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	The Doctor

	 

	One of my first stories, it involves some of my favorite concepts, namely rubber bondage and slave training.

	 

	I answered the ad with some trepidation. The job was described as a "doctor's position with a private foundation" and, needless to say, this left a lot of details out. After several screening calls and background checks, I finally was invited to meet the director. Unusually, I was directed to a small office downtown, rather than the estate somewhere in the country. The offices were small but well appointed. As I entered the reception room, a young, attractive girl met me with a smile.

	"You must be Doctor Linden," she said as she stood from behind her desk and offered her hand. "My name is Veronica. I'll ring you in." I had an unfortunate habit of liking young ladies and this one was no exception. She was a cute, young girl, about twenty-one with a hard body and firm breasts. She was wearing a very tight, short dress, made of a shiny material, with an unusual set of jewelry. On her wrists and ankles she had a set of matching silver cuffs. Around her neck she wore a similar style choker. I admired her lovely form for a moment, jealous that I couldn't see more of her youthful, tight body. As she stood she jingled provocatively. Veronica gestured to the double doors across the reception area. As I followed her to the door, I noticed another oddity - she was wearing amazingly high heels. They appeared to be at least seven inches, pushing her onto her toes. But she moved with ease in them and I quickly put it out of my head.

	The dark wood environment of the inner office was impressive at first sight. A tall handsome man approached me as Veronica closed the doors.

	"Very pleased to meet you, Doctor Linden. I am Jonathan Markes. Please, make yourself comfortable." Mr. Markes gestured to a comfortable chair. As I seated myself, he gathered some files and joined me at the opposite seat. "I don't want to waste your time, Doctor, so let me get to the point. I am in need of a doctor to administer to my clientele.”

	"Mr. Markes, though I am confident I am qualified for the position, I have little information as to what type of clientele you have.”

	"Yes, of course. First, let me explain something," he pulled some papers from one of the file folders and handed them to me. "We have done some checking on you, prior to this visit. I know you may not find this pleasant, but after I explain, I think you will understand." Markes leaned forward in his chair. "I run a service that takes young girls, runaways largely, off the street and puts them to some use. Now, I must emphasize, this is a voluntary training. All the girls are either signed over by their parents if underage or are at least 18 years old and have signed a consent.”

	"That sounds like commendable work. But I don't understand, Mr. Markes. What do you train them in?”

	"Sexual slavery, Doctor Linden." My heart stopped as I heard him speak those words. I could feel my jaw dropping open and a flush come to my face. I wasn't sure how to react, or if I should feel threatened. "Now, before you react adversely, I must say that we know you respond, in a dominant manner, to all forms of bondage and discipline, as well as most forms of punishment." I blushed now, unable to control my reaction.

	"How do you know that?" I mumbled.

	"That file in your lap. We paid for a most detailed background on you over the past few weeks. We know your interests and are aware of most, if not all of your sexual experiences." It was Mr. Markes turn to be confident. "We know that you have had several lesbian experiences, and in nearly all of them have dominated your partner.”

	I was embarrassed at his knowledge of my sex life. But I couldn't deny it. I quickly paged through some of information and found, at the back, a small collection of pictures. I had attended a small party two weeks ago and found a young girl as a play partner. I often found it easy to attract women since I myself was fairly attractive. I was 28 years old, five foot ten, with long brown hair and dark eyes. I kept in shape and wasn't afraid to show off my generous breasts and firm ass. At this party, I remember wearing a tight latex dress and knee high boots. The young girl, perhaps 19, was an obvious submissive. She was wearing a small leather bikini with six inch pumps and had latched onto me quickly. Tia was fairly new to the scene but had expressed an interest in some pretty severe bondage. I think she was eager to dive in, though she really had no idea what she was getting into. After retiring to my house, I had spent the night strapping her into several tight positions. At first I had ordered her to strip naked. She dropped the bikini to the floor with ease but tried to cover herself as she stood in front of me. I took a moment to admire her young body and large breasts. I slipped behind her and laced a leather strap around her elbows. As I pulled them together, closer and closer, I watched as her shoulders pulled back and her breasts pushed out. She was quite flexible and her elbows touched with only slight effort. I fixed the strap so it wouldn't slip then pulled her wrists together as well. As I walked around to her front, I could see she was a little nervous at her bondage. She struggled to move her arms but quickly found that they were completely unusable. I slipped a thick leather collar around her neck and attached a leash, leading her into my dungeon. The house had a custom modification. The two back rooms were merged and a hidden door was added. From the outside it seemed as if the rooms didn't exist. If somebody did a volume study of the house, they would notice that there was too little space inside to cover the view from the air. I reached above the molding and touched a spot in a sequence of taps. The soundproof door swung open. The dungeon was long, with a iron bed on one end and a veritable torture chamber at the other. If need be, I could take care of any slavegirl's needs for a long period of time without having them leave the room. Tia followed me in quietly until he eyes adjusted and then she jerked to a stop. I could see her eyes cross over the selection of whips on one wall and the suspension rigs at the other. I pulled harder and led her into the torture end as the door shut silently behind us.

	I wanted to see how flexible young Tia was so I ordered her to lay on he back on the bondage table. She climbed up dutifully but shivered as she lay there. I told her to sit up as I fitted a head harness on her. The leather straps fit snug on her as the ball gag was forced between her jaws. I had her sit on her knees, with her lower legs doubled over, then forced her to lay back. Straps were attached from the corners of the bed near her head to her ankles, then a long strap connected from a ring at the opposite end, under her body to the ring at the top of her head harness. I attached this strap to a crank and began turning, pulling her head backwards. After a few minutes, I had her doubled back, her chest forced out and her head nearly beneath her. She began whimpering and crying as the straps got real tight, removing any possibility of movement. I honestly believed this was the first time she had been truly bound. I produced a whip with hard rubber strands and showed it to her. Tears sprang anew from her eyes, running down her forehead. With no hesitation I began whipping her large breasts and, I noticed with pleasure, well shaved pussy. After half an hour I think she fainted, though I couldn't tell from her body motion, or lack of. I admired the harsh red strips that covered her chest and thighs, then ran smelling salts under her nose. Before letting her go I inserted two large dildos into her pussy and ass. Releasing her from her bondage, I stretched a form fitting leather body suit over her. The thick leather straps held her at ankle, above and below the knee, while more straps doubled up her arm bondage at wrist and elbow.

	"I'm going to bind you tight, Tia. And I'm not going to release you for a week. What do you think of that?" Her eyes showed fear as I covered them with soft pads and stretched a thick hood over her head. The laces pulled it snug, muffling the small whimpers she was emitting. The mouth strap forced the ball even deeper into her mouth and locked into place while another blindfold covered the pads over her eyes. I fitted a thick leather posture collar around her neck, removing the remaining motion from her body. I had her on a long table where additional straps held her firmly to the table.

	After leaving her like this for an hour I was getting horny. I wanted to see how long she could take this restricted position, but honestly, it was boring for me. I vowed to devise a new strict bondage as I removed her hood and gag and sat on her face. She was slow in responding so I unlaced her suit around her breasts, allowing them to leap out. They were large orbs, forced out by her arm bondage and completely vulnerable. I used a small cane to whip her breasts, encouraging her to lick harder.

	The pictures I held in my hand where of me sitting on her face. I could not figure out how these photos were taken but they had been. "Doctor Shaw," Mr. Markes continued, "I take young girls and train them to service their masters and mistresses. Sometimes they are quite reluctant to participate, having been sent to us by their parents who are fed up with their unruly children. Others find it a release from responsibility, though we do require our girls to work. Some girls change their mind and must be 'convinced' to participate. Despite all this, we need a competent doctor who can take care of various cuts and injuries. We think you are the woman.”

	With that, Mr. Markes sat back in his chair, waiting for a response. I was shocked, but also quite intrigued. I had secretly hoped to find a job one day that involved my interest in bondage. This seemed to be it. "Can I ask a few questions?”

	"Of course, Doctor Shaw.”

	"Would I need to commute to and from the estate?”

	"No. We will provide you with accommodations. The position is classified as a 40 hour week, but you will be on call at all times. For this reason, we feel it best you stay with us.”

	"What will some of my main responsibilities be?”

	"Well, you will administer to any injuries as your primary concern. You will also monitor the condition of any girls in long term bondage.”

	I could feel the heat rise inside of me as I became sexually excited. "What is long term bondage?”

	We have several girls at any one time who are being severely punished. This usually includes being either bound in a thick leather suit in such a way that they are completely immobile. Or it may be rubber. This may go one for several days or even weeks, depending on the level of punishment. We have two girls who have been coated with a special latex compound that hardens when dried. They have been hanging in the front foyer for three weeks. We use electroshock therapy to keep their muscles active and take care of needs through discrete tubing.”

	I couldn't believe it. It was cruel yet I was excited by it as well. "What other situations might I expect to see?”

	"You will be required to take care of various piercings and, if you chose, administer some. We have a pony girl stable that contains lifetime ponygirls. These girls usually spend their entire lives bound or chained in various positions. We, of course, require girls to perform sexually and will need to be checked regularly for any damage from various sexual encounters. Finally, we usually avoid any serious marks from whipping, but at times we will need to truly punish a young lady. These wounds will need to be monitored.”

	I was too excited for words. "Where do I sign?"

	I realized quickly that I was not just considered a doctor at the estate. The slavegirls were required to address me as mistress and, despite taking care of their health needs, I could still participate in the training. The young girl who had just entered stood in front of me, her head bowed. She was a young blond, her hair falling to her shoulders. She wore the typical outfit of a resident here: A wide stainless steel collar, and nothing else. After only a short time here, it became clear that most of the girls had their arms firmly fixed behind their backs. In typical fashion, this one had steel bands at wrist, below her elbows and above them. The wrist and below elbow cuffs seemed welded together while the upper band was connected by a short length of metal which appeared to be drawn together by means of an inset hex nut. Her shoulders were pulled back so severely she was forced to push her chest out provocatively while holding her back in a perfect posture. Her arms had been tied like this, her chart said, for six months. At first it had been amazing how the muscles could stand such stress But shortly I learned of the training period that conditioned each girl's shoulders and arms to withstand such positions. Like most, this one had been trained well. Many of the girls had no use of their arms for years, though the muscles were kept in shape with electro-therapy.

	Like most of the girls here, this one was in top shape. She was five foot six with a slim athletic figure and largish breasts. Upon arrival at the estate, the girls were coated with a salve that had been developed by Mr. Markes. Placed on the body below the neck, it not only removed all hair, but prevented any hair from regrowing. All the residents were hairless from the neck down. In addition, once a girl had spent a week at the estate they were marked with rings. Much like the others, this girl had a thick clit ring, nipple rings and nose ring. Unlike typical piercings, the nose ring was actually the last component of a much more intricate setup. A hole is punched into the septum. Then a carefully fit plate is positioned on each side of the septum. An inset hole matches the new piercing, clicking together to hold the plates in place. Additional rivets are pierced through smaller holes in the corner of the plates to hold it in position. The ring could be removed, leaving a useful and reinforced septum available for various torments.

	I lifted her chin and told her to open her mouth and stick out her tongue. Her newest piercings, through her tongue, had been healing nicely. Again in unique fashion, a two rows of four holes each are pierced through the tongue lengthwise. Stainless steel grommets are fit over the holes and locked into place. The girl was nearly in tears. She knew that as soon a I approved her tongue piercings, she would be sent into pony training. The bit she would wear would attach to the grommets now pierced through her tongue. The bit fit between her teeth while a steel plate slipped along the top of the pony girl's tongue. Rivets would connect the metal to the tongue, removing any ability to speak. I couldn't wait to see her body in pony gear. She would be an excellent addition to the stable.

	The next girl was led into the room by her mistress. This girl was a rubber slave. She was covered head to toe in a latex body suit. The new latex Mr. Markes had developed allowed the skin to breath and thus could be worn for indefinite periods of time. She was a statuesque women in her black rubber outfit. She moved slowly into the room, taking small steps. I admired her ability on her ballet point boots, considering she had only started wearing them the last few weeks. Though shoe training was common for many of the slaves, for the most unruly, we liked to place them in as much discomfort as possible. This girl, named Tasha, had been a runaway. She fought her trainers for the first three days when they finally assigned her as a rubber slave. Her head was shaved, with a less potent salve rubbed onto her scalp. Hair would not grow on her head for at least two years, perfect for rubber training. Though she had been fitted with a custom, form fitting latex suit she had not completely responded to training until she had been forced into toe shoes. The only part of her original skin I could see were her eyes, and the pain they showed told me how well the training was going. The shoes were not made of typical leather. Rather than a snub nose, these shoes were nearly as pointed at the toe as they were at the heel, forcing the toes into an extremely uncomfortable position. Steel bands were wrenched over the foot, trapping them into a form fitting prison. To keep steps short, a short three inch rod held her ankles together. The rubber suit had been wrapped and creased into every part of her body. I had suggested a unique modification by removing her rings prior to the suit application, then reapplying them from the outside. The perfectly shined latex set off the shiny steel of the rings. She was fully gagged with a blow up rubber gag, then a wide band pulled across the outside and locked on.

	"I think we can take her arms to stage two," her mistress said.

	"She passed her flexibility tests?" I asked. Her mistress nodded so I asked her to position the girl in the middle of the room. I lowered a chain and attached it to her nose ring as her mistress attached her ankles to the floor with a tight cable. As I turned the winch, I watched as the slack left the chain and pulled her chin up. My cruel side gave the crank and extra turn, putting some strain on her septum and eliciting a whine from the slave. I moved behind her and, with a custom wrench, removed the bolts that held the bands around her arms. Though it had been months since she had been able to use her arms, she knew better than to lift them. She lowered them carefully to her sides. Her mistress replaced her leather collar with a wide steel posture collar. I fed a wire cable through the ring at the back of the collar and down to her waist level. Her mistress had attached her wrists together behind her back and I fixed the cable to the middle ring between the cuffs and bolted it in place. I turned another winch and began pulling the cable through her collar ring, pulling her wrists up her back. It took little time to invert her arms, her wrists higher than her elbows. It was the final few turns that caused tears to flow from the slavegirl's eyes and down her latex covered cheeks. Her wrists were about six inches from touching the back of her collar, but we weren't done yet. I showed the slave a wide steel band with cuffs on each end. I was sure she knew what this device was for as a low whimper escaped her bondage. I attached the cuffs to her arms just above her elbows. A small crank fitted to a hole in the middle of the band and I turned it, slowly pulling her elbows closer. As I did this, her mistress turned the other crank, pulling her wrists higher. As her fingers reached the back of her collar we both stopped. The cable was locked off to the back of the collar and I removed the steel band. I loved this look. From the front, the slave girl could not help but force her chest out. The bondage was very sexy and quite extreme, something I was learning I loved.

	"She has such beautiful breasts," I commented to her mistress, "But the latex crushes them so much. What would you think of banding them?”

	"That would be great!" She smiled and gave her young slave a pat on the ass. "This one is quite unruly, but a lot of fun to torture!”

	With her shoulders pulled back so hard, it was east to access her tits. I attached a set of cables to her nipple rings, and connected them to the ends of a small bar. Attaching the bar to a winch, we turned until her latex covered breasts were pulled out like cones. This, of course, only added to the slavegirl's discomfort, but we didn't care, we were having fun. I pulled out a set of two inch wide bands that, at first, looked too small in circumference. I could see the slave's eyes go wide as she realized what they were. They were stainless steel bands that would circle the base of her breasts, helping them to stand out from the chest. The unpleasant part was the small spikes that ringed the inside of the steel. I made sure the surgical steel was sterile and slipped one around. As I closed it, the spikes sank through the latex and into the base of her breasts. Tasha howled behind the heavy rubber gag. The two ends were forced together until they merged seamlessly with a small set of rivets. The second one was placed on and the winch was released. Her breasts were held out from her chests proudly.

	Her mistress was pleased. "I love that look. It makes her look like she does naked." She pulled out several pictures of the girl prior to training. She was posing for the camera in panties, obviously for her boyfriend. She was beautiful and young, an innocent face. I took one of the pictures and held it up so the slave girl could see it. "This is what you used to be, little one. Now you are ours to punish." Tears flowed anew from her eyes and she realized her fate. We released her nose chain and I watched as her mistress led her away.

	I loved the little perks I received as head doctor. The food was great, the grounds were exquisite and I had amazing freedom for a full time job. I also had several personal slavegirls. As I walked in to my guest house for the evening, I found the place immaculate as usual and one of the slaves on her knees at the door. I insisted that each girl have use of her arms for house tasks, as well as various fondling I may require. This didn't prevent me from punishment at times. One of the girls had recently broken an expensive dish I had received from Mr. Markes as a welcome gift. That slave girl was spending several weeks as my puppy, covered in a tight rubber suit that forced her legs and arms to double up on themselves. Straps held her ankles to her thighs and her wrists to her upper arms. Small pads were attached to her knees and elbows and a thick leather hood covered her head. Welding goggles covered her eyes, reducing her eyesight to a limited range. A thick posture collar wrapped around her neck, pushing her chin up hard, forcing her to face forward. She spent most of her time in the dog house out back, or whimpering at the back door. I had attached a special gag to her head that, with a set of metal clamps connected to her tongue, reduced her ability to talk, allowing only dog like sounds.

