a short chain between their collars while he removed their working chains to fit the arm-binders, and then removed the link again along with their hobbles once the arm-binders were strapped in place.
“First, make sure your machine is turned on; perhaps you ought to do that before the arm-binders are fitted. There’s a switch down on the front panel along with some manual controls, but you’ll be using voice control. The machines are called ‘Pace one’ and ‘Pace two’,” he said pointing to each machine in turn. “Say a name followed by the setting you want. Commands are what you’d expect. You can either say a speed by just referring to a number, like ‘speed six’ and it will set to 6 mph, or just ‘faster’, ‘slower’ or ‘stop’. Speed changes are fairly gradual so you don’t fall off and don’t mess about talking to each other’s machine. Kate; you go first.”
Kate stepped onto the low belt and said, “Pace one, speed three,” and the machine began to move, accelerating until it was moving at 3 mph. Kate was now walking at a brisk walking pace, swinging her hips and her bound arms behind her back to keep her balance.
“It’s a bit awkward, sir.”
“Try a little faster.”
“Pace one, speed five,” and she was jogging, and although she seemed better balanced, her breasts were bouncing more and looked uncomfortable. She looked at Chandler and then said, “Pace one, speed eight.”
Now the belt gradually accelerated until she was moving at a full run; nowhere near as fast as she was capable of, but not slow either. She felt like she was stretching her legs and it felt good, toes hitting the rubber belt lightly and her body moving easily and with the minimum of sway. She grinned at Chandler.
“You next, Heather. Start it like Kate did.”
Soon both girls were running side by side, big grins spanning the space between them. Chandler watched them for five minutes before leaving them to play alone and he was in the library when he heard a loud cry from the cage room. When he got there, Heather was looking a little stunned. She was sitting on the floor beside her machine with the belt still running while Kate had stopped hers and was bending over her.
“Pace two, stop,” barked Chandler and then looked down at Heather.
“I’m sorry, sir. I must have lost concentration for a moment and slipped off the side. Then the belt just twisted me around and I ended up down here.”
“Are you hurt?”
“I don’t think so. It just sort of flipped me.”
“Ok… I’ll have to rethink this. This arrangement is too dangerous,” and he lifted Heather back onto her feet. It didn’t take him long to devise an alternative system that he claimed should be a lot safer. He moved the two treadmills so that they were side-by-side under the motorised hoist in the centre of the room. Then he fetched the spreader bar he used between their wrists when it was time for punishments and hooked it onto the cable before inviting both girls to take their places on the belts. Short chains linked the tops of their armbinders to the ends of the spreader and Chandler stood back to admire his work.
“I suppose Kate’s slightly heavier, so if Heather stumbles again, she’ll just hang from the bar and Kate will be almost weightless. If Kate stumbles, that may have an interesting effect on Heather, but neither of you should come to much harm.”
“But sir, now neither of us can step off our treadmill.”
“That’s true, but you’d still have control of it. You’ll just have to stand and wait for Eva or me.”
That was when Eva returned from school. Chandler gave her a quick tour of the machines, explaining the voice controls and telling her about Heather’s recent mishap and his solution. “They're just about to try them again,” he said. “Start them slow, girls, and then build up the speed.”
“Step one, speed three,” said Kate and Eva watched intrigued as Kate increased speed in increments until she was running again. Heather followed suit and soon both girls were running, their reservations all but forgotten with the thrill of movement.
“I have things I need to do, so do me a favour and watch them for a while until we know they're safe.”
“Of course,” said Eva. “No problem.” Chandler disappeared and Eva sat on the edge of the metal table grinning at the girls.
After five minutes, she asked, “Aren't you getting tired yet?”
“No ma'am,” said Kate. “We could run like this for hours.”
“Well, I think you both need to take things slower for a while,” and she pushed herself from the table to crouch in front of the machines. She flicked off the switches marked ‘Voice Command’ and then wound the manual control knob round on both machines until the LED readout indicated that their speed had dropped to 5 mph.
“Ma'am, please don’t,” cried Heather.
“It’s uncomfortable at this speed, ma'am,” added Kate.
“It can't be healthy for you to run so fast all the time. Just take things easy for a few minutes.” Eva stood again and squeezed between the belts until she had a girl on either side.
Kate and Heather could do nothing but jog along their belts with their breasts now bouncing inelegantly. The supporting chains from their arm-binders were too tight to allow them to step from the belt and now Eva was the only one with control.
“Ooo…” said Eva and reached out a hand to either side to partially support both Kate and Heather. “Ooo,” she said again. “Jiggly titties.”
✽✽✽
 
Fortunately, the girls didn’t have to endure Eva’s childish sense of humour for long. After a few minutes, she bored of her joke and returned control of the machines to their incumbents who immediately restored running speeds.
“Well, at least that proves you can't fall off,” and she left the girls alone with their exercises.




Chapter 13
The Demonstration
That evening, Kate and Heather lay tired but happy side by side on Heather’s bunk. Their amorous evening adventures had progressed way beyond kissing and, although Heather at least still professed to be heterosexual, each night the comfort they got from each other did much to ignite and then calm their burgeoning libidos.
“When do you think Mr Chandler will let me do my own milking?”
Kate just giggled. “Haven't you worked it out yet? He’s not putting you in the pillory to protect your piercings or your milk supply. He’s doing it because he knows it’s driving you crazy. Just look at you now… If you weren’t given the equivalent of a bondage sex session two or three times a day, but without an accompanying orgasm, do you think you’d still be like this with me?”
“You think he’s only doing it to tease me?”
“I do, and I think it’s working. What would you say to him if he asked you if you want to go to his bed?”
“What, if he gave me a choice?”
Kate nodded.
“I don’t know. I might say yes.”
“He’ll probably stop milking you when he’s sure you’ll say yes.”
“But he’s cheating. He’s using underhand tactics to inveigle himself inside my head.”
“Is he? Isn't that what all girls do to their lovers just by dressing up sexily, make-up, perfume, kissing even. It’s all intended to encourage a certain course of behaviour. His approach is no different.”
“Well, the way I see it is that he’s just pushing us closer together,” and she leaned in closer so that their lips brushed. “And now I’m wise to his devious ways, he has very little hope of succeeding.”
“Really?” asked Kate. “I admire your confidence.” She touched their mouths together again, this time holding position until Heather opened her lips and their tongues touched. Her hand, which was on Heather’s hip, now moved to the centre of her recent frustrations. She touched and stroked, but was careful not to over-excite; she was playing the same game as Chandler, but maybe not as subtly.
“Please…” murmured Heather and Kate knew the time was right. She sat up, smiled down at Heather’s concerned expression, and then dropped again, this time with her head between Heather’s thighs and her own knees either side of her friend’s shoulders.
Heather gave a long, animal-like sigh as their lips met, Kate’s mouth to Heather’s labia, and then even that was stifled when Kate dropped her hips and the circle was completed.
✽✽✽
 
The next day was a Friday, a school day for Eva, and soon after breakfast, Chandler configured the girls for a session on the treadmills. They ran for an hour and would have been happy to make it two, but Heather’s next milking session was looming. Just like any other day over the past week, Heather spent her ten-thirty session with head and hands trapped by the pillory. The difference was that this time, she knew why she was there.
Chandler was just as attentive, just as gentle and caring as ever before, but now she could see it for what it was. Did it make a difference? Yes it did, but not in the way she was expecting; instead of feeling offended that he was manipulating her on the pretence that it was for her own good, it just bought home to her the care and attention he was devoting to her. She couldn’t stop her eyes misting over as he crouched beside her and caressed her. He touched her cheek again and kissed her forehead as he rose and she thought how much he must want her. It actually gave her a sudden feeling of power.
‘This time,’ thought Heather as he moved beyond her sight. ‘He’s bound to touch, try to finger me into submission, but I’ll act cool and it’ll be him that’s frustrated.’ But he didn’t. He didn’t touch her at all and she found herself almost crying out to him. At that moment, she wanted him more than anything else in the world…
Inexplicably, it was Kate who disconnected the pump and released her; apparently Chandler was too busy. In fact, Heather saw nothing of him over lunch. Kate took his food to him and then the two of them continued with the usual daily chores until thirty minutes past two, when Heather was due her next session.
He was waiting for her, locked her down, and then left. At first, she thought he was just standing somewhere behind her quietly watching her, but as the minutes passed she began calling him with no response and realised he’d actually left her alone. Then the main doorbell went and she heard voices; lots of voices both male and female.
It was several minutes before anyone entered the cage room and then the room behind her suddenly sounded full. It was only when she heard Miss Grey’s strident voice that she remembered the visit by the POO people and Chandler’s reluctant agreement to a demonstration; they were all there to watch her being milked.
“In order to allow Heather to answer any questions you may ask her, I have given my permission that she can be left without her oral plug during this demonstration, but I feel I should warn everyone that she has been known to bite, so please don’t get too close to her head.”
“She’s very wet back here,” said another woman. “She must like being milked.”
“A lot of women do,” said someone else. “I did when I was breast-feeding Archie.”
“You weren’t milked like this though, were you?” asked a man and the woman laughed.
Heather suddenly yelped and lifted a knee until her hobble chain snapped taut. “She’s very reactive,” said a new male voice.”
“Oh, please don’t do that. I’m punishing her at present for lying by withholding all sexual stimulation and I don’t want the punishment compromised.”
“Of course,” said the voice. “Say no more.”
“Miss Grey tells us that you're using a new style of teat cup that’s proving much more effective,” said the man.
“I have created new cups, yes. They're based on the same principle as those used for cattle and have been designed to actively pump the milk from her teats instead of just passively sucking at her. They're operated by the electrical vacuum pump you see on the table which is a commercial unit intended to milk goats.”
Heather saw Chandler as he visited the table to collect one of the cups and a silent look passed between them that was more eloquent than any words. Then he was gone again, moving somewhere behind her to address his new audience. She listened for a while as he began explaining the intricacies of the cups, but she’d heard it before and her mind began to wonder. Then a woman crouched next to her head and whispered, “Who did you bite?”
“Reverend Chamberlain, ma'am,” said Heather softly.
The woman smiled. “I've often considered doing that myself.”
The woman was twenty-something and expensively dressed in a short powder-blue skirt and matching jacket and over a paler silk blouse. She was pretty too with what looked like professionally applied make-up and recently styled blonde hair.
She took a sip from the glass of red wine she was holding and asked, “How long have you got?”
“Twenty years, ma'am.”
“Wow. You must have been really naughty. And d’you think he’s going to use this set-up to milk you all that time?”
“I hope not, ma'am.”
The woman giggled. “You’ll have teats like a cow and tits the size of flour sacks. I suppose the up-side is that he can make a fortune selling all your milk. Tell me,” she whispered conspiratorially, “Does he fuck you while you're being milked?”
“No, ma'am.”
“Oh Christ. Why ever not?”
“I'm sorry, ma'am. I don’t know.”
“Do you want him to?”
Heather just stared open-mouthed at the woman, not knowing what to answer. In the end, she snapped her mouth shut and refused to say anything.
The woman smiled and stood and Heather’s view of her was reduced to long, nylon-clad legs standing in stiletto heels. “Well, perhaps I’ll have more luck. Oh look, they’ve finished the tutorial…”
“Mr Chandler will now give us all a practical demonstration,” said Miss Grey.
“And this doesn’t contravene State guidelines regarding this girl’s treatment?” asked a new voice.
“Not at all. For the entire period of her sentence, Mr Chandler is quite at liberty to do what he likes with her so long as her health doesn’t suffer unduly and on condition he doesn’t charge for her services.”
“Was the girl a whore?” asked another man.
“She is now,” said a woman and several people laughed.
“We can feel her tits, right?” …the same male still wanting to touch her. Evidently Chandler must have given his approval this time because the next thing Heather knew was that her breasts were being squeezed and her nipples pulled. “She sure is ready,” and Heather had the now familiar sensation of a milk ‘let-down’.
“The piercings you can feel act as location lugs for the teat cups and provide a positive lock whether or not the pump is activated.” It was Chandler speaking and his words encouraged the whole party to feel her tits. “They take a week to bond to her flesh and now cannot be removed without surgery…”
And then Chandler was there, crouching in his usual place and reaching under her to wipe her teats.
“Can I ask that no-one touches her breasts now that I’ve sanitised her.” There was a general murmur of acknowledgement and then she felt the weight of the cups hanging from her. “So… First the suction draws her in and then the pulsator crushes the milk from her teats and areolae,” and he flicked on the pump.
She was ready for it, ready for the exploding suction and the crushing pressures, but still she gasped.
“My God…” said one of the women to Heather’s right.
“That’s impressive,” said a man.
“I can't believe she can just lie there like that. It’s pumping her like a steam engine.”
“Two steam engines,” said another.
“I don’t think she’s got much option,” said the voice of the blonde woman.
Heather listened to inane chatter, intimate comments, and crude jokes while the pump dragged her milk from her. Most of it was inconsequential, although one exchange drew her attention. A man was standing before her with one hand leaning on the pillory while he spoke to Chandler in confidential tones. He was suggesting a swop for the weekend, his girl for Heather, and she stiffened anticipating Chandler’s answer. He didn’t speak and she couldn’t see his reaction, but evidently the man was disappointed because he muttered, “Pity”, before walking away.
Grey’s merry band watched her for ten minutes before Chandler declared that her session was completed and turned off the pump. No-one else had touched her since the pump had been connected and she knew she had Chandler to thank for that.
“Thank you, Mr Chandler. Very informative,” said Grey’s voice.
“Could I suggest that everyone returns to the sitting room to recharge their glasses while I disconnect Heather. It’s not something that I can do with guests present owing to safety considerations.”
Heather listened to Miss Grey and her entourage file out through the door and glanced at Chandler in time to see a satisfied smirk cross his face. He looked down at her and his smile broadened, a moment of shared intimacy between friends. She was grateful to him for deflecting the worse of the attention Miss Grey and the other visitors could have levelled at her and, in that moment, believed her relationship with Grey had suddenly matured a level. It may have been the oxytocin influencing her mood, but if he had asked her then, she’d have given him everything.
Chandler disconnected and replaced the pump on the table and then looked up as footsteps sounded on the concrete floor. The footsteps resolved themselves into a pair of long legs in stiletto heels as the woman walked past the head of the pillory and then, as she approached Chandler at the table, Heather saw it was the woman in the pale blue suit. She sidled up to Chandler and laid her hand on his chest.
“Ethan,” said the woman in a husky sounding voice. “So good of you to invite us all to see how you milk your little slave girl. I was considering acquiring one of my own,” and the woman looked down with a condescending expression on Heather trying to look up. “Slaves can be such fun, can't they, although they clearly have their limitations? Using her, for instance, wouldn’t be the same as having a proper partner; one who could react willingly.”
“In some things, Heather can chose her own path…”
“Really? She doesn’t look like she has much choice at present.”
“Maybe not. What is it I can do for you, Emily?”
“I was wonder whether you could come over and give me some practical advice. I often think the personal touch is best, don’t you think?”
Heather stared up at the woman with laser-like intensity as Emily slowly slid her hand down Chandler’s side. She looked so neat and perfect standing before him, her trim figure sculptured by the tailored suit: narrow waist, pert breasts with just enough cleavage visible to be promising, and long, wavy hair framing her fashion-model face. The heady perfume the woman was wearing filled the whole room and was beginning to make Heather’s head spin.
“And when would you like this, er, consultation?”
“Any evening would be fine by me. Come for dinner; I’ll get the maid to cook oysters.”
Suddenly, for reasons Heather couldn’t begin to explain, she began to struggle lifting her knee to try to scale the rail and wriggling, desperate to break the hold of the pillory’s clamping beams.
“Heather… Are you alright?” Chandler was there, crouching before her with a worried expression. The woman crouched down beside him too, hand on his shoulder to steady herself and her skirt riding higher still to expose even more of her thighs.
And then reality came flooding back to Heather like a tsunami to wash away her fantasies. She couldn’t best the rail with her ankles hobbled, nor break the clamping hold of the wooden pillory. And even if she could, what could she do? She was nothing but a convict sold into slavery to serve out her sentence. She was helpless and felt so foolish.
The woman smiled at her and stood. “You keep trying, sweetie, and someday you may get lucky. After all, you’ve got plenty of time to spare,” and she wandered away out of Heather’s line of sight, patting Heather’s raised hips as she passed.
Chandler watched her go in some confusion and then looked back to Heather.
“I’m sorry, sir. I… I thought I felt something crawling on my back.”
He moved behind the pillory and she felt his hands on her skin as he searched. “I can’t see anything.”
“It was a little lower,” she said and bit her tongue, his hands now stroking over her hips and cheeks.
“If it was here, it’s gone now.”
“It was probably nothing, sir.”
“For a moment I thought Emily was upsetting you.”
“Emily… Oh no, sir. Why would she upset me?”
“I don’t know. She seemed to think you were jealous.”
Heather forced a laugh. “No, sir. Who you chose to take to your bed is no concern of mine.”
Chandler looked at her for a long moment before whispering, “I see…” and turned away.
‘Crap’ muttered Heather to herself and closed her eyes.
✽✽✽
 
Heather assumed she’d have to face Miss Grey and the rest of the group with her hands pinioned at her hips and her mouth sealed, but Chandler just closed her in her cell after releasing her from the pillory. She heard voices, the chinking of glassware, and laughter for another thirty minutes followed by the opening of doors, the sound of motor engines, and then silence.
Eva appeared fresh from school to open her cage door and Heather joined Kate in the kitchen to prepare the evening meal. Kate said she’d been in the stables and had seen the cars arriving and leaving, but hadn’t known why.
“So Miss Grey could show her band of would-be slave owners how Mr Chandler milks his pet.” Heather’s voice was cold and Kate looked at her oddly.
“Did Mr Chandler do something wrong?”
“No. Not really; not at all in fact. He didn’t even want to do the demonstration in the first place; Miss Grey, the POO lady, made him. And then he wouldn’t let anybody touch me.” She giggled. “He told them I was being punished for lying and I was being denied sexual stimulation. I suppose it was just seeing and hearing all those ordinary people behaving normally, chatting and drinking wine, making out with each other when I couldn’t do any of those things.”
“Who was making out? Someone flirting with Mr Chandler?”
“A blonde woman in a blue suit called Emily. She was looking so elegant, so sexual, and chatting to him right in front of me.”
“Ooo, that’s tough.”
“I told him afterwards I didn’t care who he took to bed.”
Kate just looked at her without speaking and in the end Heather turned away when tears began to gather in the corners of her eyes.




Chapter 14
The Boyfriend
The next day was a Saturday and Chandler was notable for his absence for the entire day. Eva was the one who fitted their arm-binders when it was time for their exercise, restrained and milked Heather, and locked them in their cages for the night.
It was Heather that initiated that night’s cuddle session and Kate sensed a certain urgency in Heather’s attitude, a need that wasn’t there before. She couldn’t account for the change until she remembered Emily and, rightly or wrongly, associated her with Chandler’s absence.
Sunday day dawned bright, each morning’s light now noticeably earlier than the day before, and, in line with Chandler’s instructions, Kate oversaw Heather’s milking and followed it with a kiss, a cuddle, and an orgasm all before Eva appeared with the Sunday breakfast.
Another hour on the treadmills that Eva seemed content to just watch, the late morning milkings, and then prep for lunch and afternoon chores.
By mid-afternoon, there was still no sign of Chandler and Eva once more locked Heather in the pillory in preparation for her milking. And then the front door bell rang. Eva answered the door and Heather listened carefully to the distant muffled voices, footsteps approaching, Eva’s voice more distinct now. Then the sound of the steel cage room door swinging open and Eva speaking: “Heather, sweetie. Your friend has come to see you.”
“Fuck me… Look at ‘er.”
Suddenly, heather was frantic. He cannot see her like this; he mustn’t, but it was much too late for such thoughts; he was standing behind her.
“Taylor… Please. You must go. You can't be here.”
“No chance, toots. I’m not missing this. You're looking stunningly attractive.”
“Taylor, please…”
All she could sense was the sound of his boots on the concrete floor as he paced around beyond her sight. Then the touch of his hand on a cheek of her bottom; two hands, one on either cheek. He made a low whistling sound.
“Oh, Taylor. Please come where I can see you.”
He walked around to the front of the pillory and she strained to look up at him. He squatted and peered at her: a bifurcated head and two hands stuck on the wooden surface of the pillory boards.
Why? Why does everything happen to her? Her lover, the beautiful boy she wanted forever was there, just beyond her reach. He looked the same as he always had: scruffy brown hair, torn jeans, and his precious fur-lined flight jacket. But he looked different too. Not so tall and spottier than she remembered, and that expression… That wasn’t the look he used to reserve for her.
“Oh, baby. Why didn’t we get one of these before?” he said and patted the heavy woodwork of the pillory. Then he kissed her mouth while feeling beneath her to fiddle with her dangling breasts. “Fuck, toots, you’ve got tits like udders. And they’ve got little bars through them.”
“I was just going to milk her,” said Eva.
Taylor’s eyes widened and he began pulling at her as if milking a cow. “Fuck me… I’m doing it. I’m milking ‘er for real…”
“I use a pump; it’s quicker.”
“Fuck me,” he said again and gave her another kiss, this time pushing his tongue into her mouth as he held tightly onto both tits. “Pleased to see me, baby? Your mum rang me up; said you'd like a visit.”
“Taylor…” she murmured, trying to shut out what he was doing below her chest. “I've done nothing but dream about you.” Heather’s eyes were tearful, but Taylor’s were creased with a smile he was finding difficult to contain.
“I’ll be dreaming about you for a long time now,” he said and started patting the sides of breasts so that they slapped together with a clapping sound. “Your tits never used to be this big… Turn her on. I want to see her being milked,” he said looking behind her.
“You like this bit, don’t you, sweetie?” said Eva to Heather. “You can tell because she starts dribbling from the other end.”
Eva locked the teat cups onto her nipples, dragging them lower still with the extra weight, and Heather stifled a gasp when the pulsator started.
“Fuck me… Just look at those tits bouncing. You really are being milked; it’s like magic.”
“We gave her hormones,” explained Eva.
“Hey, Taylor... You’ve gotta see this.” It was a girl’s voice, one Heather didn’t recognise. He had a girl with him...
“Taylor. Who’s that?” and her head flicked from side to side searching.
A girl peered tentatively around the side of the pillory. “Hi,” and she gave a little wave as if she wasn’t sure it was the right thing to do.
“This is Tracy.” Heather’s eyes swivelled to Taylor. “She wanted to come along and meet you.”
“Hi,” said Tracy again, but Heather still felt unable to answer. Tracy stepped into view. She was shorter than Heather with curly, blonde hair like Marilyn Munroe, excessive make-up, fat tits that threatened to topple out the neck of her low-cut sweater, and a tiny, black, Lycra skirt that actually did very little. Her legs looked pale with cold and stood in shoes that were most unsuitable for the conditions outside.
“Your mum said you were doing really well,” said Taylor. “She told us that they keep you naked and chained up, that’s why we thought we’d best come and say hello, but she didn’t say they were milking you like a dairy cow,” and both her visitors now burst into fits of giggles.
Tracy squatted next to Taylor and put a proprietorial arm around his shoulders. “Taylor’s told me all about you. It’s such a pity you got caught with all those drugs. Twenty years is such a long time, isn’t it? It’s almost another lifetime. Taylor says you're going to be thirty-eight before they let you go.”
“Yeah,” said Taylor confirming his mathematical prowess. “I’m sorry you can't be my girlfriend anymore, but I can't wait that long,” and Tracy and Taylor smiled at each other, enjoying a private joke.
“You didn’t tell me she had titty piercings,” said Tracy.
“She didn’t when I knew her.”
When he knew her… Her heart was shattering like breaking ice.
“D’you think I ought to get some?”
“Yeah. That’ll be good. Can I milk you too?” and they both started giggling again.
“D’you two want to see something funny?” It was Eva’s voice. Heather had forgotten she was still there and now cringed at what she might do.
Both Taylor and Tracy disappeared from view without another word, and a few seconds later, her world crashed through another layer of self-respect. Eva stroked a finger down between her sopping wet labial lips and when it crossed her clitoris, she squealed and jumped.
“Oh wow! Let me have a go,” and Heather felt Tracy’s finger do the same thing with a similar result. Tracy shrieked with laughter and did it again, and again. Then she touched her anal sphincter and, much to Tracy’s amusement, Heather screwed herself up tight.
“She never did allow me to fuck ‘er in this position, but now she’s a convicted felon, I can legally screw ‘er any way I choose and she’s not allowed to say no.”
“That’s true enough,” said Eva agreeing with him.
He laid his hand on her, fingers fluttering rapidly between her labial lips to excite whilst his thumb slipped inside to try and force an orgasm from her. Heather, for her part, was trying to stay quiet and in control, but she knew straight away it was going to be a losing battle. The love of her life had brought his new girlfriend to torment her while he amused himself doing all the things she wouldn’t let him do when they were together.
“Go on, Taylor. Do ‘er now,” urged Tracy.
“No, please…” pleaded Heather with little hope.
“No,” said Chandler standing in the doorway, his voice unnaturally loud. “You are interfering with my property.”
“Oh, hi daddy. This is Heather’s boyfriend Taylor and his friend Tracy. They came to say hello to Heather.”
Chandler glanced at Heather, what he could see of her.
“It’s time they left now.”
“Of course, Mr Chandler. Thank you for letting us see her. She’s looking very, er, very good.”
“Goodbye Taylor, Tracy. Call next time before you turn up.”
And Heather gave a long sigh of relief.
✽✽✽
 
“Are you alright?” he asked once they were alone.
“Yes, sir. Thank you sir.”
“He was a prick…” The implied question was ‘why did she ever get involved with him?’, something Heather herself was now considering. She looked at Chandler as he squatted in front of her and reached beneath to check on the teat cups. To say she was now conflicted would be an understatement. One could hardly say Chandler was fun; he could treat her with indifference and disdain almost as if he hated her, but then at times like today he was almost like a father figure, her protector and carer. Was he just caring for his slave girl like one might look after a farm animal? Protecting his investment? And then at other times she was sure she sensed the tenderness of a lover, or perhaps that was just wistful thinking on her part. Was that what she was really wishing for?
“Would you like a run before supper?”
She nodded. “Thank you, sir.”
He released her from the pillory when her milk flow had abated and left her standing in her working chains while he fetched Kate.
“Step two, speed ten,” said Heather once all had been readied and then grinned at Chandler as the belt started moving. Kate started hers too and after a short time, Chandler left them, saying he’d be back in an hour.
Back in the kitchen, Chandler confronted Eva. “I don’t want you ever to introduce anyone to Kate or Heather when I’m not here.”
“Oh daddy, I only did it for a bit of fun. I wanted to see his reaction when he saw his ex being milked.”
“And what about Heather’s reaction? Didn’t that matter at all?”
“Why? You told me yourself that she’s a convicted drug smuggler; the lowest of the low you said and now she just has to do whatever you say. And anyway, I wouldn’t have let Taylor do anything to her.”
“Well, not again. Understand?”
“Yes, daddy.”
Chandler smiled. Eva was a good girl; one who will be having a sixteenth birthday next week. “Have you thought about your birthday party?”
“Can I invite Taylor and Tracy?”
“No…”




Chapter 15
Eva’s Party
Saturday March 28th, four days later, dawned bright and unusually warm for the time of year, reaching a balmy sixty-five degrees by midday and Chandler had reached a decision.
“Do you two want a real run?”
Kate knew exactly what he meant and answered for both of them.
“We do, sir; very much.”
Chandler gave them both flat running shoes to put on before he fitted their arm binders and then led both of them outside to the main gate, which he now closed.
“It’s quarter of a mile for a full circuit. Do twelve laps and we’ll see how out of practice you both are.”
“Three miles, sir, at an easy pace,” said Kate and Heather nodded.
“Wait a minute,” he said and fetched a short length of cord that he tied to their arm-binders behind their backs to leave about five feet between them. “I want you to run together as a pair,” he explained.
The track was dry and substantially flat and the only snow now visible was high on the slopes of the surrounding hills. Chandler consulted his watch and started them…
It was almost like freedom for the girls and their spirits soared as they loped along, awkwardly at first, but gaining speed and poise as their confidence increased. They completed the first lap in 1 minute 35 seconds and passed Chandler side by side with their tethering cord slack and their hair streaming out in their wake, Heather’s almost white and Kate’s almost black. It took them a little over twenty-one minutes to complete their three miles and Chandler professed himself to be well-pleased.
“You did well.” He held out water bottles with a straw in each for them and told them to have a rest and then do it again.
They ran nine miles that first spring day, a feat they repeated for the next two days whilst marginally improving their time. On the fourth day of fine weather, Chandler had a further surprise for them:
“You’ll be running as a pair with the pony cart and I’ll give you practice on that as soon as I can, but meanwhile, I think we should concentrate on keeping you both in step. If you're both working closely together, you'll go faster and waste less effort than if you're fighting against each other and, to that end, I’ve made a pair of training rods. Stand together, side by side…”
They stood patiently waiting while Chandler fetched a four-foot-long aluminium rod with four sprung clamps along its length. Kate stared down silently as he opened the jaws of the far-left clamp and trapped the two tiny balls of her left teat. “It’s not at all heavy,” he said as he moved to Heather’s right breast to attach the far-right clamp. “And if one of you should fall, the clips will just detach,” and he attached the other two clamps. The whole assembly formed a rigid link between all four teats and now, if one moved, they all moved.
The second rod of the training pair was slightly shorter and he just clipped it behind them to the rings on the ends of their arm binders.
“This is not entirely for decorative reasons, although that does play a part,” added Chandler as he went along the line hanging a small silver bell beneath each nipple clamp. “It will give you audible feedback to let you know when you're in step.”
He then demonstrated the system by gripping the rod between Kate’s nipples and shaking it. Four nipples moved as one to shake all four tits and ring all four bells.
“We can't run like this, sir.”
“Of course, you can. You just need to keep in step. If you both move together, it shouldn’t be a problem, but if you get out-of-step, you may find it a little uncomfortable. Start slow, perhaps just walking or jogging, and then build up your speed. Once you're harnessed to the cart, it'll be a lot easier because you'll have to stay together, but this is a good training exercise to align your paces. Do your best and see how you get on.”
Heather turned on the spot with Kate walking around her and then they took a step down the track.
“Ow,” said Kate. “We need to take the same step. Start with your right on three… One, two, three…” and both girls stepped forward.
Chandler watched them go until they disappeared behind the barn, walking together with their steps perfectly synchronised. It was three minutes before they returned sounding like Santa’s sleigh. Now they were running, faces gaunt with concentration as their tits bounced together to ring the bells clear and true, perfectly timed with every pace.
They completed nine miles again. It took a little longer, but by the end of the session, they were running almost as fast as they were before.
“Shame we can't leave the bells attached, but you wouldn’t be able to attach the teat cups,” said Chandler and both girls pulled sympathetic faces to show how much they regretted the fact.
The following days were too cold to be out and they had to content themselves with training on the treadmills, although Chandler had pushed the mills a little closer together so that they could still use the titty link. Of course, it was a lot easier on the treadmills to keep in step because the belts were much smoother than real terrain, but it was better than nothing.
✽✽✽
 
The next Saturday, April 3rd, was Eva’s sixteenth birthday and she was having a party.
“You're both coming, of course, and I expect you to be properly made-up and wearing your best party clothes.”
Kate and Heather looked at each other. “We have no clothes here, ma-am,” said Kate.
“Don’t you worry. I have some put aside. Have a shower after lunch and then you can both use my room and make-up. There will be ten other guests in addition to us and Eli, and, most important of all, daddy’s going to stay out of the way.”
Despite Eva’s misdirection, neither of the girls were surprised when it transpired that their role will be as waitresses and not party guests, but they entered into the spirit of the event and applied Eva’s adolescent cosmetics as tastefully as they could.
What did surprise them were the party costumes Eva had put aside: waspy waist cinchers in red and black satin with lacy frills around the upper hem so that their naked breasts appeared to be nestling in clouds of dark lace. There were skirts too, made from layers of red and black lace reminiscent of nineteenth century showgirls from the Moulin Rouge. They hung from their hips to cover the backs of their legs, but were open at the front to reveal bare abdomens and pubic mounds framed by black ribbon suspenders supporting black seamed stockings.
Chandler met with his charges in the cage room at six o'clock and they both looked at him with accusing stares whilst balancing on their unfeasibly high stiletto heels.
Chandler held up his arms: “Don’t blame me; Eva chose your costumes.”
“But, sir, don’t you think this is too much for a teenage party?”
“The outfits do have a certain erotic appeal, but she argued that she was sixteen now and above the age of consent, and, in any case, the alternative would be with you both completely nude. I didn’t really have a good argument against idea. You have to admit, you do both look very decorative.”
Heather gazed down with a frown while Kate was doing pirouettes to watch her skirt flare at the back.
“The guests will start arriving at about seven and your tasks will be to serve the food and drinks. There won't be a sit-down meal, but instead you’ll take plates of canapés and drinks around the room.”
“Alcoholic drinks, sir?” asked Kate and Chandler nodded.
“There’s no law against it here in Oklahoma. The law just makes it illegal for under-age teens to actually buy the stuff. Anyway, it’s only low-alcohol beer and 3% wine, so no-one should actually get drunk and you two shouldn’t have to put up with any untoward attention.”
“Even though we look like two Paris whores?” asked Heather, adding a sarcastic-sounding, “Sir,” afterwards.
Chandler all but ignored her. “I won't be here to look after you, but you'll be wearing party chains, so you’ll find it difficult to pick fights with anyone,” and he glared at Heather to drive home his point.
“I'm sorry, sir, but we don’t know what party chains are.”
“You're about to find out starting with a collar bar.”
Chandler had a holdall with him and extracted a thin, twelve-inch-long chrome-plated bar with a ring at either end. One end he locked to Heather’s collar and the other he attached to both of her wrist cuffs so she now had her wrists locked together at navel height and pointing forwards away from her body. He removed her now redundant working chains and she found she could swing her hands out to, say, hold a plate or serve drinks, but could neither raise them to her breasts or face nor lower them to her crotch.
“Sir,” she gasped.
“I have to admit, I'm not totally comfortable with this.”
“Neither am I,” muttered Heather.
“Eva’s promised to keep an eye out to ensure you're not unduly harassed, but there are steps I can take to mitigate any potential consequences…” He returned to his holdall and this time pulled out a short steel cable upon which were threaded a pair of silicone plugs: one 6 inches long and 1½ thick, and a shorter, thinner one. “The cable attaches to a metal belt front and back and will stop anyone getting too carried away, but it’s optional; you don’t need to wear them if you’d rather not.”
Both Heather and Kate stared at the intimidating accessories and considered their options.
“Is this the only way you can protect us?” asked Kate.
“No, of course not. I could just lock you away in your cages, but that’s not what Eva wants. She’s trying to create a particular atmosphere to compliment her party, one of burlesque indulgence, and I expect you both to cooperate. What we’re asking complies with State guidelines in that it maintains the necessary minimum level of security and shouldn’t cause you any harm, so I don’t see a problem.”
“There’s no problem, sir,” said Kate.
“They look very large,” said Heather.
“They need to be fairly substantial to fulfil their purpose,”
“I want them,” said Kate.
“Can you take them out again if they're too much?” asked Heather, but Chandler just frowned. “Ok. Me too…”
He pulled a gleaming chrome-plated belt of from his bag that was articulated at the sides and closed at the front and, after unfastening Heather’s pseudo-skirt and attaching the cable to the inside surface of the belt at its back, wrapped it about her waist over the corset. It closed over her belly by clamping to a small triangular plate, and that left the cable hanging down between her legs and the two plugs tapping against her thighs.
She spread her legs wider as he began lubricating the plugs and then closed her eyes while he worked them into her to fill both orifices. She squealed when he pulled the cable tight before clamping it to the connection plate and sighed when he sealed the fixings at the front of her belt using a small cover plate and padlock.
“Does that feel alright?”
“It’s, er, fine, sir. No pain; just, um…”
✽✽✽
 
Chandler watched the first of the cars crunch down the track and stop next to the barn. Two girls and two boys alighted, one of the girls carrying a gift-wrapped box and the boys each with bottles of white wine. They rang the main door bell and Eva opened it to the sound of shrieks and giggles as her guests passed on their birthday greetings and presents. Standing behind Eva were Heather and Kate, Heather in the black outfit to compliment her ash-blonde hair and Kate wearing a scarlet corset with black lace trim.
“Heather and Kate,” said Eva by way of introduction. “Kate’s in red… They’ll take your coats.”
“Oh wow…” exclaimed one of the girls. “They're so pretty, like dolls.”
Heather stirred, moving one long, nylon-clad leg to the side and looking at Kate, and the chromed chain connecting her new chromed ankles cuffs clicked, as did the much shorter chain between her knees. Kate returned the look, but neither could now speak with their heads patterned by the metal head harnesses and the black rubber plugs blocking their mouths. Kate stepped forward and looked down at Eva’s shorter guests, swinging her hands out to receive the first of the coats.
Eva’s two female guests were just staring up at Kate and Heather, taking in their carefully made-up faces partially concealed by the bright metalwork, their trapped hands, and their breasts and dark nipples nestled in the black lace and now adorned by small chromed bells. The boys’ eyes were directed lower to where long black-clad legs rose to become milky-white thighs glimpsed between the folds of lacy skirts and to the steel cables bifurcating naked abdomens before disappearing through not-so-secretive vaginal clefts.
“Are we allowed to touch?” asked the boy and Eva grinned.
“You can, but they're completely plugged up in case you sort of get carried away and Daddy has their keys. Give them your coats and come inside.”
Now the boy was grinning as he handed Heather his jacket and nudged one of her tits to make her tinkle.
Chandler stepped from his office into the hall. “I’ll be off then. Back about midnight. Have fun, be good, and call if you need me,” and with that, he walked past the small gathering in the hall and outside to his truck.
Over the course of the next forty minutes, more people turned up than Eva had claimed and the last to be admitted came as an unwelcome surprise to Heather: it was Taylor and Tracy.
“Hi baby,” he said greeting Heather. “Looking good… I see he’s keeping you well under control as all naughty girls should be and I love your titty bells.” He shook one of her tits to sound the bell and then patted her between her legs. “Hey… She’s got something stuck inside her.”
“All of her orifices have been plugged. Daddy doesn’t trust us.”
“So you can’t unlock ‘er?”
Eva pulled a sad expression and shook her head.
“What a waste,” muttered Taylor.
Tracy slipped out of her coat and handed it to Kate to reveal an elegant cocktail dress and Heather thought for an instant that the girl was more sophisticated than she’d given her credit for, but then she spoke: “Aw, you know, honey, what I’d really like is our own slave girl to live with us when we get our own house. Heather would be ideal, particularly as she used to be your girlfriend. We could keep her just like this all the time. Don’t you think that would be cool? D’you think Mr Chandler might sell her to us?”
“It would be very cool, but I don’t think we could afford her. We’ve just spent all our money on your dress.”
“We wouldn’t need to buy her any other clothes.”
The evening was, on the whole, predictable. As far as Kate and Heather were concerned, it consisted of struggling with trays of food and drink whilst balancing on their heels with their legs chained together and doing their best to ignore the attentions of Eva’s guests. All around them, adolescents drank, cuddled, and danced in roughly equal numbers, all activities denied to the two waitresses who concentrated on trying to avoid the most blatant assaults. And easily the most blatant of their molesters was Taylor.
Heather was threading her way through the throng with a pint of beer when Taylor’s hand snaked around her arm to grab hold of one of her bells. She gave a muffled shriek, but she couldn’t even reach the bell herself let alone stop Taylor.
“Hello, sweet tits. You bringing me more beer?”
He didn’t expect an answer, of course, and instead just led her across the room by her nipple to where Eva, Eli, and Tracy were sitting.
“Look who I found?” he said happily, “And she’s got beer for me.” Still clutching the bell, he sat down in one of the arm chairs, pulling Heather after him and whether by accident or design, Heather poured the beer into his lap.
“Oh fuck… You stupid cow. Look what you’ve done.”
Eva was beside herself with giggles, but her merriment faded when she realised that Taylor was really upset.
“These are new trousers you’ve just ruined.”
“But it was you that pulled her; you were still holding her by the tit,” exclaimed Eva.
“She did that on purpose… She’s not allowed to do that. Felony sluts like ‘er aren’t allowed to assault law-abiding citizens. I’m gonna complain, that’s what I’ll do. I'm not having no slave girl tip beer over me…”
“Taylor, you can't. If you complain, they’ll send Heather back to prison for the next twenty years.”
“Well, she should have thought of that before she started attacking me. Come on, Trace, we’re leaving,” and he pushed his soggy self from the chair, shoved Heather so hard she tumbled very unladylike over the chair’s arm, and stomped his way through revellers who were only just beginning to notice the commotion in the corner.
✽✽✽
 
When Chandler returned at midnight, with the exception of Eli, the last of the partygoers were just leaving and wished him goodnight. Heather and Kate were waiting for him by the door looking little the worse for wear and he kissed Eva on the cheek.
“Good party?”
“Great thanks.”
“No problems?”
“No… All good,” she replied with a smile.
He took Heather and Kate back to the cage room, removed their security plugs, the head harnesses, bells, and most of their chains, and then locked them in their cages before finally removing the collar bars. The girls then set about divesting themselves of their fancy dress.
“Sunday tomorrow; we’ll have a late start.”