	The other girls remained naked, with the exception of steel cuffs on ankles and wrists. Short chains connected these together. I loved the look of a young girl, naked but for these chains and the rings that adorned their bodies. I stepped into the house and closed the door. As soon as it closed, the slavegirl there slipped off my shoes and proceeded to kiss them. When she was finished I stepped into the side room to check on Tia. Since that first night, I had kept Tia as my pet. She was on her own and looking for work when we first met and she never complained when I didn't release her from bondage. Well, she complained, but never truly wanted to leave. She proclaimed early on that she didn't like being in total bondage so, of course, I took every opportunity to put her in just that. Currently, she had spent the day in heavy corset training. She was still hanging in the side room, her wrists chained to overhead cables. Her legs were strapped together at ankle above and below knee. A thick cable attached to her ankle cuffs and connected to the floor, pulled so taught that her body had little ability to move. I had put her in a heavy hood that morning, lacing the four layer leather over her face until she had a shiny globe on her shoulders. Two small tubes were all that marred the smooth surface, allowing her to breath. I had stuffed her mouth with a sponge-like substance that slowly expanded as she provided more saliva. By now, her jaws must be forced hard against the tight leather. I had placed earplugs and eye covers on her to keep her focusing on the point of the bondage. A heavy corset was strapped on her. Extending from her breasts to mid thigh, the heavily boned leather corset was designed to close over a 20 inch waist. Though Tia was quite shapely, she had started this morning with a 26 inch waist. Upon application earlier in the day, there was a huge gap between the two ends. I had laced it as tight as I could, then attached a small bucket at the end of the laces and let it dangle just below her ass. I placed a small tube into the bucket and allowed a drop of water to fall in each few seconds. As I returned now, I noticed the bucket was nearly full, and no longer rested just below her ass. It had sunk to her knees and the back of the corset, with the full weight of the bucket pulling on the laces, was completely closed. I stood closer and could hear Tia breathing in short breaths from the strain on her chest but I couldn't but help admiring her with a small waist. Her large breasts, now pierced with shiny new rings were set off by the snug look of the leather. I decided to enjoy dinner, then release Tia from her suspension and find new ways to torment her.

	As I walked out of the room and away from my favorite slave, I smiled in satisfaction. Giving the leash to a young blonde slave a yank and watching her stumble to follow, I sauntered off to the kitchen.

	The End
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	We had done about everything we could think of with Jane. After only 3 years, she had been modified and manipulated in every way imaginable. As I admired her rigid body, listening to her subtle whimpering beneath the inflated bladder stretching her jaws, I couldn't help but feel sad that I wouldn't have her to torture any longer. Three years ago, when she had written me with her interest in becoming the ultimate bondage toy, I hadn't believed someone like her existed. But after many months of conversation, we finally met, and I realized that she was for real.

	Only 19 years old when she arrived, she was impressive. Only 5'6", she already had massive breasts, measuring a delightful 38D. On such a small frame, they stood out dramatically. She was rather proud of them, wearing a tight t-shirt on our first meeting, with hip hugger shorts and a bare stomach. I was still certain she would back out at the last minute, but she eagerly signed the contract giving her life to me, then drinking the potion I had set out. Within seconds she was asleep.

	It only took a few minutes to throw her tiny form over my shoulder and carry her down to the dungeon. Already a large house nestled in the woods, I had built an equally large dungeon underground. The long, stone steps were foreboding to strangers, as were the dark walls and sounds of dripping water in the distance. Setting Jane on the floor of the primary chamber, I undressed her, then lifted her onto the chair. Her ass settled on two flat bars, leaving her entire crotch accessible. Legs stretched out in a dramatic V, parallel with the floor, while her arms strapped behind her at wrist and elbow, then attached to an upright bar. Her head bent back, resting in two thin half bands that held her at the base of the skull and toward the top of her head. Thin straps extended from these, one circling her chin with the other reaching around her forehead. Once tightened, her head bent back sharply, forcing her to face up.

	When she woke, she would be able to see herself clearly through the large mirror suspended above her. I wanted her to see everything that was happening to her. An added attachment connected to the lower band and stretched over her mouth. I reached in to pull out her tongue, then fit it between two serrated pieces, clamping them down tight, holding her tongue out of her mouth. Two rubber wedges at the back of her teeth held her mouth open wide.

	I stepped to the back of the chair and began cranking the two dull spikes. They touched her skin on either side of her spine, at mid-back. Though not sharp, they were uncomfortable, and served the purpose of slowly forcing her chest out, while stretching her body. The pain of the metal pressed hard against her back brought her eyes open wide and a scream from her throat. I watched out of the corner of my eye as her eyes darted about the room in fear, trying to assess the situation.

	I ignored her, actually humming as I worked, positioning the dildo penetrator beneath her exposed anus. Greasing it, I cranked the dial until the pointed tip began to press past her sphincter. She jumped at the sensation, which told me she had too much slack. I stepped behind her again and gave the spikes a few extra turns, grinding their dull points harder against her sensitive back and creating a wail from her throat. The result was to force her large tits out further, and to remove her ability to move at all. I returned to the dildo, making sure it was lined up, then flipped a switch.

	For a second nothing happened, then suddenly, the dildo shoved it’s 6 inch length deep into her ass. Jane screamed out loud, tears beginning to spill down her cheeks as the dildo extracted slowly, then plunged itself deep once more. The sequence was random and would continue unrelented until I shut it off. I figured a few days of anal raping by the machine would soften her will.

	As I returned to her face, I avoided eye contact. I could see without looking that she was terrified. After all our conversation about these and the coming events, I could tell she wasn’t quite prepared for the reality of the situation. With a pair of scissors, I began to cut off her long blonde hair, letting it pool around my feet. Soon her head was stubble. I stepped to the side and rolled over the silver tray loaded with shaving cream and a razor, then applied the foam to her head and proceeded to shave her.

	Despite the attack waged on her ass, I could tell she was more disturbed by the shaving. She watched as I ran the razor over her head, removing the last bits of hair. Soon, she was completely bald. After wiping her dry, I took a pair of latex exam gloves from the tray, pulled them on, then squeezed a liberal amount of gel from a small tube onto my palm. Rubbing it across both hands, I touched her head, smearing the brownish substance across her bear head. The chemical stung as it attacked the hair follicles, though the pain couldn’t have been anything compared to the dildo. I looked down to see it was in heavy pump mode, forcing the dildo deep in, then extracting it quickly, only to shove it back in. It was like a good hard fucking. She closed her eyes, squeezing tears onto her face, as she felt her baldness become permanent.

	Shaving her eyebrows, then plucking her eyelashes was easier. I coated two eye patches with the strong depilatory, then placed them over her eyes, forcing them shut. I stepped around her and sat on a stool in front of her pussy, then spread more depilatory over her shaved crotch. I had to stop the machine for a second as I coated her ass with the same gel. It only took a moment and soon the machine was back in action. Pulling the gloves off and depositing them into the trash, I took another tray and selected a thick needle.

	I removed the eye patches, wiping her eyelids clean as well, then allowed her see see the sharp device I held. Her tongue was already pulled out, but a few turns of a small crank pulled it out even further. I again avoided eye contact as I lifted the huge needle and without pause, shoved it through her tongue, near the tip. A blood curdling scream rose from her throat as blood ran down her throat from the hole. I grabbed a fairly large ring from the tray and fit it through, clicking the locking ends together to form a seamless shape.

	After 30 minutes, I had completed her piercings. In addition to the front ring, I had pierced a series of holes down both sides of her tongue, placing smaller rings there. A large nose ring now dangled from her septum. Both nipples had a ring at the base and a rod through the middle, while her clit sported two rings; a larger one behind her clit, and a thick yet small ring through the middle of her clit. She had watched the entire process, simply grunting as each needle penetrated her flesh, moaning slightly as each ring clicked together in permanence.

	I stood back, admiring her modifications. I wasn’t sure if I would like the image of the hairless creature before me. But now, as the rings sparkled from her flesh, her face seemingly featureless without eyebrows or hair, her body contorted by the bondage and spikes, I smiled. I knew I was going to enjoy this immensely. I walked behind Jane, then leaned in to her ear.

	“Welcome to the rest of your life,” I whispered. I left her then, letting the ass fucking continue as she felt the first pangs of regret for her decision.

	For the years she served me as a slave, I rarely ever again got the impression that she hated her life. I think she learned that she was forever modified now, and would never return to normal existence. Despite my observation, I continued on with the plan we had made before she arrived. She had asked for some very specific punishments, and I happily complied. Now, she stood before me as she had so often, and I couldn’t help but wonder if she regretted her decision. Even if she had been given the opportunity to be released, she wouldn’t be able to live a normal life.

	From that first day she arrived until this very morning, I had injected growth hormones into her breasts. Her formerly 38D breasts were now an amazing 44HH. They were perfectly shaped, for breasts, firm and perky, but just amazingly huge. To compliment this, she now wore a permanent, spring steel corset. A surgeon had removed her two lower ribs to enable her current size. I stepped up to her and placed my hands around her waist. My fingers not only touched but overlapped slightly. For over a year now her breath had been forced into a shallow pant, her lungs unable to fill completely. Her mouth was gagged with an inflatable bladder, bulging her cheeks out dramatically. The look seemed to go with her inflated lips. A series of collagen injections had created the look of a sex doll. My guests had enjoyed the bizarre image of a woman at parties, her face painted and a gaudy wig over her bald head. I looked up to her, catching her eyes for the first time in months.

	“You know what day this is?” She shook her head slightly, fear filling her eyes. “Well, this is the day you get boxed.” I watched as she began to cry, knowing exactly what I meant. “Remember, you asked for this and, as you can tell by the time you’ve spent with me, I’ve done everything you asked for, haven’t I?”

	She gave a slight nod, her eyes dipping in resignation. She knew that I was not going to waver from her own plan, regardless of how she felt about it now. “I can tell by your response that you’ve changed your mind?” She lifted her eyes again, a look of pleading. “Perhaps I shouldn’t do this?” Again, a nod, as emphatic as possible with the posture collar on her neck.

	“Well, I’m sorry to say, but you chose your own fate,” I smiled at her face as she realized her fate was sealed.

	The box was only 4 feet long, 3 feet tall and 3 feet across, made of ½ inch riveted steel . As I led Jane to it, her eyes grew wide in panic. The thought of the box and the reality was almost too much for he to handle. She began to struggle, trying to pull away despite the chain that I held, connect to her nose ring. My newest slave Monica, a young brunette, helped hold her as I pushed her to her knees. As was customary, Jane was naked except for her corset, the ballet shoes she had learned to walk in, and the bondage that held her arms in place. She hadn’t had use of her hands for nearly 2 years now. I had wrapped them up in tiny rubber balls, and then trained her arms to fold into a reverse prayer, until they were strapped behind her in permanent fashion.

	We finally got her to the ground and I spread her legs, removing the inflatable dildos in her pussy and ass. Attaching a rubber strap to the front of her corset, I let it rest on the floor as Monica handed me the first dildo. The steel shapes were hollow in the middle, with stiff tubes and wires extending out of them. Greasing the tip, I slipped the steel phallus up Jane’s stretched ass until the retaining ring wedged into place. The second, larger dildo fit into her pussy nicely. I made sure the dildos were positioned well, then slipped a thin metal probe into her urethra.

	In order, I pulled the strap up between her legs, fitting a tube through the designated hole, then moved to the next, until I stretched the thick rubber up to meet the back of the corset. We rolled her onto her back and I grasped her face. The breathing tubes pressed into each nostril until I was certain they were seated in her lungs. With a combination of wax and glue, I filled the gaps around the tubes in her nostrils so she could only breath through the tubes. Attaching a bulb to her gag, I deflated and removed it. Almost immediately, Jane tried to speak. The rings through her tongue had made it difficult for her to talk since her first day, an activity I discouraged anyway. But now, her fate on the line, she began to panic.

	“Masssa! Peese! Ah don wanna ga an u box! Peese, na, peese! Ah beg ya. Peese!!” Her pleading continued in her bizarre broken English, the metal from her rings clicking off her teeth. I looked down at her and smiled.

	“Of course you’re going in the box, Jane,” I said sweetly. “Do you remember when you made me promise that no matter what you said, I would go through with the plan? Well, I’m not going to break my promise.” My words brought a stream of new tears, a morbid wail from her throat and a new round of thrashing. But her restricted body was no match for my slave and I. Monica simply sat on her tiny waist as I took her head again and began to push a much larger tube down her throat. Her eyes, large with terror, watched me as the tube hit the back of her throat.

	“Now be a good girl and swallow, Jane,” I said. Reflexively she did, and the tube slid into her stomach. Once I was sure it rested in the proper position, I took the rubber bladder Monica held, slipping the rigid middle over the tube, then pressed the rest of the bladder into her mouth. The middle section held the feeding tube firm, pressing against the top of her throat. Monica offered the injection gun, which I fit on the inflation nipple. Slowly, I squeezed the epoxy into the bladder. I had to reload the gun a second time, but after a short time, I couldn’t fit anymore into the rubber. Jane’s cheeks bulged from the pressure of the liquid filled pouch in her mouth.

	“That’s epoxy filling your mouth now, Jane,” I said. “It’ll dry in a few minutes into a solid mass.” The feeding tube still stuck out from the middle of her cartoon lips. I capped it off and moved to Jane’s ears. Small speakers fit deep into them. Tilting her to the side, I filled up the rest of her ear canal with wax, blocking off all sound. Once her other ear was done as well, Jane could no longer hear at all. I stepped over to a control station and flipped on the microphone so she could hear us.

	We flipped her onto her chest, then I attached a chain to her right ankle. Stretching it up with all my strength, I attached the other end to a ring on the band just above her left elbow. Her ballet shoe nearly touched her elbows now. After attaching her left leg in the same manner, I admired how her body was bent backward into a severe arch. Pulling her legs so severely up her back not only created a painful U shape with her body, but also forced her shoulders back even further, creating a constant ache that added to the dull pain she already felt from her arm bondage. A spreader bar was placed between her knees, holding her legs apart.

	We lifted her rigidly bound body into the box. With the harsh bend her body was held in, she fit nearly perfectly, her forehead just touching the front of the box with her knees an inch or two from the end. Though I couldn’t hear her, I could tell that Jane was terror stricken, both from the intensity of the hogtie as well as the coming event that she both had begged for, and now dreaded. I grabbed the heavy hood from the table and laid down low, so Jane could see me.

	“Well, this is it, Jane,” I said. “Once I put this hood on you, you’ll be able to see yourself from that camera above.” I motioned to a camera above the room. “I hope you enjoy your ultimate fantasy. I’ve had a lot of fun torturing and playing with you, but I guess it’s time to finish your request.” I stretched the hood over her face, covering the torrent of tears pouring down her cheeks, and the sobs that could just be heard through the rock solid gag.

	With the hood stretched over her hairless scalp. I made sure all the tubes escaped cleanly, then ensured the goggles built in were positioned over her eyes. Tiny lcd monitors would now be showing a bird’s eye view of the room to Jane, so she could watch the final preparations. Once the hood was laced and strapped into a skin tight fit, I placed a heavy leather head harness over it, pulling it painfully tight. Another length of chain attached to a ring at the top of her head, and I pulled it hard, forcing her head back dramatically, until the chain reached the band holding her elbows together.

	Now, Jane fit in the box perfectly, a good 2 inch gap at both ends, with plenty of room on the sides and top. As Monica fed the rigid tubes out a hole on the end, I considered Jane’s bondage. For any other slave, this would be incredibly severe. For Jane, I’m sure it was as well. But considering her fate, it seemed the right thing to lock her in some painful position. Monica nodded to me. Jane was ready.

	I extended the angled trough over Jane, then threw the lever. The thick substance flowed out and over Jane, slowly filling the box around her. I could see her trying to move, perhaps to escape, as the cement began to fill the box. I looked up to the camera and smiled.

	“Isn’t it great to be able to see your own encasement? I bet you can feel the cement surrounding you, pressing against you.” I looked back to the box and adjusted the flow of the feeder to make sure it was even. Within in seconds, the box was filled, the last evidence of Jane soon covered in a smooth layer of liquid cement. I stepped to the box, reaching my arm into the cement to grab hold of one of Jane’s nipple rings. I twisted it merciliously, knowing that she was screaming in pain, but no evidence of her reaction could be seen.

	“That’s the last time you will ever be touched by anyone, ever,” I said to the camera. “Once the cement sets, it will lock you in that rigid position for eternity, Jane.”

	Monica had hooked Jane’s breathing, feeding and crotch tubes up to the control machine, along with the accompanying wires. Jane was breathing heavily, or more so than usual, as she felt the weight around and upon her. I taped the keyboard and the machine activated an enema. Quickly, Jane’s ass was filled with a huge dose of ice-cold water. I figured the added pressure on the inside would only add to the feeling of pressure on the outside. I turned again and waved at the camera, knowing that Jane’s panic and agony would only be increased by my casual attitude.

	After 12 hours, the cement was fairly solid, with Jane embedded inside.

	“Well, Jane, the cement is pretty much solid now,” I said to the camera again, as I pressed against the solid mass in the box. “You’re probably feeling the weight of all the stuff on you, and maybe even panicking a bit because you find yourself absolutely immobile. Well guess what? That’s how you’ll be forever now.”

	The concept excited me, and though I could easily remind myself that a live girl was locked inside, the fun for me was largely over. With Monica’s help, we lifted the steel top onto the box, and I riveted into place. With a large winch, we lifted the box to the pit I had dug in the room, slowly lowering the concrete and steel box into the bottom. The hole was nearly 10 feet deep, already lined with concrete itself. The box looked small at the bottom. We fit the tubing and wires into a PVC sleeve, and I began to fill the hole with more cement.

	It took a week for the cement to dry over the box, but I had already covered it with dirt, then fit the flooring back over the hole. For most of my guests and many of my slaves, they would never know the difference. Monica enjoyed keeping track of the machine. Though I had trouble imagining Jane as a real person any longer, she seemed to love tormenting Jane’s unseen and forever entombed body. Considering Jane’s condition, I put no limits on her punishment. I’d often come into the room days after Monica had been allowed to play, and found the controls set in some extreme level of torment. With the combination of enema torture and the ability to deliver electrical shocks to pussy, ass and urethra, Monica had found some inventive ways to punish Jane. Often, she would forget to feed her for days, and I felt like I was scolding a child about their pet.