Chapter 16
Friends and Enemies
For Heather, that Sunday was particularly auspicious. Chandler had been using the pillory for the past three weeks to ensure she couldn’t interfere with her milking during the daytime and relying on Kate to milk her at night. Sunday, April 4th was the day he told Heather she could begin to milk herself just like Kate.
Of course, Heather was outwardly delighted, but the consequences of the new arrangement struck home later that day when she was leaning on the cage room table by herself with the teat cups working beneath her chest and happened to glance at the pillory beside her. A feeling of loss swept over her as she realised that she’d no longer feel Chandler’s fingers preparing her for the teat cups, the casual stroke of his hand on her face, or the tantalising thought that his infrequent touch on her sex might lead to more. The sudden loneliness she felt surprised her. Even more surprising was the realisation that it was not so much his touch she missed as his direction. It was the times when he substituted his will for hers, obliging her to comply but balancing that with careful handling that somehow made her feel cherished instead of used; those were the times that made her feel special and withdrawing his attention while she was milked was depriving her of just such times.
The weather warmed a little and the girls resumed their training outside, lap times gradually decreasing as stamina and speed increased. It was now Eva who tended to oversee the training sessions and, with clipboard and stop watch, she diligently noted down the diminishing times.
There was only one incident worthy of note during this period: the time when Heather tripped as the pair were running behind the back of the barn. The fall wasn’t serious in itself, Heather was barely bruised, but in falling she tore herself free of the sprung clamps holding her nipples to the front training rod at the same time as she twisted Kate around with the back rod linking their arm binders. Heather ended up in the dirt with Kate managing to stay on her feet, but now with the free end of the connecting rod dropped to push one tit high whilst dragging the other low; an unsustainable attitude and, with a shriek from Kate, the lower nipple sprung free and the rod dropped further, the weight of all four bells in addition to the rod itself now hanging from the one teat that had been twisted through ninety degrees.
Alerted by the original cry and the follow-up calls for help, Eva ran around the track and, to Kate’s relief, disconnected the final clamp. It was a sobering event and was reflected in an increase in lap times that didn’t recover until the girls’ confidence returned the next day.
By the Thursday, nothing had developed from Taylor’s threats and Eva was beginning to relax. Her relief, however, was premature.
As far as Eva was concerned, the first axe to fall came with the arrival of uninvited guests in the yard. Their car, a small white saloon, crept through the gates without anyone noticing at four that afternoon and the first time the house was alerted was when they rang the main doorbell. When Chandler opened the door, he was faced with two girls of Eva’s age.
“She’s not back from school yet,” he said and one of the girls uttered a surprised: “School? What, Heather?”
“No, Eva…”
“We’ve come to see Heather. You're Mr Chandler, aren’t you? I’m Jackie and this is Jessica.”
Chandler metaphorically shook himself. “Sorry, I thought you were Eva’s friends.”
“We know Heather from school. Taylor told us she was here.”
Chandler stiffened at that news. “So, you're Taylor’s friends. This isn't a hotel, you know. You can't just turn up expecting to pop in to say hello.”
“I’m sorry, Mr Chandler. Taylor wouldn’t give us a phone number. We were worried about Heather. Taylor’s been showing some horrible pictures of her around the school.”
“We had to pay him $50 before he’d even tell us where she was,” said Jess.
“What sort of pictures?”
“Pictures of her trapped in a sort of medieval torture device with pipes hanging from her breasts. Taylor was telling everyone she was being milked like a cow.”
Jackie spoke again: “And there were others, too, where she was gagged and naked and chained up, and she was made to serve drinks at a party.”
Chandler hesitated for a few moments and then invited the girls into the sitting room.
Kate had heard the main door open and voices enter the house and had hurried to find Heather who was cleaning their quarters in the cage room.
“You're early; is it time to prepare supper already? I’m not done here yet.”
“I'm not ready yet either,” said Kate. “I've come to tell you there are visitors in the house.”
“Oh crap. Have they signed the waiver book?”
“I don’t think so. He hasn’t said he wants you to meet them, but you know you're supposed to chain-up anyway. Just their being in the house is enough and you can’t afford to flaunt Miss Grey’s rules.”
“Do you know who they are?”
“No idea. I just heard them talking.”
“It’s all over there in the box…”
Kate lifted out the metal belt and Heather raised her hands high so it could be fitted about her waist. Then she stepped over to the mirror to comb her hair before holding her wrist cuffs against her hips next to the belt’s rings to accept the locks.
“I guess the laundry is going to have to wait as well now,” Heather joked and stood still while Kate locked the chromed cage about her head and then opened her mouth for the plug. It wasn’t painful, it didn’t even put much strain on her jaw, but it was humiliating to have to wear it and could be incredibly inconvenient. She could still make sounds, some of them resembling words, but the total effect was quite unintelligible. And it was all so unnecessary. How could the POO people possibly think that she’d go round trying to bite visitors?
“You'd best stay here. I’ll fetch you if you're wanted.”
Back in the sitting room, Chandler was talking earnestly to the new arrivals. Kate could hear them from the kitchen; not what they were saying, but the serious tone of the conversation. They were two women. In fact, they sounded more like young girls…
✽✽✽
 
Once they were seated, Chandler took a deep breath and tried to explain the situation to his guests: “Heather has been convicted of a serious crime.”
“We know. Smuggling methamphetamines.”
“Well, rather than spend her sentence in a State penitentiary, she has elected to join the new prisoner dissemination scheme where companies or private individuals can lease her for the duration of her sentence. She gets to stay in other places, in Heather’s case here at the ranch, and she gets to do other things rather than just sit in a prison cell.”
“She has to do everything you tell her?”
“Within certain limits, yes.”
“Have you turned her into a prostitute, because that’s what Taylor is saying?”
“No, I haven’t.”
“But she was naked and chained up.”
“I have to follow State guidelines regarding her conditions. Because this ranch isn't as secure as a penitentiary, I always have to keep her restricted using approved chains when she’s outside of her sleeping cage and if there are visitors in the house, then she doubly restrained. As for keeping her naked, that’s also a State requirement. It’s just the way things are. She’s a convicted felon and the system believes that keeping her nude whenever possible will not only discourage her physically from trying to escape, but will also inhibit her psychologically by encouraging a more submissive attitude.”
“Are you really milking her like a cow?” asked Jess.
Chandler nodded. “It’s one of the reasons I bought her lease. My daughter has a gastric problem and human milk is one of the few things she can digest. We’re not using that pillory anymore, though. She’s doing it herself now.”
“Please can we see her?” asked Jess and Chandler smiled.
“You can, but remember what I’ve told you. She’s naked and she’ll be wearing chains, but she’s unharmed.”
Chandler turned to the open doorway and called Kate who appeared within seconds to the sound of metal clicking against wooden floor boards.
“Sir.”
“Fetch Heather, please, but make sure her security is in compliance. She has visitors.”
Kate disappeared, but when he turned back to the girls, they were both staring at the now empty doorway with wide eyes as if they couldn’t quite believe the apparition they'd just witnessed.
“Kate is another on the dissemination scheme,” said Chandler as if that explained everything.
The metallic clicking noises grew louder until Heather entered the room. Perhaps she’d not noticed the girls straight away, for she suddenly stopped with a look of petrified horror on her face, but neither Jackie nor Jess seemed to notice. They jumped from their chairs and ran to her, clinging to her with tears running down their cheeks as words tumbled out too jumbled to make any sense. Heather too was crying, but in her case, she was silent.
Chandler retrieved the waiver book and offered it to the girls. “If you both sign this to say that you’re prepared to accept the risk that Heather may attack you, I’m allowed to release her hands from her belt.”
They both stared at Chandler not really understanding what he was saying and he clarified the situation: “Just sign and date the damn book…”
This time they jumped to it and when Chandler removed the locks at Heather’s hips, her arms dropped free. She wrapped them about two pairs of shoulders and they all started crying again. Meanwhile, Chandler collected a pair of boots and a heavy winter coat for Heather. She looked at him oddly when he asked her to sit so that he could lace the boots to her feet and then he held up the coat. The chains offered no resistance. They were her working chains from collar to cuffs and just slipped down the sleeves along with her arms.
“Come, ladies. Let’s go and see some horses.”
Jackie and Jess shrugged their coats back on and the four of them walked out of the side door and across the yard to the stables slowly so as not to embarrass Heather with her hobble. The pale sun was failing to make much impression and air temperature was still cold, but inside the stables was the warm fug of the animals, two rows of them.
The lines of stalls must have been eighty feet long and, running in a shallow channel down the centre of the building between the stalls was a ½ inch thick cable, anchored into the concrete at either end and tensioned as taut as a guitar string. Chandler picked a coil of light-weight chain from a hook by the door, one of two that were hanging there, and knelt by Heather’s feet to lock the end of the chain to one of her ankle cuffs. It was only then that she noticed that the other end of the chain was attached to the long cable via a sliding ring and gave her access to the whole of the stables.
All three girls looked at him in confusion, but Chandler merely walked round behind Heather to unlock the cage and remove it along with the oral plug.
“Sir, you mustn’t,” she cried in alarm. “They’ll take me away.”
“They'd have no grounds,” said Chandler. “The agreement was that you had to wear the plug whenever there were visitors in the house. It said nothing about the stables.”
✽✽✽
 
Kate was finishing Heather’s jobs, Heather was still in the stables, and Eva, recently returned from school, was making herself a coffee in the kitchen when Chandler received a phone call. It was Miss Grey from the Penal Observance Office.
“Mr Chandler,” began Grey with an exasperated voice. “I have just received an official complaint from a guest of yours who claims he was attacked by GK628NA, Miss West, whilst attending a social event in your house.”
Chandler stiffened. “When was this?”
“Last Saturday evening. The complainant is a young man called Taylor.”
He took a deep breath. “I regret that I was not present last Saturday evening; my two charges were under the control of my daughter at the time and she has neglected to tell me about it.”
“Your daughter is a minor,” said Grey accusingly.
“She’s sixteen which, I believe, complies with your guidelines. Allow me time to investigate and I’ll contact you tomorrow.”
“I'm sure I don’t need to tell you how serious this matter is, Mr Chandler.”
“Indeed you don’t, Miss Grey. Tomorrow then…” He replaced the receiver, took a deep breath, and shouted: “EVA.”
✽✽✽
 
“Grey,” said the voice on the telephone.
“Good afternoon. Chandler here. I’ve completed investigating the incident you brought to my attention yesterday and I have emailed you a complete report on the occurrence. Summarising briefly, I can tell you that at the time of the incident, Miss West was secured in a manner that far exceeded your requirements. She was hobbled with a six-inch chain between her ankles and a supplementary three-inch chain at her knees that precluded any opportunity for her to kick out. In addition, her wrists were cuffed together and secured to the end of a rigid collar bar so that she was incapable of striking anyone and she was wearing a full locking head harness with an oral plug so she couldn’t bite.
“I’ve included the names of independent witnesses who, I’m sure, will testify that at the time of the incident, Miss West was holding a pint of beer for Taylor and that he was guiding her by holding one of her nipples. He flopped down in an armchair pulling Miss West with him and causing her to accidently spill beer into his lap. Her restraints made it quite impossible for her to maintain her balance and the way her wrists were restrained meant that she was not able to keep the glass level when she was pulled forward. I submit, therefore, that this unfortunate accident was entirely Taylor’s fault and no blame can be attributed to Miss West. My email to you describes the facts in more detail.”
There was a long silence at the other end of the line before Miss Grey spoke again.
“Thank you, Mr Chandler. I shall study your report with interest and I will talk to these independent witnesses you speak of. My office will contact you in a few days with my decision, but I have to say that at present, if she’s to stay with you I’m inclined to enforce permanent restraints on the girl if only to remind her to be more careful in future.”
“She already has a collar she can't remove.”
Miss Grey laughed, a sound that send chills up the bravest of backs. “I was thinking more like a rigid hobble bar for which only I would hold the key.”
Now it was Chandler’s turn to be silent.
“Good day, Mr Chandler,” and Grey closed the line.
✽✽✽
 
Heather sat on her bunk looking up at Chandler with a red, tear-stained face.
“I hope to God it was an accident and not you trying to be cute,” he said and she gave another little whimper. “If Grey carries through on her threat, the only things you’d be good for would be as a static milk cow and as something to fuck. You’d hardly be able to do any housework.”
“I’m sorry, Mr Chandler sir. Really, I couldn’t help it. He just pulled me on top of him.”
He looked down at her and despite his natural animosity for anyone involved with narcotics, in this instance the girl had just been unlucky and he felt inordinately sad for her. If she was restrained with a permanent hobble bar, life would be very difficult for her. Walking would be possible, just, but there’s no telling what damage would be done to her legs after twenty years and it would certainly be the end for her running. It would also be the end for Chandler plans, but somehow, that didn’t seem to be so important.
Eva was most conspicuous for her absences all weekend. She ate alone in her room and, apart from three or four times they saw her venture to the kitchen for one reason or another, that’s where she spent all of her time. Kate saw her when she took in her meals, but their conversations were stilted and short.
Heather, too, was morose and non-communicative. Sunday was warm enough to venture outside and the girls spent two hours stretching their legs around the peripheral track, but Heather just seemed to be holding Kate back all the time.
Monday morning and Eva was at school. It was Chandler who again oversaw the training session out on the track and now Heather was completely different. She was running as if her life depended on it and it was Kate who was struggling to keep up. Lap times were way down and their rest periods brief with Heather anxious to start running again. In the end, Chandler removed both training rods to allow Heather to run alone while he and Kate sat watching her run circuits. Chandler finally stopped her before she collapsed and took them back inside, locking them in their cages for an enforced rest.
The same thing happened on the Tuesday and it became obvious that Heather was terrified that she’d never run again, but, with no word from Grey, Chandler could offer no comfort to alleviate her distress.
It was late Wednesday morning when an email pinged into his inbox from the Penal Observance Office. It purported to be from an officer called P. Merrit and the text was short.
“After considering the incident of April 3rd involving GK628NA, West, this office has decided to take no further action at this time.”
Chandler slumped back in his chair and closed his eyes, offering up a prayer to the God of condemned prisoners. Heather was in the kitchen preparing lunch and when he told her, she just burst out crying. Kate came rushing in expecting the worst, but when she was told, she started crying too.
Eva returned from school at three to be met by Chandler and it wasn’t until well after four that he summoned Heather to the cage room to confront her. Heather entered through the steel door unsure what awaited her inside. Did Eva want to apologise to her for allowing Taylor to abuse her or was it the other way round? Did Eva expect an apology from Heather for ruining her party? What she saw was definitely not what she expected and it was immediately apparent that no apology would be forthcoming from Eva; Chandler had locked a harness over her head and plugged her mouth.
“Eva flagrantly disobeyed me by inviting Taylor after I’d specifically forbade it,” said Chandler. “She thought that now she was old enough to make adult decisions, she knew better than I and the result nearly cost you what little freedom you have left. It has cost you in other ways too: those photographs that he took of you are all over school and it doesn’t take a lot of imagination to see that they’ll soon be all over the internet. Eva didn’t see a problem with that; said it was part of the price you have to pay as a convicted felon… There must be retribution for such deceit and such total lack of empathy, and you, Heather, as the injured party should be the one to exact it. I’ll leave it up to you to determine the full extent of her penalty, but be assured that however severe you decide her payment should be, in future she will always treat you with courtesy and consideration. Isn't that right, Eva?”
Eva nodded and then closed her eyes waiting for her inevitable punishment. Heather gazed at the heavy leather paddle Chandler had handed her and then up at Eva stretched between floor and ceiling by the spreader bars and ceiling hook with leather cuffs buckled around wrists and ankles. The girl was naked, her skin almost white in the bright lights making her look more delicate than ever.
Chandler clicked the motor and the hook re-tensioned the girl another inch or two and then he left, closing the door behind him to make the cage room all but soundproof. Eva’s eyes flicked open again, regarding Heather with a steely-blue stare between the dark straps of the harness while Heather weighed the paddle in her hand, making a solid slapping sound when she struck her palm which made Eva flinch.
The girls looked at each other, both naked but Eva now the helpless one. She tried to wriggle; willow-thin arms and legs twisting with little success; small, white breasts with pink nipples erect in anticipation; narrow waist, boyish hips, and a shaven mound with a narrow vaginal crease, no minora visible.
Heather moved past her to lean on the table behind her back and stared at her bottom and spread legs, wondering what it would feel like to strike the soft flesh and make the girl scream. And then she sank to the floor with her back against the wall.
An hour later, Chandler entered the cage room, walked round Eva and then glared at Heather.
“I ought to make you pay her punishment dues. You’ve not touched her at all, have you?”
“No sir.” She looked up, meeting his stare with her own steady gaze. “You told me I could decide the extent of her punishment and I decided she’d been punished enough.”
His expression didn’t waver. “Get up off the floor,” he snapped and then pulled her up roughly when she started struggling with her hobbled ankles. “Just release the little fool,” he said and walked from the room, and neither Eva nor Heather saw the smile that fleetingly touched his lips as he left.




Chapter 17
A Difficult Subject
Eva had unclipped her ankles and scampered out of the cage room just as soon as Heather released her wrists without even bothering to unbuckle the leather harness from her head, but thirty minutes later she returned while Heather was still tidying away the debris of the past week. She’d showered and dressed herself in blue jeans and a heavy woollen sweater.
She was subdued and contrite as she approached Heather. “I am so sorry. I just thought it was funny that Taylor was there with his new girlfriend and you were made to serve them both like a slave girl. Even after he’d showed me the photos he’d taken of you, I still didn’t really see things from your point of view. I see now what a horrible situation I put you in and that was even before he started messing with you at the party. I hadn't realised he was so nasty and between us, we almost made your life here a hundred times worse.”
“I hadn't realised he was so nasty either. I can’t believe I ever thought I loved him.”
“You’ve always been so nice to me and I haven't ever really considered you at all. I just thought you were a criminal, a drug smuggler who was unlucky enough to get caught and that this was all part of the price you had to pay. I didn’t really see you as a real person at all. And then, after all the bad things I've done to you, you show me kindness I don’t deserve.”
“Life’s bad enough without making it worse.”
“Oh, Heather. I am really and truly sorrow for treating you how I have.”
Heather gave her a weak smile and then looked away; the sight of Eva chained for punishment not an hour before and now seeing her clothed and free clashed so completely with Heather’s own circumstances as to be almost unbearable. Twenty years to be naked and chained for nothing, a miscarriage of justice, a wrong she was powerless to right.
“Daddy says you can run again today…”
And so life went on: the daily schedule of housework and farm work interspersed with hours spent running round the circular track Chandler had created around the yard and, of course, the regular sessions using the milking pump, sessions that were fixed to specific times of the day that Chandler insisted couldn’t be altered for fear of upsetting the girls’ milk production.
There was no doubt that his strict scheduling produced results with each now expressing a consistent four pints per day without any apparent effort or even noticeable effect on their breasts. Before milking, they each displayed a shapely bosom with their breasts heavy and prominent, but not sagging and after milking, neat size ‘C’ cups of which any woman should have been proud. The only real difference the milking was causing was with their nipples and areolae which had become much darker and were growing thicker, longer, and, Heather had to admit, more sensitive with each passing week. She now referred to them as ‘bulls-eyes’ because they stood out so stark and prominent on her pale breasts, but really she didn’t mind, especially the sensitivity aspect.
She also had to admit that she’d never felt healthier nor been able to run so fast for so long, and often wished that they could do more than just run around Chandler’s track, but now she felt more settled at the ranch and accepting of what fate had dealt her. It felt no fairer, of course, twenty years of captivity for nothing, but she forced herself not to think about the future and just concentrate on making the most of each day.
She and Kate were now on equal terms as far as working conditions and work load, both of them sharing the housework and caring for the horses. Most of the horses spent their time outside in the paddocks, but there were a few still kept in the stables, horses that Chandler was planning on selling as riding ponies, and these still needed feeding, cleaning, grooming, and just being around people to accustom them to a domesticated life. Heather would spend her time alone with them, an ankle chained to the running cable that traversed the full extent of the building and allowed her access to every one of the stalls as well as the tack room and food store.
That left only one area where her and Kate’s lives were significantly different and that was all to do with Chandler. Kate would spend hours with him in his bedroom suite at irregular intervals: sometimes in the afternoon or late evening, and sometimes all night. Heather had never asked her about those times partly because she considered their time together private and partly because she didn’t want to know what may befall her at any moment.
When she first arrived at the ranch, she was afraid of him, afraid that he would take her and compel her to perform and that, as such, would meet her definition of rape even if it now carried legal and religious endorsement. Ever since she was young, she’d been so indoctrinated with the horror of being forcibly penetrated that it was initially hard for her to accept that it was now expected of her. But as time passed and their lives were becoming more intertwined, albeit on very different planes, the horror didn’t seem so great. She was beginning to accept that it would be unavoidable; natural even. In any event, the prospect no longer appalled her and often occupied much of her waking day, particularly when she milked herself and the hormones distorted her emotions.
Inevitably, the time came when she had to know. She and Kate were lying together on her narrow bunk in the late evening. They'd discussed their latest running session, their fastest yet, and what they thought might happen once the racing season starts and it would soon be time for Heather to express.
“Is he kind?” asked Heather quite suddenly.
Kate burst out laughing. She knew exactly what Heather meant and was surprised it had taken her so many weeks to bring the subject up.
“He’s kind,” she said. “You know he would never do anything if he thought it wasn’t consensual. He always asks,” she added and then giggled again.
“Do you, you know… kiss and cuddle first,” and Kate giggled again.
“He does kiss me, but the scope for cuddling is a bit limited when you're strapped down to the bed.”
Heather sat up with a shocked look on her face. “He straps you to the bed?”
“Of course. State security regulations apply all the time, even in bed. In fact, particularly in bed. Mr Chandler took great pains to explain to me why he has to use the straps. He said that experience with other privately leased convicts has shown that lapses in security, and by that he means escape attempts, usually occur when passions run highest and security is relaxed for one reason or another. The State rules are, therefore, most stringent at those times and if something did happen, say he allowed you more freedom than usual and then fell asleep afterwards, and say you took the opportunity to sneak away…”
“I would never do that.”
“No, but others have and in those circumstances the charge authority, Mr Chandler in our case, becomes liable to be prosecuted for neglect and will likely find himself in prison, maybe even for years if the person he allowed to escape was a long-term prisoner like you.”
“But surely, he could just keep us hobbled; we’d never be able to make a successful escape like that?”
“You’re missing the point. What you say is true in an ideal world, but the experience of the PO Office is that the bedroom is the place where most mistakes are made. The man falls asleep and his partner searches through his clothing or the drawers to his bedside table for his keys. Of course, most of the time, that would never happen, but their rules make this scenario impossible. The situation is non-negotiable; if Mr Chandler wants you in his bed, then he has to make sure you cannot then leave it.”
There was a long period of silence before Heather asked her next question: “Do you love him?”
“Oh, honey, you have such a lot to learn. The answer to your question is yes… but the question you’d like to ask is ‘Do I mind if he takes you to his bed?’ and the answer to that is no. Our love is not the love of passion and fire that one soulmate invests in another; neither is it the love of loyalty and devotion that a slave would show her master. Rather it’s the emotional attachment of two friends who trust and respect each other and are happy to share their intimacy. If you wanted to share such moments with him, I would be happy for you just as he’s content when we are together.”
Heather lapsed into silence; in some ways her budding emotional attachment to her new master had just got infinitely more complicated and she now had a lot to think about.
As the days slowly passed, Heather found herself looking at him more and more, watching how he moves, how he eats or drinks his coffee, how he passes the mirror in the hall without a second glance whilst she has to stare to remind herself what she looks like in her collar and chains, and whether the tattooed number still decorates her back. But most of all, she stared at him imagining what it would feel like to be spread-eagled on his bed, wriggling like a trapped worm while he speared her with that unseen organ lurking between his legs.
Chandler spoke of a racing cart being prepared for them; two weeks, maybe three; and of special racing harnesses being made up using hi-tech light-weight materials to maximise their speed. Meanwhile, each day they ran linked together so that they could feel the slightest move of the other and compensate accordingly. The days became warmer, the ground dryer, and their laps faster, and still they ran until they knew every stone on the quarter mile long circuit.
Heather would finish a run exhilarated and with her body awash with endorphins and move straight into the cage room to express milk and receive another dose of oxytocin. Life seemed good despite her restraints, like she was on one big ‘high’, but there was one downside she couldn’t ignore however much she tried. Sitting in the cage room by herself with nothing by the ticking of the pump for company brought back memories of when she was helplessly trapped by the pillory with her breasts hanging below her chest. The image was hard to shake. She could still feel him now, his face inches from hers and his fingers touching her, gently stroking her teats with soft strokes that almost made her scream. She wanted so much to relive that feeling, but how could she? That time had gone.
Sometimes she’d confide in Kate and Kate would tell her to speak to him, tell him what she was feeling, but Heather would only smile. “I made a mistake with Taylor,” she’d say. “Why would I compound the error by encouraging the man who keeps me naked and chained for his personal amusement?”
“Now you know that’s not fair. It’s you that invited this situation in the first place by breaking the law; you can't blame Mr Chandler for that. He leased your services from the State believing he’d was getting not only a runner to feed his hobby, a wet-nurse to help feed his daughter, and domestic assistance to help around his house, but also a pretty woman who would feed his passion, and in that last role you have been singularly lacking.”
“I'm not responsible for his unrealistic expectations,” she said in her defence, but Kate’s words had struck a chord and it occurred to her that she was being deliberately obstructive, especially when she, too, felt the need for his company.
“Just ask him to take you to bed,” suggested Kate, but Heather just shook her head.
“I can't do that. That’s what prostitutes do. Anyway, I'm not even sure that’s what he really wants despite what you say. He’s so complicated to read. Okay… on a basic level he wants to fuck me; that’s plain enough and he’s so much as told me so, but he won’t unless he’s sure I want him to, and I’m not sure. It would be so much simpler if he just went ahead and did it… Sometimes I catch a look from him or something he’d do and I get the feeling that he really does care. But then at other times he’ll look at me and I think he’s furious with me, as if I've just done something that’s unspeakable.”
It was the same every time they were together. Not only was Heather spending her days as if in a dream, sneaking furtive glances at Chandler whenever she thought he wasn’t looking, but now Chandler, too, seemed to be similarly afflicted. It was not so obvious and, Kate had to admit, his attitude generally towards Heather had not been very encouraging. He didn’t offer her the smiles and gentle words that he sometimes offered Kate and outwardly seemed to adopt an attitude of indifference towards her, but he wasn’t fooling Kate. She’d seen him often enough gazing at the girl with sad eyes and his expression couldn’t be mistaken for anything other than adoration; Kate just didn’t know if Chandler realised.
There was only one thing Kate could do: she’d have to take matters into her own hands and force a conclusion to this ridiculous state of affairs and, in order to stand the best chance of success, her bid had to be timed right.
Her opportunity came the next time Chandler took her to his bed. Kate was acting all coy and innocent, a difficult trick when your legal master is in the process of strapping your legs wide open with obvious intent. He was still dressed, but she could see he was ready for her by the bulge in his clothing.
“Sir,” she said. “Can we talk for a few minutes about Heather?” and then gave a sharp gasp as the back of his hand touched her.
“What?” said Chandler.
Kate recovered her composure and tried again.
“She’s shy. She’s developed this enormous crush on you and she knows it’s her legal and religious duty, but her natural modesty is making things very difficult for her.”
“It’s difficult for me too,” he said. “She’s a very beautiful girl, but I, too, am a little reluctant and the reason is quite simple: a few years ago, I lost a friend to an overdose and it wasn’t an accident; she did it quite deliberately. Living had just become too hard for her I suppose.”
Chandler stopped what he was doing and sat on the edge of the bed. “I hate anyone who seeks to profit from illegal drugs and meths are the worse; they consume a person slowly until there’s only a withered shell left. I chose Heather mainly for her running ability, but I can't deny she’s very easy on the eye. Even so it was a close call. I had to think hard before I let a drug runner into my house.”
“Well, you’ve known her for months now; does she strike you as a bad person?”
Chandler declined to answer.
“I don’t want to belittle what she did and I don’t pretend to understand why, but I do know that Heather’s a sweet girl and that there must be more to her story.”
“She knew exactly what she was doing. She got those drugs from someone, packed them in the bottom of her rucksack, and was intending to pass them on to someone else, someone she refuses to identify.”
“Perhaps she doesn’t know who it was; it might have all been arranged with secret pick-ups and drops.”
“No, she’s no fool. She’d know that they could then just rob her instead of paying her. No, she knows who the distributer is alright…”
“Then she’s just too frightened to say.”
“Possibly,” mused Chandler. “But the fact remains that she got herself involved in all this and I'm just not sure I like her enough.”
“So you're just going to watch her… Why don’t you take her to bed? You own her; you ought to make an effort to know her better. Talk to her; you don’t actually have to do anything with her.” Chandler looked like he was listening, so Kate ploughed on. “You know it’s getting rather samey just watching you two sneaking glances at each other and procrastinating. Just take her to bed and see what happens.”
“I don’t think you're qualified enough to lecture me on how to run my household.”
“Well I think I am. I think you're being a fool. In fact, I'm prepared to go further…”
✽✽✽
 
Heather had packed away the pump and was sitting on her bunk waiting for Kate to appear and Eva to bring breakfast. She wondered how Kate’s night had gone, but, of course, she couldn’t possibly ask her; that would be a major infringement of privacy. Kate wouldn’t tell her anyway. Kate had no illusions about how Heather felt and to relate all the night’s activities would just be torture for her.
As far as Heather was concerned, it was probably all for the best. What if she and Chandler did get together and found they didn’t like each other? That would be the worst scenario of all… Another twenty years trapped with someone you didn’t like.
The click of a heavy chain on concrete penetrated the steel door and then it swung slowly open to reveal Kate standing in the open doorway with a pained smile on her face. She leaned heavily on the door jamb and her eyes flickered closed.
“Kate,” cried Heather.
“It’s ok… It only lasts for a few seconds and then stops…”
“What? What’s wrong?”
Heather stood upright again and walked more or less normally over to her cage to steady herself on the bars next to its open door. Heather gazed at the multiple steel bands encircling her middle: one around her waist, one transecting her belly from the waistband to disappear between her legs, and one around the top of each thigh. Thin chains hung from the waistband at her hips and to the outside of the thigh bands to prevent them being displaced and, just visible under her crotch was a padlock linking these two bands together.
“What are you wearing? What’s he done to you? Is that a chastity belt?”
“Sort of… I told him I didn’t want him to penetrate me until he’d consummated his relationship with you. I suppose he thought if he was obliged to be chaste, then I should be too.”
“Why would you say that?”
“I’m just fed up with you two behaving like love-sick teenagers.”
“I am a teenager.”
“Yes, but he’s not and should know better.”
“So you're trying to punish him for ignoring me?”
“Silly, I know, but it seemed a good idea at the time.”
“Um…” mused Heather. “You can't take that thing off?”
“Of course I can’t. That’s the whole point of a chastity belt.”
“Oh…” said Heather and then, “What about when you want to use the bathroom? Isn't that going to be a bit messy?”
“It’s got a built-in catheter.”
“What… A little tube into your urethra? Well, I suppose that would do it, but I was thinking more about…”
“He says he’ll release me for twenty minutes every morning to shower and stuff, and then refit it.”
“Oh,” said Heather again. “That’s going to be a bit frustrating for you.”
Kate smiled a rather lopsided smile. “Yes, I think it will be,” and she moved to sit on the edge of her bunk.
“So what did Mr Chandler say about me?”
“When I made my ultimatum? He didn’t say anything. He just finished strapping me down to his bed and then ignored me all night. This morning, he released me, I had a shower, and then he locked this thing on me.”
“Oh… So he didn’t say he was going to, you know, talk to me or anything?”
“No. He didn’t say he would.”
They were silent for a while, Heather watching Kate with concern as she leaned on the back wall and slowly rolled her hips.
“Are you alright?”
“I'm fine. It’s nothing.” And then, with a soft, plaintive cry followed by a resigned smile, her body twitched. She turned her face to Heather. “It’s not the first time I've worn this. When I first arrived here, he fitted it and I lasted three whole days, but he didn’t use the irritant gel then.”
“Irritant gel… But…” Heather was still fixated on the small rolling action Kate was performing, perhaps even unconsciously. “Kate… What’s going on? Why are you moving?”
“He’s locked me in this to frustrate me just because I wouldn’t agree to him fucking me and now I have to weather its rather persuasive ministrations until one of us relents.”
“What persuasive ministrations?” asked Heather with an anxious expression. “What’s that thing doing?”
Heather chuckled. “Well, as you’ve probably gathered, it’s not just a passive guard; it has plugs and they're motorised. The short fat one at the back is fluted and it just very slowly rotates, waits for a bit, and then rotates back again. It stretches me and tickles, not very much, just a little so I’m always aware it’s there. The one at the front is a little more complex. That one’s considerably larger and is in three articulated sections that are simply hinged together, but the hinges don’t line up so as it turns, there comes a point when two of the sections reach a tipping point and it suddenly flips to take up a new orientation. I can’t stop it or affect what it does in any way; I can’t even open my legs to relieve the pressure.”
“Oh, that’s, um, awful,” said Heather with her hands raised to cover her mouth, but Kate was not fooled.
“You may well think it’s funny, but after a few hours, it gets a bit wearing. And I haven’t told you about the best bit yet, or worst depending on your point of view. Inside the cup that covering my pubis there’s a little ring thing that’s pressed against me. The gel makes my clit swell through the ring until it feels tight; God… is it tight…”
“Does it hurt?”
“No. not painful, but it means I can’t move without being aware of it.” Kate watched Heather relax a little and then asked: “Do you remember what the school bell used to sound like? Those old-fashioned electro-mechanical bells with a striker that hits the bell very fast? Well, there’s one of them aimed at the open end of the ring where my clit is trapped and when it starts to vibrate, it’s like there’s an angry wasp in there with me. It operates randomly and I never know when it’s going to fire up or how long it’ll last, somewhere between one second and twenty, but it’s never long enough to grant me an orgasm.”
“Oh, Kate… I’m so sorry.”
Kate grimaced. “Spare me your concern,” and neither girl could fully mask the sly smiles that touched the corners of their lips. “You just wait until you have to wear this…”
“He wouldn’t, would he?”
“Well, to be honest, I don’t understand why it’s me wearing it and not you. I can guarantee that within a day you’d be begging him to take you to bed.”
“But that really would be cheating then, wouldn’t it?”
“Yes it would, and it’s no more than you deserve.”
Heather backed herself against her wall with wide eyes as she gazed upon the polished metal bands decorating Kate’s hips and thighs.
“Don’t look so frightened, sweetie. He knows you're virtually a virgin. That can be the only reason he’s been cutting you so much slack.”
Kate twitched again as the vaginal plug turned awkwardly, a double twitch with both hinges kicking one after the other to realign the device as best it could within her vaginal canal.
“Oh Christ. For God’s sake go and ask him to take you to bed.”
“Kate, I can't. I really am sorry…”
“Well, I reckon you have about forty-eight hours to reconsider before I start screaming.”
It was at that point that a sound like a muffled doorbell emanated from Kate’s loins and she did shriek, pulling her knees up to her chest and falling onto her side. The sound lasted about ten seconds before suddenly stopping and Kate struggled into an upright position again with tears in her eyes and amidst maniacal giggling. “Make that twenty-four hours before I begin to pass out…”
“Coming in, ready or not,” called out Eva and appeared with the breakfast trays and a mischievous smirk. “Daddy told me he’d locked you into the frustrater again. You must really like that thing.”
“Oh yeah, it’s great, ma'am; very stimulating.”
Eva’s grin broadened as she entered Kate’s cage and put her breakfast down on the bedside cabinet.
“Careful you don’t spill it,” she said and giggled.




Chapter 18
First Night
For Heather, the day was very much like most others, a mix of domestic chores interspersed with laps of the track and sessions spent alone in her open cage divesting herself of the life-giving milk that Eva so badly needed. For Kate, it was anything but…
For the entire day, she toiled while the low-level stimulation tried first to distract and then to completely hijack her consciousness, turning her thoughts always inwards to where her sex screamed for release.
That day, they didn’t run as a team, but loped along independently with their arms still bound behind their backs but no longer linked to their running partner. Chandler considered the arrangement safer whilst Kate was burdened with the frustrater and so it proved when suddenly she stumbled and dropped to the ground in front of Heather, knees drawn up tight into a foetal position while the electro-mechanical striker rattled its staccato rhythm against her most sensitive of organs. She stayed that way for all of twenty seconds, eyes open wide but not seeing and mouth wide in a silent scream.
As fast as it had hit, it passed and a few seconds later, she rolled onto her knees and struggled slowly to her feet.
“Oh my… That was a good one.”
“Kate, please. You have to tell him that you’ve withdrawn your conditions regarding me. You can't go on like this.”
“What… Just cave in? Let him know he’s won and go back to watching you two mooching around? It’s alright. I've been here before although perhaps not quite as bad as this, but I won’t complain if you want to talk to him.”
Heather considered this for a few seconds and then said with forced jollity, “Come on. I’ll race to the start…”
The clit tapper feature operated randomly, but averaged about every thirty minutes or so for a few seconds. Either Kate was getting good at weathering the sudden bursts, or else they occurred whilst she was alone because Heather wasn’t conscious of another one disturbing her friend during the day. That evening, however, was a different matter.
They each used the pump for the early evening session, eaten their suppers, and Eva had locked their cages and removed their chains for the night at seven. The door between the cages was open and Kate was quick to settle herself on Heather’ bed.
“I don’t suppose Mr Chandler has said anything to you today,” asked Kate.
“Nothing. I've barely seen him all day. Are you sure you want to do this?” asked Heather referring to their close proximity. “I mean, it’s not as if you can get much from our fumblings.”
“I know. Logically, I should just curl up on my bed and try and go to sleep, but I can't. These things have been tormenting me all day and it’s been even worse when I have to use the pump and the extra hormones hit. My whole body is screaming at me to climax and I can't. Anything you can do, anything at all, has to be better nothing.”
Heather had her doubts, but kept her reservations to herself. Instead, she wrapped an arm around Kate’s trembling shoulders and touched their lips together. Kate twitched when the articulated vaginal plug jumped and then pounced on Heather, grabbing her left breast in a strangle hold that exuded fine jets of milk and pushing her tongue desperately into Heather’s throat.
They writhed together, Heather holding Kate’s breast in a far gentler hold until Kate pushed herself up and turned over her friend. “Suck it… Please suck it hard. Bite me and I can make it…” and she dropped a nipple into Heather’s mouth. No sooner had Heather closed her mouth around Kate’s swollen teat, than Kate dropped on top of her, crushing her breast onto Heather’s face and sucking fiercely on one of Heather’s teats.
Heather squealed and eased her nipple from Kate’s crazed mouth only for the girl to pounce on her other tit, squeezing it between both hands so that its nipple popped out eagerly. Thereafter, Kate switched between the two while Heather tried to keep up, tried to match the intensity of the stimulation she was obliged to receive. Kate twitched again and groaned before sliding down Heather’s body to bury her face between Heather’s thighs.
“Ow… No, don’t,” cried Heather and Kate, shocked out of her frenzy peered down at Heather’s face. “It’s this padlock and the metal links between your thigh bands; they're pressing on my face. You’ll have to go on the bottom.”
“Sorry,” said Kate and rolled over to displace Heather on the mattress. Heather now took up position over Kate and with her legs flat, Kate’s restraints were now no more than an inconvenience to Heather. She laid her face on the metallic cup that concealed Kate’s pubic mound and could feel it slowly moving as the twin plugs revolved inside it. She licked the soft inner thigh between the cup and a band, tasting the musky syrup that had escaped during the day. Between her own legs, Kate was working furiously, licking and sucking and biting in equal measure at the same time as she kneaded Heather’s hanging breasts as if they were dough.
She could hear Kate’s rasping breaths and muttered curses, felt her tongue delving deep, lapping at her clitoris, and then moving back to her channel to drink at her juices. Her hand released Heather’s left breast and instead wrapped itself around her hips, pulling her tighter against Kate’s lips and causing an index finger to penetrate Heather’s anus. Now it was Heather’s turn to moan as she felt herself slipping towards oblivion.
As if on cue, the metal belt began to buzz like a bee under Heather’s cheek and Kate screamed. Suddenly, Heather found herself riding a wild bronco, one that was intent on sucking her clitoris and entire labial lips into her mouth at the same time as she squeezed the life from her right breast, and Heather climaxed hard, bouncing her hips on Kate’s face and pumping herself Kate’s finger. Kate’s shrieks were only adding to the overall ambience of the occasion, her trembling thighs holding Kate’s head so tightly, the writhing limbs gripping her like an octopus, and the contracting spasms tightening her belly as her muscles pulsed. She could feel her secretions flooding her vulva, Kate’s face between her thighs, and felt Kate’s finger pressing ever deeper, and then, as her orgasm began to ebb, the buzzing under her cheek abruptly stopped and Kate gave a long wailing cry.
✽✽✽
 
The next morning, Chandler did exactly what he said he would: first thing he fitted Kate’s working chains and removed the chastity belt entirely to allow her to use the bathroom and shower, but with her hands linked to her collar, showering proved to be a challenge and, more importantly, she was unable to reach and manipulate the orgasm she now so desperately wanted. He re-lubed her sex, refitted the belt, reactivated its integral devices, and kissed her forehead, setting her on her way like a mechanical toy to navigate her day mindful of the tormenters between her legs.
At eleven, Heather met Kate in the cage room, Heather having just completed her mid-morning session and Kate about to start hers. She watched while Kate lethargically wiped her breasts and connected the cups, and then groaned when the pulsing of the pump added to the sensations she’d weathered for more than the last twenty-four hours. She was on hands and knees on her bed with the milking cups hanging below her chest and, although her eyes were closed, Heather could see tears gathering in the corners.
“Kate, are you alright?”
Her eyes flickered open and she managed a wry smile. “I think I'm experiencing a hormonal overload,” she whispered. She closed her eyes again and was still for a couple of minutes with neither girl speaking, but then Heather saw her twitch, her hips bucking as the vaginal frustrater articulated. She opened her eyes wide and stared at Heather, mouth gaping as if she was waiting for something. She was: a few seconds later, she bucked again, this time more violently and accompanied by a long sigh as she exhaled.
“The thing has two joints,” she muttered. “When the top one realigns, it invariably affects the other and it’s the lower joint that has more of a kick.”
“Is there anything I can do?” asked Heather.
“Go and tell Mr Chandler you want him to fuck you.”
The concerned expression fell from Heather’s face and she turned away. Kate watched her go and then closed her eyes again. Of course Heather felt sorry for Kate. She couldn’t imagine anything more frustrating than being kept right on the edge of an orgasm for hours, days even, with no way to complete and disperse the tension.
They both tried to navigate the day as normally as possible and when their paths did cross, at lunch or during the afternoon milking session, nothing was said about the groans and little jerky movements Kate was burdened with. Even the ten seconds spent clinging onto the edge of the dining table while the buzzer sounds passed unremarked once the little beastie was still and composure restored.
The girls spent the afternoon at different ends of the property, Heather in the kitchen and Kate working in the stables, but once they’d reconvened in the early evening, Heather had made her decision. If Kate wasn’t going to relent on her ultimatum, Heather was going to break the cycle and offer herself to Chandler.
They’d both used the pump and consumed a decent meal that Heather had prepared, and now sat in their respective cages with the doors open, waiting for Chandler or Eva to lock them in for the night. Kate moving restlessly and anticipating another stressful night while Heather was glancing warily at the cage room door, knowing now what she must do.
At seven-thirty, Chandler entered the room, his sudden appearance seeming to startle both. “Mr Chandler, sir…” said Heather, but he cut her off short.
“Not now, Heather. Go and wait for me in my room while I see to Kate.”
✽✽✽
 
In his bedroom, Heather turned to face him at the sound of his voice, her mouth moving but emitting no sound. Chandler waited patiently and eventually Heather managed, “I will do whatever you wish, sir.”
“That wasn’t my question? I asked if that was what you wanted.”
“I only want to please you.”
It was a large room with a king-sized bed set centrally against the right-hand wall, a small nightstand to either side. Opposite the bed next to the door into the en suite were a small settee and a long sideboard with a decanter of Scotch Whisky with a couple of glasses, a small pile of books, a watch, dishes for loose change, and some folded clothes. A forty-nine-inch television was mounted on the wall above the sideboard.
It was still light outside and she gazed through the large picture window set into the far wall at the hills beyond the running track, now green with fresh grass.
Chandler, with a soft gasp of exasperation, had moved into the en-suite bathroom; she could hear him cleaning his teeth with an electric brush. He’d be with her in a short time, and then what? She glanced suspiciously at the bed, not sure if she really wanted to know what secrets it held, but there was nothing to see: a plain cotton quilt covered the bed concealing whatever restraints he had fitted; chains from the corners, no doubt.
“Kate has told you how this is going to work?” he asked suddenly appearing behind her and expecting confirmation.
“Yes, sir. She says you have to chain me to the bed.”
“Well, I’m sure she didn’t say ‘chain’,” and he pulled back the quilt to show rows of canvas webbing crossing the base sheet from side to side with attached padded medical restraints aligned down the right-hand half of the bed. This wasn’t what she was expecting. “You need to lie down so I can buckle up the restraints before I remove your chains.”
“Yes, sir. Sorry, sir,” and she lay stiff as a board staring at the ceiling.
Chandler buckled up the strap about her waist, then, having removed her working chains from her collar, her wrists and upper thighs were all attached in a line to another strap. Her upper arms just below her shoulders were restrained to their own cross strap, and finally he moved to the base of the bed to wrap the thick, fur-lined straps around her ankles to hold her legs loosely together. Having effectively immobilised her, Chandler then removed the last of her chains: the heavy hobble links between her ankles.
She didn’t look at him once while he set all her restraints, but then he turned his back and removed his shirt and she stared at his bare back. When he eventually turned back, he was naked and she was still staring, now with the look of a rabbit caught in the headlights of a car. His semi-flaccid penis looked enormous and she suddenly realised that her mouth was open and shut it with an audible snap.
Chandler wasn’t a big man, but he did look lean and strong. She could make out individual muscles on his slender stomach and chest, his arms and thighs, but it was his middle that kept drawing her eyes as if she was hypnotised. He was uncut and his foreskin partially sheathed silky-looking glans that possessed the magical power of making her vagina flood with secreted fluids.
And then he was in the bed beside her, his naked body alongside hers, his penis stiffening against the back of her arm beyond her ability to touch, and his head on the pillow next to hers. He slipped his arm under her neck and around her shoulder and rested his other hand lightly on her breast, fingers holding its impressive nipple in a tender grip.
She moved gently under his arm and turned her head to look at his. His eyes were closed.
“Are you going to penetrate me?” she asked in a whisper.
“Not unless you ask me to,” he replied equally quietly.
This wasn’t fair. He’d passed the onus onto her when it was all about him. He wanted her to ask him for it, to beg him to fuck her just so he could feel virtuous; blameless for strapping her naked to his bed. But she couldn’t do it; the words just wouldn’t come.
It was a long time before sleep took her and then, at three in the morning, she felt him stir. He gently extracted his arm from behind her neck and rose from the bed to recover a small electric breast pump from his bedside cabinet. He saw the dim light reflect from her eyes and said quietly, “You can just lie still. This one takes longer, but works well enough,” and he wiped a damp cloth across her teats to moisten them so that they slipped into the funnels before he flicked on the pump and touched her with them. The machine started to pulse, but not like the other. It didn’t squeeze her, merely applied an alternating suction that popped her nipples in and out of the funnels, but her milk started to flow and she relaxed.
“Is that comfortable?” he asked as he lay back beside her and she told him it was and slipped deeper into the moment as Chandler laid his hand on her belly, a mere six inches from the centre of her being.
He never did touch her, not properly, and by and by, he disconnected her and they drifted back into sleep to awake with the light soon after six, he rousing her with a kiss on her forehead. He reapplied her hobble and chains as he released the straps, indicating that she could use the bathroom and then the smaller breast pump again if she wished before he pulled on a dressing gown and left the room. He was back with a mug of coffee for her whilst she was still pumping, an unexpected treat that brought a wide grin to her face.
“Did you sleep well?”
She told him she had and complimented him on his room, noting that it enjoyed a spectacular view of the hills. He said that Eva was already using her milk on some breakfast cereal and that he was grateful to her. She said she was happy to help.
This stilted conversation went on until Heather had finished her coffee and Chandler had escorted her back to the cage room for her shower and to chain Kate for her day. Kate was not wearing the chastity belt
“How’d it go?” asked Kate excitedly.
“He was nice.”
“Is that it? He was nice…”
“We didn’t do it, if that’s what you want to know. He lay beside me all night with his arm around me and in the morning, he kissed my forehead. He didn’t ask for more.”
“Of course he didn’t. I told you he wouldn’t pressurise you to do anything you didn’t want to.”
“That’s just it… I think I did want to.”
“Then you need to let him know. Think of him as a shy boy and it’s you that has to take the lead.”
“Even though I’m strapped down and can barely move a muscle?”
“Particularly then because he needs to know he’s not just taking advantage of you.”
Heather burst out laughing and then Kate began laughing too. “Alright, perhaps he has given himself a head start, but it’s not the same thing as forcing himself on you.”
Days crept past maddening slowly without Chandler asking for Heather’s night time company although after two days, Kate got an invitation. Heather tried hard not to be jealous, but it was not easy as she lay by herself on her bunk thinking about the two of them making love just up the corridor; it was not a naturally comfortable situation.
With every passing day out on the track, their stamina built and their lap times dropped until it seemed to them that they were charging blindly forward careless of the consequences. They knew they were now running on the edge, the very limit of what they were capable of, and inevitably the time came when they crossed that line.
It happened late one morning towards the end of a session when both girls were beginning to feel tired and it was Heather who precipitated the incident. Her foot landed awkwardly on a stone and she swerved towards Kate. Kate screamed and moved away and Heather was down, tumbling sideways to tear away the titty rod and this time pulling Kate with her by the link between their armbinders.
Kate was twisted and bruised as she sat up on the earth; beside her, Heather was still.
Chandler and Eva both came running when they heard Kate calling and in seconds, he’d disconnected their remaining link and carefully turned Heather over to inspect the damage. She was unconscious, breathing shallowly and blood was running from a cut on her forehead where she’d hit a rock.
“Eva, warm water and a face cloth please. I’m taking her to the sitting room,” and he picked her up in his arms and carried her carefully around the track to the gateway and then across the yard and into the house.
It was a minute or so later when her eyes flickered open and focused on Chandler leaning over her, dabbing at her head with a damp cloth. She was laying on the settee with her arms still bound behind her and her head in the crook of his elbow, his face close with a look of worried concern.
“Welcome back,” he said quietly. “How do you feel?”
“My head hurts,” she whispered and he smiled.
“Lay still. Eva’s calling a doctor.” He didn’t attempt to withdraw his arm, but instead leaned further over her to inspect the wound. It was then that Heather lifted her head and kissed him. She didn’t know why she did it; there was certainly no thought involved. It just seemed like the right thing to do. Chandler, for his part, passively accepted her kiss on closed lips with a surprised expression on his face and, after a few seconds, lifted his head away.
“I hope that’s not a symptom of an underlying injury,” he said good-humouredly.
“No, sir. It’s a thank you for caring for me,” and she followed it with a blistering smile.
“Can you move enough for me to remove your armbinder?”
“I think so,” and she turned onto her side.
Eva reappeared. “The doctor says that if she’s awake and talking normally, then to let her rest and ring him back if she shows signs of confusion or distress.”
“Ok. You stay here on the settee and tell me if you start to feel sick.”
Heather nodded and Chandler replaced first her hobble chain, and then her working chains to her wrists. Kate fetched the pump and Heather used it whilst lying on her back, an unusual position and certainly not ideal, but the pump worked well enough even if it did take a little longer. Chandler was attentive all evening and it was late before he took Heather back to her cage, hours past her usual curfew time of seven. Her forehead showed a small cut and an impressive bump, and in the absence of any more sinister symptoms, he was happy to leave her in Kate’s care.
“I kissed him,” she whispered to Kate after they'd been left alone.




Chapter 19
New Harnesses
Aweek later and all traces of her injury were gone except perhaps a lingering longing to repeat the kiss. She’d started running again with Kate the very next day and it didn’t take long for the two girls to recover their lost form and to race round the circuit with the same fearless abandon they'd shown before. The fearless abandon, however, did have limits and Heather tried several times over the next few days to talk to Chandler about their kiss, but always stopped short. Chandler seemed reluctant to broach the subject too, but Kate and Eva both noticed him taking more interest in what Heather was doing, furtively watching her whilst pretending to do other things. Eva called him out one time and he just grinned and said Heather had a nice arse. He knew he was beginning to lose control of his own emotions and the thought frightened him.
Finally, it was Eva, too, who’d had enough and suddenly challenged her father: “Stop thinking about it and take her to bed again.”
“It’s not that simple, sweetie. I should never have bought her in the first place. I knew it was a mistake when I saw her in the catalogue, but…”
“But you fancied her,” Eva said, finishing his sentence. “You shouldn’t be too quick to judge; you don’t know all the circumstances of her offence, no-one does. I, for one, find it difficult to believe she’s as bad as they said at her trial. She could have been threatened or perhaps someone she cares for was threatened.” Eva was keen to develop this theory. “That’ll be why she’s never said anything about it. The bad guys said ‘Snitch on us and the old woman gets it…’, and so she has to serve twenty years as your sex slave just to protect her mother.”
Chandler smiled at Eva’s imagination, but she had a point; he didn’t know all the circumstances of her crime. Two days later, he asked her if she’d like to spend another night in his bed and this time she didn’t say, “If that’s what you’d like, sir,” or some such; she just smiled coyly and followed him along the corridor.
Chandler pulled back the covers on the bed and there were the straps just as before, but this time she didn’t hesitate, but just lay passively whilst he buckled up the straps around her wrists, arms, and waist before removing her hobble and wrist chains. He moved to the foot of the bed to complete her restraints and that’s when Heather opened her legs wide and grinned, stretching them to reach the lower webbing strap. Chandler grinned too and without saying a word, adjusted the lower straps to their new position and buckled her ankles in place.
It was too late now to back out; there was no way she could close her legs even if she wanted to. Chandler removed the last vestiges of movement in her hips by repositioning the bands around the tops of her thighs and buckling them up tightly, the back of his hand making her shudder as it grazed her labial lips now so obscenely exposed.
He undressed in front of her, his penis thick and erect and intimidating. She swallowed as he settled beside her, only redirecting her gaze to his face when she felt him against the back of hand. He leant against her, crushing one breast below his chest as he moved over her for a kiss and their worlds collided when their lips met, their mouths opened to admit each other’s tongues, and their eyes closed to shut out all extraneous distractions. Now Heather was sure and gave a stifled gasp as his free hand clamped the broad plain between her spread thighs and his fingers inveigled themselves within her.
It was then, just as her world was about to explode into a myriad of different multi-coloured possibilities, that Eva knocked on the bedroom room door…
“Daddy. You’d better come quick. Penelope is foaling and I think she’s in trouble.”
Chandler lifted his head and gazed down at Heather with an expression of ineffable loss and then called to Eva. “Be right over…” and then, “I’m so sorry,” to Heather in a whisper.
She smiled and whispered, “Hurry back…”
✽✽✽
 
At two-thirty that night, Heather gazed at the night sky wondering if she’d just been forgotten when the bedroom door opened and in walked Eva.
“Daddy’s still helping Penelope and says I'm to milk you,” she explained and pulled the quilt from the bed, grinning wickedly when she saw Heather’s spread legs. “Oh dear… No nooky for you then. Never mind, there’ll be plenty of time for that later.”
The sentiment only served to remind Heather of her years of service still to come, but at that moment, she did wish she could close her legs. “There’s the small pump in the bedside cabinet.”
“I know,” said Eva. “I've had to do this loads of times before with Kate. Well, twice, actually, but I’m quite good at it,” and she plugged in the pump and sat against Heather’s hips with a teat cup in either hand, but before she touched them to Heather, she stooped forward and sucked hard on each breast to start the milk flowing and wet her teats. The teat cups slid easily into place and both girls watched as her nipples popped in and out of the funnels.
“I don’t think Penelope’s foal is going to make it. Daddy says it’s a breach birth and she’s been struggling a long time now.”
“I'm sorry,” said Heather. “It must be awful when that happens.”
“All animals feel the same when their baby dies. It happened last summer to a different horse.” Both were quiet as they considered the small death, but Eva couldn’t be morose for long. “Would you like me to rub you a bit? I’m good at that too…”
“No thank you. Kind of you to offer, though,” she said trying to keep a straight face.
Eva sat with Heather until her milk stream had dwindled and then pulled off the teat cups, re-covered her with the bed quilt, and wished her a good night. She drifted back to sleep and woke with a start after seven the next morning when Chandler kissed her lips.
“Mr Chandler, sir,” she murmured in a sleepy voice.
“It’s Ethan when we’re alone in the bedroom… It’s past your milking time.”
Heather strained to see the clock on the bedside cabinet and discovered she was forty minutes late. “How’s Penelope?”
“She’s fine and so is her foal. He’s a piebald colt who’s currently happily feeding from his mum.” He pulled the covers from her and gazed down at her body, reluctant to release her. “I’m sorry about last night,” he murmured. “It must have been very frustrating for you.”
“Ethan,” said Heather very gently, the sound so unfamiliar to her. “Ethan, please kiss me again.”
He sat on the edge of the bed and touched her cheek with his fingertips before leaning down again and joining their lips together again. His tongue flicked teasingly into her open mouth as his hand stroked her brow, brushing her hair from her face as his own fell forward to provide a curtain for their tryst.
Heather purred like a kitten as she tried to take the lead, exploring him now with her own tongue. His palm settled on her cheek, holding her like a delicate glass before cupping her jawline and tickling down her neck. He hesitated at her collar as if reassessing the reality of the situation and then moved on, palm sliding over smooth skin until it rested on her left breast.
Heather was becoming more frantic now, her tongue more urgent as Chandler closed his hand on a breast swollen with milk, its fat teat hard and unyielding between his fingers. She was trying to move, rocking her chest under his hand to maximise his touch and he responded by gripping her harder. His reward was a fine mist of milk that wetted the back of his hand and Heather groaned when he lifted his head to break the kiss. He licked his hand and looked down at her body spread out like a biological specimen, thighs straining against their straps not to close, but to magically engulf him, to draw him into their intimate embrace.
“I, er… I don’t want our first time to be like this; hurried and with you engorged and uncomfortable. Another time… soon. I’m sorry,” he said again.
“Last night wasn’t your fault and, as Eva so considerately pointed out, there’ll be plenty of other nights.”
Chandler gave her a half-hearted smile and picked up her working chains to fit prior to releasing her body from his bed.
✽✽✽
 
It was a Monday and by the time Heather was back in the cage room, Eva had already brought in the breakfasts and left for school. Kate watched while Heather tended to her most pressing need by plugging on the teat cups and gave a long sigh as the pump took control. She was on hands and knees on her bunk and looked up to grin at Kate.
“So,” said Kate with a mouthful of toast and marmalade. “Tell me what happened.”
The story played like a comedy farce and by the end Kate was almost crying with laughter: a whole night in Chandler’s bed… alone. Heather failed to see the funny side.
“Oh, you poor thing. Shall I kiss it better?” asked Kate without specifying which particular body part she had in mind. Heather ignored her sarcasm and took a bite of toast.
“Eva said something about our harnesses being delivered today, so that’s something you can look forward to.”
Now that news was interesting, but unfortunately Kate could add no more. Chandler released them both in working chains and later prepared them for their late morning training, but refused to be drawn on the subject of the harnesses and it was only when Eva returned from school that their curiosity was finally sated.
“They arrived this afternoon and in a few days the racing cart’s going to be delivered. I’m to take you to the stables now.”
“What’s the cart like? Is it like one of those buggies that horses pull?” asked Heather, but Eva ignored her. She tried again: “Er, what’s the cart like, ma-am?”
“You mean like harness racing where the horses trot around a track pulling a little two-wheeled cart? I suppose in some ways it is, although our carts are more like chariots where the driver stands on a low platform between the wheels and, of course, you’ll be racing in pairs with Kate.”
The three girls went together to the stables to find Chandler examining the new harnesses. He seemed pleased.
“It’s a good quality leather substitute; polymer coated nylon, I believe, that’s a fraction of the weight. I can't see you tearing any of this,” and he held up an interconnected network of thick straps. “Sit down here. I’ll fit yours first and we’ll start with your running boots,” he said to Heather and locked a chain from a floor staple to her collar before removing her hobble and ankle cuffs. It was the first time in weeks that the metal ankle cuffs themselves had actually been removed and she inspected her ankles carefully before grinning up at Chandler.
“If you're quite done…” he said and gave her the first boot. It didn’t look like it was designed for running with a broad toe that was fitted with a metal ridge around its leading edge like a small horseshoe and a three-inch-high heel that was also capped with metal. It was tall, too, and would cover her knee and half her thigh. It zipped up the back to knee height with a small lock to secure the zip, and thereby the boot, and a couple of buckling straps for the top section.
“The toes are tipped with aluminium to give you purchase on grass and the over-the-knee design is intended to give you some protection if you slip whilst running.”
“They are a lot lighter than they look,” said Heather and pulled the first one over her foot. “But why the heel? Surely that’s not good for running?”
“No, probably not,” he said grinning, but didn’t explain further; she’d find out soon enough. Once she’d fitted both boots, Chandler threaded a short chain from a floor staple through one of the integrated ankle rings to lock it to the ring on the second boot before removing not only the temporary collar chain, but all her working chains.
“You’ll need to stand for the main harness. It’s a bit complicated, so we’ll try to work through it logically. This goes over your head, so we’ll start here,” and he draped a broad collar around her shoulders. A strap from the collar dropped centrally down her back and another lay down her chest between her breasts with several horizontal straps riveted to it in a ladder pattern.
Chandler went behind her and pulled the topmost pair of straps around her chest just underneath her breasts and threaded them through two polymer buckles on the back strap under her shoulder blades. The next attachment was a wider band that wrapped around her waist and buckled further down the back strap.
“This one goes around your hips,” said Chandler. “It’s the widest and thickest strap because it has these fixings that attach to the cart’s shafts,” and he showed her the metal pads bonded into the sides of the synthetic leather band.
“The shafts will be bolted directly to the sides of my harness?”
“Yep. At your hips. It’s how you can best exert most pull. And then to ensure the shaft attachments don’t rise up or drop lower on your hips, there are these smaller straps from the sides of your waist to your hip belt, and from your hips, down the outside of your thighs to these bands that encircle the tops of your thighs.”
Chandler spent a few minutes fitting and adjusting the auxiliary straps and then turned his attention to the strap that was hanging from the back of her belt. The upper part of the strap was narrow where it fitted between her cheeks, but widened abruptly where it went between her legs and included a section with an inset fine metal mesh under her vulva. The last section of the belt was plain and terminated with a heavy-looking buckle that connected to a tab hanging from her belly strap and could be locked with a small padlock.
“This final strap is always left till last because it not only retains your tail, but also your handicap weight.”
Now Heather looked really confused. “Most ponygirls run with a tail; it’s purely decorative and has become a sort of tradition nowadays. The handicap, however, has a function: it’s nominally how they try to make the racing more competitive by putting additional stresses on the better runners.”
He looked at their puzzled faces. “Nope… Not getting this. What weight?” asked Kate.
“Well, calculating the handicap is a bit of a black art. It uses a complex algorithm that considers your experience and racing history, your weight, and the weight of your driver and cart. This will result in a particular handicap weight that’s fitted by the stewards just before the race.”
“So everyone runs with the same total weight?” suggested Heather.
“Not exactly… There are other aspects to the handicap apart from its weight, which, in any case, is fairly minimal.”
“Mr Chandler, sir,” butted in Kate. “I didn’t mean ‘How heavy is it?’ I meant what sort of weight is it and how is it retained by our crotch straps?”
“Ah…” and he took a deep breath. “The weight is suspended inside a vaginal canister by springs and will strike the sides of the canister as you move. The heavier weights come with higher rated springs and will strike the canister with more impetus, and thus have a greater effect on the runner. Here… this is a novice handicap weight and will be yours for the first race,” and he handed her a tin canister about 1½ inches wide and six inches long with rounded ends top and bottom. She moved it gently and the way the weight rocked within the canister and occasionally struck the sides felt like she was holding a large jumping bean.
“So, I have to run with this inside me?”
“It’s supposed to make the runners more evenly rated, but I think its main purpose is to entertain the spectators. Everyone knows the conditions under which you're racing and they're all just waiting for you to succumb to some sort of orgasmic spasm in the middle of a race. Quite obviously, the races are fetish based… They're primarily a spectacle for the spectators and attract an enthusiastic following. It’s why your outfits are so outlandish, even down to the heels on your running boots, and knowing that you're struggling with your own particular handicap is all part of the scene. Of course, it’s an excuse to bet on a favourite entry too.”
Chandler now picked up a long, pale-coloured tail that perfectly matched Heather’s hair and threaded its stubby anal bulb through a slot in the crotch strap. Then he handed her a tub of lubricant. “Install the handicap and the tail bulb and then I’ll finish the rest of the harness.”
Heather looked at Kate and then Eva; Kate just shrugged, but Eva grinned wickedly and told her it will be fun.
“The recovery ring goes at the bottom,” said Chandler and Heather gave him a look that suggested she could probably have worked that out. She dipped her fingers into the tub of gel and liberally coated the canister before taking a deep breath and working it into herself and then using the residue on her slippery fingers to ease the passage of the anal bulb. Chandler passed her a cloth to wipe her hands and reached between her legs for the crotch strap to retain both features within her.
“Next is the arm binder. It’s similar to the one you’ve been training with, the only difference you'll notice being that your forearms, wrists and hands are all stiffened by a plate in the lower half of the armbinder. It’s all to do with the way you're coupled to the cart.”
Heather stood patiently while her arms were encased, Chandler gradually tightening the buckles all the way up the back until her elbows almost touched. A heavy strap linked the top of the armbinder to her harness not at her shoulders, but to a strongpoint on her back between her shoulder blades. When she raised her arms behind her, the pull from this link remained constant.
“And this,” he said with a flourish, “Is your crowning glory,” and he pulled a bridle from a packing crate. It was quite unlike the head harnesses that he’d used on the girls just to silence them; this one looked more like it belonged on a circus horse. Its most striking feature was a plume of white ostrich feathers that rose from the crown in a breath-taking display that served no useful purpose other than decorative embellishment. Beneath it, the bridle itself was constructed of black bands that were as thick and wide as the body harness straps.
Chandler fitted it over her head and cinched up the buckle behind her neck to pull it tight over her face. It didn’t obstruct her mouth, but the sides of her cheeks were completely covered by blinkers that projected either side of her eyes to restrict her vision to only what was directly before her.
“And we’re supposed to run like this?” asked Heather turning to face Chandler so she could see him.
“No,” he said. “I've not finished yet,” and he lifted up a small metal frame, the purpose of which was initially unclear.  It was evident that even Chandler was unsure how it fitted and they all stood around silently while he consulted the installation manual. “It goes behind your neck,” he said and positioned it over small lugs on the harness where it crossed her shoulders and twisted the tops of the lugs to hold it in place. The frame followed the strap’s profile where it dropped down her back and located on a third lug between her shoulder blades. Its purpose was soon apparent: it positioned a metal bracket either side of her neck just below her ears and these brackets engaged with sockets on the bridle.
Heather was not impressed. “I can't move my head at all now.”
“Yes you can; you can move it up and down,” and she tried nodding to swish the plumes on her head back and forth.
“But that’s no good. How can I see where I’m going?”
“You're only supposed to be able to see what’s in front of you. It’s your driver that needs to be able to see what’s around you so they can steer you where you need to go. It makes the racing more skilful. You're not supposed to be able to talk either,” and he pressed a fat oral plug into her mouth and threaded even more buckles together on her cheeks to hold it in place. Heather tried to protest, but now her speech emerging through the centre bore of the plug was quite indecipherable and she was reduced to nodding, which made her look even more equine.
“There’s an awful lot of different straps,” said Kate staring at her friend transformed into a pseudo-pony; a fantasy from someone’s dark imagination.
“I think she looks good,” said Eva. “Like she’s going to run really fast.”
Chandler was working his way around Heather tightening all the straps up a notch to squeeze her, the final crotch strap eliciting a particularly strident squawk when he tugged at the buckle over her belly. Then he released her ankles from the floor staple and looked at Kate…
✽✽✽
 
The two of them looked impressive as they set off around the track at a tentative trot with their armbinders linked by the bar behind their backs and their teats all clipped to the training rod out in front. Neither of them could now see the other, but their previous practice sessions had prepared them well and they knew instinctively that they were in step with all four tits bouncing together.
Chandler and Eva sat on the fence and watched as the girls negotiated the circuit time after time, each lap faster and more poised than the previous. Their bodies were almost as stiff as mannequins with the exception of their legs that were driving them forward as if on rails, boots hitting the hard-packed earth in synch like the beating of a drum and knees lifting unusually high to cope with their tall heels. The sight, if not awe inspiring, was at least erotic as they pounded past with their eyes fixed on the path ahead, their tails and head plumes trailing behind them in the still air like the fighting banners of advancing armies, and their breasts all bobbing together to bounce the connecting rod and ring their shrill titty bells with a pleasing syncopated tintinnabulation.
And then there came the time when they didn’t reappear. Chandler and Eva looked at each other as the seconds ticked past, remembering the times the girls had crashed, and then, without either saying a word, both started running across the yard and round the side of the house. Expecting the worst, they stopped when they saw them, Kate with her body pressed against the side rail for support and Heather standing beside her, unable to see Kate owing to the blinkers, but guessing what her problem was.
Chandler gave her a minute to recover and then sent them off again, but only for one more lap before they stopped and he removed their oral plugs.
“I'm sorry, sir. I couldn’t help it. Every single step I took tapped inside and suddenly it was all too much.”
“Honestly, sir. We can’t possibly run a whole race with these handicap weights. We just can't… At first, I thought it was going to be quite useful; it acted as a sort of metronome ticking out the beat, but after a while I could feel myself gradually slipping away. If Kate hadn't stopped us, I doubt I could have lasted another lap.”
“All the more reason to practice as often as you can. It’s getting late today and you both need milking, but an early start tomorrow. It’s only just over a month until the first race meeting on July 19th and by then you should be at peak fitness and inured to the handicaps. If not, then you're going to have big problems.”




Chapter 20
A Union
Every day the girls were fitted with their body harnesses first thing in the morning until they returned to their cages in the evening, each buckle sealed with a small padlock. When they weren’t running, they didn’t wear the armbinders or bridles, that would have made their days totally impractical, but they couldn’t avoid the hobble chains linked between the D rings built into their running boots, nor the handicap weights and tail bulbs filling their holes and recording every pace with a maddening consistency.
The result was firstly that it made preparing them for their twice daily running sessions so much easier and, secondly, that they slowly became inured to the stimulation provided by their handicap weights. The fact that they both had full-time tails proved to be a continual source of amusement to Eva and their harnesses and running boots were inconvenient and tight enough to be a hindrance, but otherwise their daily chores were substantially unaffected.
As for the running, it was not so easy when they couldn’t actually see each other and their lap times suffered accordingly, but they persevered and could generally complete a session without any troublesome orgasms.
✽✽✽
 
It was three days after their harnesses had arrived that Chandler asked Heather to his bedroom. He’d already confined them to their communal cage and removed their working chains and harnesses. He’d also unlocked Kates boots so she could discard them and be free of all restraints, but heather’s boots he left in place.
The girls milked themselves and it was only then that he asked Heather if she’d like to join him. She gave it no thought, but happily held out her hands to have her wrist chains reinstalled for the short walk to his bedroom.
“Ethan…” she murmured as soon as they were alone and he came to her to kiss. Months of frustration were drawing to a conclusion and it couldn’t happen soon enough for her. She climbed onto his bed and lay over the straps. Chandler fastened the waistband and sealed the buckle with a small padlock before moving down to her feet. He removed the hobble and then the boots, and, with a coy grin, Heather opened her legs wide for a second time and he strapped ankles and thighs in place, using two more small locks on her thighs bands. Then he moved up to her head.
“I have a surprise for you,” he said. “I've reconfigured the restraints. They're just as secure, but now I’ll be able to leave your arms free.”
“Ah, the locks…” she said as his modifications began to make sense. “So I can hold you?”
“If you wish…”
“I do,” she said and cupped his face between her palms.
“Then let me finish…” and he locked two more chains to her collar, one each side, and attached them to the top corners of the bed head.
He stood and looked down at her now spread between the head and foot of his bed and she gazed back, watching as he slowly removed his clothes and making a small mewing sound when he removed his boxers to reveal his erect penis, her mouth drying at the same rate as her sex moistened.
“Are you going to remove my wrist chains now?” she asked and he grinned.
“All in good time, but first...” and he moved to the foot of the bed and leant between her spread thighs.
“Oh God,” she murmured when his lips touched hers, his mouth settling against her sex and his tongue delving deep between her labia. “Oh God…” He pushed into the entrance of her vagina and then licked the extent of her vulva, finally settling over her clitoris to draw the small bud between his lips. Heather was lost. Her hands flew towards her sex, but were stopped at her belly; he’d installed her working chains with shorter lengths between collar and wrists and her fingers now worked feverishly inches from his head whilst just beyond her reach, Chandler teased, licked, and sucked until she thought she’d explode. She was still twitching with orgasmic spasms when he slid up the bed and, in one smooth movement, buried himself up to the hilt in her sex. She screamed again, grabbed for his head, but could only manage his neck as he stroked himself within her sheath to reignite her orgasm and bring on his own. It took barely two minutes before she felt his penis pulsing to deliver his seed deep inside her, probably the longest two minutes of her life. He collapsed onto her and it was only then could she finally calm her own jangling muscles.
“I'm sorry,” he whispered and met her quizzical face with a grin. “That was very unfair of me,” and he reached over to the bedside table for a small bunch of keys and removed her wrist restraints. “You don’t need these, not now I've locked the others.”
Heather didn’t speak, just wrapped her arms about his back and hugged him close.
“I hope that was worth waiting for?” For an answer, she gave a quiet sigh and kissed his neck.
✽✽✽
 
They made love twice more that night, once at two in the morning after Heather had used the small pump, and again with the first light of dawn. During the rest of the night, she was limited with her movements, but Chandler was always close and she found the weight of his hand over her pubic mound and spread vulva comforting.
He brought her coffee again whilst she was pumping and removed her neck chains so she could prop herself up on one elbow to drink. By the time she’d drained her milk, Chandler had refitted her boots and hobble, restored the working chains to her wrists, and freed her from his bed.
“Thank you,” she said, standing a little unsteadily and smiling shyly.
For some reason, Chandler too suddenly felt an emotion akin to shyness, as if a vulnerable part of himself had suddenly been unexpectedly exposed. He turned away on the pretence of looking for something on a bedside cabinet and when he turned back, his expression had hardened.
“You realise this doesn’t change anything outside of this bedroom. Your status in this house hasn’t changed.”
“Of course,” she said and then added, “Sir…” as an afterthought without any hint of sarcasm.
Chandler’s face relaxed and he nodded. “Eva will have left you some breakfast back in the cage room,” and he watched her leave, such a beautiful body to have committed such evil; an episode of avaricious madness or was there really some other underlying reason for her crime?
An hour later, he fitted out both girls with their full harnesses and let them out to the running track. It was a Sunday and he announced that their new racing cart will be delivered the following day; then their training will really begin in earnest.
✽✽✽
 
The cart arrived the following afternoon in the back of a panel van and Chandler spent the rest of Monday assembling it. That evening, he and Eva sat on a bale in the barn admiring it, as well they might: it looked resplendent with its pearlescent red paintwork. He’d seen similar carts racing before, of course, but this one was the best he’d found. It had been expensive, but the expense was easily justified: if he could afford to invest more than a million dollars in a pair of racing ponygirls, he could afford a few thousand for their cart; several thousand, in fact.
The whole thing weighed forty-four pounds including the shafts, being both lightweight and high tech with carbon fibre wheels, bodywork and shafts, and wide section metal tyres that looked like they'd been made from chicken wire; they were actually made from Nitinol, a flexible nickel and titanium alloy.
The bodywork of the cart was little more than a standing platform for the driver slung low between the cart’s two wheels with a grab rail at waist height. The shafts to the girls’ hips set the girls five feet in front of the platform, far enough to ensure that little of the driver’s weight would be transferred to the shafts and that the cart ran true behind them.
The shafts themselves were joined to the ends of a transverse torsion bar set below the grab rail with the centre of the bar clamped to the cart’s frame. In this way, however diverse the angle between the two sets of shafts, the cart always adopted the medial position. The shafts’ attachments also allowed a small degree of rotational motion to enable the girls to lean into the corners.
With the girls so completely restrained by their harnesses and shafts, it was important to offer them protection in the event of an accident and in this respect, the design had two features: firstly, the shafts actually projected beyond each runner and wrapped around in front of her to offer some protection in the event of a forward collision; and secondly, there were twin skids under each pair of shafts that would prevent a girl falling to the ground; the worst that could happen was that she’d drop to her knees before the skids took her weight.
The remaining features of the cart were where the technology really came into play and were all to do with the way the girls were controlled. Their armbinders would be clamped to a pair of telescopic control rods joined to the cart directly behind each girl where their shafts pivoted on the transverse torsion bar. At the same point were the control linkages for their reins and both the extension of the control rods and the lengths of each rein were controlled electrically using small servo motors.
The master control was in the form of a joystick positioned at the centre of the driver’s grab rail and from here the driver had control over direction, acceleration, and braking merely by tilting the joystick. Signals were sent to the various servos from a simple processor below the joystick, interpreting changes in direction by adjusting the lengths of the reins and changes in speed by adjusting the extension of the rods to the girls’ armbinders, thereby changing the angle of their bodies by leaning them forwards or back and changing the way they could interact with the ground. Pushing the joystick lever forward extended the armbinders’ telescopic rods which had the effect to causing the girls to lean forward, thus enabling them to exert more effort to pull the cart. Pulling back on the lever had the opposite effect, causing the girls to stand more erect and minimising their forward effort. Moving the control stick back even further would cause the girls to lean backwards and, coincidently, tighten their reins, thereby not only giving them the means to actually brake the cart’s forward momentum, but adding the physical encouragement to do so. The girls efforts were the only brakes allowed, so clear signals were important.
✽✽✽
 
Heather and Kate were allowed to view the cart in the barn the next morning and stared at it with mixed emotions. There initial impression was of a beautiful vehicle from its polished alloy wheels and fittings, its high-gloss metallic paintwork, even to the white, reflective roundels on the side of the driver’s platform ready to display their racing number; all suggested the owner possessed the best of everything including, by association, the best ponygirls. Closer inspection confirmed the strict constraints under which they were expected to run: the rigid fixings between their harnesses and the shafts which precluded any independent movement of their hips, and the armbinder rods ready to form inflexible ties between the girls’ shoulders and the cart.
There was, however, an overriding sense of excitement: their natural competitive spirit shining through with a determination built by many hours of practice and the thought that they’d soon be travelling away from the ranch to mix with others and break the tedium of their limited existence.
“What’s that?” asked Heather pointing to a carriage whip standing upright in a tubular holder next to the driver’s platform.
“That’s encouragement,” said Chandler simply.