	The truth of the matter was one day we would all tire of her. The time would come when, as she had requested long ago, her pussy, ass, urethra, and stomach would be filled with cement as well, sealing her completely in her tiny coffin, beneath the ton of concrete that now rested above her.

	As I watched Monica giggle at a new found combination at the machine, I began to wonder who might be next.
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	Steel

	By Thndrshark 

	Dedicated to Cynthia, and those that inspire me.

	Mandy dropped her bags in the foyer and pushed the box that was left at the door ahead of her, before letting the door shut behind her. The house was quiet, as suspected. She had the fortune of catching an earlier flight from her trip, arriving half a day before her fiancé would arrive, as opposed to two hours after him. She was looking forward to a nice shower and preparing some surprise for him on his return. Both had been off on separate trips, Mandy visiting a friend back east and Mike on a business trip in Denver. They had been apart for a week now and Mandy wanted to greet her man the best way she could think, namely in something sexy.

	The box at her feet was an enigma, a shipment from Europe that she wasn't expecting, nor had her husband mentioned. As she hefted the heavy cardboard box to the table, she realized it must be some surprise. Mike had a wonderfully horrible habit of buying kinky gifts for her. She had learned early on that he loved kinky toys, sexy clothes and, his favorite, playing bdsm games. Though she wasn't a true submissive by any stretch of the imagination, she played along now and then. If anything, it always rewarded her with great orgasms, so spending an evening in bondage wasn't all that bad in return.

	Dying to see her new present, she knew there would be nothing better than to be wearing it, whatever it was, when Mike came home. He'd forgive her nosiness, perhaps with a little spanking to set things right. With a devious smile to herself, she grabbed scissors and cut the box open like a child on Christmas morning.

	Mike sat at the airport waiting for a boarding call. He could see the snow falling outside the window, spelling out a fate he'd rather not consider. Frustrated already, his flight had been delayed twice, and he feared another similar announcement if the counter personnel's expressions and the weather were any indication. The vibration of his phone caught him by surprise. He yanked it out of his pocket angrily, flipping it open without looking.

	"Hello," he said, impatiently.

	"Mr. Chambers," the thickly accented voice asked. "This is Franz from Steelworks in Amsterdam. You placed an order with us a number of weeks ago?" Mike quickly changed his tone.

	"Yes, I'm sorry. What can I do for you?”

	"It's regarding your order. It has been shipped, but there is a problem.”

	Mandy had spread the box contents out on the floor. She whistled at the sight. Mike had never gone to this extent or expense, though she knew he had always wanted to. The collection of steel shackles and bands looked expensive, highly crafted in some lightweight yet thick metal, gleaming subtly in the light. Each had a small paper tag connected to it, identifying its application. There was a wide collar first, followed by wrist and ankle cuffs. A thin metal band was noted as a spine restrictor, with strange pins sticking out of it at the mid point and near the bottom. It seemed to connect to the back of the collar, then down to a wide band marked as a waist band. The most curious piece was the obvious chastity belt setup included; another band shaped to fit just above her hips, with a convex panel that would cover her clitoris, before reaching between her legs. A shiny silicone dildo was also included, the length punctured with holes and the end designed with some sort of fitting. The rear bands split, clearly made to reach to the sides of the hip band. A final addition was small thigh bands that were welded together with a tiny rotating shackle.

	Mandy admired the intensity of the bondage. She had discussed Mike's fantasies with him in the past, realizing he could fantasize about some pretty severe stuff, but they had agreed that it just wasn't her thing. Regardless, they both played with the idea of a Dominant/submissive relationship from time to time, to both their enjoyment. But looking at the array of steel Mike had intended to put on her, she felt a rush of fear, mixed with excitement, at the thought of being held so rigidly.

	Standing in front of the mirror, Mandy admired her body. At 26 years old, she was still as trim as she was in high school, with firm breasts and a thin waist. Her shoulder length, dark hair cascading on to her shoulders, framing an oval face with dark eyes. As her hands ran down her body, she was thankful for one kinky idea Mike had asked of her; he had suggested laser hair removal. Though not a huge fan of a hairless pussy, making her feel like a little girl at times, she did appreciate the fact that she never had to shave anymore. Her entire body below her neck had been treated multiple times, and now she enjoyed completely smooth skin. Just not having to shave her underarms or legs was a great relief.

	Mandy found her fingers dropping down to her pussy, finding her clit and stroking it gently. She loved the sensation there, and would often play with herself when Mike wasn't around. A flush of blood rushed to her face as she gasped, her fingers automatically increasing their motion, bringing Mandy closer to orgasm.

	In her own act of submission, she stopped just short, frustrating herself, pouting into the mirror. She smiled then, knowing she would keep herself on the verge of orgasm for Mike, hoping he brought her back to the edge and beyond when he discovered his surprise.

	Back in the living room, Mandy found the set of instructions that came with the steel. They described a very specific order of placement. First, she selected the collar, affixing the spine restrictor to a slot in the back edge of the collar. The other end of the spine restrictor fit into a similar position in the waist belt. A set of unique double-u shaped cuffs connected to pins at the back of the spine restrictor. One set marked as elbow cuffs and the other as wrist cuffs, the open ends remaining hinged out and open. She lifted the collar to her neck, making sure the spine restrictor was centered on her back, before pushing the collar closed. She found herself gasping as the snug cuff clicked into position, creating a nearly seamless band of steel around her neck. The collar was wider in front then behind, with a small flat lip under her chin that pushed it up. Mandy marveled at the craftsmanship, as well as the exacting measurements. Mike had clearly measured her body carefully. The collar was very high, fully covering her neck from collarbone to chin, making it difficult to turn her head, while forcing her head up. She gulped a bit, learning to swallow with the new and unceasing pressure against her throat.

	The waist band, nearly six inches in width, was designed with a slight inner bend, much like a small corset. As Mandy pushed the band into place, she found the spine restrictor responding. Her back was pulled straight, even arched backward a touch, forcing her into a stringent posture. She pushed firmly against the waist band, sucking in her breath to make her waist as small as possible, until the ends of the band clicked home. Her body was held rigid now, her waist constricted tightly, making breathing even more of a labor. She glanced to the keys, wondering if this was too much for her, but quickly turned away. She wanted Mike's homecoming to be great, and she knew that despite her discomfort, this would be the best ever.

	Next she selected the chastity belt. Slipping it around her waist by touch, she noticed how well crafted it was, fitting he shape perfectly. She held the crotch band up into place, noticing how well it would lock off access to her pussy and clit. With a devious smile, she fit the dildo onto the band then began to play with her clit feverishly. It only took moments before she was on the ultimate brink of orgasm, when she quickly stopped, clicking the top of the band into its slot in the belt, then pushing the dildo into her pussy. The penetration nearly pushed her over the brink, but fell just short. Mandy knew she would do anything once Mike came home to get him to take this thing off and push her back over the edge. What little submissive tendencies she had brought a smile to her face at this thought.

	The rear straps stretched up to the rear sides of the band. The metal weave, almost like tight chain mail, began at the point between her newly plugged pussy and ass as a wider taper, then reduced to a thin metal band at the belt. As Mandy pulled hard on the straps to meet the belt, she realized their purpose; the design pulled snuggly on her ass cheeks, holding them wide and providing clear access to her anus. She frowned at this, never having been a fan of anal sex, but the forced exposure did bring a certain eroticism to it all. She shrugged it off, her hands moving to the front. She could tell that the device was designed for ultimate denial. The wide, concave device that covered her clit would not allow any finger penetration even in the least. She tried to flex her body to gain access, what little she could, but quickly discovered the hidden flexible joints under the metal, which were designed to keep the belt firmly pressed against her crotch despite her angle. That, combined with her new inability to twist her body, made any access impossible.

	Resigned to her frustration, Mandy began to attach the final elements. First, she attached ankle cuffs with great difficulty, unable to bend over to see, yet finding it difficult to flex her legs up either. In the end, she managed to close them by touch, hearing the metal click into place and feeling the firm grip of the cuffs. The scant three inches of chain welded between the cuffs would make walking difficult, she knew, but she doubted she would be doing much walking when Mike got home!

	She attached the thigh bands, then found the two segments of chain mail strap that connected the cuffs to the chastity belt. Struggling to her feet, which proved to be very difficult, she discovered the purpose of the thigh bands. With the welded device between them, she was unable to spread her legs, further limiting any access to her pussy. It was a devious design that also made it difficult to walk in anything but tiny steps.

	Glancing at the clock, it read 3pm, and Mandy realized that Mike could be home any minute. The only thing remaining was the arm bondage. She pushed her elbows behind her, trying to lay her upper arms into the U shaped slots mounted to the spine restrictor. She had always been flexible, and Mike had always enjoyed the fact that her elbows met so easily, but now it was more of an issue of placing them precisely. Pushing them into the slots, she leaned against the nearby wall, closing the dual sided cuff. With a little squirming she removed any pinching before clicking it shut. She experimented with the bondage, tugging at her elbows to see how much movement she had. She quickly found that her arms were held rigid behind her, with very little ability to move. She knew once she got her wrists locked in place, she would truly be at Mike's mercy.

	She grinned devilishly as her wrists found the final cuff, and it clicked shut, holding her wrists firmly in its grip. She pushed her wrist cuffs against the belt and felt the two small pins mounted there slip into their positions in the cuffs. With another click her arms became useless, locked firmly to her back restrictor and waist band. Exhilarated, she glanced at the mirror across the room. Even though she wasn't a huge fan of bondage, she felt a thrill run through her at the sight. Her body was held rigid, her breasts pushed out slightly, her head held high by the steel collar. Her arms disappeared behind her back in perfect bondage. She stepped up on her toes, admiring the curve of her leg, and then the small waist constricted by metal. She smiled, knowing Mike would be thrilled.

	With a final glance at the clock, she moved over to the door, cautiously kneeling on the floor in the slave posture Mike liked so much. She wanted to touch herself horribly, but as she struggled with her bound arms, she realized she would have to wait. The thought made her clit ache even more.

	"There are actually two problems," the accented voice admitted to Mike. "It seems that though you ordered a basic set of collar and cuffs, we instead shipped you another order, this one with a full compliment.”

	"What does that mean," Mike asked. He knew the original order alone was very expensive, considering the high quality and custom nature of the cuffs. He had simply wanted to introduce Mandy to the thought of being his slavegirl for the weekend, but he was afraid that anything more than a nice collar and some wrists cuffs would scare her away from the whole BDSM business.

	"Well, the complete set includes the posture collar design, with the back restrictor. That's a metal piece that connects the back of the collar to the back of a waist piece. The concept is to promote a strict posture." Mike smiled, knowing he'd love to see Mandy in something like that. "In addition to ankle cuffs as well, the set includes a chastity belt with an anal access enhancer. The device is very carefully designed to remove any access to the vagina or clitoral area, while making access to the anus much easier." The voice paused, Mike assumed waiting for comment, but he provided none. His mind was in fantasy mode now. "This chastity set also includes thigh bands that prevent the wearer from opening her legs at all, increasing the security of her privates, with the exception of her anus, of course.”

	"Of course," Mike added with a smile, mater of fact.

	"Finally, the back restrictor has attachments for binding the elbows together via a special double u shaped cuff, and a similar cuff for the wrists, which also connect to the back of the chastity belt. The design is quite remarkable," Hanz mentioned proudly. "Once locked in place, the design could be quite comfortable to wear for very long periods of time, assuming the wearer could comfortably touch her elbows together. But the design also removed any ability to move her arms or upper body. A remarkable design" he repeated.

	"I assume you would like me to send this back," Mike asked. The voice quickly demurred.

	"No, no! Not at all. The design was created with your measurements in mind. You may remember that despite your original order of a collar and cuffs, we still required a full set of measurements. This enabled us to complete this set exactly to your submissive'sspecifications." Mike smiled at the thought of Mandy as his submissive, his slave. If only, he thought to himself. "It was our mistake that we sent the set, and thus there will be no additional charge, but," the voice became suddenly nervous. "There is another problem.”

	Mandy glanced at the clock, which read 4:00. Mike's flight was supposed to be in an hour ago, and with airport transfer he should have been home by now. She shifted her position, sliding down onto her hip to let the circulation back into her legs. The position quickly put strain on her back as the back restrictor refused to twist. Despite the pins and needles in her lower legs, she quickly got back on her knees. "Interesting feature," she thought to herself.

	She had already had one panic attack. Held so rigidly, with her chest pushed out by the bend of the back restrictor, her chin held high by the posture collar, she was suddenly overwhelmed by the need to gain freedom. The feeling passed after a few minutes, but the sensation had brought tears to her eyes, and her mind had begun to sense what it would be like to be a real slave.

	She had known for a long time that Mike, if he had his dream, would want a real slave. He had kidded about it enough that she had secretly understood his true desires. She had never told him that she knew, and he had always joked it off, but she was well aware of what his desires were. After being bound for an hour now, she tried to imagine what a life like that would be like. If this steel was any indication, life with Mike would be very restrictive and controlled. In this position alone, she realized she would be able to serve only one purpose; she would be able to give oral sex, and receive anal sex only. The thought made he shudder, but still she could feel a slight surge in her clit, a response to such an alien and horrible concept. With the chastity belt in place, she could experience no pleasure from either action. She couldn't imagine what it would be like to only be a tool for sex, and none of it for her own pleasure. She squirmed again, her face flushing slightly from the idea, though the sense of panic began to rise once again in her heart.

	She forced herself to breathe, to relax. "It's ok, Mandy," she said to herself out loud. "It's just a fantasy." The words helped, grounding her in reality while her thoughts escaped into the ether of fantasy. She glanced at the clock again, wondering what was taking so long.

	Mike hung up the phone just as an announcement came over the loudspeaker. He groaned as the voice notified him and 150 other passengers that their flight had been cancelled. He looked at his watch and flipped the phone open again.

	Despite Mandy's discomfort on her knees, she had almost fallen asleep. The phone ringing startled her awake. She looked to the phone up on the wall, realizing quickly there was no way she could reach it in her bound state. As the machine beeped, she breathed a sigh of relief at Mike's voice.

	"Hey, Mandy," he said into the machine. "I doubt you're home yet yourself, but I wanted to leave a message to let you know they cancelled my flight. It's starting to snow pretty hard here, but I'm going to try and get on another one. Either way, I'm probably not going to get home until much later.”

	"Shit," Mandy exclaimed out loud, realizing her mistake. She was going to have to stay bound for at least three more hours, if not longer.

	"I'll keep you posted or feel free to call me on my cell," he finished, then added, "Oh, by the way, I got a package in the mail. Don't open it, ok? And if you already did, don't try anything on. I'll explain when I get home." And with that, he hung up, the machine clanking to a stop.

	Mandy had discovered that she could lay on her back, but anything other than that was too uncomfortable. The hardwood floor provided its own discomfort, pressing the merciless metal into her tender skin.On her back now, she pulled her knees up and let her feet rest against the floor, the ankle shackles too short to clank against the floor. She could feel the dildo inside of her pussy flex slightly. She craned her body to glance at the clock for the 100th time. It read 8:30pm. Tears came to her eyes once more, rolling down her cheeks as she stared at the ceiling again.

	The house had grown dark, the mid afternoon light that she started with had faded into nighttime. The low light added to her mood of despair, her mind actively wandering into darker thoughts as she endured her fifth hour of self-inflicted bondage. She had feared that an intruder might enter the house, and with her helpless condition, take advantage of her. During a brief moment of sleep, she dreamt that she was being sold into slavery by Mike. The dream woke her with a start, a gasp of fear escaping her throat, but she also found herself with a slight thrill coursing through her body, a feeling that confused her while she tried to recover from her imagination.

	She found herself wondering what life would be like as a slave again, her helpless condition making the thought much more realistic. She found part of it exciting, the idea of serving Mike as a slavegirl, catering to his needs, being used sexually. Just the idea of not working ever again, at least not in the traditional sense, was fun to imagine. She even thought that bondage wasn't quite so bad, though maybe not as stringent as she was currently bound. Though she was intrigued by the thought, she also realized it was fantasy. She knew that living like a slave from a fantasy novel wasn't realistic, and that any woman would eventually hate it, or so she imagined.

	The heater kicked on, and she was thankful that she had reactivated it when she got home. Though they lived in a warmer climate, the nights still fell to a chilly level, and under her current predicament, she would have been unable to do much other than freeze.

	Her stomach growled, and she realized she hadn't eaten since lunch. There wasn't much of a choice, she thought, wondering how she could even access the refrigerator. Her eyes fell upon the dog dish, half full of dry food with an accompanying bowl beside it for water. Luckily the dog was at a dog sitter. She wasn't that desperate yet, but she realized she just might be soon, if Mike didn't come home.

	The sound of footsteps on their deck outside made her jump. Thinking it might be Mike, Mandy quickly struggled to her knees, taking up the now familiar submissive posture. She found her pussy aching suddenly, longing for Mike's return. "For my Master's return," she said deviously. As the sound approached the door, she bowed her head appropriately.

	Some fumbling at the door quickly ended and the footsteps faded into the distance. She could imagine the flyer for some takeout joint now clipped to the door knob. With a groan of disappointment, she tried to slump, but once again found she couldn't, a moan escaping her through in frustration.

	Mandy woke up with a start. The room was pitch black but she could see flashlight light coursing through the house behind her, reflecting off the pictures and window glass in the room. She could hear muffled voices when suddenly one grew close.

	"What do we have here," a man's voice said. "It looks like we have a nice little slave girl here." A hand grabbed her hair form behind, pulling her painfully to her knees as another one ran down her body, over her breasts, fondling her nipples.

	"Please! Don't touch me," she begged. Suddenly her mouth was stuffed with a rag and she was dragged to her feet.