Chapter 21
Configured for Racing
The two girls stood side by side in front of the cart and Chandler lifted the shafts’ closed ends over their heads to position them either side of their hips. A few turns of the alloy bolts fixed the shafts to the mounting plates within their harnesses and simple clips on the undersides of their armbinders raised their arms behind them to align and fix them to the telescopic control rods.
“Sir…” said Kate. “How do we turn? We’re fixed so firmly it’s as if we’ve become part of the cart.”
“That’s the intention… To turn, you just need to lean and kick to the side. You’re steered in the traditional fashion using reins.”
“Sir…” said Heather mimicking Kate.
Chandler anticipated her question and said she’d have to wait until her bridle was fitted to explain how she was to be steered.
“But we won't be able to turn our heads,” she burst out and then lapsed into silence with a sharp look from Chandler. It took a few minutes to fit and adjust the bridles and collar frames, and then Chandler fitted their new mouth bits. They were still the simple hollow plugs they'd used for training, large enough to prevent all conversation, but with a breathing tube through the centre so they weren’t starved of air. They did, however, differ by having polished alloy levers that projected forwards from their mouths to either side with rings on their ends onto which Heather expected Chandler to clip the reins. He didn’t.
“Obviously, pulling on one side of your mouth isn't going to achieve anything because it’ll only cause you to nod. That’s why the reins go through these rings and attach to your bells instead.”
Both girls tried to speak at once, which was a pointless exercise as neither could.
“You’ll soon get use to the signals. I’m told they can be quite effective,” and, with that, he attached a nylon rein to Heather’s left nipple bell, threaded it through the ring on the left side of Heather’s mouth bit, and attached it to the servo control adjacent to the shafts’ hinge. He repeated the procedure with the remaining steering reins, and then attached two head reins to the tops of their bridles at the base of the plumes; these too attached to the servo controls and, when tightened, would lift the girls’ heads.
“So,” said Chandler, “The steering signals are simple enough,” and he demonstrated them by moving the joystick. “Left,” he said pushing the lever to the left. Instantly, there were quiet hums and both pairs of left reins tightened as well as their head reins to stop them dropping their heads. Both left teats lifted, both left bells tinkled briefly, and both girls squealed. He turned the control to the right and produced a mirror image effect.
“The speed controls are just as simple. Faster…” he said and eased the control forward to extend the telescopic rods to their arms. The girls were obliged to lean forward, their reins also extending to maintain the correct tension. “This means cruise,” and he stood them up again. “And this means slower,” he said while pulling the control lever back. The control servos whirled and the girls were now leaning backwards making it quite impossible for them to exert any effort in the forward direction. “And finally, brake hard…” and he moved the control lever to its back stop. Their bound arms were pulled back even more as the telescopic rods contracted to their stops and their head reins tightened to pull their heads back until they were nearly looking straight up. This position caused the greatest squeals of all as all four tits were pulled into long points and left hanging from the reins by their teats.
“Just remember girls: you're the only brakes this thing has. So, now we’ll give it a try…” and he stepped on the platform and put his hand on the joystick. “I won't be the one driving for the first race; Eva will be. You wouldn’t stand much of a chance pulling my weight, but while she’s at school, it’ll either be me or just a weight for your practice runs. Now then, arc left and we’ll get out on the track.”
The girls felt Chandler pulling unnecessarily hard on their left nipples and they both took a hesitant step to the side to turn the cart until it was pointing back out of the barn, whereupon their nipples relaxed and, instead, they felt themselves being nudged forward by their arms.
It felt surreal to Kate and Heather, as if they'd been turned into cyborgs with their bodies partly absorbed by the machine. They had no freewill beyond the decision to comply with their instructions or suffer the consequences. On the upside, no-one was being unnecessarily cruel to them: their harnesses weren't uncomfortable, their controls, whilst being erotically demeaning, weren't intended to be torture, and, ultimately, they were both distance runners and they were being given the chance to run.
Once out on the track, Chandler turned them and they gazed straight down the track between the rails waiting for the signal to go. He took a breath, pushed the speed lever as far forward as it would go, and called out, “Go for it, girls,” giving all four steering reins a twitch for good measure by wiggling the control to sound their bells.
Although they were expecting it, the sudden movement made the girls jump and it took some distance before they fell into step with each other and began to pull with conviction. The track was essentially flat and fairly smooth, but suddenly having a weight to pull was not a welcome development. However, once they'd got the cart moving rapidly, it took much less effort to maintain the speed.
The new wheels were working well and the cart appeared to glide over the stony ground with Chandler standing easily on the back platform, one hand on the grab bar to steady himself and the other gripping the joystick.
The first test was rapidly approaching, a relatively sharp left-hand bend where the track turned behind the barn and to make the situation more difficult, the bend was preceded by a gentle decline. Chandler played it safe and as they neared the turn, he eased back on the speed to pull the girls upright and enable them to brake. They both knew the track far better than he, so he left it up to them to make the final decision and saw their feet slithering on the gravel to kill the excess speed, something they wouldn’t have been able to do if he’d left them leaning forward. At the last instant, he pushed the stick left and they both seemed to dive to the left dragging the cart round behind them in a shower of small stones and dust. Lever forward and they were away again on a long straight section.
He eased the pressure on the speed controller to allow them to find their own pace and concentrated on watching their bottoms quivering and the dark synchronised creases that magically appeared under each cheek with each footfall like a pair of cheesy grins flashing left and right.
The track now twisted, first sharp right and then immediately left in a sweeping arc around the paddock. At the last moment, he stood them up and tugged hard at the right to send another shower of dust under the rails and set the metal tyres skittering across stones until they bit into the softer earth at the tracks edge. Then he tilted them forward and the cart picked up speed as both Chandler and the girls leant to the left.
He allowed them four laps and then slowed them by the gate and steered them into the yard.
“Comments?” he asked after removing the mouth bits and offering them both water through a straw.
“It’s hard, sir,” said Kate. “Each time you slow us, we have to pick up speed again and you're heavy.”
“And there’s no need to steer us around this track; we know where we’re going,” added Heather.
“Well, I can't do much about my weight. It’ll be better when Eva’s driving. We’ll try it as soon as she’s back from school. I accept the fact that on this track you don’t need too much control, but in a real race you won't be able to see who’s around you and then steering will be essential, so it’s as well to get as much practice as possible with Eva. In her absence, I'm tempted to suggest the answer is just to have you pulling a weighted cart around, but that does compromise the speed control. I’d have to disable the control and you’d be pulling and pushing against the two stops on the telescopic control rods. It’ll be like fully forward or fully back with nothing in between.”
“It’s probably better than trying to pull you around,” said Kate.
Chandler considered this and then went into the barn’s store room, returning a few moments later with a fifty-pound bag of compost. Another trip and there were a hundred pounds balanced on the cart’s footplate which he then strapped in place.
“Try that. I’ll leave your reins set to neutral”.
In some ways, it was disappointing not to be able to train the girls with a fully representative configuration, but as he watched the team sweep round the last bend and across the entrance track on their way to their fourth successive lap, he had to admit it was a better compromise than having him on board. They were fast and getter faster, and they made a pretty picture whilst doing it with their breasts pushed to the fore and dancing beneath the weight of the bells and their plumes and tails streaming out in their wake.
Chandler called a halt to the first practice in time for their late morning milking session, disconnected them from the cart and reconfigured their restraints so they could continue with their domestic chores. Eva’s return at three signalled the start of their second running practice that day and this time they did have a representative driver.
“Allow them their head and don’t try to steer them, but before each sharp corner, pull back on the speed lever so they can brake with their feet. Off you go now. Four laps and then drive them back into the yard.”
Eva nodded seriously as she looked at the bare backs of her team harnessed and ready to go. Chandler stepped away and Eva suddenly pushed the speed lever as far forward as it would go and shouted: “Yarr… Giddy-up,” and shock the reins hard. The cart lurched forward as both Heather and Kate cried out with startled yelps. Chandler shook his head sadly and leant on the rails as the cart skidded round the first corner. When it reappeared around the final bend, it was clear that Eva had not taken on-board any of his instructions; the girls were leaning hard into the corner with both left tits pulled painfully high. Eva was standing on the footplate and steadying herself with a hand on the control stick and her other hand holding the carriage whip.
After four laps, she did steer the cart back into the yard and stopped the girls by pulling unnecessarily hard on all four tits. Chandler sighed as he held his hand out for the whip.
“I said give them their head, not to whip them into a frenzy.”
“They were going good, weren't they?” asked Eva excitedly. “I don’t think they’ve ever run that fast.”
“You're not listening to me. The first round of the Southern Pairs Flat Racing season is over three miles and subsequent rounds will be five miles. You’ve just exhausted them in one mile.”
“Of course I haven’t; they have plenty of energy left.”
Both Eva and Chandler walked to the front of the team to examine them and the girls just stared blankly back with sweat running in small rivulets between their breasts.
“Unclip their reins and take the bits from their mouths so you can give them both a drink. Then you’d best cool them with a damp sponge.”
Fifteen minutes later and they were running again, this time at a more controlled pace and without the encouragement of the carriage whip. They ran another five miles, the last half mile at a blistering pace that had Eva hanging on round the corners and even elicited a couple of frightened shrieks when the cart was in danger of losing its grip on the earth. Chandler watched all with a mixture of awe and satisfaction, surprising both girls with a bottle of red wine with their evening meal, the first wine Kate had had in a year and the first wine Heather had ever. She wasn’t at all sure she liked the taste, but she certainly wasn’t going to give it up.




Chapter 22
Heather’s Special Day
Saturday, May 22nd, marked a special day for Heather: it was her one-hundredth day with Chandler at the ranch and she looked back at her time with mixed emotions. The travesty of justice that saw her interned in the Oklahoma prison system with her loss of liberty and the often-humiliating conditions she now found herself in had all but destroyed her life at a time when her future was looking so rosy, but that wasn’t the whole picture: she had made a new friend in Kate and found Ethan Chandler, her new lover.
That probably wasn’t the way Chandler saw things and she knew deep inside that it wasn’t the way things really were. She was a convicted criminal and, even if he did develop feelings for her, she could never be more that a home-bound concubine for him and not a real partner at all. They could never, for instance, visit the shops, a restaurant, or go on holiday together; never socialise with friends or even feel comfortable sitting by an open fire or eating a meal together. She would always be burdened and frustrated by her chains and self-consciously naked, and while Chandler might do his best to ignore or mitigate her discomfort, he would never be able to significantly alleviate it for fear of falling foul of State codes and losing her back into the prison system.
Her situation was frustrating and maddening, but would she rather have never met him? No, of course not. If that was the only factor in her new life and one asked her whether she’d trade him for how life used to be, she would have hesitated and may not have given the answer one would expect, but he was not the only factor; there were the constant chains curtailing her options, the milking of her breasts, the ultra-restrictive body harness and bridle, and now the pony cart that seemed to absorb her body into its mechanical workings. All of these factors, when considered together, made her feel more like some sort of animal; one expected to perform for her master’s guests and audiences; an exotic pet to be displayed and admired. And the result of all this was confusion: a mix of excruciating frustration and extreme erotic excitement that left her not even recognising her own personality any more.
In many ways, she had to admit that she liked the many-fold feelings that the restraints gave her. They made her feel cared for and cherished, valuable, and, bizarrely, safe. They made her feel sensuous and provocative in an entirely guilt-free manner. But most of all, they made her feel submissive to Chandler’s dominance and she found she inexplicably liked that feeling.
It was the way men had encouraged their womenfolk to be throughout the ages from the time men hunted with clubs and their women cowered in caves and cared for their children. Then, women needed a strong man to protect and provide and would do all in their power to keep him happy and content because the alternative was danger and starvation.
Even in Victorian times, a woman was considered to be the property of her father or husband to the extent that either could legally sell the woman to another man. Furthermore, to disobey him would be confirmation that the woman was suffering from a form of hysteria that could land her in an asylum for the insane.
In more modern times, although equality of the sexes is touted as an ideal at least in the Western World, in some parts little had changed. Even in Europe and America, if one scratched the surface veneer of domestic life, beneath would be a complex web of covert control. To many, the Christian Bible, the guiding light for so many, makes it abundantly clear that a woman must obey her father or husband in all matters or risk the wrath of God.
It had taken many thousands of years to imprint upon women the importance of assuming a submissive persona in the presence of a man and only the last fifty where that attitude has really begun to be questioned, but evolution is not so easily defeated and Heather was now discovering deeper values within her psyche.
✽✽✽
 
Two o'clock in the afternoon and, because it was a Saturday, they’d run that morning harnessed to the cart with Eva driving in her usual enthusiastic fashion. Both girls were predictably exhausted but exhilarated after the session and they'd be running again at about four after they'd been milked, but now Heather was unsettled. She was still wearing the running harness complete with its tight crotch strap retaining her handicap weight and it was beginning to drive her to distraction, as indeed it was designed to do. Her breasts felt heavy, too, and she closed her eyes briefly as, denied the prospect of touching her sex, she fingered a nipple. A little spasm shot up her spine as she pinched the teat and her fingers became wet.
Chandler was sitting at his old-fashioned wooden desk in his library tapping away at his computer with the monitor screen full of figures while she cleaned the book shelves behind him. It didn’t seem to have occurred to him that he was being watched. Did he not care or were leased concubines below a level of humanity where numerical figures ceased to have any meaning? In any event, the figures answered one question that had been troubling her: where did Chandler get his money because it certainly wasn’t by horse trading.
The chart showed the accounts of a software company that included Chandler’s name in its logo; accounts that showed a very healthy monthly profit from the sale of digital software licences. If this month was typical, it explained how he could gamble more than a million dollars on what could only be described as a hobby even if he did have ideas about making a profit from a season’s racing.
It had previously occurred to her that he may be thinking about breeding her to maximise his income, but, of course, that was nonsense and these figures confirmed that he had no need.
“Is your curiosity sufficiently sated?” he suddenly asked in a conversational tone without turning around.
“Sorry, sir. I didn’t mean to pry.”
He said no more and she went back to wiping the dust from each individual book, working her way along the shelf while keeping half an eye on Chandler’s back, watching the muscles move in his shoulders and arms; arms that had worked such magic on her body not long ago. Her chains clicked as she moved around the desk and started along the topmost shelf on the right. Here the books were bigger, older. Behind his desk he stored reference books on computer programming, data logging, and the like, but here they were mostly travelogues about old India and the Far East.
She could feel his eyes on her back criss-crossed by the tight straps and on the side of her breast when she reached up high. She risked a glance in his direction and their eyes locked, he not even pretending to look away. She blushed and then in her confusion fumbled a book, nearly dropping it, and the sudden movement disturbed the handicap inside her to give her a sharp reminder of its presence.
“Sorry, sir,” she muttered again and reached high to replace the book, her senses now on high alert detecting the tickling of the horse-like tail between her legs that she’d all but forgotten about. She looked back to Chandler and grinned, receiving a smile in return.
“Sir…” she said hesitantly. “You would tell me if I were to do something you didn’t approve, wouldn’t you? I mean, you wouldn’t just watch me dig myself into a hole until you were so annoyed you, well… ordered me to stop?”
“What have you got in mind?”
“Nothing in particular, sir. I was just thinking.”
Chandler smiled again and his eyes dropped back to his monitor. Heather abandoned the high shelf and instead knelt in front of his desk on her hands and knees to polish the rich wood. He couldn’t see her now; she was below the level of his two monitors, but she could see him, see his legs between the twin pedestals.
She hesitated again, now not sure about the wisdom of her ideas, and instead continued rubbing at the desk with her cloth. She wasn’t making much difference to the wood, it already gleamed with a high gloss shine, but the motion induced the sympathetic swaying of her breasts hanging heavy below her chest and, even worse, a repetitive tapping in the weighted canister locked well beyond her reach.
She reached below the desk and touched his knee. He didn’t react and she held her breath as the seconds passed. Then he pushed his chair back and spread his knees apart; Heather breathed again and crawled under the desk.
✽✽✽
 
Chandler, now with his jeans refastened, looked down at her still kneeling between his legs and grinning up at him. “One hundred days…” he said softly. “Was that to mark the anniversary?”
Heather was stunned. “You know.”
“Of course I know.”
“Only nineteen years, two hundred and sixty-five days to go.” She was serious again, all amusement dropping from her face to leave a shadow of sadness. “I suppose I’ll get quite good at that in time.”
“I hope so,” he said without a trace of irony. “What made you do it?” He wasn’t asking about oral sex.
“I'd rather not talk about it if you don’t mind, sir.”
Chandler shrugged. “Well, just answer me one question: would you ever consider smuggling drugs in the future?”
“No, sir. Definitely never.”
“Well, at least we can surmise that the punishment the court decided is having the desired effect.”
Heather backed out under the desk until she could stand and then picked up her polishing cloths. She didn’t respond to Chandler’s statement, but if he could have seen her eyes, he would have seen tears in the corners.




Chapter 23
Substitute Driver
Later that afternoon, the girls were surprised when Chandler harnessed them to the cart, but then, instead of Eva appearing to drive them round the track, he just loaded the cart with the dead weights.
“Eva’s not feeling so good,” he said and sent them off on their own.
In fact, they didn’t see Eva at all that evening. Between them, they prepared supper and ate theirs alone in the cage room before Chandler locked them in for the night.
The next day, a Sunday, Eva was no better and Chandler set them running in the morning with the weighted cart. They did three miles and then Chandler stood in the middle of the track and directed them into the yard. They slowed and wheeled left only for Heather to see a small white car in the yard that she recognised. With her restricted vision, she hadn't seen it arrive and it was not altogether welcome, not because she didn’t want to see the visitors, but because she didn’t want them to see her harnessed to a pony cart.
“Hello ladies,” said Jackie, and then, “Oh, Heather, it’s so good to see you,” and she stepped forward to wrap her arms about Heather’s naked body and hug her close. “I've been thinking a lot about you. This is all just so unfair…” She took a pace back and stared at Heather, at the bridle, body harness, reins and bells, but what she actually said was, “Are you keeping well?”
Heather made a monosyllabic sound through her oral plug and nodded, causing her reins to tug at her tits and ring the bells
“Mr Chandler asked us over,” added Jess excitedly, joining her friend by her side. “He said Eva’s not well and he thought we could help you to practice.”
“He says you're going to be running in a Ponygirl Pairs Racing series and I wasn’t sure what that was, but I think I can see now,” said Jackie. “He’s worried you won’t be ready with Eva unwell and the first race is only a few weeks away.”
Heather stood absolutely motionless, not least because the only sound she could make wouldn’t be recognised and the only movement available to her apart from kicking her feet like a pony was to nod her head. Beside her, Kate was indeed nodding, but Heather couldn’t see that. Chandler, she noticed, was keeping well out of her line of sight too.
“We saw you running and you were going really fast,” said Jess.
“They can move faster when someone’s driving them.” Chandler voice from somewhere behind the cart. “They need to be controlled to perform at their best. Let me show you… This lever is the steering and speed controller; push it forward and it extends the linkage to their arms so they're leaning forward and can kick against the ground to go faster; pull it back and it stands them up to moderate their efforts; pull it back more and it leans them backwards so they can slow the cart. When they haven’t got a driver, I can leave the lever disabled, but it compromises their performance.”
All the time he was talking, he was moving the lever to adjust the vertical attitude of the ponygirls and they squealed noisily when he moved the lever fully back. Heather stamped her foot and he eased their position to stand them erect.
“If I teach you the controls, you could exercise them properly until Eva’s better.”
“Are you sure they wouldn’t mind?” asked Jackie.
“Ask them; they can still hear you even if they can't speak.”
Jackie stood where both Heather and Kate could see her. “Is that ok with you two? We’d like to help if you want us to.”
Kate immediately nodded, but beside her, Heather didn’t react at all.
“Heather,” said Chandler. “What do think? Do you want to continue practicing?”
Put like that, Heather had no choice at all and nodded, swishing her extravagant head plumes back and forth.
“Oh good,” cried Jess enthusiastically from somewhere beside the cart. “I was hoping you'd agree. I think this is going to fun.”
“Right,” said Chandler. “You can have eight laps each and then this afternoon after lunch, you can take them out on the hill for some steering exercises. You won't really need to steer around the track because they know where they're going, but out on the hill paths, it'll be essential just as it will be for the actual racing; their field of view is deliberately restricted during the races and they won't be able to see what’s around them.”
The two visitors watched entranced as Chandler demonstrated the steering action that lifted alternate pairs of teats.
“So… that’s left and right steering. If you want to hurry them along a bit, there’s two ways of doing that aside from shouting at them: either shake the tiller rapidly from side to side, I'm sure you can imagine the effect that has, or you can use the carriage whip to encourage them to go faster by flicking it back and forth behind their bums,” and he demonstrated making both girls jump and squeal.
‘The little devil,’ thought Heather. ‘He’s doing this deliberately just because he thinks it’s funny…’
Jessica was elected to go first and walked around the cart prior to taking her place on the footplate. “They do seem to be well strapped in place,” she observed.
“All necessary,” assured Chandler. “The idea is to integrate them as much as possible into the machine so they behave in a set manner. It makes for an interesting spectacle for the spectators and, of course, it’s ideal when you're using convicts leased out on the dissemination scheme because you don’t need to compromise security. It’s not like running away would do them much good strapped up like that. Turn them around and take them to the start of the track.”
“You are sure this doesn’t hurt them…”
“They’ll be fine so long as you don’t crash. They’d much rather be doing this than sitting in their cells, wouldn’t you, ladies?”
Adequately assured, Jess climbed aboard and put a hand on the joystick. “Tch tch… Walk on…” she commanded to Chandler’s amusement and turned the stick to the left to effect a turn. The girls turned almost on the spot by stepping sideways and then Jess pushed the stick forward so they could gain purchase on the stony ground. She lined them up on the track, took a last look at Chandler and Jackie, and then called out, “Go on then… giddy-up,” pushed the tiller as far forward as it would go, and wiggled it to jiggle their tits. Heather and Kate set off at a run…
If Chandler had any reservations about allowing Jessica ‘free rein’ with the ponycart, he didn’t show it. He and Jackie sat on the top rail of the fence and waited, catching the odd glimpse of the cart between buildings and the trunks of trees. And then, there they were appearing like a fantasy around the last bend with a trailing cloud of dust and loose stones thrown up by the metal mesh tyres. Jess was leaning out of the footplate to the left to keep the cart balanced, as too were Heather and Kate, with their heads tugged low and their left tits pulled painfully high by the steering reins.
The cart straightened and Jess gave a cry like a banshee as she pushed the tiller fully forward, shaking it frenziedly to ring their bells at the same time as she flicked the carriage whip across their bobbing arse cheeks.
Jessica didn’t glance at Chandler or Jackie as the cart flew across the rutted entrance gateway and began its second lap. Instead, just like her team, her eyes were fixed straight ahead, wide and bright as she hung onto the joystick and waved the carriage whip above her head.
“Your friend seems to be entering into the spirit of the occasion,” remarked Chandler as the spectacle disappeared from view and Jackie turned to stare at him with an expression of absolute astonishment.
“She’s… I… I don’t think I can do this…”
“Don’t you even want to try?”
“I’ll be worried that I'd hurt them.”
“Jessica doesn’t appear to share your concerns.”
“I've never seen her like this; she’s usually so quiet.”
“Well, I think she’s maybe a bit too enthusiastic. The girls have to last at least three miles. Eva was like this when she first tried and I had to calm her down a bit. I’ll let her do the eight laps and she can see for herself how exhausted the girls are.”
They watched the cart circle the running track time after time with the small figure of Jessica balanced on the footplate, eyes blazing with a devilish gleam and legs astride for balance as they skittered past. Eventually, Jess steered them back into the yard with a rather sheepish grin on her face and Chandler approached, his face a mask of indifference.
“That was good, Jessica, but in a real race, they'd still have three miles to run. Do you think they could manage that?”
Jessica looked contrite, but suddenly the cart lurched forward as Heather pushed hard. Beside her, Kate got the message and the cart swung round to face the track without any input from Jess.
“Well,” said Chandler somewhat surprised. “Your team seem to think that’s possible,” and he swept his arm out with an invitation to continue.
Jess grinned, pushed the control stick forward and shouted, “Yar… Giddy-up,” and the cart bounced forward, spun hard left onto the track, and was once more away.
“Well… Your friend seems to have the knack,” muttered Chandler, his face showing not a little bewilderment.
✽✽✽
 
When they eventually called a halt to the morning’s exercise, Jackie and Jess watched Chandler unharness the two girl from the cart and reconfigure their restraints. The four friends sat chatting for ten minutes and then Heather said she needed to go to use the pump. All four rose, but Chandler held up his hand.
“We do have a little problem here. If you all go into the house, Heather either has to stay in her cage or wear the oral plug.”
“That’s alright, sir. It’ll only be until lunch time, I’ll eat in my cage, we’ll be running all afternoon, and at seven, I’ll be back in the cage again.”
“We could stay outside,” offered Jackie.
“I’ll use sign language,” said Heather and grinned.
Chandler shrugged and fetched Heather’s head cage, and then the four of them made their way back to the house, Heather and Kate to use the pump, catch up on the housework, and prepare lunch whilst Jackie and Jess watched and helped where they could. Chandler found it hard watching the three of them chatting and joking while Heather, although there in body, was excluded from much of the interaction.
They visited Eva, but didn’t stay long in her room. It was obvious to all how frail she was and, in any case, she was dozing and sleep probably did her more good than visitors.
They all ate in the cage room, Heather and Kate behind a locked door and the other two seated close by. In actual fact, there was no reason for Kate to be locked; she was only there to show solidarity with Heather.
After lunch, the girls used the pump again and then moved outside for the afternoon exercise. Chandler had promised they could run over the hills and he was as good as his word. He showed Jessica a map of the area and indicated the network of trails that criss-crossed the hillside, pointing out one circuitous route of about four miles that was predominantly level. Then he pointed out where the trail crossed the nearest pasture behind the barn and rounded the hillside.
“Jackie and I will follow using a quad bike just so you don’t get lost,” he told them. “Go carefully; I don’t want them crashing out.”
The idea was not that the girls learnt about cross-country running, but they acquire the skill of following Jess’s commands fast and accurately in an environment that was foreign to them, and the session worked out well. The trails were winding, but, because they were mainly covered with spring grass, smoother than might have been the case at any other time of the year. Where there were rocks and boulders to avoid, they provided useful obstacles around which Jess could surprise the girls.
There was only one section where Jess had to dismount and walk the girls up the side of a hill, gaining height for the final cruise back to the ranch. Chandler was impressed with Jessica; she drove the girls steadily and not too fast, and back in the yard, both Heather and Kate were as high as school children after a trip to the zoo.
“That was wonderful,” babbled Kate. “D’you know it’s been a year since I've been outside that perimeter fence. It was like going on holiday. Can we do that every day?”
Chandler smiled. “You can do it again; it was a useful exercise, but it can’t replace the circuit training. I need you to build up stamina so that you can run fast and that’s best done on the running track.”
Late afternoon saw Heather with Jackie and Jess in the stables where Chandler could leave her without the oral plug, while Kate helped him in the kitchen. Jackie and Jessica were going to stay the night in one of the guest rooms and they all took their supper al fresco under the oaks, a Cajun dish washed down with lemonade, and later with wine. Both Heather and Jackie had been relieved of their harnesses and were fettered alike in just their working chains and hobbles and both wore light jackets to protect against the evening chill.
Eva appeared while they were eating, but looked pale and even more delicate than before, she didn’t eat anything, and soon returned to her bed. Chandler followed her into the house and when he returned some ten minutes later, his face looked strained and he sat silently letting the conversation flow around him.
About nine, shortly after the sun had finally set between the hills to the west, Jackie and Jessica began to clear away the evening’s detritus while Chandler took his charges to the cage room for the night.
“How’s Eva, sir?” asked Heather.
“Not good. She’s barely eaten anything for three days now. If she’s no better by morning, I'm calling the medics out.”
“You don’t know what’s ailing her?”
“The doc thinks it’s just an upset stomach, but what might be trivial for most people can be very bad for her.”
“I'm sorry. I wish I could help…”
Chandler just shrugged.
With Heather and Kate safely confined for the night in their cages, Jackie and Jessica were able to talk freely with them again without the need for the oral plug. Heather sat on her bunk with her knees drawn up to her chin, her body once more free of all restraints.
“You are ok with us helping you train, aren’t you?” asked Jackie.
“It’s a bit weird, but yes, it’s better than not doing it or running with just a weighted cart.”
“You must really like running,” said Jess.
Heather smiled. “It’s far better than the alternative. If I wasn’t running, I’d just be wandering about here with my ankles hobbled together.”
“But you'll be running fixed to that cart and nude in front of all those people.”
“I haven’t had clothes for the past six months. It’s just the way things are nowadays.”
“But it’s so unfair. It could have happened to any of us; it was just your bad luck he chose you.”
Heather glanced at Kate on her bunk in the next cage. She was reading a magazine and didn’t appear to be listening. Heather gave Jackie a warning shake of her head and, just to make sure she understood, raised a finger to her lips.
“Why?” mouthed Jackie silently, but Heather just shook her head again.
“I see you have enough to read,” said Jess brightly looking at the pile of magazines and books beneath her bunk. “Is that a book on calculus?” she asked pointing to the top book.
“I’ve been trying to keep up, but it’s not easy without a tutor. Mr Chandler says he’s going to enrol me onto the next on-line course in September.”
“I’d pay a lot to avoid that,” said Jess with a grin.
Heather just smiled. “He’s very good to me. He gives me books on whatever subject I want. There are physics, chemistry and biology down there as well as the recommended reading for English.”
“And books on sex?” asked Jess, her face now creased in a wicked grin. Heather’s face was a mask devoid of all expression and the smile dropped from Jess. “I’m sorry. I shouldn’t have said that… I didn’t mean anything. It’s just that I've been reading a lot recently about the prisoner dissemination scheme and it says that many female prisoners are leased to single men purely for sex.”
There was a shuffling of paper from the next cage and Kate sat up, glowering at Jessica. “Isn't it bad enough that we’re naked and chained all day without being interrogated about additional indignities?”
“It’s alright, Kate. It’s only natural that they should be curious. I’ll answer her implied questions.” Heather took a deep breath and turned to face Jess who squirmed under the steady gaze. “Am I still a virgin? No… Did Mr Chandler rape me? Definitely no… Er… Does he have sex with both of us?” She glanced at Kate who nodded. “Yes… Together? No. Anything else? Oh yes; are we restrained when he fucks us? Yes. Would we be able to stop him if we wanted to? Definitely not…” She looked at the two young girls’ horror-struck faces: “Would either of us ever want to?” She took another deep breath and sighed: “No…”
“Heather, please,” begged Jessica. “I’m sorry, I didn’t mean to pry.”
Heather’s features relaxed and she forced a smile. “I can imagine others have a much worse time than we do. We’re both so lucky here to have Mr Chandler, so please don’t think ill of him. He has to follow the rules just as we do.”




Chapter 24
A Trip to the Races
The next morning at seven, Jackie and Jessica carried two trays of syrup pancakes and bacon with coffees into the cage room to find Heather sitting on her bunk almost exactly like they'd left her the night before and Kate just packing away the breast pump.
“That smells good,” said Kate.
“Mr Chandler’s gone,” said Jackie. “He’s followed Eva to the hospital. She was delirious when he went in early this morning so he called out the medics and they’ve taken her away in an ambulance.”
“Oh God!” murmured Kate.
“He said he’d be back as soon as he could, but meanwhile you’ll both have to stay in your cages.”
“Well, yes… Of course we will. I hope she’s ok. How was Mr Chandler?”
“It was difficult to tell. He didn’t say very much. Just asked us if we could make the breakfast and said he’d be back soon.”
Jackie pulled up the chairs they’d borrowed from the dining room the night before and asked, “You don’t mind us sitting here with you, do you?”
“You're asking the house slaves…” said Heather and laughed. “You don’t have to stay in here with us; you could go and watch television in the sitting room.”
“We’d rather be in here,” she said. “Do those magazines under your bunk have crosswords?”
Jessica was at the steel table investigating an open cardboard box of miscellany. Heather watched her pick up a rabbit vibrator and turn it over in her hands. It suddenly burst into life and Jess, now realising what it was, hurried turned it off and dropped it back in the box.
“Sorry,” she murmured with a guilty look over her shoulder at Heather. Heather knew that the box contained a number of different paddles and lashes, hardly any of which had ever been used, but Jessica wasn’t to know that. She moved on past a pile of chains without touching them until she was gazing at some stretcher bars leaning against the low pillory Chandler last used for milking Heather. She didn’t touch it, but Heather knew she recognised it from the photographs Taylor had taken and distributed around the school.
At last she came to the two treadmills lying side by side on the concrete floor. They didn’t immediately look like treadmills because they had no handrail or visible controls, just a black rubber belt close to the floor. “What are these?” she asked.
“Exercise machines. They're voice controlled. Plug them into the wall sockets.”
Jess did as asked and Heather called out, “Pace one, speed three.”
The belt immediately sprung into life with a quiet hum, its speed building up to a brisk three mile per hour walking pace.
“That’s neat,” said Jess and stepped onto the belt. Caught off-guard and surprised, she stumbled forward with a sharp cry followed by a giggle to find herself walking with rapid steps but not going anywhere.
Jackie turned and saw what Jess was doing. “Oh wow, you can run without leaving the room.”
“You have to address it by its ID and then say a number, which is the speed in miles per hour. Pace two, speed three…” and the second machine started slowly increasing in speed until it matched Jessica’s.
“Oh, that’s really clever. Make it stop so I can get on…”
“Just tell it to stop.”
“Pace two, stop” said Jackie and the belt slowed until it was stationary. She stepped on and said, “Pace two, speed two.”
The belt began to move at a leisurely walking pace and Heather watched her two friends closely, Jessica’s face breaking out into a wicked grin.
“Pace two, speed six,” said Jess and Jackie squealed as her belt sped up until she was jogging.
“Pace one, speed ten,” cried Jackie and now Jess squealed.
“Pace two, speed eleven…”
“Stop…” cried Heather with Kate giggling beside her. “You'll have an accident. Play nicely or I’ll take them away.”
“And how will you do that?” said Jessica and then suddenly jumped from the belt, stared at Heather standing behind the bars and then covered her face with her hands. “Oh no, I've done it again… I’m so sorry; I don’t know why I said that…”
“Jessica, you're a fool, but I forgive you.”
With tensions defused and the treadmills abandoned, the four girls spent the next ninety minutes struggling with a crossword whilst huddled close together against the corner of the cages with bars dividing them. Jackie made another round of coffees at ten and then watched the fiercely pulsating teat cups do their work on the next milking sessions.
Chandler returned at midday.
“She’s on a drip, but she’s awake and talking sensibly. They say it maybe a benign tumour that’s partially blocking her intestines and that she’ll need an operation. We’ll know more in a few days… She was looking a little better when I left, but she’s pretty pissed off. She’s going to miss the first race and maybe some after that.” He regarded Heather and Kate. “Do you want to try for some practice laps before lunch?”
Of course, the answer was yes.
There was now less than three weeks until the season’s first race meeting and without Eva, it was going to be difficult getting enough practice. It all now depended on Jessica, but the situation was greatly eased by the start of the school summer vacation. It meant she could stay a couple of nights a week and get in four full days of practice; not as much as would otherwise be the case, but far better than driving a weighted cart about all the time.
A week later, Eva had her operation and the prognosis was good; three or four weeks of recuperation and she could be driving again. Meanwhile, she had to stay in hospital.
✽✽✽
 
Saturday, June 19th, and Chandler watched through the kitchen window as the old, white saloon bounced down the rutted track to park next to his Ford truck in the yard. Jackie and Jess alighted, pulled overnight cases from the trunk, and headed for the kitchen door. It was the day of the first Southern Pairs Flat Race and it was going to be a long day, not least because the race was to be held near Tulia in Texas, a good three hour ride away.
Behind him, Heather and Kate had been eagerly awaiting their arrival and followed Chandler to the door.
“Don’t come in. I've not got Heather muzzled, so we’ll all just stay outside to satisfy that Grey woman. No last minute parental hiccups then?”
“No, all parents are good,” said Jackie. “They’ve all known Heather for years and they're as excited as we are that she’s being allowed out to race.”
“And you told them the sort of racing she’s doing and that Jessica will be driving.”
“They're not stupid. I didn’t have to spell it out. I’m not sure they realise that Jessie’s going to be the driver though.”
“Well, there’s no-one else. Eva’s likely to be in hospital for another week or two yet.
“Hi-ya, Jackie, Jess,” called Heather over Chandler’s shoulder.
“Hi, you two. Feeling fit?”
“You bet,” said Kate. “D’you know I’ve waited a year for this day.”
“And if we’re going to make the start, we’d best get going. The horsebox is in the barn.”
“Horsebox…” exclaimed Heather and the other three looked just as stunned.
“Don’t look at me like that. I had to get special licences to be able to take the girls away from the ranch and, in this case, actually out of the State for the day and I had to state the reason for the trip. Ponycart racing is an acceptable use of disseminated prisoners and, therefore, a valid reason for the trip, but the Penal Observance Office is understandably concerned about security during such excursions. Because the race stewards expect competitors to arrive in appropriate transport, the Penal Observance Office stipulates that’s how they must be transported. The matter is out of my hands. You should feel lucky you don’t have to travel wearing the bridles and armbinders.”
“I’m sorry, sir. I didn’t mean to question your arrangements.”
“I’ve made the stalls as comfortable as I could, but I'm afraid you may not like them. You're required to travel standing, only because that’s how ponies would travel, and the required security guidelines are quite specific and detailed; I can't afford to vary them. Help me couple-up the box and then I’ll make you both at home.”
The five of them made their way over to the barn, Jackie and Jess wearing jeans and t’s and Heather and Kate wearing their running boots, harnesses, and working chains: hobbles and short wrist to collar links. Chandler backed up the Ford and the girls manoeuvred the horsebox trailer into position behind it so that it could be coupled. Then they all trooped to the back where Chandler lowered the ramp. Heather and Kate looked at each other and then moved up the ramp, the only sound being the scraping of their hobble chains on the aluminium platform.
“As I said, it’s as comfortable as I could manage. You need to straddle the beams and they’ll at least give you some support for the journey.”
“Thank you, sir,” said Kate with a definite lack of enthusiasm. The front section of the box contained the ponycart strapped in place standing up on its back edge with its shafts detached, but what had really attracted the girls’ attention was their travelling arrangements that took up the rest of the space.  She was looking at the two four-by-two timber beams about five feet long that Chandler had fixed side-by-side in the centre of the box at crotch height and supported front and rear by two crossbeams fixed between the box’s side panels.
“Can't we just lean on a side wall or something?” asked Heather.
Chandler shrugged. “I don’t make the rules. I’d like to think that the Penal Observance Office was only thinking of your security, but I have my doubts. The rubber matting I've glued to the tops of the beams isn’t strictly in accordance with their requirements, but I’m willing to argue that point. Heather, you go first; your station is on the left.”
“Does it matter?”
“The height of each straddle beam has been adjusted quite accurately to suit each of you…”
He knelt to unlock her hobble chain from one ankle fetter and then invited her to duck under the rear crossbeam before throwing her leg over the centre of her straddle beam. He was right; its height was finely judged. If she stood with straight legs, the crotch strap of her harness was less than half an inch above the beam.
Chandler passed the short hobble chain through a ring bolted to the floor of the trailer directly below Heather and then relocked it to her ankle fetter.
“I've got no fore and aft support,” she exclaimed.
“I’ll drive carefully…” he said.
To make matters worse from the girls’ point of view, Chandler had installed their handicap weights when he’d fitted their harnesses (“It’ll make sure you're inured to the stimulation before the race”), something that Jackie and Jessica had yet to appreciate, but at least he’d not plugged-in their tails, presumably for fear of damaging them on the beams.
Kate mounted the second beam next to Heather and they looked at each other, their hands dangling uselessly at their breasts.
“I’ll stop in a couple of hours for your late morning milking and a drink, and then we’ll be able to press on to the venue. It should work out well with your two o'clock sessions just before the race.”
Jackie moved up behind Heather, leaned over the rear beam as far as she could and touched her shoulder. Heather glanced back and was met with a pale smile. “See you in a couple of hours,” said Jackie quietly and Heather nodded. There wasn’t much else to say…
Chandler closed the ramp, Jackie and Heather retrieved their bags from their car, and, as carefully as he could, Chandler manoeuvred the vehicle over the ruts of the running track and up the incline towards smoother roads. Jackie winced with every jolt and bump, imagining what was happening in the box behind them.
They were in Texas when next they stopped. Chandler had pulled off the road and Jackie and Jess crowded around the ramp as it was lowered anxious to see how their friends were coping. The answer was surprisingly well if Heather’s smile was to be judged.
“Twice,” said Heather without prompting, “And once so far for Kate, although she was just working up to her second when you stopped.”
The two young girls just looked confused, but Chandler knew exactly what she meant. A look that may have been guilt crossed his face, but when Heather asked if they could be released from the straddle beam while they were milked, he sadly shook his head and told them he daren’t. It took him but a minute to set up the breast pump using an inverter connected to the truck’s electrics with Jackie and Jess happy to help as best they could and, once the pump was running, they fetched the sandwiches and hot coffee Heather and Kate had made earlier.
Within forty minutes, they were back on the road again and, shortly after midday, saw the banner advertising the race above a rough dirt track and joined the end of the queue of cars. An event marshal directed them towards the competitor’s area and they bounced across the hard-packed earth to park up next to similar vehicles. Chandler consulted his watch. “They're not allowed out of the box until they're fully secured, so we have to complete their harnesses where they stand. The race is at three with scrutineering at two, and that means we’ll have to pass through that and milk them just before the race; we should just have enough time.”
With that, he climbed out of the truck and the three of them set about their tasks. Having assured themselves that their ponies had arrived safely, the girls helped Chandler dismantle the straddle beam and supporting crossbeams to leave the girls where they stood.
“We need to pee and we don’t want to do it in here,” said Kate.
“Can you hang on half an hour until I get you outside?” and they both nodded.
It took a little longer than half an hour to fit armbinders and bridles to both girls, the final items being the hollow oral plugs to their bridles.
“Do you have to fit those plugs now?” queried Kate to which Chandler told her that they weren’t supposed to be able to talk to one-another out in the field. Reluctantly, they opened their mouths and were rewarded with the fat rubber plugs complete with rubber corks for the central bores to stop them dribbling. He released their hobbles from the floor rings to lead them down the ramp and they got their first look at the venue, twisting their entire bodies from side to side to sweep their restricted lines of sight along the twin rows of box trailers with their attendants, ponygirls, and spectators, and their carts in various stages of assembly. Further down the line was a row of smaller tents and canopies and, behind them, two large marquees.
People were everywhere, milling around the vehicles and carts, and filling the wide avenue between the vehicles. Chandler locked short chains between their collars and rings on the side of the trailer just in time for them to watch a cart pass drawn by three young ponygirls in line abreast, their driver walking beside them with a leash on the first girl. Their bridles and harness weren’t quite the same as Kate and Heather’s; they didn’t have the rigid head restraints and blinkers, and their harness included panels that covered their breasts so their reins were just attached to their bridles and not their teats. They stared as they walked past, their driver nodding to Chandler and making some good-humoured comment about racing bad girls.
“That rig’s based on a Russian Troika; they're in a different racing series to us. And those three are not internees,” said Chandler quietly to the girls. “They're just doing it for fun.”
“But they were bridled and strapped to their carriage just like Heather and Kate.”
“Oh yes. They don’t get to choose whether to run or not; their driver still has a whip… The biggest difference is that the cart is heavier and more regulated to make it cheaper for drivers to compete, so it’s slower than the series we’re in despite having three ponygirls pulling. With Pairs racing, anything goes if you can afford it.”
They watched as a second troika passed, this one with heavier, more mature runners and a young woman leading them.
“I have to get the cart assembled,” said Chandler. “Jackie, could you help me while Jessica keeps an eye on our girls to make sure they're not harassed?”
Jessie watched the others disappear back inside the box and turned her attention to Heather. “You are so going to enjoy this.”
“Oh look, Henry. More titties. They must be in the Pairs race.”
Jessie turned to see an older couple, he with a checked shirt, a huge Stetson, and a paunch, and his wife just as chubby wearing a tight mini-dress that displayed an impressive cleavage and thick thighs. The man reached out and squeezed Heather’s breast and a dribble of milk dripped from its teat.
“She’s lactating,” he said in surprise.
“They both are,” volunteered Jessica. “They get milked five times a day.”
“Oh, how lovely for them,” said the woman.
“You had tits like these once,” said Henry and he squeezed again, this time harder so that Heather squealed and spun away. “And a pretty little bum too,” and he slapped her proffered cheek.
“Come away,” said the woman. “You're disturbing her.” Then she turned to Jessica. “They are in the Pairs race, aren’t they? Are they any good?”
“They are… We’re going to win because I’m driving,” she answered proudly.
“Oh, well good luck, dear. I’ll put five dollars on you…”
“I wouldn’t waste your money,” said a male voice behind them. “They're convicts… You can tell by the numbers on their shoulders. It’s not like they want to compete; they're obliged to run by their owner.”
The source of the remark was a teenage boy who stood with three of his friends, another boy and two young girls.
“Do you mean that they’re being punished by being made to pull that cart dressed like that?”
“Yeah. If they don’t run fast enough, they get their asses whipped.”
“You’d look good fixed to a cart, Trace,” said the other lad. “I can just imagine you running around with your little titties bouncing about.”
“Yeah, well dream on, loser. I won’t be doing that,” and she grinned as she gazed at Heather’s bare breasts.
“You might if the police find out about ‘you-know-what’!” and the girl spun round to give him a look that could almost have been terror.
“We've got it all on film; it would be an open and shut case. You’ll be naked and chained before you can say ‘Fuck me; I’m busted’.”
“You wouldn’t…”
“What you gonna do for me instead then?”
“You're a prick,” cried Tracy and, without another word, stalked off up the avenue.
“Someone’s a bit touchy today,” he said to Jessica and then followed the girl. Soon, all four of them had been subsumed by the crowd to leave Jessica blinking with a slightly dazed expression, but not for long.
“Papers!” said a big man towering over her.
“What?”
“Entry papers.”
“Oh, yeah… Hang on,” and she hurried round to the ramp and called inside. “There’s a man here who wants to see your entry papers…”
Chandler climbed down, nodded to the steward, and went to the truck, returning a moment later with a cardboard folder to hand over a form.
“Ethan Chandler with AK479FA Richards and GK628NA West,” said the man reading from the form. He walked over to the girls and turned each roughly to check the numbers on their backs. “They should be hobbled,” he said gruffly.
“But they're chained to the box.”
“Disseminated internees must be hobbled at all times except when actually racing. Eight inches when walking, ankles locked together when stationary. We don’t want any accidents…”
“I'm sorry. I didn’t know that.”
“It’s in the Conditions of Entry.” The steward handed back the entry form along with another slip of paper. “Scrutineering at one-forty-five and then you go straight to the arena.”
Chandler face registered consternation, but he hid it well. “Good entry for this race?” he asked casually.
“Fifteen,” said the steward and then he was gone.
“Christ, I’d forgotten about the parade. This is going to be tight,” and Chandler consulting his watch again. “I’ll leave your milking as long as I can, but now I’ll have to do it before scrutineering just after one, which means you’ll be running heavier than I wanted. Sorry about that and now I need to get you two harnessed up… Jessica, lock their ankles together,” he called as he hurried back into the trailer.
It was a rush, not helped by a steady stream of people wanting to talk about the girls and assess their chances of winning by selectively feeling them. Jackie was now with the girls while Jess got changed in the box, stripping off her jeans and t-shirt and donning a white blouse, short black flared skirt, and a matching waistcoat; her attempt to look the part of a ruling dominatrix was rather spoilt by the white bobby socks and canvas pumps.
Chandler finished the cart and then, rather than unlock Heather’s ankles for the move, just picked her up and plonked her down between the shafts. Kate got the same treatment and now the time was well past one o'clock.
He collected the milking pump to set it up in front of cart with long cables from the truck while Jackie had the job of preparing Heather for milking by wiping her with the sanitising lubricant and plugging on the teat cups. Chandler had already moved on to Kate and with the spectators crowding around in ever greater numbers, he busied himself removing his own temporary handicap weight from within her harness and refitting her tail. Ten minutes later, before Heather was completely drained, it was all change. Jackie unplugged Heather and plugged the teat cups onto Kate while Chandler removed Heather’s weight, fitted her tail, and then installed the nipple bells and reins.
It was precisely one forty-five when he led his team into the scrutineering tent and handed his forms to a man in a white coat. They were directed straight onto a weighing platform with Jessica standing on the back of the cart.
“Has anything changed since you completed the entry forms?” asked one of the scrutineers and Chandler said he’d got a substitute driver. The man nodded, read the scales, and typed the result into a tablet before turning to a colleague and calling out: “C28 with a two pound preload.”
Chandler led them from the scales to a designated scrutineering station and asked the scrutineer if he wanted their ankles clipped together.
“No, don’t do that. Use these instead,” and he handed him two thirty-inch spreader bars.
Chandler laughed. “These aren’t necessary. They don’t kick.”
“You’d be surprised how many people say that. I even have to lock open the legs of the voluntary ones; they seem to have some sort of reflex response when I push the weights up ‘em.”
Kate and Heather both complied without dissent by spreading their ankles apart so Chandler could fit the bars and then he unlocked the front of their harness crotch straps so they hung down between their legs. Another man appeared carrying their two handicap weights.
“Are you sure they're the right ones? They look fatter than I expected.”
“Oh yes. These are the ones. Your cart’s very light-weight and your driver’s small too.”
The man knelt in front of Heather, lubricated the metal canister he was holding and worked it into her, wiggling it to ensure it seated itself correctly. Chandler looked at her face and she was staring straight back at him, eyes wide open with a look of astonishment. The scrutineer pulled up her crotch strap with a sharp yank, reapplied the lock, and then covered the keyhole with an adhesive seal.
Kate got exactly the same treatment and then the man inspected the rest of the rig, paying particular attention to the girls’ harnesses and bridles, tugging at the reins to ensure they ran freely through the bridles and applying seals to all the locks he could find. Then he moved to the driver’s platform and smiled at Jessica.
“You're the driver today?” he asked and Jess grinned back nodding. “Open your mouth, then,” and he held up a simple head harness with a short, fat oral plug.
“No… What’s that for?”
“It’s to stop you giving verbal commands to your team; that would amount to cheating.”
“But…” spluttered Jess and then looked to Chandler for support, but the scrutineer was adamant.
“It’s a last-minute rule change and if you want to run, you have to wear it,” and he held it up again. Chandler made a gesture with his hands as if to ask ‘What can I do?’, and Jess leaned forward with her mouth open. The harness fitted across her face and over the top of her head to hold the plug secure and he locked it behind her head.
“Good,” he said. “You're good to go. You're number twelve,” and he handed Chandler two self-adhesive roundels for the sides of the cart and two smaller ones to stick on the outside of the girls’ thighs. “Refit their hobbles and proceed to the arena. You’ll be called to the starting gate in about thirty minutes.”




Chapter 25
Their first Race
They joined a small train of ponycarts already circling inside the arena with a solid ring of spectators leaning on the fencing to watch. There were about eight of them besides themselves, but because they couldn’t turn their heads and their vision was limited by the blinkers, the girls could only see three of the carts.
Of those three, one running pair were also internees and, like Heather and Kate, struggled round taking short steps with their ankles hobbled. The girls looked solidly built and strong and pulled a cart on pneumatic tyres with a small, male driver. They were running as number three.
One of the other pairs, the cart immediately in front of them, had just one internee, a tall Black girl with a striking figure who was finding the hobble chain a curse beside her unshackled partner, an equally tall White girl with long, fair hair. Their driver was another Black girl wearing a bikini top and a short, denim skirt; she kept tapping the end of her carriage whip against the bare thighs of the White girl. They were running as number eight and Heather judged them to be strong competition.
The third cart was difficult to see, but she caught the occasional glimpse. It was painted black with a number two on its side and was drawn by two very large girls. It was driven by a third girl not much smaller than her compatriots and she was wearing a man’s shirt and trousers.
They slowly circled the enclosure with Chandler leading the team with a hand on the front shaft extension and Jackie watching from outside the barrier and, as the minutes passed, so more teams joined the train causing the carts to bunch so more of them became visible to the ponygirls: a sky-blue cart, number five, pulled by a matched pair of unshackled Latino girls; a dark blue cart, number thirteen, pulled by two buxom women in their late twenties, both wearing hobbles; and number fourteen, a white cart pulled by a young girl and a more mature woman who could easily have been mother and daughter. Heather strained to see who was driving them, wondering if it would be the husband, but it was revealed to be a much younger male; could have been her son, though…
A race marshal began directing the carts into the centre of the arena to line-up side by side, and Heather saw Jackie standing directly in front of her against the rail. Jackie gave a small wave. Chandler knelt in front of them and removed their hobbles and both girls celebrated by stretching and bouncing up and down to warm up bunched muscles.
“They're going to send you up to the start now in grid-pattern order, so I’ll leave you here. Good luck,” and he kissed them both on the forehead and pulled the corks out of the centre of their oral plugs. Both girls immediately started drooling, but could now breathe much easier. Jess was there as well, but unable to speak or kiss, she just reached up and squeezed their shoulders. They both knew she was muzzled, as were all the drivers, but this was the first time they'd actually seen her wearing the muzzle and it came as a shock to Heather, as if her conviction had now been broadened to involve Jessica too. They felt her climb back onto the footplate as a marshal called out a number and, a few seconds later, a cart they hadn’t seen before with the number seven roundel crossed in front of them.
“Good luck,” Chandler called out again and then ran over to Jackie and hopped over the rail. The last Heather saw of them was when they filtered into the crowd and began to move up towards the start.
When it was their turn, Jess flicked the reins and tugged at their right teats to move them forward and turn them to follow the others. The starting grid was two-hundred feet away and a marshal directed them into position. They’d been given the inside slot on row three with two rows of four carts each lined up in front of them, the black cart with the three heavy women being directly in front. Heather thought for a moment and decided if there were another three carts beside them, that would leave three more carts behind them on row four. It wouldn’t be easy jostling for position from the start; four carts evenly spaced didn’t leave a lot of space for overtaking, but it was a three-mile race, twelve laps of the circuit; that should leave plenty of time and space to change position as the field spreads out.
The starting lane wasn’t on the running circuit at all, but rather on a filter lane much like a motor-racing circuit. They'd be running anti-clockwise over ground as hard and dusty as Chandler’s ranch, and, much like the ranch, the circuit was flat. It was also hot… The Texan sun was blazing above and Heather could feel the sweat trickling down her back and between her breasts. From the timed laps they were doing at the ranch, she knew it was going to take about seventeen and a half minutes to run the three miles if they didn’t get held up and if the new handicap weights didn’t take a toll.
Just walking with the weight felt different. It was fatter, of course, so the pressures on her vaginal walls were higher as her muscles squeezed past the obstruction, but she knew there was more: its weight was heavier and the spring loading holding the weight in place was higher to compensate. She knew it was heavier, but she’d not felt it yet; walking didn’t disturb it enough to knock.
A gunshot came without warning and the carts in front of them began to move, the black cart slower than its neighbours. Jess twitched the reins and adjusted their lean forward so they could push, but beyond rolling up behind the black cart, there was nowhere to go. Nevertheless, their speed built until they were running at an easy loping pace behind black, their handicap weights now knocking inside them with an intensity that was quite new.
The girls could see another cart beside black that was keeping pace with it, and, because Jess was making no move to the side, they presumed they were boxed in by more carts.
They entered the circuit proper and two carts slipped past on the outside before the first curve. Now the carts began to form up into a line with two or three choosing to run wide around the outside. Heather calculated that there were probably ten or eleven carts in front of them and she watched another slide past as they entered the back straight. She caught a glimpse of the leading cart already turning into the second curve some hundred and fifty feet ahead when all of a sudden, Jess pulled hard on their right teats. They reacted instantly, diving blindly to the outside in the hope that Jess had ensured the space was clear and then they felt their bodies tipped forward and the crack of the carriage whip on their flanks.
In seconds, they were beside black and moving up behind a red cart, one of the ones that had just overtaken them. Jess tugged at their right teats again and they moved further to the outside and kicked hard to take red before the bend and the red cart slowly slipped from sight on the inside. Jess pulled them to the left, but now they didn’t know how far. They turned with the circuit, leaning far over to keep the cart balanced, but fearful of crashing into red. The metal mesh tyres skipped over the dry ground, but Jess kept them leaning forward and even added a flick of the whip.
Unknown to them, they were now clear of red; Jess wanted them to turn tighter and she had an answer for that: she twisted the steering tiller as far as it would go and then shook it. The signal was clear if a little painful and they tightened the turn.
Down the finishing straight, they took another cart and then moved to the rail for the start of lap two. And there they stayed for the next four laps.
Heather counted the carts in front as they negotiated the bend after lap five; there were six, but none seemed to be pulling clear. Time to expend more energy. As they exited the curve, Jess pulled them to the right for the back straight and twitched their reins. The girls accelerated, easily passing one cart and pulling level with a second, but now the circuit swept left again and they began to turn, only for Jessie to snatch at their right teats.
They careered across the track heading straight for the outside rail when suddenly their arms were yanked back to realign their whole bodies, their heads were tipped up and all four nipples were pulled painfully skywards. Their feet skittered on the stony ground, looking for purchase as the rail loomed before them and then all became clear: a cart that had been driving Jess into the outside rail suddenly appeared in front of them, but they’d been unprepared for Jess’s rapid deceleration and now they were the ones too near the rail. Their outside wheel touched and lifted just enough to convince their driver that he’d be better off on foot and he jumped clear, rolling under the rail to safety. His team were not so fortunate; they were strapped to the cart and without the driver’s balancing weight at such a critical time, the outcome was entirely predictable. The two ponygirls veered away from the rail so fast, the cart flipped over, somersaulting the girls and sliding them sideways to entangle both feet and wheels in the wooden side rail.
Meanwhile, Jess, Heather and Kate had all but stopped. Jess snatched at the steering tiller again, twisting it left and pushing it forward to drive around the crashed cart and re-join the race, but they were now running tenth behind Black.
They overhauled Black for the second time down the finishing straight and moved close to the rail for the bend, but when it came to sliding out to overtake a yellow and green patterned cart on the back straight, Jess found their path blocked by black. They were making no effort to overtake, just keeping pace alongside and blocking her in. She eased the speed back and yellow began pulling away, but black slowed too. A little slower still, and black kept pace. There was only one thing to do: she pushed the tiller as far as it would go and slashed the carriage whip across both pairs of cheeks. The response from Heather and Kate was immediate and this time black couldn’t keep up. They came up fast behind yellow and at the last moment, dived to the outside to slip just in front of black and, around the next bend, take the longer path to overhaul yellow and gain eighth place.
In front of them was a train of five carts with little space between them and, as they were already on the outside line, there Jess stayed; with five laps to go, she wasn’t going to get blocked again… It took three more laps to win third place, but now there was a ninety foot gap to the first two carts and they were both running strongly. Jess cracked the whip again; it was time for her ponygirls to show what they were really capable of.
Three miles… They'd done it before many times in training, but now it seemed different. Heather couldn’t say whether it was the stress of the race, the distraction of the spectators wildly cheering, or the heavier handicap weights that had sapped their strength, but she felt like her legs were leaden and running was a real effort. The weight inside her was taking its toll on her concentration and, by association, on her physical performance, and she imagined the same thing was happening with Kate. They were still running in step; their knees were lifting high together to raise their inconvenient heels clear and pound their metal-shod toes hard against the stony ground. She could tell that much not only from the way the cart riding smoothly behind them, but the bells hanging from their bouncing teats had a steady rhythm, although they too came with their own toll and her breasts were beginning to ache. It had been a messy race that seemed particularly light on sportsmanship, but now their goal was plain to see and there would be no more complications. Jess crack the whip again and both girls reacted, settling into a new, stronger pace that saw the gap begin to close.
They entered the last lap a mere twenty feet behind the second placed cart and took the curve on the outside, all three drivers leaning hard to the left to stabilize their machines and all six runners twisting in their shafts to kick up dust and stones as they fought with inertia to keep the racing line. The second placed cart was the sky blue number eight and its two runners, one blonde and the other a Black girl, were both looking strong. In front of them was a plum coloured cart pulled by two dark-haired girls who looked like they could be twins and neither of them had ID tattoos on their shoulders. Their driver was a boy, late teens or early twenties, who seemed intent on driving them as hard as he could by slashing his carriage whip mercilessly. It was a cart Heather hadn’t seen before the race started and it was running as number nine.
Along the back straight, Jess coaxed the girls alongside the blue number eight and they entered the last bend with the two carts neck and neck, with number nine just in front. They were obliged to take the longer line, but even so, she thought they exited the bend slightly ahead of blue and gaining fast on nine.
To Heather it all felt unreal, like she was running in a dream world with her bouncing musical tits playing the melody whilst the heavy bass weight in her sex punctuated the rhythm. Jess was sweeping her carriage whip back and forth across both pairs of cheeks and jiggling the reins for good measure, easing the cart towards the outside rail to stay well clear of the others. A last final push, heads down, tails and plumes streaming amid the dust kicked up from their boots as they eyed the finish and pushed their way through the deafening noise from the crowds as if it was a solid barrier.
In those last few moments, Heather imagined she was floating disembodied above the scene, looking down on the three carts strung out across the width of the course, and there, almost against the outside rail, was their red cart, two naked girls weathering a multitude of stimuli as they struggled between their shafts. A third girl, one only inhibited by a head harness and oral plug and dressed in a dusty white blouse, stood on the cart’s rear platform waving her whip over her head with her dark skirt flaring out in her wake to mark their progress.
And then they were over the line.
Reality slowly seeped back into Heather’s consciousness and she struggled to make sense of her surroundings as their speed ebbed away. She’d lost sight of both competitors in the final moments and didn’t know what position they were in as they crossed the line, but from the way the spectators were screaming, it must been a near photo-finish.
Whatever the final result, she felt elated with the adrenaline streaming through her veins and stimulating the release of dopamine into her nervous system. She felt like a superhero and her muscles were actually shaking.
Jess slowed them and they turned into the starting lane from the arena at a walk. A marshal directed Jess to align the cart facing the densest part of the crowd and the girls felt her jump from the footplate when they stopped. She appeared in front of them in high spirits, jumping up and down and hugged each of them multiple times, but because she was still wearing the scrutineer’s head harness and muzzle, they still didn’t know their finishing position.
Then Chandler was there with Jackie and Jess jumped at him wrapping her arms around his neck and her legs around his waist.
“Second,” said Chandler over Jess’s shoulder. “You were second behind number nine. Well done, ladies… Very well done,” and he pushed the corks back into their oral plugs to stem the drool.




Chapter 26
The Aftermath
Jessica didn’t have long to wait before a marshal with a key removed her muzzle and then no-one could stop her talking. The same marshal pointed to Heather and Kate’s feet and Jackie clipped their ankles together with snap links.
“You were both fantastic. I was afraid we’d blown it when we nearly got driven into the fence, but you were so strong. If it hadn’t have been for that incident, we’ve have won easily. Did you see how fast we overhauled the yellow cart? No, of course you didn’t, but we did; we zoomed past. They didn’t stand a chance and then the grey and blue cart tried to make a race of it, but they soon gave up too. God, that was fun. It’s so cool watching you two running; it’s a bit like playing a video game but with real people. D’you know, we were three abreast at the finish line, there was hardly anything in it. I only had to make you run just a little bit faster and we’d have won. Oh my, will you look at him… Oh, sorry; you can’t. Got to go; have to congratulate that purply team on their win,” and she was gone…
They could hear her talking to the team next door, the boy’s voice answering her, and then he was standing in front of Heather and Kate, his blue eyes smiling as he gazed admiringly at them.
“This is Kieron,” said Jess holding his arm.
“You did well,” he said. “I thought you might have got us at the end, but my Ellis twins just managed to hang on.” He was staring at Heather’s tits all the time he was talking which was making her blush and eventually said, “I like the bells. Mine have just got little weights to make the reins more responsive, but bells are good; you’ll be able to hear each other move so it must help you stay in step.”
Kate was nodding at this observation and that caused her bells to ring, which momentarily distracted him, but he soon returned his gaze to Heather’s breasts.
“I've been milking her today,” Jess volunteered and demonstrated by reaching out and squeezing a nipple to produce a thin stray of milk.
“Oh, wow… She’s really is lactating. Can I try?”
“Of course. Heather won’t mind.”
Only being able to nod didn’t leave Heather with much of a choice; she couldn’t even stamp her foot because her ankles were clipped together and could only watch as the beautiful boy reached out to gently cup her left breast and then close his hand to force milk from her nipple. Heather’s blushes became more acute and she closed her eyes.
“We use a new sort of milking pump that sucks and squeezes; it’s why her nipples are so big. I milked her before the race, but I didn’t have time to do her properly, so she was bouncing about a lot.”
Heather felt her breast being bounced and when she opened her eyes, Kieron was still holding her but looking at Jess who was continuing to hang onto his arm.
“A girl of many talents,” and now Jess started to blush.
“Come on; let’s go and congratulate blue for coming third,” and she pulled Kieron to the side.
“Perhaps we might see more of you in future…” he managed to say to Heather and Kate before he disappeared from sight.
And there, behind where Kieron and Jess were standing and gazing directly at Heather with an amused smile, was Chandler. She smiled back with her eyes.
✽✽✽
 
“And now, in second place with team number twelve is driver Miss Jessica Miller and their owner, Mr Ethan Chandler…”
Heather watched as an important looking man presented Jess and Chandler with small silver cups and then approached the cart to attach blue rosettes to her and Kate, clipping them to their left nipples behind the bells. She nodded and made a muffled grunting noise.
The man moved on to the blue team in third place and Chandler moved close to the cart to show the girls his new cup.
“Can I take their bridles off now?” he asked a nearby marshal.
“Oh no, not yet. Not until you’ve been through scrutineering again. Take them along there as soon as the presentations are over and then the placings can be confirmed."
A band struck up a tune and the marshal nodded to let Chandler know it was time to go and he knelt to replace their ankle links with the short chains. With Jackie holding Heather’s bridle and walking next to Chandler and Jess walking a little way ahead next to Kieron, the teams wound their way through the crowds back to the scrutineering tent. The three placed carts were lined up side by side, their six ponygirls still harnessed and bridled, and all obliged to stare straight ahead as the scrutineers checked the seals on their locks.
Owners and drivers lounged against tables in front of the girls drinking from cans of cola as stewards fitted the spreader bars between tall running boots, internees and voluntary participants alike, prior to removing the handicap weights. It was the job of the Chief Scrutineer to confirm the weights were correct and in working order once all the harness crotch straps had been unlocked and he started with the winning purple team and the Ellis twins. Chandler waited patiently in front of Heather and Kate with Jess and Jackie sitting either side of him on a table top. He nodded to Kieron a few feet away and then turned his attention to the scrutineer kneeling before the Ellis girls. They were identical in every way: long dark hair trapped by their bridles but flowing over their shoulders; shapely bodies with pretty breasts and tiny waists; and long legs now stretched wide by the spreader bars to reveal pink labial lips below neatly trimmed pubic hair. Their reins were still clipped to their nipples which were tugged down by the small weights.
The man was feeling up inside the first of these twins searching for the withdrawal ring on the end of the handicap weight and then, with a sigh from the searcher and a muffled yelp from the ponygirl, he pulled the steel canister clear and inspected it.
“C23,” he called to his assistant who was holding a clipboard. He shook the canister and Chandler could clearly hear the tapping of the sprung weight within. “Fully functional…” His assistant recorded both facts and the man moved on to check the girl’s sister.
He worked his way along the line, pulling the weights from Heather and Kate, and then moving on to the last blue cart to relieve first the white-skinned blonde and then the Black internee of their burdens. Finally, he stood back to survey the line of spread legs and semi-naked bodies above them before clearing his throat and announcing: “I find all aspects of the post-race scrutineering satisfactory and I am, therefore, pleased to confirm the race placings. Drivers, you may now remove your teams.”
There was a general sigh of relief in the tent and, despite the fact that the chief scrutineer had only confirmed what everyone already knew, both drivers and owners joined with the scrutineers and race stewards inside the tent in a round of applause. Chandler knelt to reconnect the crotch straps and unclip the spreader bars from Heather and Kate before replacing their hobble chains. Others were doing the same with the other teams, although only the Black girl from the blue team was obliged to wear a hobble chain. Then, before the teams dispersed, all the girls had their bridles and rigid collars removed.
Once free to talk and see what’s around them, the tent was suddenly filled with girlish chatter, not least from Heather and Kate.
“We almost did it; we almost won.”
“You should have done. It was unfortunate that you were just in the wrong place,” said Chandler.
“You mean when that kart tried to drive us into the rails?” asked Heather.
“They weren’t; it was an accident. There was a problem with the left servo motors and the driver suddenly found not only couldn’t he turn, but when he pulled back to slow them, the signal was to just turn hard right, which was worse.”
“Oh… I thought… Are they alright?”
“Minor cuts and bruises. They’ll be fine. The incident put you back three places and a good ten seconds, but next time you can be first. Two weeks-time near Lawton. Eva may be able to race then.”
“How is she?”
“Well, upset that she missed the race, obviously. I rung her to give her the news and she says she’s feeling fine and should be home next week.”
“Oh, that is good news,” said Kate and Heather nodded in agreement.
“Not so good for me,” said Jess, but her smile showed she wasn’t being too serious. “Well, if this is my only race, I shall remember it for a long time.”
“You did well,” said Chandler, “As I'm sure the girls will confirm.”
“Perhaps a little too enthusiastic with the whip,” said Kate, “But I have to agree it was effective.”
Jackie was actually glowering at Jess, but she just grinned back.
“Bye,” shouted Kieron as he escorted the Ellis twins from the tent still attached to their cart. “Perhaps I’ll see you all again.”
“I hope so,” said Jess. “Next month in Lawton.”
Kieron waved and with a hand on the front of his cart’s frame, steered it through the tent’s exit.
Chandler returned the wave and said, “If everyone’s ready, we ought to be going too.”
Back at the horsebox, preparations for departure were the reverse of arrival, except of course, that although the girls were still harnessed, they were not now bridled as they waited for the cart to be disassembled and stowed; now that the race was over, there was no requirement to prevent them conversing with each other. They waited patiently in their working  chains locked to the side of the box with their ankles clipped as a succession of well-wishers congratulated them on the race and asked a series of searching and sometimes intimate questions about their training and future plans. One or two of the more perceptive ones even asked if a day out racing was better than being locked in a prison cell and both girls had to admit that it was.
The trip back was almost as testing as the outward journey, the only difference as far as the girls were concerned being that they weren’t burdened with the handicap weights. Their travelling arrangements were, however, identical and Chandler had to remind them that the straddle beams were a condition of them being allowed to participate in the races at all. “I don’t make the rules; you have the Penal Observance Office to thank for your travel conditions. Someone there has a twisted sense of humour…”
They stopped on the way back for the five o'clock milking sessions and refreshments, and by the time they returned to the ranch, they’d been harnessed for over twelve hours. Now an old issue resurfaced and Chandler apologised to all present: once within the building, he was obliged to fit Heather with the oral plug if Jackie and Jessica also entered the house, which rather threatened their celebratory dinner.
“We have two options, ladies. Either we all eat in the cage room with Heather locked inside her cage, or we have a picnic in the yard or the stables.”
The unanimous decision was for another picnic under the oaks beside the barn with Jackie and Jessica setting up the table outside and Heather and Kate preparing the food inside. All in all, it wasn’t a bad night for convicted internees.




Chapter 27
More unexpected Visitors
Eva came home five days later and, although still weak, was in high spirits. Chandler had a video he’d recorded at the race that captured the mood of the occasion and much of the detail admirably. It even showed the incident of the crash, but it happened on the far side of the circuit and was not clear. Heather and Kate, the main protagonists, were surprised by the finishing moments and how close they'd come to winning. They were surprised too by how erotic they looked running all but naked and harnessed between the shafts of the cart, although neither was about to comment as much.
A week after that and Eva drove the girls around the perimeter track for the first time in almost two months and hadn’t lost any of her impetuosity or fervour. They returned lap times almost identical to Jess and, when allowed out on the hills, proved to be just as adept. Chandler watched Jessica closely, as closely as Jess was watching Eva, but was surprised to detect no animosity; there was barely a hint of envy, and he mentioned it to Jackie.
“She has other things on her mind,” was all Jackie would say.
Eva’s operation seemed to be a success. She tentatively tried eating other things: a nibble of biscuit, a spoonful of cottage cheese, some pureed apple. None caused any adverse effect, but she wasn’t going to rush things; human breast milk was still her staple diet, and Heather and Kate the source. The milking process had now become so familiar that neither girl barely thought about it anymore; it was just something they did and Heather for one enjoyed the experience if not for the altruistic feelings it brought, then for the oxytocin hit and the dopamine it released into her nervous system.
By this time, Chandler was sharing his nights more or less equally between Heather and Kate with the occasional evening off. That’s what he’d tell them; that every few days he needed time by himself to rest. They didn’t really believe him mainly because if he needed to rest, all he had to do was to move out of reach. With each girl strapped to the bed for the night, it wasn’t as if they could chase him around the room.
✽✽✽
 
It was midday, Saturday, July 3rd and the weather was warm and sunny, but not oppressively hot. Eva was sitting in the shade of the veranda reading, Chandler was in his study, and the girls were working in the bedrooms, changing the bedclothes and cleaning the en-suites. Chandler could hear their chatter and the clicking of their hobbles on the ceramic floor tiles. It was Eva who sought them out carrying Heather’s auxiliary restraints with the news that they had visitors just arriving and Heather needed to prepare.
“I expect it'll only be for a short while, but we can't afford to take chances; it may be POO people.”
Heather sighed and held up her arms while Eva locked the band about her waist and then her wrists to the band at her hips. Finally, there was the hated head cage and oral plug. Not only did it effectively mute her, making any utterance she made unintelligible, but it was so humiliating to have a metal cage locked across her face. She had to remind herself that being kept naked with her hands locked by chains to a metal collar she could never take off and her ankles hobbled together meant that nowadays her whole life was a humiliation; the extra restraints that the Penal Observance Office insisted on were just more of the same; a minor irritant.
Eva had just finished attaching the extra restraints when they heard voices at the main entrance door, both male and female, and listened as they moved into the sitting room. One of the visitors was familiar; it was Jessica.
Chandler opened the bedroom door and, just for an instant, was taken back that Heather now wore her full restraints, but then he said, “Jess has brought some friends over to see you two…”
From experience, Heather knew that that was seldom welcome news, but now she couldn’t speak, there was little she could do when Eva picked up her leash and led her from the room following Chandler and Kate. In the sitting room, Jess jumped to her feet and then hesitated when she saw Heather. Jackie was there too and three visitors, all of whom Heather recognised: they were Kieron and the two Ellis girls. Only Kieron pretended not to be phased with the sight of Heather looking like some erotic pet, leashed, muzzled, and chained in such a manner she couldn’t cover herself even if she wanted to. Kate stood naked beside her, but she seemed relatively free by comparison.
“It’s nice to see you again,” said Kieron, “Although it’s a pity Heather can't speak.”
“Perhaps we should all go outside; I'm sure we’ll all be much more comfortable. Eva and Kate can bring out some drinks.”
Chandler took Heather’s leash from Eva and led the way through the side door to the shade of the oaks and then removed Heather’s head cage.
“I'm sorry about that. It’s a requirement that Heather is restrained like that whenever we have visitors in the house. Fortunately, an administrative oversight means the same rules don’t apply outside.”
“But why?” asked one of the twins.
“It’s a long story, but boils down to the Penal Observance Office taking exception to Heather’s behaviour and imposing unnecessary restrictions on her.”
“They think I go around biting visitors,” said Heather now able to speak. The Ellis girls looked at each other and Heather hastily added: “I don’t, of course… I don’t attack people either,” and she rattled the metal links at her hips.
“Oh, yes. I’m allowed to free her hands if you all sign a disclaimer to say you accept the risk. I’ll get the book,” and he returned to the house.
Kieron grinned. “Do I have to sign? I'm rather enjoying looking at you like that.”
“It’s the milking,” said Jess. “It makes their nipples much bigger.”
“You look like you want to squeeze me again like you did at the races.”
“I'm sorry. Was that a liberty too far?”
“It was”
“You have got beautiful, umm, tits. My girls are nice too, but I’m sure they'd agree that yours are spectacular.”
The Ellis girls giggled and Heather frowned. Until her hands were free, she had little choice but to show everyone how spectacular they were.
Chandler returned with the waiver book and, despite Kieron’s earlier comment, both he and the girls all signed without dissent.
“Let me introduce you properly,” said Kieron when Chandler had released Heather’s hands so that they now just hung from the chains locked to her collar. “The blue and green one is Iris and the blue and yellow one is Rose. I think… They sometimes swop clothes to confuse me.”
The girls smiled. Both were wearing similar summer skirts that floated about their knees and plain coloured, sleeveless t-shirts, Iris's a dusty blue and Rose’s a creamy yellow colour. The simplicity of their dress seemed to exaggerate the slender contours of their bodies, their long, dark locks, and their classically beautiful faces, both with the same wry grins. Neither were wearing any make-up; they didn’t need to…
“Well, this is Heather, as I'm sure you already know, and now just arriving with the refreshments is Kate and my daughter Eva.”
“Hi,” said Eva. “Kate tells me that you're the winning team from the race. I was so upset I missed it, but I hope I’ll be driving in the next race.”
“We did win,” said Rose, “But your team should have won easily. We saw some videos of the crash and that held you up for ages.”
“About ten seconds,” said Jess.
“Wasn’t it exciting? You must have been really scared.”
“Jess pulled us up pretty sharp,” said Kate and covered her breasts with her hands with the memory.
“And those poor girls in the crashed cart. They did a complete somersault when it rolled over.”
“They were lucky to come away with just bruises,” said Chandler.
✽✽✽
 
It was a pleasant afternoon. Heather, Kate, and Eva conjured up lunch and they all ate outside under the oaks with never-ending jugs of lemonade. At two thirty, Heather excused herself because it was her milking time and Rose rather sheepishly asked if she could watch. Chandler shrugged and handed Rose Heather’s head cage and oral plug.
“You shouldn’t really be in the house with her without that, so if you hear any vehicles or unfamiliar voices, lock that on her quick.”
She followed Heather into the house and along the back corridor to the cage room and stopped at the door.
“This is where you're locked up every night?”
“Kate and I are convicted internees. If we weren’t here, we’d be in prison. This is much better.”
“Mr Chandler does seem nice. Is he good to you?”
Heather didn’t answer directly, but her blushes told Rose everything she needed to know.
“Do you mind being milked? It seems such an odd thing to make you do.”
“It’s the main reason he leased us in the first place. Eva has a digestive condition and human milk is one of the few things she can tolerate.” She walked over to the metal table and picked up a teat cup attached to the pump by long plastic tubes. “This is the clever bit of the pump. Mr Chandler designed it himself. It sort of sucks you in and then squeezes the milk out just like the cups they use for cattle and goats, although it’s much smaller of course.”
Heather leant forward with her elbows on the table top so that her breasts hung down below her chest. “It takes about ten minutes to pump all the milk out, but sometimes I give it fifteen. I shouldn’t really because it just encourages my breasts to produce more milk and grow bigger and I don’t really want that, but sometimes it’s hard to stop.”
She squeezed the base of each cup to attach it to her nipple bar and then, with the cups and tubes swinging freely beneath her chest, flicked on the pump. Immediately, the cups grabbed onto her nipples to suck her deep inside and, three seconds later, she gave her usual involuntary gasp when they started to pulse.
“Oh my; don’t they work well,” said Rose as she watched the thin jets of milk cloud the inside of the collecting tubes. “Don’t they hurt?”
“Well, yes and no… Yes, they pull and squeeze something rotten, but then the reward I get in terms of a hormone burst more than outweighs the discomfort. It was best when Mr Chandler used to milk me himself. He’d put me… Well, let’s just say he’d arrange it so I couldn’t actually touch in case I messed it up and then he’d attach the teat cups and, well, I felt so needy… It was like he was using me as a man should use a woman, but different; like I was his pet or something. It was so erotic… He doesn’t do that now, of course, because he knows I can do it myself, but I don’t think he knows what it used to mean to me and I do miss his involvement.”
Rose watched until the flow of milk diminished to almost nothing and then Heather flicked off the pump.
“That’s not bad; almost half of a pint.”
“Umm… Would it be alright if I had a go, just to see what it feels like?”
“I don’t see why not, but be warned: it’s not for the faint hearted.”
Rose grinned and in one quick movement, pulled her t-shirt off over her head and leant on the table like Heather had done so that her modest breasts hung down as twin small, pointed cones with little pink nipples. Heather pulled a wipe from the packet.
“You have to be cleaned first with this… It’s anti-bacterial and also a lubricant so your nipples slide inside the teat cups. Are you sure you want to do this? It pulls quite hard.”
Rose nodded and Heather swept the moistened tissue under her. “I’m not sure you’ve got the right nipple piercings for these cups, so I’ll connect you with a live pump.” She switched the pump on again and touched a teat cup to a nipple and immediately the suction dragged the slippery tip of Rose’s breast within its void: nipple, areola, and a bite’s worth of breast tissue.
“Christ… It’s eating me.”
Heather just grinned and attached the second cup.
“Big breath now…” and she flicked on the pulsator.
Without relaxing the suction, the inner walls of the teat cup closed around Rose’s right nipple to squeeze it… hard. Half a second passed, and then the constricting pressure relaxed to leave only the powerful suction trying to draw even more flesh within its grasp. This was the moment that the left cup gripped…
“Oh my God. Stop it, please… It’s too much,” and she grabbed one of the teat cups to pull it free.
Heather grinned and switched off the pump. “I warned you it takes some getting used to, but because I'm actually lactating, I get to experience a whole lot more: I can feel the milk flowing inside me and jetting from my ducts, and I get the hormone rush that you're not feeling. But most of all, I know I’m being milked by a machine and I find that terribly erotic. I suppose it just brings out my submissive side and I imagine I’m reduced to the status of a domestic animal. Not such a big leap really when you consider my present living conditions.”
“It did feel very sensual, as if I could climax with that alone.”
Heather laughed. “And when he’s got you bent over a rail with your head and wrists trapped in a medieval pillory so you can't do anything but feel the teat cups hanging from your tits and pumping you, it does arouse a certain yearning inside.”
“Oh my God. Bent over a rail… You do realise you're talking to a ponygirl here. The imagery is, er, invigorating. Did he ever, um, you know…”
“Never. Well, he did touch me once, but no, he didn’t take advantage of me like that, although the law does grant him that privilege.”
“He can do that without your consent?”
“I’m a convicted internee. I’m serving a sentence imposed by the courts and if I want to be here instead of in a prison cell, then I had to relinquish all rights in that respect.”
“How long is your sentence?”
“Twenty years without parole.”
“Twenty. My God. Twenty years wearing those chains and never being allowed to do what you want or go where you please. You’ll be an old woman before they release you.” She’d spoken without thinking and the shadow that crossed Heather’s face brought her up sharp. “Oh no… I’m so sorry. I didn’t mean it. It was just the shock that made me say it. Twenty years… I can’t believe it. You're such a nice person and to receive that sentence… What did you get convicted of?”
“Drug smuggling. I was caught returning from South America with four pounds of crystal meths in my rucksack.”
“Oh, that’s not good, but you’re obviously not your average drug smuggler. Whatever made you do it? Why risk freedom for a few dollars?”
“I didn’t. I was set-up by a couple of loathsome low-lifes who dropped it in my luggage without me knowing. They were getting me to take all the risk and intending to steal it back once we were all through customs, but I never made it.”
“Oh, that’s awful. Can't you appeal?”
Heather gave her a wry grin and told her the rest of the story.