	"Let's have some fun with this one." She was half dragged, half marched to the bedroom before she was thrown across the bed. She could hear a zipper coming down and without warning a cock was shoved into her ass. She screamed behind the gag at the pain, when suddenly the rag was ripped from her mouth, replaced by a thick hard cock. She tried to scream for help, but she was helpless, fucked from both ends, unable to resist.

	"Heck, let's take her and sell her," one voice said. "She'd make us more money than all this other stuff!" She felt the cock in her mouth surge and quckly shoot a load of hot cum down her throat as she cried in defeat.

	"I'd rather keep her," the other voice said. "She's our fuck slave now!”

	The ringing phone yanked Mandy out of her nightmare. The clock said 10:30pm, and she had managed to fall asleep while still on her knees, leaning against the side of the couch. As she straightened up, feeling the pain in her legs from diminished circulation, Mike's voice reached her through the machine.

	"Mandy? Are you there?" A pause, then, "I'm surprised I haven't heard from you by now. I hope you didn't have trouble with your flight, too. Anyway, maybe you went out. It doesn't look like I'm going to be able to get a flight tonight, so I'm going to grab a hotel room." Mandy's eye shot open at the words, a panic filling her body. "The snow is pretty bad. They said they might not be able to get a flight out tomorrow either so you might have a couple days on your own." Mandy began to cry, her body twisting and struggling against the metal to no avail. She knew she was already a panicked wreck after seven hours. She couldn't even fathom what more than 36 hours might be like. She pulled to her knees, trying to stand, but the thigh cuffs made it impossible. Crawling frantically, the chain welded between her ankle cuffs dragging noisily on the hardwood floor, she tried to reach the phone, to call out to Mike, to plead for help.

	Pushing her back against the wall, she was able to rise up enough to hit her head against the phone, knocking it off the hook. Falling to the floor with it, she positioned her head as close as she could, ignoring the pain the steel was causing.

	"Mike?! Can you hear me," she said frantically. "Can you hear me," she repeated.

	"I'm here," he said, his voice distant but intelligible. "What's the mater?”

	"I… I got into your box," she stammered, embarrassed and afraid he would be angry. "I found the surprise you ordered," she admitted. Mike was strangely quiet for a moment.

	"Did you try anything on," he asked, cautiously.

	"I… I tried it all on," she said. In a stream of words she described what she was wearing, how the back restrictor forced her breasts out, how the chastity belt took away her ability to touch herself, and how her arms were bound behind her, useless and immobile. Mike was quiet when she finished. "I'm sorry. I wanted to surprise you. I know how much you like this stuff," she finished.

	"Mandy, I need to tell you something, but I don't want you to panic." Mike hesitated. "I wish I could be there to tell you this, but I think you need to know.”

	"What," Mandy asked, fear already rising in her voice.

	"The company that made those sent the wrong set," Mike said carefully. "The ones you're wearing aren't designed to come off… ever.”

	"What?!" Mandy shook her head, wondering if she were still dreaming. "But there are keys in the box…”

	"Yeah, those were the keys to the set I ordered. They put them in accidentally. If you look carefully, you'll notice there are no keyholes or anything." Mandy twisted around, desperate to prove Mike wrong, but the metal was unyielding, preventing her from twisting enough to see.

	"I… I can't move enough. I can't see!" Mandy began to cry again. In anger she twisted and turned her arms, trying to pull on her chastity belt. Nothing moved, nothing budged. All Mandy wanted to do is curl up into a ball, but even that was impossible.

	Mike finally made it home on Monday, a full two days since he last spoke to Mandy. After they spoke, she was unable to hang up the phone, and thus Mike couldn't call her again. He tried to get home as quickly as possible, fighting the urge to call a friend to check on her. He had no one he could call that would understand what was going on, so he simply worked hard to get back to her.

	When he opened the door he found something he didn't expect. Mandy was kneeling at the door, her eyes lowered, her body quaking with sobs. At first he couldn't help but be impressed. Her petite form locked in steel, her back arched and neck coated with thick titanium. Her pussy was covered in metal as well, guarding her sex from anybody, but especially herself. Coming to his senses, he dropped his bags and rushed to her, kneeling down in front of her to pull her eyes to him.

	It was hard to imagine she had been locked like this for more than two days, sitting in the dark, unable to do anything but embrace her bondage. He carefully lifted her to her feet, noting how restrictive the thigh bands were, helping her support her weight on weakened legs. His hands slid down her arms, relishing her pulled back shoulders, how her elbows nearly touched, the steel that held them in place. Her body arched toward him, her breasts pushing into his body against her own will.

	"We'll figure something out," he whispered gently as he stroked her hair.

	For the next two weeks Mike tried everything he could to release Mandy from her bondage. Upon close examination, he could see just how well crafted the metal was. Hinges were hidden inside the cuff and the seam where they joined was barely visible. The fit was nearly exact, pressing lightly against her skin without compressing, yet it was impossible to slip anything thicker than a nail file in between.

	After a week and a half of frustration, Mandy finally gave in, allowing Mike to contact a metal worker in hopes he could suggest a way to cut her free. Mike found one in another city, hoping to minimize the embarrassment for Mandy. But there was no pride to be saved when they arrived at the craftsman's shop and Mandy dropped her robe, revealing her naked and bound form.

	Mike learned a lot about titanium that night, mostly that it took very high temperatures and specialized equipment to work, much less cut. There was clearly no way anything could be removed without significant damage to Mandy. Later, back at home, Mike sat with Mandy, asking her what she wanted to do.

	"I'm sorry," he started. Mandy had grown more and more quiet as she realized her fate. "We can try to cut something off and see what happens, but it sounds like you might be seriously hurt. I don't want to make that decision for you, though.”

	"Do you think there might be another way, some day, to release me?" Her eyes lifted to his, and he could see the tears welling in them.

	"The company that made them said they would figure out something, but I don't know how long that might take. It could be a week or a year." Mandy nodded, as best as the tall collar would allow.

	"Can I ask you a question?”

	"Of course. Anything.”

	"You used to tell me that owning a real slave was a dream of yours. Is that still true?”

	"Well, yes," he admitted. "But not like this. I know you didn't want this, and I don't find much joy in it if you aren't interested." Mandy nodded again, her eyes dropping. She was on her knees, as she was often nowadays, since it was one of the only positions she could rest comfortably. Mike knew it was part of the design, to keep the slave on her knees.

	"Since I might be like this for awhile," she hesitated, "or forever, I'd like to learn how to be your slave." The words were clearly difficult to say.

	"Are you sure," Mike asked, surprised. "Why are you saying this?”

	"Look at me, Mike," she said with the first voice of strength since he had come home two weeks ago. "I'm not good for much otherwise. I know you've been pampering me, worried about me, but you shouldn't have to. I look like a slave, I'm bound like a slave, I would like to be trained like a slave." Her voice cracked at the end, but she regained her voice once more. "If you can release me one day, maybe I can be an even more useful slave. But for now, I might as well fulfill your fantasy.”

	Mike was surprised, though his cock had grown with the idea. He had dreamt many times over the past weeks about how he could use Mandy. He never thought she would be a willing slave, but his fantasies had included forcing her to become one, especially if he could never release her. He looked her over, admiring the way the elbow cuffs, locked to the back restrictor, held her shoulders behind her, and the arch of the same device pushed her tits out to him. He imagined piercing those nipples, amongst other things.

	"Are you sure," he asked, seriously. Her eyes gently rose to his, for the last time.

	"Yes, Master," she said, before her eyes dropped to the floor again.

	EpilogueAfter a couple years, the shackle company finally figured out a way to remove permanent cuffs with only minimal scarring, but Mike had declined the offer. Over the first six months, Mandy had finally come to accept her role as a sex slave. There was little choice, of course, since her activities were limited by her permanent bondage. Her hours alone to embrace her fate had already opened her mind to the fact that she would most likely be stuck in her bondage, so it was an easy reach to submit the remaining way.

	She worked hard at enjoying oral sex, though she knew she really had no choice, but she never learned to enjoy anal sex. She faced constant humiliation at the thought that she would never have her clit touched again, nor experience vaginal penetration; the realization often brought tears to her eyes. She remembered playing with herself that last night, bringing herself close to orgasm, before locking on the horrible chastity belt. If she had only known it would have been the last time to feel the wave of pleasure from an orgasm, she would have enjoyed it one last time.

	Six months after she agreed to be his slave, Mike decided he would begin to attend a variety of fetish parties. He quickly became a celebrity amongst the other regular partygoers. A man with a real, and clearly fulltime slave was a rare commodity.

	Mike quickly learned that humiliation was a strong training tool, keeping Mandy in a state of constant and total submission. They would attend parties where Mandy was the only mostly nude guest and, as the other guests would sit at tables with fine linens and gourmet good, Mandy would be told to kneel beside Mike, eating pieces of food from his hand.

	A year later, Mike met Madeline at a fetish party. Within six months they were married. Mandy, much to her dismay, was quickly taught the skill of pleasuring another woman with her mouth, and soon found a regular job in keeping Madeline pleasured.

	In an effort to ensure Mandy understood her place, Madeline had insisted on further modifications to their permanently bound slave, and soon Mandy wore both a series of piercings in her tongue and her septum, matching the dual rings and rods that Mike had added to her nipples months before. Further expanding Mandy's humiliation, Madeline had any remaining hair on her body permanently removed. As the clippers removed the hair from her head, followed by the familiar laser treatment, Mandy cried quietly, but no further response was given. As Madeline ran her hands over her newly bald head, Mandy bowed her head as far as the posture collar would allow, which was very little.

	The End
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	Synopsis: A Girl enslaved by her best friend put through many tortures and pains.
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	Violet

	Violet thought she had found a happy home. An adopted member of the Reed family, her friend Jenny and her Jenny's step-father had taken her in several months ago when her parents had died in a car crash. It wasn't hard to get along with those two. They also had been through a lot after losing Jenny's mother to cancer. But Violet wanted more than just family status.

	She knew that Mr. Reed was very wealthy, with no living relatives other than Jenny. She knew she could use her looks and brain to lure him into signing over his share of the wealth to her. Jenny wasn't the problem.

	Having attended private schools most of her life in another state, nobody really knew her well in the small town they now lived in. If she where to disappear, little would be said by anybody other than her step father, and their where ways to distract him from complaining.

	Violet was only 18 but was a beauty already. Her slim body stood at 5'8", and with the help of some high heels, she was a statuesque beauty. She had the perfect ass, both round but trim and a thin waist. Her athletic shoulders made her large breasts stand out in a perky fashion, one that attracted any warm blooded man, and some women for that matter! Her face was that of both youth and experience, with long blonde hair to give her a soft look. The plan had been laid out. She had used her insurance money to purchase what she needed, and secretly set up the large basement to suit her purposes. The plan would start tonight, with Jenny.

	It was an early evening for the two 18 year olds. Mr. Reed was out on business and the two decided to spend the night in front of the TV watching old movies. Violet suggested that they warm the house up and lounge around.

	Violet quickly ran up stairs and came down in a slinky negligee, dancing on the stairs like a stripper. Jenny laughed and clapped as her friend moved, then she agreed, probably wanting to be a bit naughty like her friend Violet. She ran upstairs to find a lacy bra and g-string lying on her bed, set there by Violet. In moments she moved down the stairs, trying to top her friend's sultry moves. As they met at the bottom, Jenny continued, running hands up Violets legs and over her breasts. Violet smiled and encouraged her until Jenny laughed and charged into the living room. They sprawled out in front of the large fireplace and flipped on the TV. Violet offered Jenny a drink and, after only a few minutes, Jenny had slipped off to sleep. Violet flipped off the TV and began undressing her friend. The panty and bra slipped off easily, revealing the trim athletic form of the brunette. Shorter but well built, Jenny had played tennis for years, building her body into a wonderful shape. She also had larger breasts, a fact that caused trouble for athletic bras, but would serve Violet's purpose well.

	It took only half an hour to prepare Jenny. First her pussy was shaved, then Violet applied a salve that she had found in Europe. It was designed to prevent any future hairgrowth. She spread it not only between her legs but over her legs, arms and under arms. Finally, she slipped a thick leather collar around Jenny's neck and locked it into place. She lifted Jenny onto the whipping aparatus she had carried up from the basement. Her ankles where strapped wide apart to bars at floor level. Her body was bent forward at the waist and she was leaned across a padded bar. Her wrists where strapped to the upper bars that stretched away from the lower posts.

	A small winch allowed Violet to pull the straps tight until Jenny was stretched. Her body was at a slight angle up, but accessable from all sides, including access to her dangling breasts. As Jenny began to wake up, Violet stuffed a huge ball gag between her teeth and strapped it into place.

	Jenny looked around in confusion as she realized her predicament. As she caught sight of the now naked Violet, she tried to ask what was happening.

	Violet ignored her, running her hands over the girl's body. She tweaked her left nipple and, as Jenny flinched in pain, took note of the quality of the bondage. Finally she took a long cat-o-nine tails and displayed it in front of Jenny.

	"I'm sorry to tell you, Jenny. But you are now my slavegirl. No, this is not a joke. I've decided to train you to service me, then I will sell you to an overseas bidder." Violet smiled as she began to swing the whip through the air. "First, though, I want to show you what will happen if you disobey." With that she let the whip fall hard on Jenny's back, leaving wide red welts across her skin. Jenny flinched hard, screaming behind the gag. But Violet continued, laying down an even line of whip marks across Jenny's back and ass. After half an hour, there wasn't a spot unmarked. She stopped and Jenny collapsed into her bonds, breathing heavily.

	But Violet wasn't done yet. She switched to a heavy leather tarse and moved to Jenny's side where she could see the first stroke flying up from underneath to land on her hanging breasts. The hard leather cut a streak into her soft skin and Jenny tried to pull away as she screamed into her gag. But the bonds where too tight and her body too taught and her motion appeared only as a slight quiver. The tarse flew up again and again, laying marks across Jenny's belly and breasts. Finally, after another half an hour, Violet stopped. Tears flowed steadily from her friend's eyes now, falling to the floor after running across her soaked cheeks. Violet had stopped but wasn't finished. Jenny raised her head in time to catch her moving behind, her image reflected in a pane of glass across the room. The tarse flew up again, but this time between her legs to land on her newly shaven pussy lips. The metal contraption nearly flew up in the air from the force of Jenny's reaction. The second and third blows brought a primal scream that pierced through the rubber gag and echoed through the room. By the 30th stroke against her now swollen pussy and asshole, Jenny collapsed in her bonds, fainted. Violet smiled as she examine the tortured body before her, then quickly untied her for the next step.

	Once again Jenny couldn't move a muscle, but this time she was spread eagle, her toes inches away from the ground but unable to provide support.

	The basement was dark and foreboding, a sharp contrast to the warm mood of the rest of the house. Jenny had woken as Violet finished her most recent bondage. Violet had chained her well, to the point that she was both extended as wide as possible, yet also as immobile. The gag was still in place, preventing any complaints. New tears poured down her cheeks as she watched Violet collect a new tool. She glanced down at her nipples and winced at the sight of the permanent jewelry Violet had installed there.

	Two thick rings pierced her breasts just behind each nipple. The ends had clicked together to form a seamless ring of titanium. In addition, Violet had run a thick skewer of steel through the middle of each nipple, then forced a small rod into the hole. The result was two piercings in each breast, one ring and one rod. She could feel her clit throb from both the whipping as well as the new ring that adorned her. She had passed out as the special punching tool had pushed a wide hole through her clit. She woke to feel Violet placing a similar ring there. Now, she approached with a new set of equipment. Another punching tool was slipped around her septum and with an intense pain and a click, she now had a wide hole in her nose. As Jenny tried to clear the tears from her eyes, Violet had slipped two small metal plates into her nose. They fitted perfectly on each side of her septum, with a hole in the middle fitting over the new hole in her nose.

	The tool was modified then slipped back into her nose. She could feel a new pressure at the four corners of the metal plating then another series of sharp pains. She quickly realized that Violet had rivetted the plates directly to her septum! Some more fumbling, then Violet removed her grip on Jenny's head and, as she pulled back, she could feel a new addition to her face. A thick, shiny ring hung losely from her nose, nearly to the bottom of her upper lip. She could feel how the two plates locked together and held tight. She began crying again as she realized the permanence of the rivets.

	Violet released her legs, allowing Jenny to stand on her sore feet. After a moment, she returned with an extreme pair of shoes. Like ballet shoes, these boots forced her to walk on her toes! But rather than toe shoes with blunt noses, these had pointy ends that nearly matched the stilletto heel.

	Violet grabbed one of Jenny's feet and slipped the form fitting rubber shoe on. As her toes reached the end, she could feel how they would be crushed together to mimic the pointy end. Violet pushed them on hard, then used the straps to force them further into place. In addition to straps that replaced laces, another strap circled her heel and pushed her toes deep into the point. Even before the straps where secured, she was in pain.

	Violet completed the picture with the other shoe, then admired Jenny's body as she pranced on her toes.

	Lowering a chain from the ceiling, Violet used a clip to connnect it to Jenny's nose ring. She then released Jenny's arms. Though she was free, she was far too weak to struggle effectively and Violet quickly slipped a strap around her elbows and pulled them together. Jenny winced as her arms where pulled together behind her and her shoulders where thrust out. It was a position she could just handle, but made her feel even more exposed than before. Another strap circled her wrists and held them tight. As a final touch, Violet added a strap above Jenny's elbows and pulled until her shoulders could not flex back any more, locking this strap in position.

	Taking the slack out of her nose ring chain, Violet stood back to admire her new prize. She smiled then lifted a floor length mirror into view for Jenny. The newest slavegirl had to force her eyes down to look, fighting the ring in her nose to lower her chin enough for a view. She could see a tall brunette, in painful ballet boots, her arms strapped severely behind her at elbow and wrist, dancing at the end of a chain connected to a shiny nose ring, her large breasts bouncing in reaction to her struggles. The light caught a gleam off the rings in her clit and nipples. Jenny began to cry. Violet only smiled and, leaning close to her body, gave the clit ring a sharp twist, then left Jenny for the night.