Chapter 28
Truth Revealed
Chandler was looking at Eva with a face as black as night. “I really thought we were getting somewhere with her and then she goes and does this… It’s like she’s just slapped me in the face. I've done everything I could for the girl, but I can't abide a liar. And to lie so blatantly to a stranger just to elicit an ounce of sympathy. I suppose she didn’t like the thought that Rose was standing beside her a free girl and she was chained; wanted to show her they were really the same. And I thought I could trust her. If I can't rely on her telling the truth, I feel can't trust her with anything.”
“Rose was talking about it before they left yesterday evening. She assumed we all knew.”
“Rose assumed we all thought Heather was innocent? She’s a lying bitch, that’s what she is. She even admitted to the crime in court and now she’s trying to make out that we all know she’s innocent and that’s she’s the victim in all this.”
“I wasn’t sure whether to tell you or not.”
“No, you did the right thing.”
“What are you going to do? You're not going to send her back, are you?”
“I’m tempted. I just can't imagine why she would do such a thing. A lying drug smuggler… The fact that she readily admitted her crime at her trial was one of her redeeming features. I thought at least she’s honest in that respect and I wouldn’t be bothered with all this nonsense. Keep her locked in her cell until I can decide what to do with her. In fact, fit her transportation chains and seal ‘er up. It won’t do any harm to make her realise how close to the edge she’s come to being returned and we may as well start her punishment straight away. No, I won’t be sending her back, but she’s forfeited all my trust, not to mention much else besides.
✽✽✽
 
Kate knew nothing of Heather’s fall from grace. She was released from her cell that morning as usual and was assigned to work in the stables. The first she knew that something was amiss was when Chandler told her to go to the cage room to detach Heather from the milking pump shortly after eleven and she’d found Heather pressed up against the bars of her cage with her breasts forced between them, her hands cuffed behind her back. Chandler had wrapped a belt behind her back to hold her tight against the bars and she’d been crying, but because she couldn’t speak, Kate had to guess at the problem. She disconnected the pump and removed the belt so that Heather could slump back onto her bunk and she started crying again.
It was then that Kate noticed the twin plugs lodged between her legs and, together with the plug in her mouth, recognised straight away their origin; it was how she arrived all those months ago.
“Heather… My God, he’s not going to send you back, is he?” Heather just buried her face in the bedding and howled. “What on earth did you do?”
She could think of only one thing that would cause Chandler to get so mad at the girl: the thought that she was trying to deceive…
“Have you said something to Chandler? Did you try to tell him you were innocent?”
Heather hesitated, but then shook her head.
“To Eva?”
Another shake.
“To one of the Ellis twins then… Rose?”
This time she nodded.
“Oh Heather… I warned you not to do that. The case against you was water-tight. When your friends wouldn’t back-up your story, you even admitted the crime. It was really stupid to tell someone you're innocent after that and I’m not surprised he’s upset with you. You're a State prisoner, a convict, and Chandler accepted that, but despite that, he thought he could trust you. In fact, I think he was even beginning to feel a romantic attachment and then you go and tell lies to people, you try to deceive people... What’s he supposed to think now?”
Kate set the pump up on the table to relieve herself and then left Heather to her own thoughts without saying another word to her. Chandler, however, waylaid Kate in the passageway. “Did she ever say anything to you about being wrongly convicted?” he asked and Kate nodded.
“She did mention it once a long time ago.”
“And you didn’t think to mention it to me?”
“No sir. I warned her against saying anything more.”
Chandler stared at her; this was not what he wanted to hear. “Christ, I don’t know what to do with her. I don’t feel I can trust her now; we’ve gone right back to square one. What was she thinking? Even her best friends refused to support her in court.”
“May I make a suggestion, sir? Before you do anything else, why not talk to Jackie and Jessica to get their story. There may be a simple explanation that you’ve overlooked.”
His opportunity came later that afternoon when Jackie and Jess visited to watch the pony cart practice. Chandler took them into the sitting room and sat them down. This was serious.
“I want to know why Heather smuggled those drugs.”
“Why?” asked Jackie suspiciously. “Why are you bringing all this up now? Has something happened? Have the police been asking more questions about us?”
“No. Nothing like that. I just want to know why she did it and why she tried to get you two to support her story.”
“She didn’t,” said Jackie.
“She didn’t ask you to lie for her?”
“No, of course she didn’t, but that’s not what I meant. Heather didn’t smuggle any drugs; they were planted in her bag by those two boys.”
“If we tell you the truth, you won't make us repeat it in court, will you?” asked Jess. “The police officers told us both that they have proof that those boys didn’t exist, that we made it all up to try to create a defence for Heather and that we would be prosecuted as accessories if we tried to say differently.”
Jackie picked up the thread. “They told us that Heather had already admitted the offense and that we’d do nothing more than incriminate ourselves if we stuck to our original testimonies.”
“And you're quite sure about these boys.”
“Of course we are; we were speaking to them for nearly two hours. They seemed nice. They said they were just returning after taking Christmas presents to a mission in Southern Argentina.”
Chandler started coughing. “I’m sorry, did they really say that?”
“They said they go over there twice a year.”
“They had round badges from some church in Oklahoma City sewn onto their rucksacks and everything.”
“Now, I want you to think very carefully about this: did either of the boys have any opportunity to interfere with Heather’s rucksack?”
Jackie looked downhearted. “They couldn’t have because we were next to them all the time.”
“What, all three of you all the time?”
“Oh no. They’d given us so much free lemonade that we had to use the restrooms, but there was always at least one of us with the bags.”
“How many times did that happen?”
“Three times,” said Jackie.
“You seem very sure.”
“We’ve thought of little else since it all happened. They sentenced her to twenty years without parole.”
“Ok then, who went first?”
“Heather and I were the first to go,” said Jackie. “We went with Isaac and he showed us where the restrooms were.”
“Then I went by myself and finally Jackie went again just before we started to board.”
“So you were left with Dave while the other three were away?” Chandler asked Jess. She nodded. “And you didn’t see him touch the bags?”
“Only his bag. He took a book out of it to give to me.”
“But all the bags were together.”
“Yeah. They were all heaped up.”
“Could he have touched Heather’s rucksack then?”
“No… I was watching him.”
“You weren't distracted by anything?”
Jessica’s eyes suddenly went very wide as she remembered the incident. “Dave saw Heather and Jackie near a shop… I wanted them to buy chocolate, but I couldn’t see them at all…”
“You didn’t tell me this before. We didn’t go to any shops.”
“No, I know. It was only for a few seconds and then he said something like, ‘Oh no, it’s not them after all’.”
“Tell me all you can about these two boys: what they looked like; what they did; how they spoke; what they were carrying. Anything at all you can remember about them.”
Kate brought in some glasses of juice and sandwiches and they spoke for an hour with Chandler writing everything down. Finally, they asked if they could see Heather.
“Not just yet. I need to talk to her first.”
He left them talking to Kate. In her cage, Heather was curled up on her bunk. She looked up when Chandler entered with a face red from tears.
“Sit up…” He removed the plug from her mouth. “You know why this has happened?”
“Yes, sir. I told Rose I didn’t smuggle anything.”
“And do you still maintain that’s true?”
He’d never asked her anything like that before, never questioned the court’s judgement, and now she didn’t know what to say… If she said she told Rose a lie, things might go back to how they were, but if she said she told Rose the truth, there was no telling what Chandler would do. If he thought she was still lying, things could rapidly get very much worse. But then how could they get worse? She was already packaged up ready to be returned to jail and to say she was guilty after all would be another lie.
She took a deep breath: “I have never lied to the court nor to you. I didn’t commit that crime.”
She half expected Chandler to strike her and replace the gag or to attach her arms to the ceiling and beat her, but he did none of these things. Instead, he sat beside her on the bunk.
“Tell me everything.”
“I was tricked, first by Dave and Isaac, the two boys at the airport, and then by the police. I was naïve and this is the result: twenty years chained up naked as a plaything for you and a wet nurse for Eva. I’m sorry, sir, I mean no disrespect. Kate warned me about telling anyone I’m innocent; she told me you’d assume I was lying, but talking to Rose yesterday, I just couldn’t help myself. It all came rushing back to me and seemed so unfair.
“I know it’s unfair to plant the seeds of doubt in your mind when really it’s nothing to do with you. You’ve done everything properly and I'm grateful to you, really I am. I’ve thought about appealing the conviction, but I have no grounds, no new evidence, and my lawyer warned me about it. He said the judge is more likely to increase my sentence on appeal just for causing the courts more work.”
“He’s right… Without new evidence, there’s nothing you or I can do. Even if I believe you, I can't relax your security in any way; I’m bound by the State’s regulations just as much as you are.”
“Do you believe me?”
“What difference would it make?”
“I don’t expect it to make any difference, but it would mean a lot to me.”
“What you and your friends say describes a feasible scenario, possibly more feasible than the police version of events, and I'm inclined to give you the benefit of the doubt. The best advice I can give you is to try and accept the hand that fate has dealt. I’ll help you when I can, but my hands are tied too.” Chandler hesitated then, choosing his next words carefully. “In light of what you have just told me, I shan’t punish you anymore. In fact, I feel I have to ask you whether you want to continue with the racing…”
“Oh yes, very much so. It was so much better than just being restricted to the ranch. Please don’t change anything.”
“Stand up, then, and I’ll remove those plugs. They were only there to frighten you anyway… Jackie and Jessica are waiting for you in the sitting room.”
Tears once more began to gather in her eyes. “Thank you,” she said… “Sir.”




Chapter 29
Preparations for Lawton
Chandler took Heather to bed that night, but he still strapped her open to the bed, her sex wanton and yearning by the time he chose to touch her. He had little choice in the matter; her restraints were predefined by a document entitled ‘Security Arrangements for Disseminated Internees during Sexual Encounters’. There were alternative positions given, but none as comfortable for the girl nor suitable for an all-night session.
That evening marked a turning point for their relationship. Chandler was more attentive, more tender with his touch and kisses, and Heather responded with a hunger that threatened to snap the leather bonds that restrained her thighs.
In the days that followed, they often caught each other’s furtive glances and wry smiles as each went about their day-to-day business. Jess and Jackie were frequent visitors, often with Kieron and the Ellis girls, and their racing practices continued unabated with Eva now the lead driver. Heather was still naked and chained, of course, but the atmosphere seemed more relaxed and kinder now that all seemed to tacitly accept that Heather was, in fact, innocent even if they couldn’t admit as much.
The date of the next race at Lawton rushed towards them and soon Chandler had dusted off the horsebox for their next excursion, a much shorter journey but made under the same travelling conditions. Neither girl made any complaint when Chandler locked their hobbles to the floor of the box and they both tentatively settled their weight onto the straddle beams.
“Ninety minutes,” said Chandler and they nodded. “We should have more time to set up today and I’ll make sure your breasts are more comfortable this time.”
The morning progressed much smoother and before long, Eva was leading them into the scrutineering tent for their final checks and to have the official handicap weights installed. Eva was slightly heavier than Jess and the weights proved to be the same smaller C25 standard that they used for practice, so that boosted their confidence straight away.
Out in the arena, it was Eva who was the newbie and the girls who were the old hands, and they circled with a growing confidence, each noting details of their competitors as they moved in and out of their lines of sight. Kieron and the Ellis girls were racing too, but they didn’t see them in the parade.
They’d been allocated a starting position in the second row of the grid and, to their surprise, found themselves directly behind Kieron’s team. He turned around and grinned, giving them a discrete wave before turning back and concentrating on the starter as he raised his pistol.
With the gunshot, they were off, the Ellis twins pulling hard to take lead position from the start and Eva settling for sixth place in the run-up to the first corner. This time, it was a five-mile race of twenty laps and they had plenty of time to challenge later.
Instead of the hard stony earth of the Texan circuit, Lawton was blessed with lush grass which was softer under foot, but could prove slicker around the bends, but the metal mesh tyres seemed better suited to the conditions than the pneumatic rubber ones. Even so, Eva seemed conscious of the dangers of the unfamiliar surface and the race progressed at a smooth, well-judged pace. By the four-mile mark, they were running fourth with Kieron sixty feet in the lead. Eva had run a well-controlled and restrained race and the girls were still fresh, but now the pace picked up. They kept position for another two laps and then, coming out of the first bend on the eighteenth lap, Eva pulled them to the outside and snapped the carriage whip across their flanks. They surged ahead eager to finally be unleashed and took third place along the back straight and second as they crossed the finishing line at the start of the final lap.
Kieron had seen the danger and whipped Iris and Rose all the way down the straight with Eva now hard on their tail. They hung on around the first bend, the tyres of both carts now slipping sideways across the grass to twist the runners, but both teams held their lines with Heather and Kate exiting the curve and accelerating. The twins didn’t stand a chance and Eva sailed past with apparent ease, sweeping into the final bend hard against the rail. The final straight saw Eva increase her team’s lead and cross the line five lengths clear of the twins to wild applause from the spectators and delighted arm waving from a muted Eva.
It was a classic race run without incident and with perfect strategy, and Kieron was the first to congratulate Eva and the girls when the carts lined up in the arena and both he and Eva had their muzzles removed.
“I told you lot you were much faster and now you’ve proved it beyond doubt. That run was amazing.”
“You did well too to lead from the start until the last lap,” said Eva in response.
“Aw, that was the easy bit. It’s when you have to mix it with the other runners it begins to get difficult.”
The teams met afterwards before heading back home, gathering around Chandler’s trailer because Heather and Kate weren't supposed to move around the site. The Ellis girls were particularly intrigued to see Heather and Kate retained within the box and straddling the transport beams when they were both fully dressed and preparing to leave in the luxury of Kieron’s Lincoln Town Car. All nine of them including Jackie and Jess crowded into the box around Heather and Kate and closed the back ramp so they could enjoy a celebratory glass of wine.
“Isn't it a bit petty to insist on transporting your girls in this?” asked Kieron and Chandler shrugged.
“The whole Penal Observance Office is petty. When told people were wanting to transport internees for the purpose of racing them with pony carts, they thought these horse boxes were the most appropriate transport and specified quite precisely how the girls should be secured. I can only presume someone there has a warped sense of humour, but there’s nothing we can do about it.”
Kieron looked down at the beams to where the girls’ pubic mounds were spread over their top surfaces. “It must be very trying for the girls when you're travelling and they're denied any possibility of steadying themselves against movements.”
“It is very invigorating,” said Heather.
“I bet it is,” said Rose with a grin. “Better even than the handicap weights…”
A few days later, the Ellis twins and their driver were at the ranch once more with Jess for a second picnic and this time both Rose and Iris watched Heather with the milking pump. Rose wanted to try the pump again, but with additional conditions.
“I want to give it a proper trial this time. Last time it was too much and I pulled the teat cup off, but, in hindsight, I think that was a mistake; I didn’t give it enough of a trial. This time I’d like it if you could arrange it so I couldn’t detach the cups…”
She knew exactly what she was asking for and grinned like a Cheshire cat.
“You want to use the pillory I talked about, don’t you?” asked Heather and Rose’s grin broadened.
“I’ll have to ask Mr Chandler and perhaps we ought to ask Kieron too. He might have an opinion on the matter.”
Both Kieron and Chandler could see no reason to refuse the request, although both found it a little odd. “You're not going to produce any milk, you know,” said Chandler. “Kate and Heather had to have a course of hormones to start lactation and that takes several weeks to have an effect.”
“I just want to see what it feels like. It’s just curiosity; nothing more.”
Iris had a question to pose: “And what happens when you find it too much again and start calling to stop? That wouldn’t be a good trial at all.”
She was just being mischievous, of course, but her question elicited the only reasonable response just as intended. “Gag me then so that I can't complain…”
It was agreed. They waited until Kate had finished with the pump and then everybody stood in a circle in the cage room while Chandler recovered the pillory from the pile of equipment beside the metal table and set it down in the centre of the room. Rose stood behind the rail and grinned.
“Okay,” said Kieron. “Take off your t-shirt and put this on,” and he held out one of the girls’ head harnesses complete with an oral plug. Without a second thought, Rose pulled her t-shirt over her head and then took the harness, shook it to free the knots, and pulled it over her face whilst pushing the fat rubber plug between her lips. Kieron clipped the straps together behind her neck and then lifted the top board of the pillory.
There was no turning back now. She was trapped. She peered around with her head looking as if it was growing out of the pillory’s substantial boards, but could only see below waist height. Her hands were waving uselessly either side of her head and, behind the beams, her torso sagged from her hips with her small, pointy tits hanging lowest of all.
“Would you like to do the honours?” asked Kieron. “This is all your doing after all.”
Heather knelt in front of Rose’s head with the bowl of water and lubricant wipes and reached under the boards to clean and oil Rose’s pink nipples. That action alone brought forth a long moan as her hand swept below the soft flesh and those little pink nipples hardened until they were like bullets. Then she flicked on the pump and brought each teat cup in turn up to its respective nipple. Just like before, they grabbed at the flesh and drew it deep into the cups as Rose’s eyes widened in renewed astonishment and, with a plaintive mewing sound, she flicked her torso from side to side in a futile effort to dislodge the cups.
“Too late now,” said Heather with a grin and switched on the pulsator. Rose gave a long, muffled scream and Iris, Jess, and Eva all cheered. Jackie just stared at the girl, keeping unknown thoughts to herself, and Heather remained where she was, gazing into Rose’s stricken face as it shook wildly from side to side with eyes as large as saucers.
After a while, Rose seemed to settle and closed her eyes, but her fists continued to clench with the remorseless contractions and her body still rocked from side to side to swing her tits with their attached trailing tubes beneath her. There was nothing she could do to alleviate the sensation other than groan, and that didn’t seem to be having much effect at all.
“Do you think she’s getting excited?” asked her sister.
“I don’t know,” said Kieron. “Perhaps we'd best check.”
At this, Rose started shaking her head, but Iris pretended not to notice. She walked behind her sister and carefully lifted her skirt to fold it neatly over her hips and then slowly slid her panties down her legs until they were around her ankles.
“She does look a little moist…” observed Iris, and then, “Oh God, she’s flooding,” and Rose bucked frenziedly as her sister’s finger slipped between her labial lips and found her clitoris.
“You shouldn’t be doing that,” said Kieron. “It’s a bit too incestuous. You'd better leave it to me,” and his thicker, stronger fingers took Iris’s place. Rose gave a muffled scream.
✽✽✽
 
Chandler placed the coffee mugs on the bedside cabinet and sat on the edge of the bed. Heather was still asleep with her hands folded loosely over her chest. He could see the outline of her body beneath the thin sheet with her legs splayed wide open, held by the ankle cuffs in an attitude of wanton lasciviousness that accurately reflected her mood of the evening before.
Slowly he leaned forward and touched his lips to hers and she immediately responded, closing her arms behind his head to hold him in place whilst she awoke.
“Good morning, sleepy. I've brought you coffee.”
She grinned. “You're just too good to me,” she said with more than a touch of irony. She wriggled, but then remembered that she couldn’t move her legs and grinned again.
“I'm sorry,” he murmured.
“I don’t care anymore; not if you're with me. If I hadn't been convicted, I'd never have found you.”
“It’s still a high price to pay.”
Heather fought to keep the grin in place. “Refit my chains; I want to drink my coffee,” and then added as an afterthought, “Unless, of course, you'd like to utilise your slave girl again…”
Chandler forced a smile and picked up the chains that linked her wrists to her collar; these had to be fitted first before he could release the chains from collar to bedhead. She pushed herself up on an elbow to watch with an amused expression while Chandler released her ankles to refit the hobble and, finally, unlocked the band that held her waist to the webbing strap that crossed the mattress. She turned onto hands and knees and pushed Chandler down onto the bed to force another kiss, but he didn’t even try to resist.
“You're leaking on me,” he muttered.
“It’s the price you pay for making your slave girl lactate.”
“And cheeky slave girls end up with pegs on their nipples to stop the leaks.” They both grinned. “Circuit exercise again this morning?”
“Oh, I think so, don’t you?”
“The next race is on the 17th, less than two weeks away now and if you want to confirm your position as the fastest team, you’ll need to work at it. Are you happy with Eva driving? I thought she was good.”
“She was really good; much more controlled than Jess. Jess just wanted us to run as fast as we could all the time, but Eva had the race planned out.”
“Kieron was talking about asking Jess to drive the Ellis girls instead of him because she’s so much lighter.”
“That would be good. She’d like that and fancies Kieron like mad.”
“I think you ought to know that the next race is near Stringtown in the east of the State in an area that’s more wooded and a great deal more mountainous. It’s also almost a five-hour drive away and it’s a two-day event, so it’s going to involve an overnight stop.”
“Overnight! How’s that going to work? Surely you're not going to have to lock us in the horsebox all night?”
“I understand secure facilities will be available. It’ll be the first night when you won’t be in your cells in the cage room, so that will make a change for you...”




Chapter 30
The Blind Quarter Mile Trot
Eleven days later and Jess’s loyalty had been completely transferred to the rival Ellis team, although a good-natured camaraderie still existed between the teams. For reasons best left unsaid, both Jackie and Jess elected to travel with Kieron and the sisters in Kieron’s Lincoln rather than Chandler Ford, leaving Chandler and Eva alone in the truck pulling Heather and Kate in the horsebox. It was three in the afternoon when they pulled off the main highway and bounced along a rutted track to the camping site and race circuit: a large flat area that was originally a river valley bounded by sparse woodland and rolling hills.
Chandler stopped the truck and went off to find a race marshal while Eva checked on the girls and gave them a drink. When he came back, he had news: “Your friend’s here.”
“Jess and Jackie?”
“No, although they should be here too somewhere. I meant Miss Grey; I’ve just seen her in the scrutineering tent.”
“Oh, that’s not good,” said Heather.
“She shouldn’t bother us; we’re doing everything by the book. Now then… Your race is at eleven tomorrow morning and they have some secure accommodation for you at the other end of the camp. If you want to do something this afternoon, there is an event you can enter at five that’s more about control rather than speed called ‘The Blind Quarter Mile Trot’. You'll actually run blindfolded and, if you feel like entering, it will be me steering you.”
“One lap blindfold,” said Kate and considered the proposal.
“It won’t be fast. It’s why it’s called a trot. In fact, you'll race while still hobbled to make sure you can’t break step. What d’you think? Do you want to give it a go?”
“I don’t think I have anything else planned this afternoon,” said Heather. “Let me just check with my social secretary: What’s it looking like, Kate?”
“We seem to have a window in our calendar at that time. We may just be able to squeeze it in.”
Chandler grinned. “If you two aren’t careful, you'll earn yourselves extra-heavy nipple bells.” He looked around for Eva. “Right… We have work to do. We need to get the cart assembled and these two comedians harnessed up and in scrutineering.”
✽✽✽
 
‘The Blind Quarter Mile Trot’ was proving to be a popular event and the tent was full to bursting with pony cart teams when Chandler joined the end of the queue. Heather and Kate were harnessed much as before with the exception of their head harnesses. There was nothing of the gaudy feathery plumes that were so decorative during the flat races, but a much simpler style of head harness that did nothing more than hold their heads rigidly fixed to their collars and their mouth plugs in place. They moved forward to the scales as a familiar voice called from behind them.
“Mr Chandler. So nice to see you again and Heather, isn't it? I’ve been so gratified to find there have been no more complaints about your behaviour; the extra precautions I specified must be working. And you must be Kate, the trouble-free one.”
She stood looking at the girls, inspecting them closely with a practiced eye.
“These events aren’t strictly speaking my responsibility, but I like to take an interest and at this meeting I have a good excuse: a family connection… This here is my nephew, Ian. He’ll be conducting your scrutineering today.”
“Pleased to meet you, sir,” said a large, spotty boy in his early twenties and he held out his hand. Chandler shook it and returned the greeting.
“You're driving in this race then?” asked Grey and Chandler nodded.
“Weight is not a concern this afternoon.”
Ian looked at the scales and then consulted his tablet. “D33 with a 3¼ pound preload,” he muttered and looked at Grey.
“D36,” she whispered back loud enough for Chandler to hear.
“D36, 3¼ pound preload,” he called out and an answering shout confirmed the selection. Grey invited Chandler to bring his team to the nearest vacant inspection station and to fit the stretcher bars between their ankles. It was then she who worked her way around the girls’ harnesses before kneeling before Heather. Ian handed her a new handicap weight and she lubricated it before grinning up at Heather looking down and pushed the over-sized metal canister up inside her. A tug of the crotch strap and the snapping of a padlock at Heather’s waist and her burden was sealed.
Kate received the same and gave a small muffled groan when the unaccustomed mass was inserted.
“There… Just the hoods to go now,” and she picked up a set of noise cancelling headphones from a nearby trolley, flicked the switch to turn them on, and held them against her own ears. Satisfied that they were operating correctly, she clipped them over Heather’s head and then pulled a leather half-hood over her to cover her eyes and cheeks, but leave her stuffed mouth still visible.
Immediately, Heather’s world was transformed into one of darkness and silence, where no external stimuli entered other than through her reins or when she sensed movement through her hands, feet, and the shafts bolted to her harness. She knew that Kate must be the same and stood patiently until she felt someone remove the stretcher bar between her ankles and refit the hobble chain.
A few minutes later, she felt the cart move when someone climbed aboard, her arms leaned her forward, and the reins bounced her tits. Slowly she moved forward, almost feeling her way with her toes before committing her body to follow, and Chandler, she supposed it was Chandler, allowed her to take her time. They turned, left nipple pulled high, and then straightened, and now he was urging her to move faster. She could feel the shafts pushing at her hips as Kate was doing more than her fair share of work, and she allowed herself to be driven into the black void.
It all felt so surreal. She could neither see nor hear. She could barely move; just her legs and they moved with a strange, jaunty gait necessitated by the strange footwear and the hobble chain. At this modest speed, it resulted in her bouncing from toe to toe like a prancing pony and she knew she must look quite a sight with her tits nodding up and down and, although she couldn’t hear them, the bells continuously ringing. Then there was the handicap weight inside her. She thought she should be used to it by now, but this one was bigger, much bigger, and closing down her sight and hearing only served to heighten the senses she had left.
Chandler steered her to the start and aligned her by twitching left or right and then lifting both teats high to stop her on the line. She waited. They could be the only cart in this race for all she knew, standing like a statue all by herself with reins tied to her tits while the entire mass of spectators laughed at her. She tried to twist her shoulders to pick up the slightest sound, but her harness and neck collar were too stiff to move and, in any case, the active noise cancelling technology was too good and blocked everything but an almost imperceptible high-pitched hiss.
Chandler flicked the reins and suddenly she was unsure what to do. Should she charge headlong in the black abyss? She took a tentative pace forward and the whip snapped on her naked bottom like the sting of a wasp. She pushed hard as her body tilted forward with an urgent lunge that snapped the hobble chain taut. The cart lurched and the whip snapped again, this time on her other cheek, but now the cart was picking up speed and moving smoothly over the short grass even if she wasn’t. She felt herself wiggling up the course with the obligatory short steps and her arms unbalanced behind her back, her whole body bouncing extravagantly.
Chandler tweaked her left tit and she moved in that direction, but too much. She felt her right teat jump urgently and changed direction again, this time not so much. Both twitched to tell her she was on the right line and to go faster, but going faster was no easy task. Her knees were lifting high to place the leading boot cleanly on the soft grass in such a manner that she maintained momentum, but the hobble chain limited each pace to a maximum twelve inches. She imagined herself progressing slowly, her bounces getting even more pronounced. Her breasts were already beginning to ache with the unaccustomed motion and she could feel her sex tricked by the weight dancing inside her over-lubricated sheath like an erect penis in the throes of passionate love.
Her left breast lifted and she leaned left into the first curve, but suddenly her right was tugged urgently. She tried to change direction, but was not quick enough and felt the cart lurch as its shaft touched the wheel of another. She slowed, but was rewarded with a sharp snap from the whip and her left side was tugged again, so she leaned into the corner once more and increased the frequency of her mini-steps. A couple of twitches to the right indicated the cart was on the back straight and another touch of the whip urged her forward.
She wondered what Kate was feeling, what she was thinking as they bumped and quivered together, hurtling into the black, tightly bound night with all their confidence resting on Chandler and the reins clipped to their teats. She felt lost in the strange, alien world where every forced step amplified the movements of the handicap weight by making its slippery tunnel more slippery and taking her one step closer to the orgasm she knew she must avoid. Each time she waivered, the whip snapped and she lunged again, legs and breasts seemingly the only parts of her in motion.
Suddenly, both her breasts jumped painfully, their teats dragged high towards her shoulders. She leant back and worked her feet frantically to slow the cart. Then her right tit rose and the whip cracked again slicing across both cheeks. She accelerated to the right and then swerved left as her breasts swopped attitudes. She was driven forward hard into the long sweeping second curve of the oval and felt the wheels of the cart skittering across the soft grass as the metal toes of her shoes left crescents shapes in their wake. The pull on her teat lessened only to increase moments later to tighten the curve of her chosen path.
Then she was moving straight again and concentrated hard on fast, short paces with only light corrections coming through the reins, but heavier messages from the whip. The hiss in her head phones increased to reach a crescendo and shortly after that she was gently coaxed to a stop and then eased round a full one-eighty. Hands were on her, patting her and stroking, and she felt Chandler dismount. The next thing she felt was a forehead pressed against hers and Chandler’s voice in her head clear and bright.
“Well done,” he said, the sound transmitted through their bones to by-pass the devilish headphones. She wanted more; she needed to know how she’d done, how many she’d out-run, but he was gone leaving nothing but the hiss and the tactile congratulations.
Hands touched her left breast, manipulating it to attach something else to its linkage and there was more pats and squeezes. Then the cart moved forward seemingly of its own volition as someone pulled at the chassis and she was walking again, guided between outstretched hands.
The cart halted and hands were on the back of her head unlacing the hood and then, suddenly, there was a blinding light with Chandler standing in front of her smiling. Someone pulled the headphones from her head and the sounds around her resolved themselves into distinct voices.
“Still operational,” said a voice beside her and she watched Chandler kneel before her legs to uncouple her hobble and spread her ankles. Ian Grey appeared again, knelt where Chandler had been and push his fingers into her to recover the handicap. He shook it and muttered, “So is this.” He stood. “All correct, Mr Chandler. You can take her away now.” It was only when they were outside the tent that she thought to look down at her breasts and saw another blue rosette attached to her left bell.
Chandler led them back to the trailer and removed their bridles. Beside her, Kate too had a blue rosette and they grinned at each other. “That was fun,” said Kate and Heather had to agree.
“You did very well,” said Chandler. “We might have won, but coming into the last straight, the cart in front slowed suddenly just as I was preparing to pass and the one behind us snatched the lead. Pity. Never mind; we got second out of nineteen.”
Chandler kissed both girls on the lips. “Hungry?” he asked.
“Famished,” said Kate.
“Running does that to you,” added Heather.
“Eva has heated up some soup and I thought we could have a barbecue later about eight.”
“That will be nice.”
“Not for you it won’t,” said Grey striding towards them. “You’ll be locked up in the cage wall.”




Chapter 31
The Cage Wall
Chandler spun round at the sound of Grey’s ominous tones. “Miss Grey. How nice to see you,” he lied.
“I thought I’d just come down to congratulate you and it’s a good thing I did. You were about to fall foul of our regulations. All internees must be housed in the secure facility before six.”
“I wasn’t aware of such a regulation.”
“No. It was brought in at the last minute when I realised there’d be internees staying overnight. We can't have them mingling with the regular visitors. Furthermore, Miss West here cannot be allowed out in public without her oral plug.”
Chandler had the option of quietly complying or pointing out that the rule actually only applied within the ranch house. He quickly decided that the former option would be likely to cause least disruption in the longer term…
“No indeed, Miss West. As you can see, I’m in the process of unharnessing her and re-applying her usual constraints. And now I know about your new curfew regulation, you can be sure I will abide by it.”
Grey smiled. “Keep up the good work, Mr Chandler, and I'm sure it will result in a happier working environment all round.”
Grey walked off and Chandler turned to Heather. “I’m sorry, but you heard what the lady said.”
“She’s a bitch,” muttered Heather.
“I quite agree, but there’s little we can do about it. I’ll have to fit your oral plug now and I’ll bring the milking pump and your supper to the secure facility later.”
“The cage wall, you mean?”
“And what am I supposed to do about it. If you make more of an enemy of her than you already have, we’ll all be in big trouble.”
“I’m sorry,” said Heather. “I know it’s not your fault. I just thought… Well, I don’t really know what I just thought.”
“It’s just for one night.”
Heather and Kate were standing against the box looking thoroughly miserable while Chandler and Eva were stowing away their harnesses when the Ellis team appeared.
“Well done, girls,” said Kieron, a sentiment echoed by the sisters as well as Jackie and Jess. “We watched your race and it must have been the most entertaining event so far by a long way.” He looked at Heather and then asked: “Why has she got that thing in her mouth?”
“Our Nemesis is here: Miss Grey of the poo people. She has decreed that the population at large must be protected from Heather whenever she’s out of her cage. You do know that Heather tends to bite people if they come too close?”
“What Mr Chandler is saying is that Miss Grey is a cantankerous bitch who just likes to throw her weight around,” explained Kate standing next to Heather. “It’s why her hands are locked on her hips too.”
“Oh, that’s a pity. I was hoping you'd join us for supper. The girls are brilliant with the barbecue.”
“Well, we’d love to, but I'm afraid Heather and Kate will have to decline. They need to be housed in the secure facility that’s somewhere at the far end of the camp before six and it’s nearly five now.”
“Sorry about that, girls. Perhaps another time,” said Kieron and Heather nodded. “We’re just down the next row near the beer tent,” he said to Chandler. “Eight o'clock alright?”
At ten minutes to six, Chandler accompanied by Jess, Rose and Iris walked the girls into the small compound that was the secure unit to be faced by twenty-seven small metallic cages: a row of nine stacked three high on a low platform to raise the lowest level clear of the earth. Each cage was like a rectangular box with solid sides, top and bottom, but barred panels at either end and was no more than eighteen-inches in height, twenty-four in width. They were stacked side-by-side and on top of each other so that all the ends were visible to make a wall of bars.
“Ah, Mr Chandler,” said Grey emerging from a tent with a glass of red wine in her hand. “Glad you could make it.” She glanced at the three young clothed women who seemed to have no role other salacious curiosity, but said nothing.
“Are we the only team staying with internees?” asked Chandler looking at all the empty cages.
“You seem to be the only team who got the message,” said Grey with a smile. “I’ve put your two over here,” and she indicated the two boxes in the top row at the far end. “The opening end is on the far side.”
“But this isn’t fair. My girls are going to be the only ones who’ll miss the festivities tonight.”
“Well, firstly Mr Chandler, I should remind you that ‘your girls’ are convicted internees and have no right to partake in any festivities, and secondly, just because everyone else is breaking the rules does not give you the right to break them too. Now, bring them round here.”
The entire party followed Grey and watched her position a small step ladder against the first column of cages to unlock the top one and swing its door open wide. Chandler looked on aghast. Each cage was provided with a thin mattress, a blanket, and a bedpan like one would find in a hospital.
“These are so small they won’t even be able to turn around.”
“And why should they need to do that?” responded Grey. “They have everything they need for a night’s rest. Now, you may remove their hand restraints before they enter.”
“And Heather’s oral plug?”
“Do it from outside.”
Chandler had to bite his tongue to stop himself making any comments that would be inflammatory, not particularly useful, and certainly ill advised. He removed the belt from Heather’s waist and the chains that linked her wrists to her collar and she climbed up the ladder with her legs still hobbled to crawl into the cage. With her body inside the tubular cage but her legs still balanced on the step, Grey put her hand on Heather’s thigh.
“Stop there a minute. I need to conduct a quick check.”
“Mmm…” came a muffled cry from within the cage and Chandler, too, protested, but Grey was adamant. Kate and Jessica watched aghast but Rose and Iris turned away when Grey snapped on latex gloves, squirted lubricant over Heather’s crotch, and pushed two fingers deep into her exposed vagina. After a few moments of churning, she withdrew and poked a single index finger through her anal sphincter.
“Proceed,” said Grey and Heather crawled fully into the tiny enclosure so that Grey could close and lock the door closed. Chandler went to remove her hobble chain, but Grey stopped him.
“That’s not necessary and I can use it to enhance security,” and she locked the centre link of the chain to the bars of the door while Heather just groaned and flopped flat on the mattress. Kate climbed into the cage next door, was subjected to the same invasive search, and had her hobble chain locked in the same way.
They all walked around to the front of the cages and Chandler reached into Heather’s cage. At a stretch, he could just touch her head and unlocked the plug, leaving the metal cage in place. She grabbed his hand and pressed it against her cheek and he gave her a sad smile.
“I’ll be back with food and the pump shortly,” and she gave him a little wave by wiggling her fingers.
“I don’t believe this. That woman’s a witch,” muttered Jess and the other girls, faces drawn and white in the half-light, nodded in agreement.
✽✽✽
 
Chandler was back within the hour with the battery powered pump, but was intercepted by Grey.
“What do you have there?”
“It’s their breast pump. They need to be milked.”
Grey looked at him. This was a new one, although it shouldn’t have been; she knew that Heather was lactating because she’s attended a demonstration. “Can't it wait until morning?”
“I'm afraid not. It’s imperative to their health that they're relieved regularly.”
“Well, I suppose that’s acceptable. Show it to me.”
“It’s just a breast pump.”
“I still need to check it. While they’re in my care, I’m responsible for everything that happens here.”
She turned the pump over in her hands and then clicked it on, holding a palm over one of the funnels to feel the suction. Finally, she opened the battery compartment to find two ordinary alkaline cells before handing it back to Chandler.
“And what else do you have there?”
“Lemonade. I thought they might be thirsty.”
“They have water that I’ve given them. You can’t give them that; I don’t know what’s in it and it could be anything…”
“It’s lemonade…”
In exasperation, Chandler dropped the bottle in a nearby waste bin.
“They haven’t eaten yet. I presume there’s no problem with me feeding them later.”
“Same applies... They should have eaten before they got here. What happens if they suddenly become sick? It'll be me that gets the blame.”
Chandler tried reasoning with her, but she was unwavering and refused to even consider things like unopened snacks. It left him no alternative but to pass on the unwelcome news to the girls.
He passed the pump through a port in the front of Heather’s cage and she had just enough height to attach the cups beneath her chest while she pressed her back against the top panel. It took twenty minutes to drain herself properly with the small pump and then Chandler gave it to Kate who did the same.
“I’m sorry you’re going to have a hungry night.” The girls nodded in unison with the same dejected expressions, despite not actually being able to see each other.
“We’ll survive… Cook something nice for breakfast,” suggested Kate.
“I bet she’s in there scoffing chips,” said Heather and glowered towards Grey’s tent.
“There’s not very much we can do about it. I thought at first she wasn’t going to allow the pump. Well, bye for now, girls. We’ll be thinking of you.”
“Yeah, while your drinking beer and eating ribs. Have a nice time,” said Kate and then swore when she tried to move her feet only to remember they were locked to the bars behind her.
✽✽✽
 
Chandler returned at eleven with Jackie and Jess in tow.
“No visitors,” called out Grey as they passed.
“They need milking again,” and he held up the pump.
“Well, ok, but don’t let the girls touch the cages.”
There were still only half a dozen other internees caged, all of them females which wasn’t surprising considering the venue. The smell of barbecued meat pervaded the air and flashing lights lit up the sky accompanying the sound of loud rock music.
“How are you doing?”
“Bored and hungry,” said Heather.
“That woman’s a witch,” whispered Jess looking over her shoulder to see Grey eyeing them suspiciously from her tent.
“Tell me about it.”
“And it’s so unfair,” chipped in Jackie.
“We are convicts,” said Kate. “At any other time we’d be locked in a cell.”
“Even so,” said Jess. “It must be torture to know we’re partying within earshot.”
“When did the other internees turn up?” asked Chandler.
“Only a few minutes ago. There’s still only eight of us.”
“Well, perhaps the others have all gone home.” He passed the pump to Heather and she went through the awkward ritual of wiping her nipples and then plugging on the teat cups when space was so limited.
“Rose and Iris are so funny and such good dancers,” said Jackie. She turned to Jess: “I don’t suppose you noticed; you were very busy with Kieron.”
“I danced too,” protested Jess.
“Well, we couldn’t have danced anyway,” said Kate and the girls lapsed into silence.
Forty minutes later, Chandler was just packing away the pump when Grey walked up. “Are you done here because the girls need their rest?”
“Yep, we’re through. I’ll be back about three for their night time session.”
“Oh, I don’t think so… I draw the covers over the cages at midnight and they’re not lifted until seven.”
“But…” he began, but Kate interrupted him.
“It’s alright, sir. We can manage for one night.”
Chandler gave Grey a withering look, said, “Goodnight, girls. See you at seven,” and then turned to leave without another word to Grey. Jackie and Jess gave tiny little waves that they hoped Grey wouldn’t notice and then followed Chandler.
Grey watched them go and then returned to her chair at the open flap of her tent whilst hidden from view, first by a low hedge and then by the cages themselves, two stealthy figures crawled towards the far corner of the cage wall. Heather heard a faint whisper behind her calling her name, a soft feminine voice, and then felt a tap on her ankle. She struggled to slide back in the confined space, reaching behind her to be rewarded with an unwrapped bar of chocolate. Kate had heard the whisper too and received a similar gift.
“Thank you,” came the barely audible replies from the cages and then the ghosts were gone, sliding back into the night, any slight noise they made more than covered by the distant music.
✽✽✽
 
It was a noisy night. The music didn’t stop until the early hours sometime after fireworks at midnight. Chandler was waiting outside the cages at seven-fifteen when Grey stepped from her tent.
“Good morning, Mr Chandler. I hope you had a pleasant night.”
“Miss Grey,” he replied with a nod. “Very pleasant, thank you.” The atmosphere was tense.
Grey pulled off the canvas sheet that completely covered the cages and Chandler was surprised to see that two dozen of them were occupied by women and young girls, most of whom were still fast asleep. Heather and Kate were awake and smiled at Chandler.
“Registration papers,” said Grey.
“What?”
“I need to see your race registration papers to confirm you have the authority to take these girls.”
“But that’s ridiculous. You know who I am.”
“Even so, I can’t make exceptions or else who knows what might happen.”
Chandler threw up his hands, turned on his heel, and went back to the truck to collect his papers. Back at the cages ten minutes later, Grey carefully inspected the document, could find no error, and walked around the back of the cage stack to release Kate. She carefully backed out of the narrow cage onto the step ladder and stood patiently while Chandler connected her chains to wrists and collar, and then a chain leash which he hooked high on the side of the cages out of her reach; he wasn’t risking anymore criticism from Grey. Then he looked at Heather’s cage.
“Not until you refit her oral plug,” said Grey and he walked around to the front of the cages with a sigh. Heather took the plug he posted through the bars and pushed it into her mouth, pressing it until it engaged with the head cage. Then he went back to the opening door in the rear.
Heather backed out of her cage and Chandler refitted her metal waist belt with the side cuffs in addition to the other chains and her leash. Grey made him sign a release document to say he’d taken the girls and finally they were free of the cages and Miss Grey.




Chapter 32
Crash
Eva had cooked pancakes and bacon with syrup and both girls were well into it with Heather leaning on the straddle beams inside the box to give the teat cups more of a chance at relieving her engorged breasts. It was also the only place she was technically allowed to eat free of the oral plug. By eight, the day was looking much more cheerful and by nine-thirty they were harnessed and ready to go. Eva relieved both girls of excess milk while they were temporarily unable to milk themselves, the cart was looking good, and spirits were high.
“Another win would be nice,” said Chandler and Eva grinned.
“We can do that; we aced the last one…”
They set off for the scrutineering tent via Kieron’s camp. Rose and Iris were equally ready and just for devilment, Eva parked the girls so that the two teams faced each other. Of course, none of the girls could actually communicate, but the differences and similarities were interesting to compare.
The Ellis sisters were slightly taller and thinner with smaller breasts, not a surprise because they weren’t lactating, and, of course, they were identical twins so their appearance generally generated more interest. They wore the same harnesses as Chandler’s girls with dark tails and black plumes on their heads, and Kieron had swopped the weights that had been attached to their nipples for small bells similar to Heather and Kate’s to make them more responsive, the bells being able to give an audible indication of whether or not the girls were in step.
The pony carts were quite similar too, the main difference being the metal mesh tyres Chandler used compared to Kieron’s more traditional pneumatic ones.
Grey was once more in the scrutineering tent, but fortunately was otherwise occupied when Heather and Kate passed through. Heather did notice, however, that Grey’s nephew Ian made sure he got to process them and she felt her skin crawl as his hands roamed across her body checking the harness, and more so when it was him that installed their handicaps. And then it was all over and Chandler escorted them down the avenue to the parade arena following Jess driving Rose and Iris in Kieron’s plum-coloured cart.
The starting gun fired and Eva gave them their head, letting them follow Jess into the first bend, their carts running seventh and eighth out of sixteen. It was a fast pace and drivers and runners all felt the thrill as they all leaned into the first bend, not least Heather and Kate stretching their legs after finally being free of the hated hobble chains.
The front runners all jostled for position along the back straight, the first three carts moving abreast of each other at one point, but falling back into line astern as they entered bend two. Eva was letting the girls run at an easy pace. There was plenty of time; it was a twenty lap race.
Along the finishing straight where the crowds were most dense, they watched the cart in front of Jess move beside a yellow cart running fifth, but its unsighted runners drifted wide and Jess seized her chance to squeeze between the two of them to snatch fifth place for herself. Eva, hard on her tail, whipped the girls to follow and now Eva was three abreast approaching the curve.
It was a tense moment. The outer cart wasn’t going to give way and turned into the curve, but the yellow cart on the inside line was slow to turn and Eva found herself squashed. She yanked hard at the joystick to pull the girls up, but it was already too late; wheels touched, Eva’s inside wheel riding high onto yellow at the moment when all the dynamic forces were intent on pushing them over and the result was inevitable: the cart flipped along with Eva, Heather and Kate. By some miracle, they avoided the outside cart altogether and somersaulted a full circle into the rails on the outside of the bend. Eva spun clear to slide under the rail, but Heather and Kate were strapped to the cart and didn’t have that option. The front of the cart rolled onto the top edge of the rail and Heather dropped clear, but Kate wasn’t so fortunate and her thigh landed heavily on the edge of the rail.
They hung there, the cart on its side and the girls still bolted to the shafts with their arms strapped behind their backs. Heather was lying on the grass, but Kate was suspended in the air and started kicking at the rail with her free leg to dislodge herself. Within moments, several willing hands were lifting the cart from the barrier and righting it to allow the girls to stand, but Kate was obviously in pain and was reluctant to put any weight on her injured leg.
Chandler had seen the crash from the stands and was quickly on the scene to unbolt the girls’ harnesses from the shafts and release their hands from the pull-bar.
A marshal removed Eva’s official muzzle and Chandler asked her if she was okay. She said her ankle hurt, but otherwise she was fine. The same question addressed to Heather produced a nod and while Eva organised a couple of volunteers to pull away the wreckage of the cart, Chandler lifted Kate in his arms and carried her away, Heather following and hoping that Grey didn’t spot her walking through the site without her hobble chain.
They went to the first aid tent and Kate was diagnosed with a badly bruised thigh muscle, but no broken bones. The medic strapped up her leg and offered Chandler the use of a wheelchair, and, once Kate had her armbinder removed and replaced by her collar chains, she settled back in the chair and was pushed back to their camp to find Eva waiting with the cart.
The first thing Chandler did was clip Heather’s ankles together and attach her to the side of the box, and he wasn’t a moment too soon as Grey materialised from the crowds of spectators. She inspected Heather carefully, noting that she was still muzzled with her racing head harness and restricted by her armbinder and ankle lock. Then she turned her attention to Kate. Chandler was in the process of relieving her of her head gear.
“I’m sorry to hear that your team crashed out. No serious injuries I hope.”
“Bad bruises I believe. It’s going to be a while before Kate can walk properly, but I think Heather and Eva escaped substantially unscathed.”
“Well, I think under the circumstances, I can relax the requirement for Kate’s hobble,” and she smiled beatifically. “I suppose that’s your racing over for today.”
Chandler looked over his shoulder at the cart. Its wheel was too distorted to rotate and the chassis was bent. “Well, I don’t have a cart or a partner for Heather, so yes…”
“Bitch…” muttered Eva as they watched Grey fade back into the throng. “She was hoping to catch Heather improperly restrained.”
Chandler turned his attention back to Heather. “You are uninjured, aren’t you?” and she nodded.
It was then that their small allocated plot suddenly felt very small indeed as Kieron, the Ellis sisters, Jackie and Jess all descended upon them. The sisters were now attired in their day clothes of pretty summer dresses and contrasted sharply with Heather and Kate’s more revealing costumes.
Jess was the most voluble. “We didn’t know anything about your accident until the next lap when the marshals slowed us into the bend and we saw all the people gathered around your cart with Heather and Kate still attached. How’s your leg Kate? All bandaged up I see.”
“It hurts, but it’s not broken.”
“And what about Heather?” asked Rose approaching her. Heather gave a small nod, not yet able to answer her audibly. “We’ve got bells too now,” and she tapped the one hanging from Heather’s left teat. “I like them; they help when we’re racing and when we’re not, well, they do attract more attention…” and she tapped the bell again to make it jingle. “Are you going to take her bridle off?”
“I will,” said Chandler, “But then I’ll have to fit the other head cage and oral plug in case that woman comes back. Either that, or she’ll have to stay in the horsebox.”
“We came second,” said Jess suddenly and held up a blue rosette. “It would have been third if you hadn’t have crashed.”
“Well done,” said Eva and looked longingly at the award. “I don’t know when we’ll get to race again.”
“There’s a big race at four this afternoon,” said Kieron.
“Well, that’s no good; I haven’t got a cart or a team.”
“No… It’s not a flat race. It’s a sulky race on the hillside. It’s the finale of the whole meeting; the big event. If you wanted to do it, I could find you a cart and a harness for Heather; I have contacts,” and he gave Chandler a conspiratorial grin.
“What’s a sulky race?” asked Eva.
“It just means the cart’s pulled by a single runner and has room for a single occupant who’s presumed to be sulking. Of course, Ethan would need to drive not only because of your ankle, Eva, but because it’s, how should I put this… It’s a bit rough. And you wouldn’t be able to use your cart anyway; it’s the wrong style and nowhere near strong enough. The drivers are seated instead of just standing on the platform and there are several other differences.”
“But Heather couldn’t pull me up the hillside. Even the two of them would struggle.”
“It doesn’t work like that. The two of you together get the cart to the top and then the driver takes his seat for the downhill leg. It’ll be hard work for both of you. It’s another five-mile race which means ten laps of the longer winding circuit, but you may want to think twice about this… The competition can get quite aggressive.”
“Go on,” said Chandler glancing at Heather.
“Okay… Well, the carts are simpler. The runner is attached in a similar manner, but they have a seat for the driver and there’s no electric steering gear; the driver just holds the reins and the runner can lean forward or back between stops to pull or push. The runner’s harness and bridle are superficially similar, but with some key differences: firstly, there’s no plumes – both the runner and driver wear crash helmets and when you see the course, you’ll understand why; and secondly, the runner’s harness is specifically designed to leave the girl, well, orgasmically challenged. It’s not for nothing it’s called the Venus Slipper Stakes and it’s considered to be the climax of the whole event. Spectators expect to see the runner cope with multiple orgasms and a girl’s perceived endurance plays a big part in betting patterns.”
“So,” said Jackie with a deep sigh, “It’s not enough that you strip a girl naked and lock her to a ponycart; now you expect her to masturbate herself to orgasm whilst she’s running?”
“Got it in one,” said Kieron with a broad grin. “Look at it this way: these girls are already doing this for some sort of sexual kick, the titty reins and handicap weights should tell you that. Isn’t that right girls?” The Ellis twins just grinned. “It’s only a small step to enhance the stimulation and make orgasms all but inevitable.”
“Okay, then. How’s it done?” asked Jackie.
“Well, both the reins and the handicap weight are sprung so they move when the girls runs.”
“Is that it? Just springs?” asked Eva who obviously expected something a bit more high-tech.”
“It’s usually enough,” said Kieron.
“Alright then, why aren’t you entering with one of your girls?”
“Are you mad? Have you seen the competition out there? It’ll be murder…”
Of course, now everyone with the exception of Heather burst out laughing. Whether she would have if she hadn’t been wearing that head harness was a moot point.
“So, to recap,” said Chandler, “It’s a five mile race up and down the hillside with a single runner and a driver who’s expected to help push on the inclines. The race is at four and you can supply the cart and the harness gear. What do you think, Heather? Interested?”
“Oh yes… And there’s a thousand dollar entrance fee. That’s the stake that’s divided between the winning three teams; fifty percent goes to the winner, thirty to second place, and the remaining twenty to third place.”
Heather and Kate both stared at Chandler with that news, but he didn’t flinch.
“You have to admit your girl’s good; she stands a fair chance of taking it if she can survive the race.”
“Go on, Heather. Have a go,” urged Rose and Eva and Jess both added their support.
“You don’t have to do it. We could just pack up and go home,” said Chandler, but still Heather made no move. Chandler smiled and said, “Come into the box and I’ll remove your bridle and harness,” and he unlocked her from the side of the trailer to lead her within.
All was unnaturally quiet, both inside the trailer and outside with the girls chatting together in whispers and it was nearly fifteen minutes before Chandler lowered the ramp and peered around at the expectant, upturned faces.
“She says she’ll do it.”




Chapter 33
A New Harness
They had about an hour to wait while Kieron arranged to borrow a cart and harness, and they didn’t waste the time. Chandler replaced the ankle clip with a hobble chain, attached a leash to her collar so as not to attract unwanted attention from the race marshals, and led Heather towards the hillside to inspect the course. It used the same finishing straight as the flat races, but veered off up a paved road that wound its way upwards between rocky outcrops and scrawny looking bushes and trees. It wasn’t particularly steep; just a gentle incline that rose sixty feet along a paved length of about twelve hundred.
“I’m allowed to walk and help you pull the cart up the incline, but only on the paved surface. At all other times, I have to be mounted or else we’ll be disqualified.”
After about a thousand feet, the road levelled before the racing circuit suddenly dived left through a narrow gateway between two huge stones and down a short but steep bank. Left again at the base of the bank and then a sweeping downhill section on grass before rejoining the flat racing circuit as it entered the finishing straight. Each lap was half a mile and they had ten laps to complete.
They were back before Kieron, but within the hour Kieron had made good on his promise and a dark grey cart and full harness was delivered to the Chandler camp. The cart was, indeed, more basic in design than his flat racer, but much sturdier. It was shod with wide pneumatic tyres on spoked aluminium rims protected by cover discs to prevent the intrusion of debris that could foul the wheel. The chassis was aluminium alloy and designed to place the driver’s seat low between the wheels and Chandler was pleased to see the seat was sprung; the hillside above the camp looked rough. A single pair of shafts projected forward with the same protective wrap-around front and skids as the flat racing carts.
And then there was the harness for Heather.
This time it was leather and not plastic webbing, but it followed the same design principles, placing the attachments for the shafts at her hips and limiting her head movement with a high collar. One obvious difference was that the straps at her chest actually encircled her breasts so that they projected to look like more of an appended afterthought rather than part of her actual body.
Another difference was that the harness didn’t come with an armbinder, but instead, each hand was strapped to a short metal bracket. These brackets could then be snapped onto sliders on the shafts behind the runner to leave her with her arms spread behind her back, a more stable way of pulling when the terrain is not flat.
Unlike the flat racing carts where the girl’s forward or backward lean could be adjusted to vary speed, here Heather would move the slider herself and it was either fully forward or fully back; there was nothing in between.
✽✽✽
 
Heather was standing inside the horsebox wearing her new harness with Chandler and Kieron making the necessary adjustments as it was fitted. She still wore the tall boots that had served her well in the flat races and Kieron pointed out that although the circuit was inclined, the faster sections were on grass and the aluminium shod boots should be ideal.
“Right,” said Kieron. “Time to start on the controls and for that we need to fit your bridle.”
Chandler gave her a long glass of water, the last she’d have for a couple of hours. The bridle had an integral face mask that covered her nose, mouth, and chin with straps that wrapped behind her neck and another that rose between her eyes and crossed her crown. Inside, the mask had the usual oral plug that filled her mouth with a breathing tube through its centre and outside, the two metal guide brackets for the reins that projected a few inches forward and to either side. Once fitted, Heather found she could breathe easily and make muffled noises, but no speech.
Chandler looked at her face, or what he could see of it. “You’ll need to be milked before the race, so we’ll leave the rest of the controls that connect to your teats until later. We can, however, fit the handicap weight now,” and he held up a ridged stainless-steel dildo that was all of nine inches long. Heather squealed in alarm and shock her shoulders vigorously, but Chandler just laughed. “It’s not all meant to fit inside…” and he showed her the dildo was slotted from its base end to within three inches of its acorn-shaped tip. “That’s where the cord goes that holds it in place,” he said and Heather relaxed, but only a little. “It’s got a spring inside,” he added. “It’s where the race gets its name; this is Venus’s slipper…”
First they fitted the tail, the same tail as she wore before, but instead of the wide crotch strap, there was just a cord no more than ¼ inch thick that attached to her harness at the back, was pulled between the cheeks of her bottom, and was then threaded through a hole in the base of the tail plug.
“Deep breath,” said Chandler and knelt in front of her with the newly lubricated steel dildo. Heather did as asked and, for good measure, closed her eyes too. Her first thought was that it was cold, but as Chandler slowly lifted it into her, many other images sprung to mind. It wasn’t the thickest she’d experienced, but it was ridged and the perceived waves in her vaginal walls as it slid within were engrossing.
Chandler didn’t push it fully home. Instead, he hooked the slotted base onto the cord and pulled the cord tight to attach it to the front of her harness at her belly. The cord slipped naturally into her vaginal cleft and she could feel its pressure on her clitoris. Then Chandler released the heavy dildo and it slipped partially out of her, only to bounce back with the pressure of its internal spring. Heather squealed as it oscillated twice and then stopped. Eyes wide and staring at Chandler, she let out a long, slow breath. It wasn’t just the motion of the dildo that she felt; there was some sort of ratchet mechanism that clicked as the cord slid up and down in the slot. Each click sent a little tremor through the cord which she felt not only vibrating on her clitoris, but also as a tickling sensation in the anal plug of her tail.
“It’s designed to bounce as you run,” said Chandler and pulled it partially out of her, only to let go and watch as it dived back inside. She squealed again. She was more than conscious that the leather bands around the tops of her thighs, the ones that kept the shafts’ couplings correctly positioned, had the effect of widening the gap between her legs and pulling at her labia. It didn’t matter so much with the other harness, its wide crotch strap covered everything, but with nothing but a thin cord bisecting her vaginal crease, her labial lips were prominent as they attempted to grip the moving weight with every movement she made.
“Best get used to it, sweetie; you have five miles to run.”
He led her outside to where the new cart was parked and where Kate was sitting, and she gazed silently at Heather as Chandler lifted the shafts of the cart high over her head to drop them either side of her hips. Kieron held them in place while Chandler tightened the bolts to the harness with a wrench. A couple of quick clicks and the brackets strapped to her hands were located on the shaft’s sliders behind her back and she was trapped as effectively as she’d been with the flat racer. As a final indignity, Chandler hung a brass bell from the base of the handicap weight and it dropped another ½ inch.
She thought that after seven months of being kept naked and chained she would be used to it, but this was different. The flat racing harness offered her a degree of public modesty with its wide crotch strap, but this one only had a narrow cord pulled through her sex and offered no modesty whatsoever. Furthermore, this harness was actually drawing attention to her breasts by forcing them through the apertures. With her arms spread behind her and her breasts projecting in front, she felt like the Spirit of Ecstasy on the bonnet of a Rolls Royce.
“There’s an hour before we need to be in scrutineering,” said Chandler consulting his watch. “I’ll milk you in about thirty minutes and then we just need to finish connecting the controls. Meanwhile, I’d best clip your ankles in case Grey comes by,” and he linked the rings on her boots together. Heather groaned. Now she couldn’t move at all.
The girls, her unofficial fan club, were back before the thirty minutes were up and they sat around her on camp chairs and boxes drinking lemonade to keep her company.
“I'm really looking forward to this,” said Rose. “They say it can get really exciting.”
“What, with big crashes and things?” asked Jess.
“I hope not; think about poor Heather.” Jackie had been staring at the brass bell hanging between her legs from the bottom of the dildo. “She’ll have enough to worry about what with that steel post sticking into her all the time. How would you like it?”
“I might,” said Iris and grinned at her sister.
“Kieron won’t let us run in this race. Says we’d hurt ourselves.”
“Or frig ourselves stupid more likely,” countered Iris.
Chandler appeared at that point with the pump and set it down in front of Heather with its cables trailing back to the truck. “Excuse me ladies. Work to do,” and he started wiping Heather’s teats. “You should be doing this, Eva. I have to get her control gear ready.”
Eva took over the role and made sure Heather was really slippery before offering up the teat cups and flicking on the pump. Both cups grabbed and the girls watched in awe as her nipples were dragged deep into the transparent funnels. A few seconds later, the pulsator started and Heather groaned as the milk began to be pumped from her.
“Oh God, that’s so sexy,” muttered Rose as she watched Heather’s teats being sucked and inflated only to be crushed by the pressures to express the milk. “Do you like it, Kate?”
Kate had been sitting quietly in the circle in the wheelchair she’d been leant and would have been happy not to have been included in the conversation, but she couldn’t find an excuse to leave and, in any case, had nowhere to go and no way of getting there; Chandler had locked her ankles together too and her wrist chains didn’t allow her to reach the chair’s wheels without a lot of contortions. She’d been studying Heather and had an uncomfortable feeling about this race; if it had been up to her, they’d have left this place hours ago.
Chandler let the pump run for fifteen minutes to ensure Heather was truly empty and then disconnected the cups in order to fit the small shackles to her nipple bars for the reins and weights. He had two thin coil springs about six inches long when they weren’t stretched and one of these he hooked to one side of Heather’s mouth bracket. With great care, he stretched the spring and hooked the other end to her nipple shackle, but kept tension on the spring so that it didn’t contract and pull at her. Then he clipped a brass bell to the same nipple shackle and let go. The weight of the bell balanced the spring and Heather stood as still as a statue, knowing what would happen as soon as she moved.
Chandler treated the other teat the same way and now she couldn’t even nod without unwanted side-effects.
Then came the reins: strong nylon cords that he threaded through each mouth brackets, down the centre of the springs, and attached them to her nipple shackles. Pulling on a rein, therefore, displaced a nipple that would otherwise be bouncing freely between the spring and the heavy bell.
“I do believe we’re ready. The stake’s been posted, I have the entry papers, your slipper’s in place, and now all we need do is to pass scrutineering.”
They set off down the avenue: Heather with Chandler and Kieron walking at either side, and the band of young women following in their wake, Eva pushing Kate in the wheelchair. The crowds of spectators parted as they approached to allow them through and wished them luck as they passed. Now Heather felt like a gladiator heading towards the coliseum for execution – death by orgasm…
“Miss West,” cried Ian Grey with glee when he saw her. “And all prepared for the Venus Stakes.” His aunt was sitting on the edge of the desk behind him and she too grinned when she saw Heather and Chandler.
Ian was thorough. He started with her helmet and selected one from a rack, choosing a pink one that looked out of place against the dark grey of the cart. It was a half-face motorcycle helmet with a fixed, mirrored visor that would make Heather look more like an astronaut than an athlete. He moved a switch inside the helmet and then put it on his own head before peering around the tent as if he was looking for something. Then, apparently satisfied with the exercise, removed it and pulled it over Heather’s head.
Suddenly, the world went silent again as the noise cancelling headphones settled over her ears. More than that, her vision was now reduced to a small area directly in front of her as the rest of the visor had been screened on its inner surface. She hoped Chandler realised her new disabilities, because she had no way of telling him… Ian was peering through the front of the visor, his face no more than three inches away. Then she felt him stick sealing discs over the helmet’s strap lock before sliding a small switch on the side of her face mask and sticking another disc over that.
Now Ian inspected her harness and tugged at every buckle before pulling both nipple bells down. When he let go, her nipples were pulled up by the springs and then bounced down again as the springs and weights sought an equitable balance. It took three cycles before they were still and the sudden motion caused Heather to shriek. At least, that’s what she intended, but the sound that actually emerged from the front of her mask, the sound that she heard through the bones of her head, was the C# sound of a mouth organ. In shock, she drew in a quick breath to produce a clear D note and realised that the switch Ian had moved on her mask had turned it into a two-note harmonica. If she breathed slowly, nothing happened, but sharp breaths became musical…
Ian had already turned his attention to the heavy dildo.
Chandler had lubricated it as he installed it, but the walk from the camp to scrutineering had encouraged Heather’s own personal lubricant and it now moved easily in its organic sheath. Ian gazed at her labia, blush red and already swelling either side of the heavy shaft. He pulled the weight down as far as the retention cord allowed and let it go, and Heather squealed another loud, discordant C#. She knew it was coming, but it made no difference. Three bounces, just like her tits, before it was still and an innumerable number of clicks that vibrated her clitoris.
“That all seems in order,” and he stuck little round paper seals over all the locks he could find before holding up two white discs where Heather could see them; each displayed the number seventeen and she then felt him taping the discs to the tops of her thighs just below the leather bands. She watched in her silent world as Chandler was handed a slip of paper by Ian and then he led her from the marquee to the parade ring.
They slowly promenaded round in a large circle just as before and for the first time she was able to see some of her new opposition. The carts were identical to her own apart from the colours, but their ponygirls varied in size, shape and colour.
The nearest cart directly in front of her was white and pulled by a tall, lean girl in a white harness and helmet. Her ankles weren’t hobbled like Heather’s which confirmed she was competing as a free woman and not an internee, but it was interesting that she, too, had a brass bell hanging between her thighs and she was walking as carefully and smoothly as Heather herself was. She was accompanied by her driver walking beside her, another woman.
In front of the white girl was a cart painted gold. The girl pulling it was dressed in a polished leather harness with a gold helmet and her driver, a small man, was helping her along holding the crash bar. She was a big girl, not fat but tall and muscled, and considerably larger than her driver. She, too, was unhobbled and appeared animated as she kept trying to kick her team mate, but Heather suspected that it was all an act.
In front of them was a blue and yellow cart pulled by a small, Black girl in a black harness. Her driver was leading her by a leash and, although short, appeared to be over-weight. He was finding it almost as hard to walk as his charge and she was hobbled. She could see this girl’s number; she was number five.
Every so often as they circled, Heather caught a glimpse of the cart in front of blue and yellow. It was painted in camouflage colours of green and khaki and pulled by a mountain of a woman walking beside an equally mountainous man. Her short glimpses and the impression of sheer bulk left Heather with nothing more than a feeling of trepidation for the forthcoming race.
Eventually, they stopped circling and Chandler led her along to an area where all the carts were lining up in a brightly coloured row, each turned sideways on. Her restricted field of view meant that she saw little of the carts’ ponygirls until she got to a gap in the row and Chandler turned her in, and even then she got barely a glance at the girl next door. She was a fair-skinned and muscled girl with long limbs and tattoos on her arms. The cart she was attached to wasn’t painted at all, but its aluminium surfaces had been polished until they sparkled. Her driver was a small, dark-skinned girl dressed in a leather mini-skirt and short-sleeved top who Heather glimpsed kneeling to remove the runner’s hobble.
Then she was in the line and her only view was of the spectators immediately in front of her, none of whom she recognised.




Chapter 34
The Venus Slipper Stakes
It felt like she’d been standing there for ages, but in reality it was probably not much more than ten minutes. Even so, it was with blessed relief that she saw Chandler suddenly materialize before her eyes. He knelt to remove her hobble chain, passing it to a race marshal who tied a tag to it before placing it into his shoulder bag.
“At last,” thought Heather and stretched out one leg and then the other. For an instant, she considered jumping to get her circulation moving, but the thought soon passed. Chandler stood in front of her and held up a thumb. She didn’t know how she should respond; she didn’t feel like nodding for obvious reasons, so she kicked the ground with a foot to indicate she was eager to get going. He didn’t climb aboard, but instead took hold of the crash bar and walked beside her to the starting grid. She saw other carts in front of her and all the drivers were walking.
She could see the camouflaged cart two rows in front of her on the first row of the grid and, beside it, an equally massive couple had a sunshine yellow cart. The drivers climbed aboard their carts and she felt Chandler do the same. They were all looking around, at least the ones she could see, probably planning their tactics, and they were all holding their whips at the ready; she supposed Chandler had his ready too. Then, she saw the carts in front suddenly lurch forward with their drivers snapping at the ponygirls with their whips. She heard nothing, of course, but presumed the starting pistol had fired when, moments later, her breasts started bouncing urgently and Chandler flicked his carriage whip across her cheeks. They were away with five miles to go.
Heather leaned forward to pull the shafts and kicked hard, but it was a slow start for everyone. They had to pull the carts from a standing start on flat ground and with their driver aboard, and they had to pull it alone. Another cart bumped her from the left as they joined the flat racing circuit, but they were only moving slowly and she ignored the touch. Thirty feet further on, the flat racing oval turned left, but they continued straight and then, thirty feet more Heather stepped onto the paved road surface. Immediately, she felt Chandler jump from the cart and they surged forward as he started to pull with her.
Already, many of the carts were well up the incline and Heather was determined to stay with them, but it wasn’t easy to concentrate on the energy sapping, up-hill jog while your bouncing tits are well out of control and the heavy dildo was now reciprocating as if it was motorised. She couldn’t hear any of her three bells tolling, but the integrated, two-tone harmonica was now playing loudly in her head.
Together, they reached the top of the rise and the road even started to descend a little as Chandler jumped aboard and grabbed the reins. She could see the gate posts coming up on the left where the circuit dived down the bank, but as she neared, they left her field of view. Any second, she expected Chandler to steer her left, but instead she felt both teats pulled up hard. She braked as hard as she could and glimpsed another cart on her inside. It turned sharp left and disappeared just as Chandler dragged at her left teat to turn her through the gate posts and down the sloping bank.
The base of the bank almost caught her off-guard. The decline levelled suddenly and turned sharp left, the change causing her legs to wobble with the strain and her weighted dildo to hit its retention cord before powering back up into her at the same time as her titty bells rebounded. But now they were on smooth grass and the long, fast section opened up before her.
Ahead, she could see at least ten other carts and was now close behind the red and white one that preceded her through the gate. They were picking up speed rapidly as they descended through a series of bends: a sweeping one to the right, a tighter curve left, and then another long curve to the right followed by a long straight section where the slope steepened until she was running fast with the weight of the cart urging her faster still…
They passed red and white with the final bend of the flat racing oval looming before her. The heavier cart felt stable enough around the earlier bends and although he’d eased her over to the right side of the course, he was giving her no signals to ease up, so she didn’t. Her left breast stopped bouncing and lifted as its rein tightened and she dug the sides of her strange boots into the soft grass, leaned hard to the left, and hoped…
Behind her, Chandler was also leaning to the left, his shoulder almost touching the cart’s pneumatic tyre, but the cart stayed upright as they clipped the apex of the curve and exited on the racing line, nearly grazing the right-hand rails in front of the stands. Their speed took them past another cart and Heather managed to retain most of their momentum until they reached the tarmacadam of the incline where Chandler could then help.
First lap completed, one place gained over all, no incidents; that had to be good. They passed a slower cart making heavy progress up the slope and this time Chandler pulled hard to the left to slot her neatly through the gap and down the bank.
A casualty in front of them; a cart turning too fast, a wheel caught in a rut, and the cart flipped. Heather ran past it as spectators began running to help.
Ahead of her were two carts side-by-side, each jostling for position as they negotiated the curves. Chandler steered her on the easiest path behind them and showed no inclination to mix in the affray and they stayed in that position until the next hill climb when his assistance pushed them passed both.
Heather was now running clear, her nearest competitors some sixty feet in front, and she tried to concentrate on keeping up the pace, but it wasn’t easy. The vibrations set up by the moving dildo were beginning to take their toll and she had to metaphorically grit her teeth to avoid being overpowered.
She’d gained ground and was tight behind the train of carts as they passed the finish post for the third time, but now her thoughts were almost entirely centred on the dildo bouncing in and out of her vaginal sheath with a regular rhythm that was perfectly in time with her bouncing tits. Chandler must have sensed her speed dropping because he flicked the whip across her bottom and that didn’t help either.
All the way up the incline with Chandler pushing from behind, she was fighting the orgasm. If anything, the dildo’s motion was getting wilder as her secretions slickened its surfaces and began running down her inner thighs. The twin tones of her mask were all that was filling her head and her eyes were misting. She felt Chandler jump back into his seat and pull painfully at her left tit, but she was running on automatic and had no memory of the turn through the gate other than the breath-taking lunge of the dildo at the base of the bank.
Consciousness began to seep slowly back into her head and her vision cleared as she exited the last of the sweeping downhill bends, and the long straight opened up before her. The cart immediately in front was the sunshine yellow cart with the heavily built runner and driver and it slowly moved out to the right in a passing manoeuvre, but moved too far. A wide gap appeared between yellow and the cart it was passing, a green and white cart with equally large occupants, and without waiting for a signal from Chandler, she went for it. She’d got herself between the carts and could see nothing but clear track ahead when Chandler suddenly pulled hard on both reins and things started to happen in rapid time. The yellow cart reappeared on her offside closing in front of her and the green cart increased speed to block her inside line. She’d been lured into a trap and tried to slow, but it was downhill and they were moving fast. Yellow hit her offside corner, pushing her into the heavy cart on her left and that one wasn’t going to be moved. Their cart slewed, the offside dipped, and then they were tipped into a barrel roll. Chandler was thrown out and Heather tucked her head down and pulled her feet up as the cart somersaulted across the track. She came to rest against the outside railing and had a view of the two carts disappearing down the hill, their two drivers watching her over their shoulders.
She was on her side, the springs and heavy bells attached to her breasts now hanging painfully unbalanced. Her weighted dildo was also unbalanced and its internal spring was now pressing it against her cervix. She tried to shout, but only succeeded in producing a long C#.
Chandler could see her head and shoulders and she was moving. In fact, she was peddling with her feet to try and shift the cart, but where she thought she was going, he had no idea. He struggled to his feet and looked round to see two more carts descending the track, but there was plenty of space to pass safely. Spectators were running towards them and he stumbled towards Heather and the cart, but was shocked when he saw her: rather than lying injured, she was scrabbling feverishly with her legs and making a fast, repetitive note from her mask; she wanted to continue…
“Hey, guys, you alright?” shouted the first of the spectators and Chandler held up his hand to stop them; if they touched the cart, it would prohibit them from continuing. Instead he heaved the cart back onto its wheels and, instantly, Heather lurched forward and he grabbed the back of the seat to pull himself back inside as their speed built rapidly.
In front of them was the long downhill straight and there wasn’t another cart in sight. The incident had cost them four places and there were six laps to go, but now Heather was angry.
✽✽✽
 
It took Heather another full lap before she reached the tail-enders and she took the two up the hill in exactly the same way she had before. As a result of other accidents, she calculated there were seven carts now ahead of her; three were close and the next two were the tricksters that caught her before. She followed them tightly through the bends and then came fast up behind them, heading once more for the tempting gap.
At the last moment, Chandler yanked on the reins and then pulled her hard to the left. The cart now in front of her had already anticipated her appearing on the right side and its ponygirl was veering blindly in that direction; Heather merely helped her along by nudging her a little. Already unbalanced, the ponycart tipped over into the path of its fellow conspirator and they both ended up in a tangled heap in the centre of the course while Heather stepped out down the hill with fifth place now in her sights.
Running in fifth place was cart number five, the blue and yellow one with the small Black girl and the overweight driver. She’d done well to get so far, but the effort was beginning to tell and she was slow up the next incline. They passed them easily and turned hard left down the bank. Again, all three bells dropped alarmingly and her legs wobbled as she regained her step. The next cart was already on the downhill straight and Chandler tapped the whip against her, encouraging her into the first of the bends.
She could see where she was going and knew what to do, and with no competitor offering immediate concern, she concentrated on the running and steering the cart as smoothly as she could manage. She didn’t remember the course being so rough before and the bells were still bouncing wildly. She wanted to still them, they were becoming too much again, but she couldn’t move her hands. She couldn’t move anything except her legs, but her breasts and the fucking phallus were moving all by themselves.
On the edge of her vision were crowds of spectators all looking at her and cheering; watching as she fucked herself. Her legs felt weak and her clit was zinging with the constant twangs of the tape. She felt her pelvic muscles beginning to spasm and wanted to curl up into a ball, but behind her was Chandler touching her lightly with the tip of the carriage whip just to remind her as the cart bounced down the hill at speed. Her vision misted and her legs felt heavy, but then her left breast lifted and she was running past the finishing line and heading for the hill again.
Lap seven was hard. All the way up the hill she was running with her eyes virtually closed, the cart pushed by Chandler with little input from herself, but by the time they reached the top, her senses were clear for the second time and it was only her loud two-tone breathing she needed to settle.
She ended the lap with the leaders no nearer, but with one less cart to worry about. There had been a silver cart stopped at the bottom of the hill, its ponygirl hanging in her harness and the front of the cart supported on the skids. Her legs were folded up in a foetal position and her driver, another woman with long, auburn hair, was fruitlessly snapping at her with her whip. Heather watched her all the way down the hill thinking that was so nearly her. She started lap eight with fresh impetus and three competitors in front.
✽✽✽
 
By the time she was crossing the line for lap nine, the first four carts were in a line. The lead cart was the mountain folk: Mrs Mountain the ponygirl and her driver, Mr Mountain. Each time the second place cart tried to get past, the khaki and green cart veered towards them, its mountainous mass threatening to tip over anyone foolish enough to venture too close. The runner of the second placed cart was a big girl in a black and gold coloured rig; she was big, but not mountainous…
Heather concentrated on the cart immediately in front of her, the powder blue one that had preceded her round the parade ring. The girl was fit and still running strongly. Heather thought she looked easily good enough to take the lead if it wasn’t for number one blocking the road.
They started the haul up the hill and Chandler was now running beside Heather, steering her up the outside and slowly overhauling white harness in her blue cart. As she drew up beside her, Heather lost sight of her competitor and once more became totally reliant on Chandler. At the crest of the rise, he jumped back on board, snapped at her with the whip, and flicked the reins.
‘Just what I needed,’ she thought, but pulled harder anyway. She felt a nudge as the carts contacted, but it was not an aggressive contact and then Chandler pulled her round in a tight turn through the gates and she dived down the bank onto the grass section in third place.
Now she was following the gold cart and its driver was becoming more and more impatient. It was hard on the tail of Mr and Mrs Mountain round the bends and Heather knew it was going to make a play for the lead down the hill. They came up the right side and swerved to the left, but its rival was ready for it and veered sharply left to crush it against the railing. With nowhere to go, its outside wheel was lifted by the heavier cart to push its ponygirl into the railing with the result that the cart cart-wheeled, its driver thrown out to watch helplessly as the cart and runner slid down the grassy slope on its side. When they passed the finishing line for the start of the final lap, Heather and Chandler were second.
✽✽✽
 
All the way up the hill, Chandler was running beside Heather feinting right and left, but each manoeuvre was blocked long before they had the chance to pass. They dropped down the bank for the last time and entered the first curve running fast, both Heather and Chandler leaning hard into the corner. They were now on the outside of the second curve and not in a good position. They had further to run to clear the corner and their ploy had been spotted, their heavy rivals blocking the track again. At the last moment, Chandler pulled hard to brake and Heather screamed into her gag, but the action had saved them from the same fate as the last combatant.
She pushed hard again and at the top of the long grass hill was once more in position behind the leader. Both carts picked up speed down the slope. Heather could see the wreckage of the last cart still tangled with the railing, its runner and driver both laying on the grass next to the track with a group of marshals and medics in attendance.
A quiet calm settled on Heather and, with no input from Chandler, she pushed hard towards the Mountains. Mr Mountain was looking behind him, watching as Heather approached fast and ready to dive to the right or left. Chandler made no move at all. He figured Heather was in the best position to make a decision and her decision was to move in neither direction.
She rammed the back of the other cart, slamming the crash bar squarely into the back of the other’s seat. Heather’s cart bounced back, momentarily slowing with the heavy bells drawing her tits in long, painful points and the Slipper slamming against her pubic bone. The other cart was knocked forward by the impact, its driver falling back with flailing arms whilst Mrs Mountain, the huge ponygirl, lurched forward with the cart pushing her faster than her legs could react. She fell to her knees and the front of the cart dropped onto its skids and slowed dramatically. Heather dived to the right and swept past the stricken vehicle, leaning hard to the left for the last bend and then a last heart-pumping dash to the finish line.
She was ecstatic. Against all the odds she’d come through. She slowed in response to her rising teats and the white ponygirl with the powder blue cart appeared on her left.