	Stage two of the plan was easy. Mr. Reed, though twenty years Violet's senior, was like any man. It was impossible for him to resist a beautiful girl. Just before he was to arrive home, Jenny had prepared herself, dressing in a long silken dress that displayed her breasts well. It wasn't hard to interest Mr. Reed, despite his knowledge of her mere 18 years. He wanted her, like any man, and within half an hour, they where in bed. He liked it rough, she found to her pleasure, holding her hands above her head as he thrust deep into her young pussy. Soon, he was spent and Violet left him to sleep.

	After Mr. Reed left for the day, Violet unlocked the basement and went down to visit Jenny. She found her in the same position, dangling from her nose ring. She had become somewhat accustomed to the severe shoes since she was now standing on them, keeping pressure off her new septum plates. Violet could see a thin layer of sweat had covered Jenny's body throughout the night and a new sign of fear was evident on her face. Violet unhooked her nose chain, reattaching a leather leash to the ring and pulling Jenny toward the stairs.

	After three hours, Violet swung open the sauna door to check her slave.

	After leaving the basement, she had bathed Jenny then slipped on a tight latex body suit. Jenny tried to struggle, but the ten hours of bondage left her arms useless, and the hours on her toes took all energy from her legs.

	Two, thick rubber blowup dildos had been forced into her pussy and ass, then fed through holes in the suit. Violet pumped the dildos up until the pressure of the rubber bladder was stretching both her pussy and ass. After the suit was pulled and stretched over her body, Jenny looked like her skin was made of latex. Before rebinding her arms, Violet slipped on a thick rubber corset and laced it into place. Finally, new straps circled her wrists, above and below her elbows, locking her arms into the same useless position. A bigger ball gag was forced as far into Jenny's mouth as possible, leaving half the ball sticking out. Leather pads where placed over her eyes and foam earplugs filled her ears. Small plugs where pushed deep into her nose, a thin tube protruding from each for breathing. A thick rubber hood was slipped over her head and laced into place. Additional rubber straps circled the hood, covering the eyes and then the mouth. The mouth strap was pulled hard, forcing the ball even deeper into her mouth until the entire ball was forced between her teeth. Jenny took this binding quietly, half out of fear, half out of defeat. Leading her on her toe shoes toward the sauna, Violet had attached a chain to the top of the hood and then to the top of the sauna, holding her on her feet. A bucket was hung between her legs, supported by the laces to her corset. A small hose was inserted into the bucket then water was turned on, creating a very small trickle. With that, Violet gave the dildos an extra pump for good measure, turned on the sauna and left.

	Now, three hours later, the bucket was nearly full. The weight of the water, as a result, had pulled the lacings of the corset progressively tighter, reducing Jenny's waist to a small 21 inches. She looked like a rubber hourglass! Her breath came as short gasps through the small tubes in her nose as she struggled to inflate her crushed lungs. Violet tied off the strands to the corset, stapled them together to hold them fast, then removed the bucket. An added torture, much to Violet's pleasure, was the weight of the water on Jenny's toes. The water had added an extra fifty pounds of pressure on her already tortured feet. As Violet unhooked the chain from her helmet, she collapsed to the floor.

	The second night was even easier. Guilt had risen in Mr. Reed and, as he arrived home, summoned Violet for a talk. But she was prepared as he stumbled through his carefully thought out speech. Her robe dropped to the floor, revealing her attire. She had bought a latex mini dress that clung to her perfect body. She had worn her highest heels, their six inches sculpting her legs. Mr. Reed was putty as she dropped to her knees in front of him and took him into her mouth.

	For three days Jenny was kept in harsh bondage. The latex suit, blowup dildos and corset had stayed on her body for the duration, only the hood was removed. Each hour, Violet would add a single pump to each dildo until they had expanded to capacity. Though painful, the goal was being accomplished, stretching Jenny's virgin asshole and pussy wide enough to handle any cock. Violet played off Jenny's absence to Mr. Reed, saying she was off with friends. Instead, Jenny had spent one night bound into a tight form under her step father's bed. Violet had the best orgasm knowing that her lover's step daughter was directly beneath them as they made love, unable to move or call out. Violet took this opportunity to discuss Mr.

	Reed's upcoming birthday, and the surprise she had in store for him. He pushed for details, as she knew he would, but she would only say that it would satisfy some of his primal urges.

	The second day consisted of Violet placing Jenny in a bondage chair, bound into immobility with heavy leather straps. Her arms had not been untied since the day in the sauna. She found herself, in this case, unable to avoid Violet's torture. She would ask, "Are you my slavegirl?" and, as Jenny would not respond, Violet would produce a thin rod of stainless steel and slowly push it through the thick latex and into Jenny's breast. After an hour, Jenny's breasts looked like pincushions, with many small spikes piercing her delicate skin through the latex, as well as several long rods that extended through one breast and into the other. In the end, Jenny agreed to anything Violet would do to her.

	The third day was sex training. As Mr. Reed left for the day, Violet started with pleasuring a female, namely herself. Jenny was placed on her knees, still bound tightly in latex and toe shoes, as Violet pushed Jenny's face into her hairless pussy. With steady encouragement by way of the heavy tarse, and threats of spikes through her breasts again, Jenny slowly learned how to bring Violet to orgasm. Later, she was laid on her back and Violet sat on her face, pushing her asshole onto Jenny's tongue. This time, corecion came by way of the tarse on her pierced pussy, a much quicker and more effective encouragement. By noon, Jenny was begging to lick her pussy and tits. Violet had invited several gentlemen over, and with little conversation, they pushed their cocks into young Jenny's face. By the end of the day, she had not only orally pleased all the men, but also taken each into her pussy and ass.

	Finally, the big day had arrived. Mr. Reed had been reminded of Violet's surprise and was planning to be home early. As he left, Violet released Jenny from her suspension. As a final proof of her ability to punish, Violet had suspended Jenny in the basement. For twelve hours she had hung from her breasts, leather straps had been wound around the base of them until they looked like black latex balloons. As her toe shoes lost touch with the floor and the winch clicked into its final position, Jenny was begging for release. Violet admired her slavegirl, dangling in the center of the room, her arms mercilously bound behind her, and ignored the cries as she again climbed the stairs and left her.

	Jenny was truly submissive now, having felt the depth of Violet's cruelty.

	It was hard to believe that an eighteen year old could control another with such intensity. Still wearing the corset and latex, Jenny was led by the nose ring to the shower where she collapsed to the floor. Violet released her arms for the first time in three days and slipped off the latex suit.

	Rather than holding her up in the large shower stall, Violet had installed a small cable winch and she pulled the cable dangling from the center of the shower to the floor. Clicking the clip to Jenny's nose ring, she began cranking. Once the slack was removed and her body began rising, Jenny found energy to lift herself off the ground, if only to release some of the pressure from her abused septum. Violet was pleased with the strength of Jenny's nose modification. Attached directly to the cartilage, the metal plates made her septum very strong. She could imagine the many punishments she could inflict on Jenny in the future with just her nose ring. Once on her toe shoes again, Violet rinsed off her slavegirl's body and washed her shoulder length black hair. Jenny simply stood there, perched on her punished toes, dangling from her nose ring.

	Once dried off again, Violet produced a new method to bind Jenny's arms.

	Three inch wide steel bands had been lined on the inside with a thin sheet of padded leather. Violet pulled her arms behind her back with palms facing each other. Slipping the first band around Jenny's wrists, the two ends met. One end had three holes while the other had three small rods welded into the metal. As the two where joined, Violet used a tool to complete the rivet connection. The snug bands welded Jenny's hands together. Another band was stretched around her lower arms, just below the elbow. The final band consisted of two smaller bands that went around each upper arm, just above the elbow. A length of banding stretched between the two. Violet used a hex wrench that fit in an access hole in the middle. Slowly the band was shortened and her upper arms where forced closer together. Jenny squirmed against the harsh bondage as she felt her shoulders forced back farther than ever before. Finally, Violet stopped. Re-checking all the rivets she turned to face Jenny's tear strained face.

	"I'm sorry to say you won't be using your arms for quite some time. Get used to this concept. I just finished rivetting your arms together." Violet smiled as she watched Jenny struggle in panic then give up as she realized the validity of Violet's claim.

	As the time neared when Mr. Reed would return for the nights activities, Violet began preparing Jenny. A large rubber ball was forced into Jenny's mouth before a thick leather hood was stretched over her head. Lacing it tight, Jenny's skin looked like it was made of leather when she was done. A strap stretched across her mouth, forcing the ball entirely in her mouth.

	Rather than a blindfold, her eyes where covered with a pair of dark smoked plastic lenses. Much like welding glasses, her sight would be limited. A wide leather posture collar fit around the base of the hood, covering her throat. Violet took the opportunity to check the straps on the toe shoes, pulling them tighter and forcing Jenny's toes deeper into the pointed toe.

	Finally, she led Jenny upstairs toward her step-father's bedroom. The room had been transformed into a moody sex den. All the lamps had been draped with sheer scarves, giving off soft light. Jenny was pushed to the floor in the middle of the room. A heavy ring had been installed into the floor there and Violet attached a chain from it to Jenny's collar. Well trained, she had dropped to her knees and sat upright, her legs spread wide to show her shaved pussy and pierced clit. Violet quickly dressed into a slinky leather dress that fit snug over her curvacious body. Hearing the front door open, Violet leaned over to the newly submissive Jenny.

	"Don't forget, my dear. I can cause you great pain if you disobey." She could hear Jenny's muffled whines beneath the tight leather, but she nodded in agreement. Violet smiled, stroking the smooth layer of leather then darted downstairs.

	After half an hour, Violet apppeared, leading somebody into the room. Jenny could see shapes, but no faces through the dark glass over her eyes. Her ears partially blocked, prevented her from recognizing voices well, though she could hear the conversation. It took only a few moments before the guest leaned close to examine his birthday gift. Jenny jumped when her step-father's face pushed toward hers to admire the bondage.

	"I hope you like her, Mr. Reed," Violet cooed as she watched him circle Jenny.

	"You say she's a slavegirl," he asked, amazed at the cruelty of her position.

	"Yes, she is," Violet answered, "She was given to me awhile ago and I've trained her for you. I would like to offer her to you for awhile. Perhaps a month or so."

	Mr. Reed smiled as he took hold of Jenny's nipple ring and twisted lightly.

	"I would love to, Violet. But what would Jenny think?" Violet could see Jenny's body tense at the mention of her name, perhaps thinking she might be rescued yet.

	"I forgot to tell you. Jenny decided to attend summer school. She won't be back for three months." Mr. Reed smiled, not noticing Jenny give up for the last time. "Well, let's get started. She really loves to be fucked in the ass. And you probably want to whip her as well." Violet smiled as Mr. Reed took over. As she sat in the corner chair to watch, she could hear Jenny begin to whimper through the heavy gag as her step-father began with a hard smack to her ass.

	The End

	I welcome any comments or questions. My ultimate goal is to produce a film from this story. Of course much of it would have to be faked! If any ladies are interested in participating, let me know!
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	Violet Part 2

	The Additional Chapters
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	A fan and writer decided to add on to the Violet saga. This is the result of that work. It's a nice view of what happens after my story ends. Enjoy!

	 

	Part 1

	For almost a month, Mr Reed was the happiest man in town, happier than he had been in the whole six years since his second wife, Jenny's mother, had died.

	And no wonder, for at the age of forty-one, he suddenly had not one, but two young, sexy girls to share what had been a lonely bed and provide him with every imaginable erotic pleasure.

	He was a rejuvenated man, his sexual stamina almost back to what it had been as a teenager.

	It needed to be, because between Violet and the girl they both simply called "slave" he was getting more sex and better sex than he had ever known.

	Violet almost never said, "No" to anything he suggested and the slave had no choice anyway, so he had enjoyed normal straight sex, anal, two-somes, three-somes with them and even girl-on-girl shows using vibrators and strap-on dildos.

	The only thing he hadn't done was have the slave perform oral sex on him and that only because Violet insisted that she liked giving oral herself and had no intention of sharing that particular pleasure.

	Other than that though, nothing was too extreme to inflict on the slave and even though he had thought that he liked rough sex, he soon found out that Violet put him to shame.

	She was absolutely without mercy, whipping and torturing the slave for the smallest error or hesitation and encouraging him to do the same, assuring him that the slave loved being punished and the harder the better.

	He didn't know if that was true, but as the girl was always heavily gagged and hooded, he accepted Violet's assurance and joined in, relishing his power and the way the slave's slender body writhed and twisted as the whips painted lines of burning fire onto her pale flesh.

	His favourite was to screw clamps onto her nipples until the pierced buds turned purple, then add weights and whip her breasts and between her legs until she danced and gyrated madly and the weights swung and clashed together, jerking painfully at her clitoris and nipples as her large breasts bounced and jiggled to the impact of his lash.

	It always turned him on and when he had whipped her as much as he wanted, he would simply order her to her belly or back and take her in whatever way he pleased, using her sex or her ass as he chose.

	Unless he decided to have Violet instead, in which case the slave was left as she was to endure her pain and misery until they were finished...and sometimes, much longer.

	It was a magical time for him and he loved every second of it.

	Until he discovered the appalling truth..........

	It happened by accident.

	There was a power-cut and as all the machines in the small metal-fabricating factory he owned were out of action, he sent his men home and took the rest of the day off.

	When he arrived at his house, Violet was out, but as usual, she had made quite sure that their slave would get no rest or relief while she was absent.

	The girl was in the centre of the kitchen, naked and hooded, her arms, as ever, rivetted behind her back, her ankles doubled-up to the backs of her thighs by wide leather straps and balanced on her knees with her whole weight pressing her knee-caps onto the hard tiles of the floor.

	To keep her upright, a chain ran from the ring on the top of her leather hood up to the ceiling, but not tightly enough to take more than a tiny fraction of her weight off her knees.

	It was a diabolically cruel tie and he smiled in admiration of Violet's bondage skills, not giving a thought to the pain the slave must be experiencing.

	Then he noticed that her zippered mouth was at just the right height to be level with his crotch.

	"Why not?" he thought to himself.

	Compared to most of the tortures the girl had endured, pleasuring him might be a walk in the park for her.

	And even if it wasn't, why should he worry?

	The zip slid open quite easily, but the huge leather gag packing every inch of her mouth took quite a lot of tugging before he could extract the sodden mass.

	He let her have thirty seconds to work her numbed jaw and lips, then snapped, "You know what I want, slut, so get on with it and make it good or I'll whip the hide off you.”

	Without hesitation, the slave stretched her lips wide and as he ravaged her soft, warm mouth with quick, hard lunges of his long, thick shaft, she sucked and licked his flesh in desperate efforts to please him.

	He gave a deep groan of satisfaction as his seed jetted into her throat and she gulped down every drop of his salty spend until he was drained.

	Pulling from her lips, he gave a cruel laugh, "That was pretty good, slut. Maybe I won't whip you after all. But if you say a word about this to Violet, she certainly will.”

	The slave trembled in terror and whimpered, "I won't. I'll be good, I promise I will. Please don't let Violet whip me and I'll do whatever you want. Anything at all.”

	And to his absolute horror, he recognised the voice of his step-daughter, Jenny.

	"Jenny?" he said, "My God, Jenny, is that you? It can't be. You're away at summer camp with your friends. I must be dreaming.”

	But it wasn't a dream...it was a nightmare...

	"No, " Jenny moaned, "I've been here all the time. Violet drugged me and when I woke up, I was chained up and helpless in the basement. She whipped me and pierced me and tortured me until I had to agree to be her slave and do whatever she told me. And then...then you...." she broke off in a paroxysm of sobbing.

	As he heard the terrible story of what had been done to Jenny....and remembered what he had done to her....his brain raced at lightning speed.

	It was suddenly clear that Violet had laid a trap for him and he had blundered straight into it.

	The bitch had set him up.

	He was a well-known and respected businessman in the town and if it ever got out that he had whipped and tortured and sexually abused his own step-daughter, he was finished.

	He'd end up in jail, because who would ever believe that a young girl like Violet would be ruthless and sadistic enough to enslave Jenny, let alone be capable of seducing and tricking him into believing that the chained and gagged captive he had tortured and whipped and taken for his sexual enjoyment, was not a stranger with an extreme taste for pain and kinky bondage sex, but his only living relative?

	Even if Jenny corroborated his story...and after the pain and anguish he'd helped to inflict on her, there was no guarantee that she would...people would probably assume she was trying to protect him and disregard her words as misguided and unbelievable...especially if Violet played the innocent threatened into silence and unwilling co-operation by an older man, as she undoubtedly would.

	Blackmail, he decided, it had to be.

	Violet was going to bleed him dry.

	"..........knees are hurting dreadfully. Please, it hurts so much.”

	He realised that Jenny must have been begging to be untied and he hadn't even heard her.

	Without thinking, he began to bend down to release her legs...but then he stopped.

	What he needed was time.

	Time to come up with a way to stop Violet from getting her greedy hands on his money.

	The bitch wasn't going to get away with it if he could help it, but it was going to take some heavy thinking to work out how to do it without dropping himself into a heap of trouble.

	And if he treated Jenny any differently, Violet was certain to notice and smell a rat.

	Slowly, he straightened up and looked down at the suffering girl he had provided for and looked after for six long years as she grew from a child to a lovely young woman.

	Then he crammed the wet leather of the gag back into her mouth and tugged the zip across her stretched lips.

	Jenny was going to have to stay a captive until he sorted out what to do...and he would have to carry on whipping and treating her as a sex-slave until he had.