Chapter 35
Assault
Chandler was out of the cart and in front of Heather, straining his neck to kiss the small patches of cheek left uncovered by the bridle and visor. Then he disappeared from her sight again and she was left surrounded by people, but understanding nothing of what was said. It seemed everyone wanted to congratulate her, but no-one was prepared to tell her what was happening.
Chandler reappeared. He took hold of the crash bar and pulled her round in an arc to stand in a line next to two other carts, the silver one pulled by the orgasmic ponygirl who had evidently recovered enough to take third place, and the blue one with the white-harnessed girl. Heather saw a band marching up and down in front of them, a surreal sight because she could hear nothing but the faint, high-pitched fizzling noise, and then a man stood on a table and made a speech.
Finally, he climbed down out of sight only to suddenly appear before her a minute later. She could feel him touching her right breast, her nipple, and she felt him attach something, the rosette. He held her face in his palms and spoke to her, presumably for the benefit of the crowd, and then he started clapping and Heather saw that all those behind him were clapping too.
To recover from a major crash and triumph so spectacularly had made Heather into a heroine, the darling of the event, and the crowds were enjoying every moment. Heather, not so much. To her, everything looked so surreal: people were applauding, cheering, and waving their arms in the air, but her world was still silent apart from the occasional organ note.
She’d have been happy just to lay down somewhere and sleep, and now that the adrenaline was wearing off, her muscles were beginning to hurt and the bruises on her arms and legs beginning to show. Chandler didn’t seem to notice and was happily leading her up and down the avenue to the delight of the crowd. At least now that her breathing had stabilised, the fucking harmonica had stopped its two-tone mocking.
She didn’t much feel like a champion either. Chandler had refitted her hobble as the regulations required and now, instead of running like a race horse, she was waddling more like a duck in order to keep up with his long strides. To make matters worse, the unusual gait was having a very unwelcome effect on both the sprung dildo and her weighted teats. Her body seemed to be in constant motion even though in reality, she could barely move with the constraints of her harness and the cart.
✽✽✽
 
“Mr Chandler, sir,” said a marshal in his ear, shaking his elbow to get his attention. “You need to get Miss West to scrutineering before the results can be confirmed.”
He smiled at the man. “Of course. We’ll go now,” and he turned Heather to lead her towards the marquee.
Inside the tent was very quiet. The Venus Slipper Stakes was the last race of the event and the other two placed carts had already been processed. There was just one official waiting for Heather: Mr Ian Grey.
“Congratulations, Mr Chandler, and you too Miss West. Very well done I thought. We don’t often have races so exciting. This shouldn’t take long; just a few checks.”
“Good. She needs to have these weights removed as soon as you can and I want to have the first aiders check her over before we leave; we have a long way to go and I already have one invalid.”
“Just bring her over here and clip her ankles.”
Ian began carefully inspecting the seals on her locks and then unlocked and removed her helmet, and for Heather the world came rushing back into her consciousness: sounds filled the air and her vision widened from just the few degrees she was previously allowed to take in everything before her.
Ian Grey carefully inspected the helmet, turning it over in his hands to confirm the strap fixings were in order and then pulling in over his own head to check the operation of the noise-cancelling headphones.
“All seems to be in order, Mr Chandler. I’ll just need to check the functioning of her mask and weights as I remove them and the rest of the locks; shouldn’t be more than another ten minutes.”
“Mr Chandler,” called a voice from behind. “Mr Chandler, I’m Richard Spears and I’m president of the Oklahoma Ponygirl Owners Society. Let me congratulate you on a splendid race, and you, my dear,” he added glancing at Heather. “We’re honoured today by the presence of Bishop Henry Burghmann. You may have heard of him; he was one of the chief proponents of the Oklahoma dissemination scheme for convicted prisoners and one of the State’s most revered conservative citizens. Apparently, he’s keen to purchase a couple of ponygirls for himself and would like your advice on certain intimate matters.”
“Well, do tell him I’ll be happy to talk to him shortly after I’ve seen to Heather.”
“Oh no. You must come now. He’s on a very tight schedule. I’m sure Ian would be happy to finish processing your girl. It shouldn’t take very long.”
“I’m sorry. He’ll have to wait.”
“Mr Chandler. I don’t think you understand. Bishop Burghmann is one of our biggest benefactors and I’m sure you wouldn’t want to upset him. The consequences could be, well, inconvenient, shall we say.”
Chandler looked at Heather.
“Oh, don’t worry, Mr Chandler. She’ll be fine. I’ll stay with her,” said Ian.
Reluctantly, Chandler tossed Ian a small bunch of keys before following Spears from the tent and Ian grinned at Heather.
“And now, Miss West, let’s see if your weights still work,” and he pulled both titty bells down to let them go one after the other so that her breasts bobbed up and down alternately. A wail from her harmonica told him all he needed to know and, encouraged, he stepped close to her face and reached down between her legs. She gave a soft whimper, not loud enough to excite her integrated instrumentation, as he pulled the handicap weight down as far as its retention cord allowed only to let it power back up into her. She jumped and now the harmonica note was louder than ever and more sustained, and the sudden movement started her breasts bobbing again.
“I expect you’ve had enough of these by now. All that racing and bouncing about with the orgasms and whips. It must be very draining… I’ll take them away, shall I?”
Heather just stared at him. There was something not quite right here. His tone, for one thing. He was offering to remove the weights, but he sounded somehow menacing.
He unhooked the spring from her left nipple. The heavy brass bell dropped to pull on her painfully and she yelped again, a C# followed by the D and then another long C# as her breath became ragged.
“Opps!” said Ian, but didn’t try to correct his mistake. “I’ll try it the other way round,” he muttered as if to himself and unhooked the bell from her right teat, leaving her to be yanked upwards by the spring. Heather was now mimicking a two-tone police siren, but Ian just smiled, pulled off the security seal, and flicked the little slider on the side of her mask to turn off the harmonica. Immediately, the only sound she could now make were quiet little grunting noises. He grinned at the chaos he’d caused; “Oh, Miss West, you’re all unbalanced… I’m so sorry. Just clumsy, I suppose,” and, with no particular haste, he unhooked the spring from the right and the bell from the left to restore the natural order of things.
“So thoughtful of Mr Chandler to give me your keys; he must know how troubling this weight can be for a girl,” and his hand was down there again, touching her where the cord separated the folds of her labia and the anal plug of her tail was stretching her sphincter. “Allow me to assist,” and he unlocked the retention cord from the front of her belt.
Heather was conflicted. She was pleased to lose both the anal plug and the weighted dildo, but now she felt exposed and vulnerable. Ian Grey ducked under a shaft to stand behind her, intimately close, close enough to press himself between her outstretched arms so that she could feel his erection against the cheeks of her naked bottom. He enfolded his arms around her body until he was holding both breasts in his palms and whispered in her ear, “I expect Mr Chandler is going to be a while yet; Bishop Burghmann will be wanting to know all the little details about keeping girls, like what’s the best way to restrain them while they're fucked and will he need to keep them muzzled all the time or can he train them not to shriek?”
He gave her an extra-tight squeeze and licked her ear. She wanted him gone, but there was nothing she could do with her body still silenced and immobilised; she couldn’t even turn her head away and her ankles were still clipped together.
“I bet he ties you to his bed spread out so he can take you whenever he wants.”
Heather shivered, not because his guess was close to the mark, but because his hands were now roaming freely over her body and she was fearing the worse. He suddenly lifted her and pushed her forward a couple of feet so that the front crash bar of the cart was resting on the edge of a table. It stopped her sinking down onto the skids to remove yet another degree of freedom and she hung from the shafts with her toes just touching the earth.
“Disseminated prisoners aren’t allowed to reject anyone, are they?” and now he was rubbing her between her legs, redistributing her natural lubricant stimulated by the action of the dildo until her anal sphincter was just as slippery. She tried to stand on his toes with a steel clad boot, but could barely move her feet and his were well out of reach. And then she felt him: skin against skin, his erect penis pressing between her thighs.
“I hope you're ready for this, honey. I’m gonna spear your arse…”
Heather gave another long whimper, put all her weight on the shaft fixings at her hips, and lifted both her feet together behind her back as fast and as hard as she could manage.
✽✽✽
 
“Mr Chandler…” He looked round to see a medic running towards him. “Mr Chandler. You'd best come quick… There’s been an incident in the scrutineering tent.”
Chandler turned and ran, leaving the Bishop in mid-sentence. In the tent, Heather was still locked in the shafts of the cart and Ian Grey was curled into a foetal ball beside her with his pants around his knees and two first aiders fussing over him, but not knowing what to do.
“We've sent for an ambulance,” said one looking up at Chandler, but Chandler wasn’t interested; he was looking at Heather. He bent quickly at her feet to unclip her ankles and pulled her round. She glimpsed Ian Grey on the ground as she turned, the consequence of her handiwork, and then they were away, hurrying through the mass of spectators still crowding the avenues.
Back at the camp, he worked feverishly to remove her mask and head harness, and then to release her from the cart. Kieron and the girls appeared in festive mood, giggling and joking, but a few hurried words soon changed that. Chandler ushered both Heather and Kate along with Eva into the truck and climbed in after them, leaving Kieron with the cart and the borrowed wheelchair.
Kate and Eva were anxious to know what was happening: what was the hurry and why were the girls not in the horsebox? Chandler was tight-lipped in the driving seat, his mind working frantically through several scenarios. Heather was crying.
After an hour, he pulled off the main highway down a narrow side road and stopped beside a small ravine.
“Come and talk to me, Heather,” he said quietly and climbed from the truck.
If Heather was surprised to find herself completely without restraints as they walked down the rocky path, she didn’t show it. “He was going to rape me.”
“I know,” said Chandler. “It was my fault for leaving you with him.”
“They're going to come for me, aren’t they?”
“I'm afraid you're right. It’s worse because he’s Grey’s nephew and we’re never going to be able to escape the consequences. Leaving the venue like that was a short-term measure at best and I can't see a way out of this. I can hire lawyers, but there’ll be very little they can do. You're a convicted prisoner and the State already has all the power they need to deal with you how they want.”
“When will they come?”
“Who can tell? I suppose it depends when Grey finds out what’s happened. If they don’t stop us on the highway or be waiting for us at the ranch, then I suppose it’ll be tomorrow morning.”
“I'm sorry,” whispered Heather.
“Me too.”
“I love you…”
Chandler looked at her tear-stained face. “I know.”
He resisted the temptation to reciprocate, that could only make the situation worse, but his kiss was confirmation enough.
They walked slowly back to the truck to find Eva and Kate sitting dejectedly on a rock. Chandler explained the situation and then Eva started crying. “We’ll never see her again…”
“That’s not true. There’ll be visiting rights in the prison and one day her sentence will be served.”
“You won’t be able to visit me if I'm leased out again.”
“That’s a possibility in the future, but for now, prisoners are only allowed one shot at dissemination. Anyway, we don’t know what’s going to happen; let’s just hope for the best. Meanwhile, we have little option but to return to the ranch and face whatever they choose to confront us with. It’s possible they may stop us along the way or be waiting for us at the ranch and we’d best be prepared for that and that means using the horsebox.”
He looked at his three girls; this was never going to be easy… “Whereas I can argue that Kate has been injured and cannot stand, I’m afraid the same can't be said of you, Heather. You'll have to travel in the horsebox alone.”
Heather wrapped her arms around Chandler’s shoulders and no-one moved for what seemed like an age, but finally she stood up straight and whispered, “I'm ready…”




Chapter 36
Back in Court
It was late when they eventually negotiated the rough track over the hill and down into the yard of the ranch. The journey had been uneventful, Chandler stopping only once to connect up the breast pump inside the trailer and then waiting until Heather had expelled all their milk. She’d watched him the whole time he was with her as if she wanted to preserve the very last memories, but she was taciturn and little was said. He kissed her briefly before he left and closed the rear ramp with her watching him over her shoulder as she balanced over the straddle bar, wrists hanging by chains from her collar and her hobble locked to the floor.
The ranch was in darkness and the yard empty of vehicles. He stopped the truck and Eva went inside to find some supper while Chandler released Heather. It seemed they’d get one final night together and after some sandwiches and a glass of wine, Chandler locked Kate in her cage and took Heather to his bedroom.
He removed all her chains and she lay on the bed, legs spread wide awaiting the restraint straps and forcing a smile as she gazed up at him. He picked up the chains to link her collar to the bedhead and then dropped them again.
“Fuck it,” he swore and lay on the bed next to her. She hesitated but a moment before her smile broadened and she rolled over to cover his body with her own.
✽✽✽
 
At seven the next morning, he took her back to her cage, kissed her, and locked the door while Kate watched in silence from the adjacent cage.
At seven-thirty, two vehicles rolled into the yard: a black saloon and a white prisoner transport van. Chandler opened the door and without a word, Grey pressed a reclamation notice into his hand and walked passed him.
“I’ll go and get her,” he said quietly.
“No, Mr Chandler. Heather is no longer your responsibility. Give me her cage keys and we’ll get her ourselves.”
Grey, accompanied by two uniformed officers, went to collect Heather while Chandler sat in the kitchen cradling the coffee Eva had just made. Fifteen minutes later, a commotion in the corridor attracted them and he watched as Heather struggled between the two officers with Grey following behind.
They’d fitted her with their own restraints, items quite unnecessary, but they were making a point. A thick stainless steel band encircled her waist with an equally thick bar up her back clamping the waistband to her collar. The shape of the spinal bar enforced a curve in her back, forcing her head back and pushing her naked torso to the fore to unsteady her balance. Her wrists were locked to the back of the spinal bar, one above the other in rigid clamps, her ankles were shackled and linked by a short chain thick enough to moor a ship, and her head encased in a steel cage with a panel across the lower half of her face that no doubt held a silencing plug in her mouth. They’d even fitted her with sealing plugs between her legs, nominally to ensure no contraband was brought into the prison, but in reality it was more to do with destroying her self-esteem.
She walked between the guards looking small and vulnerable next to their armoured bulk, arms linked in theirs and taking rapid, tiny steps to their long strides. Her eyes were red with tears and locked onto Chandler, possibly for the last time. They crossed the yard with Chandler and Grey following and he watched them lift her bodily into the back of the prisoner transport and deposit her onto a metal chair bolted to the floor. It faced the rear door and was obviously designed to accommodate the thick spinal bar they’d locked onto her because she was pulled against its upright back by straps they tightened about her chest and waist. More straps restrained thighs, shins and ankles, and a band about her forehead limited her head movement.
“We don’t want her flailing about and hurting herself,” said Grey revelling in the tension that was filling the air. One of the guards draped a thick canvas sheet over Heather and the chair and then they both clambered down, closing the heavy doors with a loud slam.
“You know, of course, he was trying to rape her.”
“That’s irrelevant. Those rules don’t apply, Mr Chandler. She was a disseminated internee; one that you yourself assigned into Ian’s care and authority. She’s now a custodial prisoner and will remain so for a very long time.”
The van reversed to turn and then bumped out of the yard across the ruts of the running track.
“Goodbye, Mr Chandler. I don’t expect to see you again unless, of course, your other one starts playing up.”
Chandler resisted the taunt. “Can I visit her?”
“Perhaps next year when she comes out of solitary…” She grinned. “Chin up, Mr Chandler. You can have her back in about twenty-five years.”
“Twenty years,” muttered Chandler.
“That was before she assaulted my nephew,” Grey added and climb into her black sedan.
✽✽✽
 
Heather had spent an uncomfortable night in the bare cell. They’d removed the head cage and spinal bar before they left her the previous morning and instead chained her wrists to her collar using short, six-inch long chains, much shorter than any Chandler possessed. It made feeding herself difficult, but she supposed that was their point.
She was still hampered by the hobble and at first she couldn’t understand why she was still wearing it; it wasn’t as if she could go anywhere in a six-by-eight cell, but her situation became clearer in some ways during the day as she paced up and down. They’d removed the sealing plugs between her legs only to replace them with a full metal chastity belt that held another pair of plugs in place, and this one included linked thigh bands that stopped her opening her knees to ease the internal pressures and maintained the sense of being overly-full. Now when she took a step, her muscles worked on the belt’s dildo and anal plug, squeezing and manipulating to massage the pelvic nerves inside her vaginal sheath solely to torment her. The sensation was doubly amplified: firstly, by the construction of the dildo - a column of four loosely connected spheres that rolled over one-another when she moved to produce intoxicating waves; and secondly, by the gel they used when the plugs were installed. For the first few hours after installation, it was itching so much her only option was to keep moving and that only teased without providing the necessary friction.
Now she found herself pacing again and trying to turn her mind to recent events: the racing and, of course, Ethan, but really she was just kidding herself; it was the belt that was driving her, not her memories.
After a while, she’d figuratively shake herself. The twin plugs were all engrossing, but she could neither quell the stimulation that her steps were so studiously encouraging, nor enhance the sensation and actually bring closure with an orgasm. She’d fall back on her bunk with a quiet sigh and each time she sat, the ridge on the inside surface of her new belt pressed against her clitoris.
Daylight had been filtering through the high window for hours before she eventually heard the sound of doors opening and closing, and the panel in her cell door slid aside to reveal a pair of eyes. Then the door swung open to admit Grey.
“Good morning Heather.”
Grey was in high spirits. She’d dressed herself in an expensive tailored jacket and short pencil skirt of pin-striped, dark-blue worsted over a white silk blouse, black tights and heels. The heady aroma of French perfume preceded her through the open doorway as she stood on the threshold as if she was displaying herself to Heather.
“I trust you slept soundly.”
“No you don’t; you know I can't sleep well with these chains.”
Grey grinned. “Well, perhaps things aren’t as grim as they appear. You might not be here very long.”
“Am I going to be sold again?”
“In a way… Currently, State laws prohibit the sale of a convict more than once, but in your case I’m hoping to obtain a waiver. I expect you're wondering how you came to be so unlucky to repeatedly fall foul of our agency. I’m afraid I must take most of the credit for that. In fact, just between you and me I can tell you that that little episode in the scrutineering tent with Ian was, well… engineered, shall we say. From my point of view, things worked out perfectly, although I doubt Ian would agree. Ever since I first saw you after we had that complaint from Reverend Chamberlain, I knew you'd be perfect for my purposes and that I had to have you. It’s your own fault really; you shouldn’t have tempted me…”
Grey’s eyes swept down Heather’s body, pausing to consider in depth her long, tapered legs and slender ankles, their profile broken by the heavy steel cuffs. Heather just looked shocked and glanced at the door.
“It’s alright; it’s perfectly soundproof in here.” She grinned again, a wicked, twisting smile that distorted her mouth. She took a pace forward and Heather retreated to her bunk. “There’s a reason I’ve never married, you know: I’ve never really been attracted to men. It hasn’t been a big problem because in my line of work I can lay hands on as many female partners as I want, but when I saw you, I knew I’d found someone special. Oh yes… Very special. You're going to be my long-term assistant in my own private workshop. Together, we can study the benefits of many differing types of fixtures and restraints, the ins and outs of ways to encourage or discourage certain types of behaviour, even the effects on your body of changing your milking regime will be interesting and, I have to admit, entertaining to watch.”
Heather was now cowering against the wall with her knees drawn up to her chest as Grey moved closer still, the woman’s eyes very bright in the diffuse light.
“Of course, all this is going to take time. I have to prepare a proposal for a special-case exemption to put before the Dissemination Committee so you'll have to be a little patient, but as I’m a senior agent in the POO, I don’t really anticipate any problems. Meanwhile, I think it’s best to keep you ‘receptive’, so-to-speak; keep you keen and hungry, and that’s what the belt and my special gel is for. By the time I get you home, you’ll be surprised how amenable you can be in return for a little consideration.”
“So all this…” and Heather pointed awkwardly to the chastity belt, “It’s just to tease me in the hope that I’ll be grateful later?”
“Whether or not you eventually feel gratitude is actually of little consequence. Carnal desperation will do just as well.”
“You can't do this. There are laws…”
“Oh, it’s all going to be quite legal. I shall make a case that I need a subject for long-term appraisal of, say, behavioural modification techniques or new types of restraints, submit a statement to say I’ll ensure you'll always be secure and will suffer no health issues, and then you’ll be formally transferred into my care.”
“I’ll tell them that I don’t want to enter the dissemination scheme again.”
Grey snorted. “I'm afraid it’s too late for that; you’re already signed-up. Now then, let’s move on to more immediate practical issues. You're in the isolation block, so you won’t be disturbed too much. First thing each morning I’ll arrange for a warden to remove your belt for twenty minutes to give you a chance to use this accommodation’s extensive facilities,” and she pointed to the toilet in the corner. “Food will be posted through the port three times a day. The rest of the time, well, I'm sure you'll think of something.”
Heather gazed down at the metal band girding her loins and considered its true significance.
“I think you'll find it works a treat. You're not the first to try it, you know. There’s very little chance you’ll be able to forget about what you're missing and even less chance you'll be able to capitalise on the stimulation it does provide, but don’t worry, my dear; you’ll find I can be very understanding once you're safely in my care.”
✽✽✽
 
That was almost a month ago. Grey had assumed that she’d soon forget her previous life, but as she stared at the blank wall, studying the small defects in its surface, she was wondering how Eva was. And Kate. And, of course, Ethan. Was he missing her? It had been a month since she’d seen him; only another 7094 days to go… She’d worked it all out. She hadn’t much else to do, although Grey had warned her that her maths would likely be proved inaccurate. The POO lady was going to prosecute her for assault and that would add another five years to her sentence, another 1825 days.
It had been a very long month indeed and much of it Heather had spent curled up on her bunk.
A door clanged along the corridor and then the sliding window opened in her cell door, a pair of eyes peering through the slot. Heather stood. It was too early for lunch and she didn’t have visitors; that was made very clear to her when they locked her in the solitary block.
The door opened and Grey entered accompanied by two of the wardens.
“You're getting special priority treatment, Miss West. It usually takes at least two months after the charge has been made before the first court hearing. Either they think this is a particularly serious matter or they just want to clear their books of the simple ones; the open-and-shut cases… In any event, your hearing is today. In about ninety minutes, in fact.”
“But I haven’t spoken to a lawyer yet.”
“I shouldn’t worry too much about that. The judge will allocate one if he considers it necessary. The poor boy spent three days in hospital from your kick and, speaking personally, I don’t see how you can possibly avoid admitting guilt. So all that remains is to decide how much to add to your sentence and you won’t need a lawyer for that. We’ll ask for seven and the judge will settle on five.”
Heather just felt numb. Her life was so far out of control it felt like it was over and that nothing could hurt her anymore. She’d spent the first two weeks in solitary crying; now she didn’t care.
“Do I get clothes to wear in court?”
“Of course. We can’t have you embarrassing the judiciary by presenting yourself naked.”
This was at least a small but welcome concession; they’d not thought to give her any clothes for the last ten days.
✽✽✽
 
Chandler sat in the first row of seats next to a young man in a sharp, black suit. Ian Grey sat alone the other side of the aisle from Chandler and he couldn’t resist smirking every time Chandler glanced in his direction. The others in the courtroom included a policeman on the door, two prosecutors, a clerk, and, of course, the judge himself who had dispensed with walking in and out of his courtroom now the cases were coming so thick and fast.
A distant voice called for Heather West and all eyes moved to the side door when it opened and Heather entered accompanied by Miss Grey and a guard. Heather stopped dead when she saw Chandler sitting in the court and the guard had to push her forward. She was clothed in a white, canvas straitjacket with her arms crossed around her waist and a wide retaining strap between bare legs. Her hobble chain clicked on the boards as she was guided to a chair behind a small wooden table across from Chandler. Grey sat down beside her and smiled at the judge before grinning at Chandler.
“Miss Grey,” said the judge. “Is there a reason you’ve presented the prisoner clothed thus?”
“Yes, your honour. Miss West has a history of biting people and of assault. We thought it best not to take chances.”
“Is she not to be allowed to speak then?”
“I can ask for the head cage to be removed if your honour wishes.”
“I do.”
Grey nodded to the guard standing behind Heather and he removed the padlock behind her neck and withdrew the cage from her face.
“Thank you, your honour,” muttered Heather and Grey warned her not to speak unless asked a direct question.
“Are you wearing anything beneath that straitjacket, Miss West?”
“Er no, your honour... Not really…”
The judge grimaced.
Grey cleared her throat and addressed the judge. “Your honour. I believe Miss West is prepared to plead guilty to the charge of assault on Mr Ian Grey,” and she nodded in Ian’s direction, “And I respectfully ask that you consider an additional sentence in excess of seven years to run consecutively with her present sentence.”
“Miss Grey. We are not here today to discuss the charge of assault, but rather to consider the propriety of the original sentence levelled upon Miss West for the charge of narcotic smuggling.”
“But I thought…” started Grey.
“Miss Grey. I would appreciate it if you would keep your thoughts to yourself for the time being. Now, Mr Wiseman,” and the judge looked at the young man beside Chandler. “I have read through the original court records when Miss West was convicted and the records of the Los Angeles court where Mr Delouse and Mr Grant have recently been convicted. These two gentlemen have, I believe, admitted their involvement with Miss West at Cordoba Airport and have confirmed that they secreted the drugs in her rucksack without her knowledge. Furthermore, I see we have photographic evidence from Cordoba airport of Delouse and Grant boarding the Oklahoma plane using false passports and heavily disguised and more photographs of them arriving at Oklahoma City Airport under their own names and wearing business suits. Bearing in mind what is being described with regard to Miss West at Oklahoma is exactly what occurred at Los Angeles and Salt Lake City International, I have no hesitation in quashing Miss West’s conviction with immediate effect. As a result, Miss Grey, I suggest you find Miss West something more appropriate to wear.”
“But, your honour; the assault charge… I’m seeking another seven years imprisonment.”
“Miss Grey. You do not seem to appreciate the consequence of this court’s judgement. Miss West’s conviction has been quashed; it is as if it never was. You cannot, therefore, apply rules to her behaviour that are only applicable to a convicted felon because she is not one. Indeed, if Miss West so chooses, she could claim that the assault was in self-defence and seek charges against Mr Ian Grey for attempted rape and, under the circumstances, I’m sure she’d be successful.”
Throughout the proceedings, Chandler’s eyes had never left Heather. She’d looked at him repeatedly, a quick glance and then away, but her eyes had seemed distant, unfocused, like she wasn’t even listening to what was being said and he was worried. He smiled at her, but she didn’t return the smile. Her face was ashen and her gaze flited around the courtroom, first at the judge, then Grey sitting stupefied beside her, and then towards Chandler again. Her face reminded him of a frightened gazelle.
“Miss West…” It was the judge speaking to her, but she didn’t seem to hear. “Miss West. You are free to go…”
She was suddenly quite still, staring at Chandler with an intensity that suggested she was worried that this was a dream and she’d suddenly awake. Her face was like a mask with eyes wide and tears running down her cheeks. The guard behind her touched her shoulder and she shuddered and then stood unsteadily.
✽✽✽
 
Two hours later, Heather was sitting in Chandler’s truck dressed in someone else’s clothes and huddled next to Chandler’s arm as he drove. She was still tearful and making very little effort to talk, but her grip on his arm was tenacious. They'd left the city and turned from the main highway onto a two-lane road that was slowly descending through a sparsely wooded area, Joshua trees and rocky outcrops littering the dry landscape.
“Stop the car…” said Heather suddenly and Chandler pulled the pick-up onto the stony verge. Heather was out in an instant and lost between the rocks. Chandler followed and found her gazing towards the distant hills hazy in the heat, her toe kicking at the sandy ground. She turned as he approached and wrapped her arms around his neck.
“I need you. I need you now…” she whispered and any comment he might have made was smothered by her kisses.
✽✽✽
 
Chandler lay with his back against a boulder. He’d partially redressed, Heather was still naked on his bare shoulder.
“That witch was going to take me for herself,” she whispered.
“Shhh!” said Chandler. “It’s over.”
“She’s been ‘conditioning’ me so that I’d accept her when the time came. Even in the courtroom I couldn’t… They didn’t remove the belt when they fitted that straitjacket and I couldn’t think straight.”
She lapsed into silence for some minutes before asking: “What’s happened? Why am I suddenly free?”
“It’s because you’ve been proven innocent.”
Chandler went on to explain that after speaking with her all those weeks ago when she claimed she was innocent of the charge, he’d contracted investigators to look into the matter. He didn’t want to say anything in case it raised false hopes, but the more they discovered, the more convinced he became that she was, indeed, innocent.
“They uncovered the CCTV photographs from Oklahoma and Cordoba airports and we were just preparing to present a case for appeal when we heard about a conviction of a girl in Salt Lake City that bore striking similarities to yours. More photographs from Salt Lake showed Delouse and Grant and, although nothing could be proven in Salt Lake, the customs officials were prepared when they next entered the country in Los Angeles.
“It was easy then; last week the two readily admitted what they’d done when the police showed them the photographs from Cordoba and Oklahoma, but claimed there were no other wrongly convicted innocents. Whether or not that’s true was still being checked, but it’s highly likely that there were many that weren’t caught by customs, but who were subsequently robbed of their luggage.”
“You saved my life,” whispered Heather, “And now you're down one sex slave.”
“I’d much rather have a lover…”
✽✽✽
 
Back at the ranch, Heather had another surprise. They were all there: Eva and Kate, of course, but also Jackie, Jess, Rose, Iris, and Kieron. She felt like she was home and went from person to person like a giddy puppy, hugging and kissing with tears of joy.
She did hesitate when she came to Kate. Although Kate was as effusive as ever, Heather felt uncomfortable because she was dressed and free and Kate was still wearing her working chains and hobble.
“You're still chained,” she whispered as they hugged.
“Of course. Unlike you, I really did push a policeman down the stairs.”
“But it was an accident. You don’t deserve this.”
“Heather, don’t fret. I’ve already served fifteen months and could be released on parole in another year. Anyway, I’m happy here. Mr Chandler is a good man.”
“But the chains, the cage, and everything that goes with it; it’s all so degrading.”
Kate gave her a wry smile. “Heather, sweetie. Out of all the people in the world, you should know better than that. It’s not like it appears, not for people like us… Sure, it’s inconvenient and frustrating at times and there are things I miss, but it also has its attractions as you well know.”
Heather relaxed a little. “I can be your mistress now.”
“Oh! And now we come to it: the cruel madam eyes up her helpless sex slave.” They both started giggling. “Well, I shall look forward to whatever you have in mind.”
“You’ll have to sleep alone.”
“Not all the time, I hope,” she countered with a grin.
“You love him too, don’t you?”
Kate shrugged. “You're right; I do, but I have no illusions. My love isn’t like yours and his feelings for you aren't the same as he shows me. He’s good to me, really good, but it’s you he wants and I'm pleased that you're finally together.”
“We’ll share him,” said Heather and her face betrayed so much more. “After all, we’ve already shared so much.”
“Hmm,” said Kate. “Ok… So I’ll be the one spread out and strapped to the bed.”
“You'll love it,” said Heather and kissed her again, perhaps a little more passionately than before.
Rose and Iris got a joint hug and the three of them squeezed so tightly that damp patches appeared on the twins’ t-shirts.
“I thought you’d put on a little weight since I last saw you,” said Heather with a smirk.
“Mr Chandler’s made us sets of those special milking cups,” said Rose proudly.
“Two sets so we can be milked together,” added Iris. “And two sets of stocks; you know… those low pillories like you had so Kieron can do us properly.”
“Do you properly… Whatever do you mean?” gasped Heather with an expression of feigned indignation.
“Oh God, Heather. It’s everything you told us it was. I don’t think I’ll ever get used to it.”
“So you're now restrained each time you're milked?”
“You're kidding, right? Heather, we’re ponygirls. We were bred for this…”
“And speaking of ponygirls,” said Rose, “You're not going to give that up, are you?”
Heather just grinned with a nonchalance that suggested the idea hadn’t even occurred to her.
✽✽✽
 
Later that evening, once their visitors had left and Kate had been secured, Heather and Chandler lay together in his bed. There was much to discuss.
“I can stay here with you, right?”
“Try and leave and you’ll find yourself in chains again.”
“Promises, promises…” Heather was quiet for a long time then before whispering, “I can't believe it’s all over.”
“Oh, believe… We’ll go shopping tomorrow to buy you some proper clothes.”
“I haven’t been to the shops in nine months. It’ll feel so strange.”
“You're your own woman now. You can do whatever you want and you don’t have to do anything you don’t want. You don’t really need to stay here with me if you want to go to, oh I don’t know, to New York or Winnipeg.”
“Why would I want to go to Winnipeg?”
“It’s just an example. I’m just saying you could if you wanted to.”
“I want to go back to school and finish my final year, and then perhaps to university; somewhere not far from here.”
“I see your milk has dried up.”
“Yeah. That’s not something Grey was particularly fussed about, but it wouldn’t take much to restart it and I'd like that. The Ellis girls are lactating, I see.”
“Yep and that’s all your fault. Silly really; they have no reason to do it.”
“They want to and that’s reason enough. It feels, well, stimulating.”
“And they’ve decided they want to be locked down while stimulated.”
Heather giggled. “I wouldn’t mind that once in a while, especially if the person doing the stimulating didn’t tease quite so much and was a bit more proactive.”
“I expect that could be arranged.”
“And the cart racing; I don’t want to stop.”
“You want to race with Kate?”
“Of course. Most of the girls running weren’t State prisoners; they were doing it voluntarily like the Ellis sisters.” Heather assumed a supercilious expression: “It’s healthy exercise with lots of fresh air.”
“Yes it is,” agreed Chandler. “And there’s several people I can think of who would be more than happy to drive you round the practice circuit.”
“You don’t think that Grey woman is going to come after Kate now, do you? Just for revenge?”
“I don’t think we’ll ever see her again. I happened to mention that you’d yet to decide whether or not to prosecute her nephew, but that you’d probably know the next time you see her.”
Heather giggled. “That’s wicked.”
“No, that’s called a warning.”
Heather rolled over so that she was lying limp on his chest with her head over his shoulder. He moved his palms up and down her back, feeling each small bone of her spine. The black alphanumerics tattooed onto her shoulder stood out stark against her pale skin.
“We’ll have to see about laser treatment to remove this,” he said fingering the dark characters.
“I don’t want that,” she said into his neck. “I want to keep it just as it is. They remind me who I am and what I’ve found. They're part of my life, a very important part, and I don’t want to lose them.”
“But they suggest to others that you're a convicted criminal who has been leased out; they’ll assume you were a sex slave.”
“And so I was; still am… What do I care what others think? It’s what I feel that matters and those marks, well… they're me.”
They lapsed into a companionable silence, Heather breathing softly draped over him like a blanket and Chandler touching her gently as if to do otherwise might break her.
“Ethan,” she said with a husky voice that was almost inaudible. “Can we bring Kate to bed with us tomorrow?"




Extract from the book: 
"The Re-education of Mrs Annabelle McBride"
Poor Annie… One moment she’s idyllically happy as Simon’s new bride and then she’s bullied into doing something silly by an ex. But Simon’s a reasonable man; despite losing all confidence in Annie’s ability to resist sexual pressure, he’s prepared to offer her an alternative to divorce: a course of re-education intended to condition her to seek sexual gratification only from him. Of course, by definition he must ensure that she can’t get her relief any other way, including by self-stimulation, and he also realizes that her re-education will be a lot more effective if her appetite for sex is maximised. People always want what they can’t have, Annie more so because she’s subjected to a continuous and unavoidable reminder of what she’s missing.
For Annie, the course poses substantial physical challenges, but it’s not easy for Simon either. Unless he can find a way to overcome his visions of Annie and her friend partying in the marriage bed, the whole exercise could be for nought.
At this early stage in the story, Simon has equipped Annie with a carbon fibre chastity belt and bra that have been moulded to her precise shape and reproduce her profile exactly. The belt not only has a rigid dildo, but also an anal plug that can be remotely released as and when required using a mobile phone signal. Finally, to ensure she cannot orally entertain another, he has replaced her usual tongue stud with one more like a thorn with a magnetically locking retainer.
This is Annie’s first day in her new outfit and the story has been written from her point of view.
✽✽✽
 






Idressed; a t-shirt to cover the bra and a skirt. The belt looked just like material underwear except that it showed a little more detail and I thought it pointless to cover it with more pants. I studied myself in the mirror. I didn’t look any different from usual except, perhaps, that my nipples were a little more prominent, but I certainly felt different. I could barely walk without the twin plugs inside me sending urgent signals to my brain to tell me that I was in the middle of a very kinky sex session. I kept trying to touch myself only to find that nothing I could do added to the stimulation.
I couldn’t alleviate it either. If I sat, I felt the plugs burrow deeper and when I moved, I was conscious that I did so with a strange gait that kept my thighs apart. I practiced walking normally and felt new pressures both within and without; I was gently masturbating with every pace.
How on earth did Simon expect me to function? Did he think I could just carry on as normal? Go to the shops and walk round the supermarket with all the other shoppers? I imagined collapsing with an orgasm in ‘fruit and veg’, toppling senseless into the bin of bananas while concerned citizens tried loosening my clothing.
I wandered into the kitchen and started an inventory of the larder’s contents to try to determine how much time I had before I had to venture into town. You may think me slow, but it took to about eleven o'clock before I realized that the belt wasn’t about to cause me to writhe around in unbridled ecstasy. Quite the opposite. There was no way I could climax whilst locked into my plastic underwear, it just wasn’t going to happen, and then the true nature of my incarceration started to filter into my addled brain.
It’s human nature to want what you can’t have and by lunch time I wanted sexual relief. This is stupid, I told myself. Four hours and I felt like a sex maniac. I tried to tell myself that it was just a passive barrier, but it wasn’t. It was constantly whispering to me: here it is, this is what you want and you can’t have it.
I decided I needed some distraction and took the dogs out on the heath. The exercise was not a success. The strenuous motion only served to stir the plugs about inside me until I just stopped and sat on a log to watch them searching amongst the gorse for stray scents.
Back at the house, I sat in the kitchen drinking a coffee and trying to rationalise the situation. Why had he done this? Why up the stimulation instead of just settling for locking me out. Surely it was counter-productive. It seemed that from now on my mind would constantly be focused on thoughts of sex irrespective of whom I’m with. If I’m with another man, for instance, will I be going nuts because I couldn’t fuck him and how’s that help Simon?
Somehow I stumbled through the rest of the afternoon in a sort of trance and finally had the ‘pleasure’ of watching Simon arrive back home and climb from his car. He walked into the kitchen, dumped his laptop bag in the corner and smiled at me.
“Good day?” he asked lightly.
I was not amused, but tried to stay civil. “Not particularly,” I said. “I’ve got a fucking great cock locked in my pussy and a plug up my arse.”
Okay, it wasn’t very civil, but I thought I had the right to make my feelings known.
“I know that,” he said. “I put them there.”
“As a punishment?”
“Well, yes; I suppose so. In a way they are a punishment inasmuch as you’d probably rather they weren’t there, but that’s not their primary purpose.”
“Well, now you're home, please take these things off me.” Simon looked at me as if I was mad. “It’s not as if I’m going to sneak away for a quickie with the gardener.” He turned away to refill the kettle. “He’s not even here,” I added under my breath.
If he heard me he didn’t acknowledge. He’d turned the kettle on and was in the process of making coffee. He suddenly stopped what he was doing and turned slowly towards me. “I'm afraid that’s not how it works.”
“But you're here. You can see I'm not with anyone else; why won’t you release me?”
“There’s two ways you can be released from that belt: either I could decide to unlock you to, well, exercise you, or you could opt for a divorce. Right now, I don’t need you released. Do you want a divorce?”
I ignored the question. “This is it, then. I’m to be a sort of sex toy that you take from the shelf and unwrap whenever you're feeling frisky and to hell with my own feelings.”
“Pretty much…” said Simon. I glared at him. “Let me explain it to you clearly.” His tone was verging on patronising and it was as much as I could do to hold back the verbal tirade that was bubbling inside me. “Your new underwear is designed to achieve multiple objectives. Firstly and quite obviously, it provides a barrier that negates any extramarital sexual activity and gives me assurance that you're being faithful. Secondly, it conditions you to look exclusively to me for sexual satisfaction and fulfilment and nobody else because only I have the keys, and for this secondary aim to be met we must exclude you as well as your potential suitors.”
“You're locking me out from my own body…”
“And thirdly,” he continued with barely a pause, “By providing a small but constant degree of stimulation, it keeps your attention focused on objective two.”
“A small degree of stimulation… You lock that sodding great cock inside me and a plug in my arse and call it ‘a small degree of stimulation’… Where’s the fucking key? I've had enough of this. I'm not a sex doll you can own and use whenever you fucking feel like it.”
“No, you're not. You're my wife and if you want that state to continue, you’ll accept my terms. If you want the key, it’s here; take it,” and he held up a small bunch of keys.
I went to grab the keys and then hesitated before snatching my hand away. My ire evaporated like Scotch mist. “No I don’t want the sodding keys; I want you. I'm sorry; I won’t do it again, I promise…” Neither of us was sure if I was referring to my verbal outburst or the original sin; it didn’t seem to matter. The tears began to trickle down my cheeks again. “I don’t want a divorce,” I murmured. “I just want you.”
It was now clear to me. He wasn’t going to take the belt off me because he didn’t want ‘access’ to me at that moment. I’d been assuming that its purpose was to secure my pussy to prevent unauthorised entry and that it was superfluous when he was with me, but it seems that was only part of it. The rest was to tease me in order to maximise my libido and secure me so that I had no way of satisfying it and, in so doing, cause me to yearn for the time when Simon and only Simon would relieve me.
So this was to be my punishment: wear the belt or get divorced. The offer of the divorce was still there. All I had to do was say yes and I’d be free. It was like some sort of trial to test the depth of my feelings for him. One thing was sure: his eyes didn’t waiver as he watched me with a detached stare and I realized he was in deadly earnest. I didn’t want a divorce; the very thought make me weak at the knees as I imagined my life just crumbling away. I turned away from the keys and sat on a stool. He finished preparing the two drinks and placed a mug before me. “Thank you,” I whispered.
“I have some letters to write so I’ll be in the study for a while.”
I answered in the same barely audible voice: “I’m making something to eat. It'll be ready in about an hour.”
Then it was his turn to say ‘Thank you’ before picking up his laptop and leaving. I stared at the coffee mug considering the implications of what I’d just learnt. I thought I’d have to wear this stupid belt while Simon was at work, but now it seemed like my term of torment was open-ended and entirely up to his discretion. I could be locked up for months…
The implications slowly began to dawn on me. The enforced chastity was my punishment for fucking Jeff and, just to make sure I was continuously aware of what I was missing, he’d locked the plugs into me so I couldn’t move without a tormenting degree of self-stimulation. How long could he keep this up? Mother Nature would make it difficult to continue more than a few more days and I doubted that he’d even thought of that.
I slid from the stool and the phallus nudged me. Four more days! I’ll be going insane…
✽✽✽
 
That first evening was difficult, but he did remove the tongue stud before the meal. He used what looked like a tiny spoon that he held under the bead and just pinched the thorn from the surface of my tongue. Then he handed me the bead and stud and asked me to wash them; said he’d refit them in the morning.
We ate the meal I’d prepared and then settled in the sitting room to watch the late news on the television, him in an armchair and me alone on the settee with my legs folded beneath me, squirming gently.
At eleven he said ‘Goodnight’, kissed my forehead, and went up to sleep alone in the spare bedroom. I continued to stare at the television screen, not actually seeing what I was looking at and with tears gathering in the corners of my eyes. Didn’t he know how sorry I was or how much I still loved him? What he was doing was cruel, but I suppose I was cruel to him. I hadn’t really thought things through when I was with Jeff; considered all the pain and damage I could be causing and now this was the result. There are some countries that would put me to death for what I did to Simon and I shivered at the thought.
Carefully, I unfolded and rose, switched off the television and went upstairs to bed.
✽✽✽
 
The next morning, I heard him walking about and pulled on a dressing gown. I met him on the landing. He smiled and said ‘Good morning’, and then asked if I’d slept well. I told him that I had; I hadn’t.
He went back into the spare bedroom and a few seconds later there was a click behind me and I felt the plug move in my arse. I reached behind me and realized that he’d remotely released it so that I could use the toilet. Thanks very much, I thought and went into the bathroom. When Simon heard the cistern flush and the basin taps running, he joined me. The plug was on the side of the sink air-drying after I’d washed it.
“Do you want a shower?” he asked.
“Of course. Are you going to remove these?” and I tapped the belt.
“I will, but there are conditions. You’ll need to wear this and allow me to wash you,” and he showed me a metal yoke: a bar 80 cm wide with wrist cuffs at its ends and an opening collar in its centre.
“So I can’t touch myself?”
He nodded.
“Can’t you just watch me to make sure I don’t get carried away?”
Simon didn’t answer and I gave him a long, hard stare. It’s not an easy pose to hold and after a while I started to get eye-strain for no discernible capitulation on his part. I shook my head and held up my arms beside my shoulders. He opened the device at the collar and reclosed it about my neck and then closed each of the cuffs about my wrists to leave me trapped in an attitude of abject surrender with my arms raised either side of my head. Then he turned me round and unlocked first the bra and then the belt. The bra’s shoulders straps detached from the back straps and he slipped it from my torso. Then he unhooked the waistband of the belt from my hips and it slipped down my thighs, dragging the phallus from me as it did so.
I stood still with my lips parted in silent prayer as the shaft left me hungry and empty, one ridge at a time. I gazed down at the glistening shaft and then at Simon to ensure he understood the magnitude of my torment. He let the dressing gown slide from his arms to the floor and stepped naked into the shower before me carrying the two shells. To my frazzled brain, he looked beautiful.
It was a big shower, plenty big enough for two even when one had her arms partly spread, and I followed him inside. He laid the belt and bra on the floor behind him and turned on the water to drench them both in its warm, needle-like spray. He washed his hair and rinsed, and then spread shampoo onto me. I closed my eyes as his fingers massaged my scalp and then squirted body wash over my shoulders. It dribbled down my chest and he spread it until his slippery hands had covered my breasts and abdomen with the thick lather. Then he rubbed his hands between my legs.
I lifted a leg and moaned, pressing my slippery breasts against his chest as his hand moved below me, delving deep between my folds. I tried to kiss him, but he deftly fended me off.
“Simon…” I whispered.
“No,” he said. “Not now.”
He moved back and lifted the spray nozzle from its mounting to rinse away the suds and quench my fire, and then washed the belt and bra. I could do nothing but watch while he stepped from the shower, dried himself and then me before using the same towel on the belt and bra and putting them aside to finish air-drying. I followed him into the spare bedroom and stood silently while he dressed and, by that time, my plastic underwear was dry.
It was refitted the same as before: first the talc-powdered bra and then the belt. I stood with dry eyes and a dry mouth when he lubricated the phallus and then spread my legs for him to ease it into place. It slipped into me and I made no comment, no verbal comment anyway; my body language spoke volumes and I squirmed when he closed the waistband.
“Lean forward…” and he pressed the anal plug home until it clicked. Three flicks of his fingers and the three latches were released to free my neck and arms and I lowered them to my side, the status quo once again restored. I was secure, humiliated and my body stuffed for another day. Without a backward glance, Simon left me to finish redressing and went down for breakfast.
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