	Violet would probably be home soon and if she wasn't to get suspicious, he had to make it seem as though nothing had changed and that he still had no idea who the slave really was.

	He had to make it look good and totally convincing.

	After a few moment's though, he went and found some short chains, the clamps and half-a-dozen weights.

	Working quickly, he screwed the clamps onto Jenny's sensitive nipples, steeling himself to ignore her moans of pain as the serrated jaws bit into her tender flesh, then used two chains to connect her ringed nipples to her nose-ring, forcing her head down towards her chest and ensuring that the chains were short enough to pull her large breasts upwards so that their weight tugged at her piercings.

	And to complete the picture, he hung two of the weights from each of her nipples and the final two from her clitoris-ring, then stepped back to inspect the result.

	Despite knowing that it was Jenny, he was impressed and felt his groin stir as he gazed down at her.

	Bound on her knees in steel and leather, tightly hooded, her head bowed in enforced submission towards her pierced, ringed, chained and weighted breasts, she was a spectacular sight, the very image of a totally helpless and subjugated slave.

	He felt a sudden, powerful urge to whip her and as he imagined how she would scream and writhe as the leather burned across her naked body and how her breasts would jiggle and torture her as the weights swung to and fro, his eyes glittered with cruel anticipation.

	It wasn't as if a whipping was anything new to her, he rationalised his desire, punishment was an everyday event for a slave and she'd had weeks to get used to it.

	Besides, if he put a few fresh whip marks on her, it would help his plan to deceive Violet and in the end, that would benefit Jenny, wouldn't it?

	Of course it would, he decided and if Jenny was going to benefit, then it surely wasn't asking too much to expect her to play a part in the plan.

	He knew that maybe his reasoning wasn't very logical and a bit twisted, but he didn't really care.

	It was good enough to satisfy him and it wasn't as if anybody was going to argue about it.

	He was doing it for Jenny and if she didn't happen to know about it, well, so what?

	He reached out for a thin, flexible whip that lay on a nearby work-top and raised it high....

	Jenny had long passed the stage where even the most humiliating demand of her captors would compel her to show resistance, or try to disobey.

	Any attempt to foil their wishes resulted only in the most painful punishment and she had learned to expect no mercy from either of them.

	When her stepfather ordered her to use her mouth to bring him to climax, she obeyed without hesitation as the total slave she had become, desperate not to displease him and earn herself yet more pain.

	Sucking and licking his shaft, she crushed down her shame and horror at being forced to serve him in such a disgracefully lewd manner and when his spend jetted into her throat, she gulped down the salt juices of his release and felt only gratitude and relief that she had not failed to satisfy him.

	His obvious shock when he recognised her voice and listened to her explain how Violet had enslaved her, gave Jenny a glimmer of hope, the first she had had since she woke to find herself in bondage and for an all-too-brief moment, she dared to believe that he might take pity on her and bring her weeks of pain and sexual subjugation to an end.

	But when he re-packed her mouth with soggy leather and she felt the agonising bite of clamps being tightened onto her nipples, her short-lived dream of freedom collapsed in a million shattered pieces under an avalanche of black despair.

	Her tears soaked the inside of her leather hood as chains forced her to bow her head in submission and as the cruel tug of weights at her nose and nipples added to her misery, she sobbed in heartfelt anguish, realising that even though her stepfather was fully aware of her dreadful plight, he had no intention of saving her.

	Quite the opposite, for as a thin line of white-hot fire blazed across her belly, she screamed into her gag and her body jerked wildly as his whip branded her buttocks and thighs with searing, scorching heat, then rose to paint the under-curves of her full breasts with red stripes of stinging heat......

	 

	 

	Part 2

	Violet kicked the door shut behind her and grinned with malicious amusement as the sound of a whip meeting flesh reached her ears.

	She had been very, very lucky.

	Thinking that Mr Reed wouldn't be home until the usual time, she had gone out to pick up a very special piece of equipment she had ordered and almost hadn't bothered to fit Jenny with her hood.

	If she hadn't, he would have discovered the truth and that would have ruined everything.

	But the sound of whipping reassured Violet that all was well and that her plan was still working.

	Mr Reed must have come home early, found Jenny in the kitchen where Violet had left her and been unable to resist the opportunity to practise his technique with the whip.

	Violet wasn't surprised.

	In the few short weeks since she had delivered Jenny into his clutches...easily convincing him that she was a willing slave who enjoyed pain and was eager to be humiliated and abused and punished as cruelly as possible by a total stranger...he had learned to be utterly ruthless and dominating, devising ever-harsher methods of torture to use on the body of his hapless captive as if he saw her absolute subjugation as some sort of challenge.

	He didn't know, of course, that his victim was his own step-daughter and Violet had been extremely careful to make sure it stayed that way, keeping Jenny hooded and gagged whenever he was present.

	She walked into the kitchen and her eyes glittered as she watched Mr Reed deliver a hard lash to Jenny's belly, the helpless girl's body quivering and her cruelly-chained breasts jerking painfully as blistering heat blazed through her flesh.

	"Hi, Mr Reed, " she called cheerfully, "Nice tie of her tits. You're home early.”

	He turned and just for an instant, Violet thought she saw his eyes flash with anger but then he smiled and lowered his whip.

	"Hello, Violet. Yes, we had a power-cut so I took the afternoon off and when I saw this nice little package waiting for me, I thought I'd re-introduce myself.”

	Violet chuckled, "Good idea. Don't want her getting bored, do we?”

	"Quite so, my dear. And what have you been up to this afternoon?”

	"Oh, not much, " she lied, "Just window-shopping and I'm starved. How about I cook us some Italian and then, if you like, we could have an early night? Just you and me.”

	He nodded, "Sounds good. You get it started and I'll chain our slave up in the basement and join you.”

	"Personally, I'd leave the bitch where she is, " Violet sneered, "But I guess we don't want to injure her, do we? Just hurt her, " and she gave a snort of laughter as he began to release Jenny's breast-bondage, prior to locking her in the cellar for the night.

	In the morning, Mr Reed had already gone when Violet woke up and she lay in a cloud of scented bubbles in a hot bath, easing her stiff muscles and re-living the previous night in her mind.

	He had been almost like some crazed animal as soon as they reached the bedroom, throwing her onto the bed and ripping her clothes from her, then twisting her arms behind her back and pinning them under her with one hand while he mauled her breasts and plundered her sex with the other until she arched and shuddered in need, begging him to take her.

	When he did, he had kept her arms pinned while he pounded into her for what seemed like hours, forcing her to come numerous times before he finally flipped her over onto her belly and penetrated her anally, shooting his spend deep into her tight, hot ass as she climaxed again and again.

	She really loved rough sex and that was just what he'd given her.

	Which had been fine with her until the third time when he'd taken her against her will, laughing at her objections and futile struggles as he forced her to submit.

	It wasn't that she hadn't enjoyed it in some ways, Violet mused to herself, but he was beginning to get far too sure of himself and seemed to think that he was the one in charge and could treat her as he pleased, almost as if she was as much a slave as Jenny.

	That was a bad mistake, Violet decided and she was going to make him pay.

	Just wait until he found out that he'd been whipping and sexually abusing his own step-daughter and that if he didn't want his life and Jenny's ruined by having the whole story revealed to the Police and the newspapers, then he'd better hand over all of his money to Violet.

	He wouldn't be laughing then, especially when he found out that she was going to keep Jenny as her slave.

	Permanently.

	In his house...or, rather, her house as it would be when she had him thrown out onto the streets.

	That would teach him not to mess with her and serve him right...

	Her original plan had been to blackmail him for only half of everything he possessed and let him stay around to service her sexual pleasure whenever she felt the need for a man, but after his treatment of her the previous night, she wanted every penny he possessed and him out of the way for good.

	And anyway, she was getting bored with him and knew that with her looks and the money she'd screw out of him, she could soon find a younger replacement.

	One who shared her liking for inflicting pain and torment on a helpless slave and wouldn't know or care who Jenny was, or what was done to her.

	Violet ached and how...but was in just the right vindictive mood to try out the new equipment she had purchased on Jenny.

	Ninety minutes later, Jenny was immovably bound to a massive wooden support-beam in the basement by wide leather straps buckled around her neck, torso and waist, her ankles chained to wide-set rings embedded in the floor and her thighs gaping.

	She was tightly gagged with a massive leather ball, but the hood concealing her face had been removed and she watched nervously as Violet assembled and checked the cables and plugs of a complicated-looking piece of electrical equipment.

	When she was finished, a thick power cable snaked across the floor to a miniature computer complete with a tiny screen and keyboard sitting on a chair and from there, several thinner cables went to each of a pair of rectangular strips of what appeared to Jenny to be flexible black plastic with long Velcro straps attached to their ends.

	Jenny had no idea what the device was for, but the gleam in Violet's eyes told her that she was definitely not going to like whatever it did to her.

	She liked it even less when Violet carefully positioned the flexible strips across the upper slopes of her breasts and used the Velcro to hold them in place.

	"Bitch slut or slut bitch?" Violet asked and when Jenny simply gazed blankly back at her, she giggled, "No preference? Oh well, I'll choose for you, then.”

	She went to the computer and typed for a few seconds, then walked to the door and gave a mocking wave, "Have fun, slave. I'll be back in fifteen minutes or so to check if you're done.”

	For a few minutes, nothing seemed to be happening, but just as Jenny was beginning to think the machine must be broken, she started to feel a tingling warmth coming from beneath the plastic strips across her breasts.

	She tensed, waiting for the pain, but it never came and she didn't know whether to be thankful or frightened.

	The gentle heat was nothing like the awful torment that Violet always inflicted on her and she could only hope that it wasn't just a cruel trick to weaken her defences before the real punishment began.

	Not that she had any defences left.

	When Violet walked into the basement, checked the computer and announced, "All done, slave, " Jenny could hardly believe it, or hide her relief Her punishment, if that was what it was meant to be, hadn't hurt at all.

	Violet must be going soft and losing her touch, Jenny thought with just a hint of smugness.

	But Violet wasn't........

	As the Velcro straps were unbuckled and the plastic peeled from her breasts, Jenny's forehead wrinkled in a frown.

	The plastic seemed to have left some stains or marks on her skin, but with her head held upright by the leather band around her neck, it was hard to see clearly.

	Squinting down past her nose helped and she realised that the marks were actually letters....

	Shock slammed through her brain and the breath exploded from her lungs in a shrill, distraught wail of horrified recognition.

	Printed across the smooth, taut upper curves of her breasts in precise, neat black capital letters an inch high were the words, "SEX-SLUT" and "BONDAGE-BITCH”

	Her eyes bulged and she fought to shake her head in frantic denial, trying to tell herself that not even Violet could be so impossibly cruel and heartless.

	Until her blonde captor strapped the machine to the hairless mound just above Jenny's sex and switched it on.

	Fifteen minutes of screaming and weeping and struggling left Jenny exhausted and still as helplessly bound as before and when Violet fetched a mirror and positioned it so that Jenny had a clear view of her own lower belly and sex, then removed the flexible plastic, the sobbing brunette was faced with her ultimate humiliation.

	Between her hip-bones, running in a graceful curve across her lower belly, she now bore the shameful title, "WHIP-SLAVE" in the same clear, sharp lettering as on her breasts...but at twice the size.

	Impervious to her tears, Violet laughed with pure delight and crowed, "That's really fixed you, bitch. What I just used on you is a laser tattooing machine and it's state-of-the-art. Guaranteed to tattoo twice as deep and last twice as long as anything done with the old-fashioned needle and ink, so you'd better get used to it, because it's always going to be there. And if you're thinking that maybe they'll wear off or you can have them bleached out or removed, you can forget it. Let's see you try to explain that to a boyfriend if I ever get bored with you and let you go. Even if he doesn't guess beforehand, the moment he sets eyes on your boobs and belly, he'll know what you are and what to do about it.”

	Jenny moaned in unbearable anguish as she realised that Violet was right.

	With the evidence of her slavery emblazoned on her body and impossible to miss, any future partner she might have...if Violet ever freed her...would have to be a saint not to give in to the irresistible temptation to find out whether she really was as deeply subjugated and hopelessly submissive as the tattoos promised.

	And Jenny no longer believed that such men existed.

	Even her own stepfather, a man she knew to be kind, gentle and caring in his day-to-day life, had changed into a ruthless, merciless tyrant when presented with the opportunity to punish and ravage a helplessly chained and gagged slave who was unable to resist him...and had continued to do so even after he had discovered that his victim was not some unknown stranger, but Jenny herself........

	She stared down at the reflection of her tattooed belly and shuddered, stunned by the knowledge that she would carry its unmistakeable confirmation of her slavery forever.

	Whatever she did, she could never escape her own body or erase the shameful symbols that marked her as a slave and as Jenny realised that they invited her subjugation by anyone with the strength and determination to act on their clear and stark message, vivid images of bondage and submission and endless torment at the hands of faceless, nameless strangers flashed into her whirling brain.

	In seconds, she felt her sex moisten and slow coils of liquid heat spread through her belly, for in the weeks since her enslavement, the intense sexual and physical subjugation imposed on her by Violet and her stepfather had awoken strange and irresistible desires in her belly and brain.

	Desires that, at first, confused and humiliated her, because she knew she should not have experienced pleasure...especially such deeply thrilling and satisfying sexual pleasure...from being helplessly bound and whipped and forced to satisfy her captors in the many shameful ways they demanded.

	But she had been unable to suppress the feelings and now, after many weeks as a total slave, her passions had grown far stronger.

	Too strong to resist.

	So strong, that pain and pleasure were inextricably mixed in her brain and she couldn't help but want and need them both.

	So strong, that Jenny was addicted and could no longer live without them.

	So strong, that if she were ever to be freed, she knew it would only be a matter of time...a short time...before unbearable sexual frustration and need would overcome her fear and humiliation and common-sense and drive her to seek the release she must have.

	Even though to do so would be to risk a swift and involuntary return to abject slavery............

	 

	Part 3

	Exactly as Violet had promised, Jenny spent the whole of the afternoon and half of the evening suffering the most intense and extreme arousal and frustration, responding instantly and frantically to the cruel bite of the flogger on her defenceless breasts and between her thighs, but never being permitted to release the chaotic sexual tensions pent-up in her shuddering belly.

	She was on fire with lust, her sex oozing a steady trickle of juices that stained her legs and formed a glistening puddle on the floor at her feet, her fervent desire to submit totally and forever, mirrored in her pleading brown eyes as Violet's remorseless torment drove her into a slavery far beyond any limits or possibility of redemption.

	Even in the gaps between Violet's irregular visits, Jenny's belly refused to calm and as each session of merciless training added yet another upward twist to the spiral of her arousal, the whimpering, quivering brunette was enmeshed tighter and tighter in an unbreakable web of permanent and inescapable submission to bondage and sexual slavery.

	Until, instead of flinching away and attempting to avoid the burning kiss of the flogger, her spine hollowed and her hips pressed forward to offer her breasts and sex to the leather as though it was the caress of a lover, her screams and moans of pain changing to hoarse, muffled cries of exquisite pleasure and willing surrender.

	And still Violet refused to let her come............

	For the second day in a row, Mr Reed had given his men the day off, but this time, their unexpected holiday had had nothing to do with power-cuts and everything to do with foiling Violet's plan to blackmail him.

	After finding out about Jenny, he had known that he was in an impossible situation and that if he was going to get out of it, he had to work fast and keep Violet off-balance.

	That was why he had ravaged and humiliated her the night before, laughing at her and taunting her as he took her against her will.

	Violet was a cocky little bitch and he knew she would be furious about what he had done to her and be determined to get her revenge.

	He was banking on her sadistic streak, gambling his whole future and probably his freedom on his assessment that she would want to see him squirm when she blackmailed him with threats of denouncing him to the Police and Press.

	If she had been bright and clear-thinking enough to have already sent a letter to a Bank or a lawyer, with instructions to open it if she didn't keep in touch, he was sunk.

	But had she?

	He certainly would have in her position, but Violet was young and arrogant and might just be conceited enough to imagine that when he found out that the girl he had tortured and taken as a slave, was actually his own step-daughter, he would be so appalled and devastated that he would cave-in and agree to her blackmail demands without a fight.

	As he knew he might easily have done....if he hadn't already discovered the truth and bought himself a little time to get over the shock and make his own plans.

	Time bought at the expense of Jenny's pain and anguish And he had used the time well.

	First, he had rung the local private hospital and spoken to a Doctor he knew who owed him a big favour.

	The man had been reluctant, but after being assured that his assistance would remain secret and that there would be no awkward questions asked, he had agreed to supply Mr Reed with what he wanted.

	After collecting the small packet, he had returned to his factory and set to work, combining his intimate knowledge of Violet's body with his vast engineering expertise to construct a number of devices that would not only guarantee him immunity from her blackmail demands, but would leave her in no position to threaten him or anyone else, ever again.

	Provided that she hadn't sent that letter........and there was only one way to be certain.

	Arriving home at nine o'clock in the evening, he checked that the Doctor's package was safely in his jacket and that the results of his ten hours of hard, skilled work lay on the back seat of his car, wrapped in sacking, then he took a deep breath and let himself into his house.

	Violet was taking a break, smoking a cigarette with her long, slim legs propped on the coffe-table when he came into the room.

	When he greeted her, she blew out a long streamer of smoke and stubbed the cigarette out in the ashtray, deliberately taking her time before acknowledging his presence with a perfunctory glance.

	He felt a flare of anger, but controlled it, "Had a busy day, Violet? What have you been doing with yourself?”

	She stood up and ran her hands over her breasts and down her belly and thighs as if smoothing the skin-tight red latex of her mini-skirt, "I've been adding a few...accessories...to my slave.”

	He didn't miss the slight but definite emphasis on the word "my" but pretended that he had, well aware that the display of her body in the figure-hugging dress was just a ploy designed to distract him.

	"Accessories?" he asked casually, "Sounds interesting.”

	Her lips twisted in a vicious smile, "Oh, you'll find it a lot more than interesting, " she sneered, "Stunning, I would say. Sort of a final little surprise for your last day of fun with her.”

	He knew then that the gloves were off and that Violet was about to put her blackmail plan into operation.

	He pretended to be surprised, "My last day, Violet? What do you mean?”

	She chuckled coldly, "Well, I only offered her to you for a month and now it's up. So unless we can come to an agreement, I'm afraid that's it as far as you're concerned. Why don't you come down to the basement and have a look and then we can have a little talk.”

	She turned away and as he followed, his fingers gripped the small package in his pocket and his eyes gleamed with steely determination.

	Violet pushed open the basement door and strode over to the post where Jenny's helplessly spread and chained body trembled and shuddered in desperate need.

	"Surprise!" Violet gave a cruel laugh, "Let me introduce you to the slave you've been whipping and screwing for the last month. You know Jenny, don't you? Your own step-daughter.”

	As he saw the tattoos branded across Jenny's whip-striped breasts and softly-rounded belly and noted the tremors of obvious lust that sent trickles of her body's juices sliding down her gaping thighs, Mr Reed felt a twinge of pity for his subjugated step-daughter...and a powerful desire to take her and use her as the total slave she clearly was...

	Forcing an icy calm into his voice, he turned to Violet, "What the Hell is going on here?" he demanded, "What have you done to Jenny? What is this?”

	Violet's face contorted into a smile of pure cruelty and malice, "I've made your precious little girl into a bondage-slave, " she hissed triumphantly, "And I tattooed her so that everyone can see what a randy slut she really is. You should know, you're the one who's been helping me. And now, you're going to pay for your pleasure, because if you don't, I'll go to the authorities and let them know just what you've been doing to her.”

	It was the slip he had been hoping for, virtual confirmation that Violet hadn't yet written the letter he feared.

	But he had to be certain.

	He injected a note of desperation into his voice, "But, you can't do that, " he protested, "I'll be ruined. And what about poor Jenny? She'd never live down the shame. You were the one who enslaved her, not me. I didn't even know.”

	"Oh, no?" Violet mocked him, thinking she was secure in her victory, "And who do you think will believe that? All I have to say is that you chained her up and tortured her, then threatened to do the same to me if I said a word about it. And I'd have to admit that you were screwing me, too. In fact, I was so scared of you that I even tortured dear little Jenny myself to stop you whipping me. So stop whining and face it, you bastard. I've got you right where I want you.”

	He held up his hands as if surrendering, "All right, all right. I know when I'm beaten. I'll give you anything you want if you just get back the letter you've sent to the Police.”

	She scowled, "I haven't sent any letter. Why would I? I only need to make one phone call and you've had it.”

	He struggled to conceal his relief and elation, then decided to see just how far Violet had planned to push him.

	He let his shoulders slump, "Yes, you're right, Violet, " he said defeatedly, "What do you want me to do? And what about poor Jenny?”

	Violet's eyes glittered, "Don't worry about her, " she snapped viciously, "She's staying with me and I've got lots of plans for her. A sex-slut with tattoos all over her body begging for anyone to take her and use her, is bound to be popular at the slave-Club I found on the Web. In fact, I've already applied to join up as a Mistress with Jenny as my bondage-slave. But as for you, I want all your money and this house and your car. And when I've got everything, you can get out and stay out. I'll be rich and it won't be hard to find another man. Especially when I let him whip my slave and do whatever he wants to her. Just like you did.”

	As she revealed her treacherous plans, Mr Reed's anger grew.

	The bitch intended to nail him to the wall and take everything he had, without even giving him the compensation of letting him carry on having sex with her and Jenny.

	Well, that might be her plan, but it definitely wasn't his.

	She didn't know it yet, but her greed and ingratitude had hardened his determination and ended his few remaining doubts about going through with his ideas for revenge.

	Violet's blackmail scheme was going to backfire on her in the biggest way possible...and he was going to enjoy every second of her fall........

	She glared at him, confident that he was putty in her hands and completely broken, "Take a good, long look at my slave, " she said mockingly, "So you'll have something to remember when you're on the streets. Because memories are all you're going to have left after I get through with you. You've had her..and me..for the last time.”

	He smiled for the first time since he had entered the basement, a slow, lazy smile that didn't reach his eyes.

	"Oh, I wouldn't be quite so certain of that if I were you, Violet, " he said calmly and as her brow wrinkled in puzzlement, he reached into his pocket and took out the small package, peeling off the wrapping to reveal a short, stubby tube with a plastic sheath over an inch-long needle at one end.

	"What are you talking about?" Violet said, watching as he slipped the cover off the needle, "And what's that?”

	He curled his hand around the tube so that the needle protruded from his fingers, "This?" he replied, "I got it from a medical friend of mine. It's an emergency anaesthetic. The latest thing, apparently. Guaranteed to immobilise a patient for up to three hours without affecting nerve-endings or breathing. Tiny, isn't it? But very effective, as you are about to find out.”

	Her eyes flickered up to his face, then back to the needle, "Wh...What are you going to d...do with it?" she stammered and he smiled again.

	"I'm going to use it on you, Violet. And when you're unable to move a muscle, I'm going to strip you and fit you with the steel manacles I've made for you.”

	She was quick, very quick and was almost past him, racing for the door and freedom before he reacted.

	He swung his arm and his hand slapped against her right buttock, jabbing the needle into her firm flesh at the last moment.

	It didn't seem to affect her and she was almost at the door when her legs stiffened and she stumbled to her left.

	She tried to recover and almost made it, but the drug was coursing through her system and as he watched, she swayed and folded slowly onto the floor as her muscles succumbed.

	He walked over to where she lay on her left side and grinned down at her as her fingers and toes twitched in futile efforts to overcome her paralysis.

	"It works then, Violet, " he said, "My friend assured me it was quick, but I was beginning to have doubts.”

	"I...can't...m...move, " she moaned indistinctly through lips that were rapidly freezing into immobility, "You...can't...chain...me...I'll...go...to...the...Police.”

	"No, you won't, " he shook his head, "You're not going anywhere, " his lips curved in a smile, "Except, perhaps, to that slave-Club you mentioned. I might take you there. In chains, of course, as my slave. I'm sure you'll be just as popular as you thought Jenny would be.”

	Violet's blue eyes filled with horror as she realised what her future was to be, "No..." she whimpered, fighting for each word, "I'm...not...a...slave...like...her. We...can...make...a...deal. Let...me...go...and...you...can...keep...her. I'll...go...away...and...won't...tell...anybody. I...promise.”

	Mr Reed chuckled, "Your promise, Violet? Not a hope, I'm afraid. You tricked me once, but you certainly won't get a second chance. And as for us making a deal, I don't think you're in much of a position to negotiate. I see this as more of a take-over. Unfortunately for you, a hostile take-over and you've just been deposed as Chairman of the Board.”

	Violet's only reaction was the heaving of her breasts under the tight red latex of her dress as she tried and failed to move or talk and he nodded in satisfaction at the effectiveness of the anaesthetic, then put his foot on her hip and rolled her over onto her back.

	The movement caused her dress to ride up and as he saw the neatly-trimmed triangle of golden curls that pointed the way to her sex, he bent down and took a single sprig between his finger and thumb, "These will have to go, " he told her firmly, "I prefer my slaves bare, " and tugged the offending hair out by the root.

	It was obvious from her involuntary blink that although her muscles were paralysed, the nerve-endings in her skin were not and she could feel everything that was done to her.

	"Hmm, " he said thoughtfully, "That was fun. Maybe I won't bother with a shaver and pull each hair out by hand. What do you think, Violet? Isn't that the sort of thing you'd have enjoyed doing to Jenny?”

	He watched her eyelids flutter in response, "I'll take that as a 'Yes'" he said flatly, "But before we get to that, a little insurance, I think. Actually, a lot more."

	Violet couldn't turn or lift her head to see where he was going, but she didn't need to.

	She knew what he had gone to fetch and understood that if she was still in the basement when he returned, she would only ever leave it as a heavily-chained slave, powerless to alter or escape the fate she had imposed on Jenny...and which Mr Reed now intended to impose on her.

	Summoning up every ounce of will she possessed, Violet threw it all into one titanic bid to overcome the chemical bondage which gripped her limbs, totally focused on the absolute imperative of making her limbs respond to the orders of her brain.

	For sixty seconds, she concentrated so hard, that she was even unaware that she was holding her breath.

	But at the end of that time, when her instinctive gasp sucked air into her aching lungs, she tasted the bitter misery of utter defeat.

	Not a single muscle had obeyed her mental commands and she lay exactly as before, unable to move, unable to scream, unable to do anything but stare up at the ceiling and visualise the awful torment that awaited her.

	She had captured and enslaved Jenny, then offered her to Mr Reed to be used and treated as a slave, encouraging and helping him to live out his most extreme fantasies and desires, no matter what their cost in pain and suffering to the helpless brunette.

	Her blackmail scheme had depended on him becoming hooked on the seductive delights of total power and total control over a slave and he had quickly proven himself to be a highly-demanding and extremely strict natural dominant.

	Violet hadn't really given the change in his attitude much thought...it hadn't mattered because she had been going to blackmail him anyway and had assumed he would have no choice but to give-in to her demands.

	Only he hadn't.

	She couldn't understand why he hadn't crumpled when he saw Jenny and realised that what he had been doing to her for the last month was going to be used to blackmail him.

	But instead of surrendering, he had counter-attacked so swiftly that Violet was now the one facing disaster.......

	Trapped inside her own drugged body, she couldn't prevent him chaining her and when that happened, she'd be just as helpless and just as vulnerable as Jenny.

	He would be able to do anything he liked to her...and Violet had lots of experience of what he liked.

	At second-hand, with Jenny as the recipient of the nipple-clamps and whippings he enjoyed so much.

	Violet stared up at the ceiling, her mind re-living the memories of what Jenny had been forced to endure.

	And she couldn't even scream as it dawned on her that he had had no particular reason to punish Jenny...but every reason to exact revenge on someone who had tried to blackmail and destroy him, but had instead, become his slave.....

	The results of Mr Reed's hours of labour in his engineering work-shop, were simple, functional and very, very strong and he wasted no time when he returned to the basement.

	He began by stripping Violet naked, peeling the latex dress from her limp body then flipping her over onto her belly and reaching for the slave-collar he had made for her.

	The three-inch wide, quarter-inch thick band of stainless spring steel demanded all of his strength to open it far enough for him to be able to get it around her throat and when he relaxed his grip, it closed to a firm, snug fit that he knew would require more strength than she possessed to remove.

	Even if it hadn't been for the two pairs of one-way screws that he used to make quite sure that it stayed where he wanted it to stay...

	He checked to ensure that the welded steel rings were correctly positioned, one under her chin and the other in line with her spine, then moved on.

	Her arms were next and after positioning her hands at the small of her back with her palms facing outward, he slipped matching, one-piece steel bands around her wrists and screwed them together so that the welded central ring was towards him.

	Then he pushed the cuffs high up between her shoulder-blades into a double hammer-lock and used a short, thick length of chain and a heavy padlock to connect her cuffs and collar.

	There was a gap of several inches between her fingers and the rear of her collar, but he was content for the time being.

	Eventually, he would force her arms higher, until the rings could be connected directly, but there was no need to hurry because as he had told her, she wasn't going anywhere.

	For the same reason, when he had fitted separate cuffs just above her elbows, he applied only moderate tension to the connecting chain, knowing that he could always make it tighter whenever he felt like it and that by the time he was finished, her forearms would be clamped together all the way from wrists to biceps.

	Smiling at the thought, he fastened cuffs to each of her ankles, but instead of linking them with chain, he used a long steel bar that kept her legs hugely spread.

	Violet hadn't hesitated to use sex as a weapon to seduce him and set him up for her blackmail scheme, but now she was going to learn that her sex, like the rest of her body, was no longer hers to control.

	With her legs held apart and unable to close, she would remain hopelessly vulnerable and available for his use whenever he wanted to take her.

	He squatted beside her and let his hands roam over the enticing globes of her buttocks and into the deep cleft between her thighs, his fingers exploring and caressing every fold and recess of her labia and toying with the firm button of her clitoris until he felt her sex grow slippery with the juices of an arousal she couldn't resist or avoid.

	"Shame on you, Violet, " he chuckled mockingly, "What would your new friends at the slave-Club think? You're just as hot and randy as Jenny. If you're going to carry on like this, they'll have to put you down as a slave rather than a Mistress.”

	Her left buttock jiggled and reddened as he took his hands from her belly and gave her a cruelly-hard spank, "Which is only right, because you're not going to be a Mistress, " he gave her a second spank, equally hard, "You're going to be a slave, " a third spank burned across her right cheek, "And you're going to serve me, " a fourth spank, in the same place, "There's only going to be one boss around here, " spank number five cracked down, "And that, you deceitful little bitch, is going to be me.”

	With the sixth spank delivered, he rose to his feet, "So from now on, I'm your Master and I advise you not to forget it.”

	Jenny's limbs and jaw ached unmercifully from her hours of bondage, but her discomfort was nothing compared to the inferno of unsatisfied need that seethed and churned in her belly from the sexual arousal and punishment that Violet had inflicted on her breasts and sex.

	For hours, she had been held on the edge of a devastating climax but never allowed to take the last short step that would have plunged her into the submissive ecstasy of a slave's orgasm to the flogger wielded by Violet.

	Time and again, she had been brought so close, only for Violet to sneer into her frantic eyes and remind her that she was not going to be allowed to come until her stepfather had seen what a hot and desperate slut she had become and then been banished from his own home.

	Jenny didn't really understand what was going on, but it made no difference to her ever-more helpless responses to the snap and bite of leather across her flesh and as her passion rose to furnace-heat, she welcomed the mixture of pain and pleasure that swirled through her body with soft gasps of unbearable desire and pressed her breasts and belly as far forward as her bonds would permit, to offer herself still more fully to the stinging rapture of her subjugation.

	Her gagged cheeks flushed a vivid scarlet as her stepfather followed Violet into the basement and saw the humiliating tattoos that had been etched into her breasts and belly, but her sexual heat was so overwhelming that Jenny knew if she could have, she would have begged him to take her as the full slave she accepted she was, regardless of how ashamed she was of her own weakness and desperate desire to come.

	But she was not given the opportunity and as she quivered and panted to the sexual fires consuming her body with white-hot flames of lust, she could only listen in horror as she heard Violet's extortion plans and realised that the merciless blonde not only intended to blackmail her stepfather out of his home and all his money, but also meant to keep Jenny as her permanent bondage- and sex-slave and allow her future lovers to whip and take her for their pleasure and Violet's amusement.

	Her stepfather's ruin was inevitable and as she understood that his defeat spelled the end of any hope of release and condemned her to a lifetime of endless slavery and torment at the hands of Violet and any lovers she cared to take, Jenny's sex pulsed helplessly to send a fresh stream of juices trickling down her thighs as she visualised her enforced servitude to an unknown number of strong, ruthless strangers.

	It was the reaction of a true slave and Jenny recognised it as her final acceptance of what she had become.

	In her body and brain and heart, she was a slave and could never return to the life she had once known.

	Her destiny lay in the chains and collar of a slave, serving her Masters and Mistresses with all the fervour and passion that her captivity and subjugation had unleashed within her.

	She would never be free, for she no longer knew how to be free, or even really desired freedom and as Violet mockingly told Jenny's stepfather that he would never have her or Jenny ever again, the deeply and utterly submissive brunette surrendered to the fate her irresistible desires forced upon her.

	....And was stunned when the tables were turned so quickly that it seemed like only seconds before Violet lay on the basement floor, her paralysed body unable to resist or even speak as her blackmail "victim" fought back and locked her into a wide steel collar and cuffs that held her just as tightly and efficiently as Jenny's own bonds.

	Jenny's astonishment changed to delight as she saw Violet's helplessness, then watched her being caressed and spanked against her will.

	It served her right, she felt as her stepfather told Violet that he was going to turn her into his slave and force her to serve and please him, because after what she had done to Jenny and tried to do to him, the blonde deserved to suffer and it was high time Violet found out that she couldn't treat either him or Jenny so badly and expect to get away with it.

	She would have liked to cheer when he told Violet that he was now her Master, but all she could do was crinkle her eyes to show her pleasure at his decision as he stood up and turned to face her.

	Without saying a word or touching her, he inspected the tattoos that adorned her breasts and belly and bent to examine the glistening juices that oozed from her sex to trail down her spread thighs.

	Then he shook his head, "My poor, sweet little Jenny, " he said gently, "That bitch really did a job on you, didn't she? Well, if it's any consolation, I'm going to do exactly the same to her, so at least you'll be a matched pair when I take you both to that slave-Club.”

	Jenny's eyes opened wide as the implications of his words sank into her brain and as she understood that her service as a slave was to continue despite Violet's enslavement, she lowered her eyes from his face as a sign of her submission to his will.

	He chuckled down at her bowed head, "You don't seem too upset about not being freed, slave, " he remarked casually, "Not that I thought you would be after the way I've seen you change in the last month. So I guess those tattoos are pretty accurate and you really are the sex-slut and bondage-bitch and whip-slave they say you are.”

	Jenny shivered wildly, her breasts jiggling and belly rippling as waves of blistering heat rolled through her body to confirm the accuracy of his assessment and as he stooped to pick up the flogger that lay on the floor where Violet had discarded it after her last session with Jenny, she gasped in delicious terror and pushed her hips forward to the limit of her bonds, offering her defenceless sex to the whip.

	"Mm, it seems that you are, " he said and as he sent the twenty leather strands flicking up between her gaping thighs, she squealed in ecstatic anguish and her climax erupted like a volcano to the mixture of pain and pleasure imposed upon her by the Master who had saved her from Violet's clutches...but only to keep her for his own pleasure.

	From deep inside her, a towering wave of molten juices raced upwards and as it crashed into her belly to flood her entire being with boiling, seething heat, her whole body convulsed in gigantic, unstoppable contractions that set her arching and writhing in her bonds to the devastating power of her long-delayed orgasm.

	Her immediate surrender was rewarded with a further two shrewdly-placed lashes and as exquisite fire seared through the delicate tissues of her engorged labia and clitoris, Jenny screamed into her gag and her sex pulsed hugely, releasing spray after spray of her silvery juices in unmistakable confirmation of her abject and total submission to the whip of her Master.

	He had not even touched her, yet Jenny knew she had climaxed as fully and deeply as if he had taken her himself, her body and brain responding to his authoritative dominance automatically and unquestioningly.

	As a trained and obedient slave........

	It was many minutes before the chaotic tumult in her belly began to ease and when her eyes eventually flickered open, she found him watching her.

	The touch of his fingers as he moved behind her to unbuckle her gag and pull it from her mouth, sent shivers of excitement through her and as she worked her aching jaws, he walked in front of her and held the flogger to her lips.

	"Thank my whip for your climax, slave, " he ordered calmly and without hesitation Jenny obeyed, kissing and licking the leather strands that had given her both the pain and the ultimate pleasure of her whip-orgasm.

	Mr Reed smiled and draped the flogger around Jenny's neck with its thongs dangling down over her right breast, "Very nice, slave. Now you may thank me.”

	Jenny licked her lips, "Yes, Master, " she replied humbly, "Your slave is grateful for her pleasure, Master and begs to be allowed to please you in return.”

	His eyes lingered on the flogger around her neck, "Oh, I intend that you will, slave, " he assured her firmly, "One way or another. Now, be quiet until I'm ready to use you.”

	Jenny understood perfectly and as he undid the wide leather straps that secured her to the post and unclipped the chains to her widely-spread ankles, she forced herself to resist the urge to groan as pins-and-needles attacked her stiffened joints and muscles as they recovered from hours of immobility.

	"Wait there, " he said, "While I make quite sure that my other slave doesn't get any silly ideas of escape.”

	It took him less than sixty seconds to increase Violet's bondage, one strap connecting her collar to her spreader-bar, curving her spine into the deep hollow of a stringent hogtie and forcing her neck to arch backwards, while a second ran from the front of her collar to a ring in the floor, tethering her in place.

	He checked carefully to ensure she could breathe satisfactorily, then stood up and beckoned Jenny over.

	"Advise me, slave" he chuckled cruelly, "Do you think this bitch is adequately secured until we return?”

	Jenny gazed into Violet's up-tilted face and recognised the anguish and terror and pain in her blue eyes as she stared pleadingly upwards, begging mutely for the mercy that she had always refused to show to Jenny.

	Holding the frightened blonde's eyes with her own, Jenny shook her head slowly, "Not quite, Master, " she replied coolly, "She is new to her slave-collar and may disturb you with screams or cries for help. But if you were to use the gag that I was wearing...........”

	Violet's eyes bulged in horror, but she was powerless to resist as the soggy leather was wedged and packed into her mouth, filling every inch of space and as the gag was buckled behind her head, Jenny grinned mischievously and added, "And if it pleased you, Master, a ring through her nose would make it much easier to leash her when you take her to the slave-Club.”

	Violet squeezed her eyes shut for a moment to blot out the sight of Jenny's smile...but she couldn't close her ears to her new Master's laughter, "Just what I had in mind, " he confirmed, "That and the other rings that she made you wear. Like I said, you'll be a matched pair and you'll both be leashed as my slaves.”

	Jenny turned to face him and sank to her knees, her body beautifully displayed, "Yes, Master, " she replied softly, "I look forward to it, Master and will make you proud of your obedient slave.”

	"Good, " he said briefly and strode towards the door, "Follow, slave. You've had your pleasure and now it's my turn.”

	Jenny delayed just long enough to stick her tongue out at the ruthlessly-bound blonde, then rose to her feet and hurried after her Master, a smile on her lips at the memory of the hopeless despair in Violet's eyes.

	She was still a slave, still with her arms rivetted behind her back, but just for a change, she was the one who was going to be sharing a bed with her Master and it was Violet who was chained and gagged in the basement, waiting in helpless misery to be punished and tormented and turned into a pierced, ringed and tattooed sex-slave.

	And Jenny could hardly wait to see it..........

	For an hour or more, the only sound in the basement was Violet's quick, shallow breathing, the only movement, the slow drip of tears from her chin as she wept.

	Then, eventually, the little finger on her left hand twitched.

	But it was another hour before the anaesthetic wore off completely.

	An hour in which Violet became acutely and painfully aware that there was absolutely no hope of her escaping the steel which had been locked onto her body.

	Her arms and legs and spine ached unmercifully, her stretched jaws and lips protested, her arched neck stabbed her with cramp, even her spanked bottom continued to sting....and there wasn't a thing she could do about any of them.

	Her mental anguish was even worse, for Violet knew it was her own fault.

	She had been so sure, so certain that she held all the aces, so supremely confident that her blackmail plan was foolproof and that she would be rich with her own slave to enjoy.

	Far too late, she now realised why Mr Reed had been worried about whether she had written a letter detailing what he had done to Jenny.

	It would have been so simple to write one.

	Just a few minutes of her time and he would have been at her mercy and unable to refuse her demands without having his guilt made public.

	With it as insurance, she would have been totally safe and untouchable.

	Such a small thing and so easy to overlook....but with such enormous and far-reaching consequences.

	For her freedom had already been taken from her and she knew with chilling certainty that that was only the beginning of the price she would be forced to pay for her mistake..............

	Epilogue - Three months later.

	The tall, casually-dressed man swung his arm in a smooth, well-practised arc and as the tail of the long leather whip curled across the hip and snapped against the shaven mound of the naked girl, the small audience murmured their appreciation of his skill and watched a thin red line bloom on her pale flesh.

	She could neither move nor protest, her ankles locked to widely-set anchorages in the low stage, nose-ring clipped to a tight chain that ran up to a pulley in the ceiling and forced her to stand on tip-toe, lips sealed behind a shaped steel band compressing her cheeks and jaw and concealing the long, thick penis-gag filling her mouth, steel-cinched breasts thrusting forward to display pierced, ringed nipples and arms folded upwards behind her back, confined at elbows and wrists in steel cuffs locked to the rear of a wide, heavy slave-collar clamped around her slender throat.

	Taking his time and moving around her, the man applied more lashes, painting her firm buttocks and softly-rounded belly with stripes of stinging fire as he demonstrated his Mastery of the whip...and of the helpless slave before him.

	Then he coiled his whip and went to join the watchers for a well-earned drink, leaving the slave where she was.

	As he sank into the soft leather, he glanced down to his left, checking that his second slave was correctly displayed, head up, thighs widely spread and spine hollowed to present her breasts and sex.

	Like the first girl, she too, was heavily chained, tightly gagged and collared, steel rings glinting at her nipples and clitoris, a chain leash dangling from her nose-ring, her eyes wide with fear and helpless arousal as she watched him sip from a tall glass "Well done.”

	"Yes, an excellent demonstration.”

	"You've been practising.”

	The small group of three men and two women were members of the slave-Club that Violet had planned to join.

	The dominant members, each a Master or Mistress with their own slaves.

	But their slaves were not present.

	This evening was reserved for the newest member to show off his skills and his slaves.

	"Thank you, my friends, " the man smiled at his companions, "As you know, I am still quite new to all this, but I am learning and with your help, I hope it won't be too long before my slaves and I reach your high standards.”

	One of the Mistresses, a small, slim woman with dark, fierce eyes gave a soft laugh and toyed with the riding-crop that lay across her thighs, "Oh, I think we can all agree on that, " she grinned, "And if you feel that it would be helpful, I am sure we would all be more than willing to assist you in training your little pets.”

	He nodded, "Thank you. Yes, that would be a help. Perhaps we could discuss it later?”

	The woman nodded and stood up, "Yes, of course, " then gazed boldly down at the slave by his side, "What a pretty little thing that one is and so delightfully docile. Tell me, is she trained to serve a Mistress?”

	"I believe so, " he replied casually, "But perhaps you would care to check for me.”

	Picking up the chain leash, he stared hard into the slave's anxious eyes, "Serve this Mistress as perfectly as you serve me, Jenny" he warned her coldly, "Or you will join Violet on the stage, " then he handed her leash to the woman and waved away her thanks, his lips curving in a smile as Jenny nodded quickly, then winced and rose to her high-heeled feet as the leash tugged cruelly at her nose-ring.

	He watched as she was led away towards one of the Club's private rooms, then turned to the other dominants and shrugged, "I am afraid that one of my slaves may be unavailable for your pleasure for some time, " he apologised, "But until she returns, please feel free to amuse yourselves with the other. She particularly dislikes being whipped between her legs, even though I frequently succeed in making her climax that way. Should any, or indeed all of you wish to try however, I have no objections and should she be foolish enough to try to complain, I am quite sure you are all perfectly capable of teaching her the error of her ways.......”

	From the low stage, a faint whimper of terrified anguish followed his words and as the first two Masters rose from their seats and moved towards Violet's mercilessly exposed and utterly defenceless body, readying their whips as they went, Mr Reed...or rather Master Reed as he now truly was...raised his glass in an ironic salute to his erstwhile blackmailer and settled back in his comfortable chair to enjoy the show...........

	The End
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	As the three girls walked into the casino they where surprised. They had expected an unusual sight but not like this. The room was filled with the typical style of tables for gaming. But rather than the compliment of guests dressed in tired tuxedos or vacation wear, the crowd seemed to be made up of a sea of latex and leather. There wasn't a single person in sight that wore anything other than tight fetish clothing. Gina looked at herself and her two friends, suddenly feeling very out of place. Wearing sundresses, the girls had expected to be overdressed for the crowd that was described to them. Instead, they felt like they where wearing overalls at a formal dance.

	"We're not in Kansas, anymore," Cindy chuckled as she stared into the crowd.

	"Somebody should have warned us," Monica complained. Gina only smiled, pushing her glasses back up her nose in her subconscious fashion. Cindy and Monica had always been the prom queen type, admired by their peers for their beauty and style. Gina, on the other hand, was too bookish, she was told. The three had been tenuous friends since high school, but the relationship had grown as they moved into college. Gina was convinced it was largely because they had discovered how wealthy her parents where, and how generous she could be with her money. She didn't care, though. She had two popular and beautiful friends, which was all that mattered. She had always liked Monica, despite her critical eye and harsh criticisms. Cindy, on the other hand, had only a passing interest in Gina. Cindy pretended to like her just because Monica liked her so much. Both knew the score, though it was an unmentioned topic. Instead, they both chose to ignore it and be the somewhat friends they had become. In truth, Gina didn't like Cindy much. She had always felt like a second class citizen around her. But she was willing to take the abuse to be around Monica.

	All three had become the object of much attention in college, to Monica and Cindy's pleasure and to Gina's surprise. Despite the differences of their clothing, all three had firm young bodies and ample breasts. Monica, the tallest at nearly six-foot, was destined to model. Her long, shapely legs and beautiful mane of dark hair stood out among the others. Cindy was shorter but had larger breasts and firm, attractive legs from her years of swimming. Her competitiveness kept her body in great shape, but also provided a share of enemies. Gina, despite wearing loose clothes that covered her body, had an athletic form. Good-sized breasts offset a thin waist and long legs. Much like Monica, Gina could also model, though she knew she lacked the self-confidence to even try.

	The three of them had been inseparable for a year. Monica and Cindy were eager to enjoy their independence from home, and seemed to want to experiment.

	Though seemingly limited to some drugs and a few sexual encounters, Gina had been the most tame. She often envied the stories she would hear from Monica of their weekends spent without her. She regretted turning down those adventures, though she was sure she would never dare try the things they did. After their most recent trip to New York, Gina was sure that Monica and Cindy had slept together. At first she was turned off by the thought but, after long nights with her thoughts, she realized it was only jealousy talking. If she where to experiment with another women, Monica would certainly be at the top of the list. Often she caught herself staring at her friend's supple form, wondering what it would be like to fondle her breasts or have Monica's face between her legs.

	This current adventure was only the latest in their recent string. As summer break approached, Monica suggested they move to Las Vegas for the three months and find jobs. For the first time Gina was truly excited by the idea.

	She was tired of the same old sights at school, and dreaded going home to her parents for the summer. She beat Cindy to the punch, agreeing with Monica instantly as they began to make plans. It had only been three nights on the town before they had been invited to a party at Caesar's Palace, in a large suite at the top of the tower. The crowd was young and exciting. Gina had, thankfully, agreed to get a new dress for the night and the staring eyes proved that the choice was right. The three took the room by storm as they swung their shapely bodies through the party. By the end of the evening each had several offers. Though most where invitations to just another party, one was particularly intriguing. A handsome young man had handed them a card with a simple address on it. He told them it was a party for the daring, where they could live out their ultimate fantasies. Gina caught herself glancing over Monica's lovely form at this comment. Pressed for details, the man simply smiled and told them they would have to see.

	As they stood and stared, a woman dressed in a short, tight blue rubber dress approached them with a smile. "Can I be of assistance," she asked.

	"We where invited to the party by a man we met in town," Monica blurted out in defense. She shoved the small card they had been given at the women, who smiled as she took it.

	"Welcome. Let me give you the run down on the activities." She coaxed them out of the doorway and into the room proper as she pointed out various areas.

	"This is a fetish and bondage casino. Rather than playing for money, we play for other, more interesting things. First of all, don't feel self-conscious about your clothing. Most people come dressed as you are. In the corner there, you will find a dressing room. Your startup set of chips can be picked up there when you chose your fetish attire for the evening. The more extreme clothing you chose, the more chips you will receive. If you find yourself running short on chips, you can return to the dressing room for more extreme attire. Once you start, it is much like a regular casino. The only difference is that some of the games are quite different. I'll let you discover them as you explore." She smiled an almost devious grin. "It's more fun that way.”

	"What's the point to it all," Cindy asked as she watched a towering blonde dressed in form fitting leather walk by.

	"Just to have fun! You can fulfill your fantasies or just enjoy gambling.

	But remember, you can go into debt here, which must be satisfied by the end of the evening." With that the woman left them.

	Monica seemed eager to jump in as she grabbed Cindy's hand and pulled her toward the dressing room. "Come on! Let's go.”

	Gina followed them, wondering what she was getting herself into.

	The dressing room was large, with a wide counter attended by a man dressed in blue latex shorts. Large picture books where strewn out on the counter. A young couple examined them as the girls approached. Monica immediately began flipping through the books. The pictures showed men and women in a variety of fetish clothing. The book she had chosen was all women, with the first pictures showing simple latex skirts or loose leather tops. As she flipped further in, she could see how much more extreme the clothing could get. On impulse, Monica flipped to the last page. The three girls gasped at the sight. The woman displayed was wearing a form fitting latex body suit. A corset had been strapped around her waist, reducing her to a seemingly impossible 20 inches.

	Her arms had been strapped behind her at wrist and elbow, forcing her shoulders back hard. Her face had been covered in an extreme leather hood, cutting out all sight, while a built in gag filled her mouth. Small breathing tubes exited from her nose to a point at the top of her hood. Two pump bulbs dangled between her legs, with the caption stating they where blow up dildos, held in place by a small rubber G-string. Her feet where even more shocking. She was forced to stand on her toes by a pair of torturous ballet shoes. The bottom of the page listed the value for this outfit at $8,000.

	Cindy could not take her eyes off the suit. She was embarrassed that her pussy had gotten wet as she looked at this helpless woman. Monica was equally turned on.

	"How do you walk in these shoes?”

	"Very carefully," the man grunted in disinterest. Monica was obviously intrigued by the woman in the picture.

	"Is there anyway to earn even more than this," she asked.

	"Sure." The attendant pulled out another book and flipped to the last page.

	"Of course this involves more than just bondage." The picture was of a young lady, bent into an impossible position. She was crammed into a steel cage so tight it seemed to have been built around her. The small, four foot long and three-foot tall box was absolutely filled with the girl. She was mostly naked, a refreshing sight to all the rubber and leather in the other pictures, but Monica was convinced she would be far more comfortable wearing something. Her arms had been heavily strapped behind her back at elbow and wrist. A wide strap at mid upper arm pulled her shoulders back so hard her chest arched from the strain. The girl's head was strapped into a leather and steel cage that had been cinched down until it snugly grasped her face. Her hair was made into a short ponytail, then laced with a piece of chain. Her knees where spread by a short bar while her ankles where strapped together and had been forced high up her back, until her ankles nearly touched the top of her head. The ponytail chain was locked off to the ankle straps, forcing her head back hard. Her ankles where locked directly to her elbow straps, flattening her body to fit into the cage. A short pole stretched from the end of the cage and disappeared up between her legs. The opposite end split into two large steel dildos, which disappeared deep into her pussy and ass. On the opposite end, a large steel dildo pushed into her mouth, forcing it open wide to accept the large form. The pole that it attached to was connected to the end of the cage as well. Cranks had been employed to push the two end poles together until the girl was trapped between the force of the dildos.

	"Of course, this does not allow for much gambling," the man laughed. "This is worth $10,000 but must be endured for 12 hours. It's only for the most severe debts.”

	Pulling her eyes away from the picture, Cindy turned to the attendant.

	"I would like at least $1,000 of chips. What would I have to wear for that?" Without a word, the man turned into his array of clothing and started setting items on the desk. First, he offered a rubber bra, then a small rubber G-string. A latex garter belt with sheer hose where next, along with a pair of latex gloves and a pair of heels. Cindy couldn't imagine having to walk in these six-inch heels, but they excited her. "Are you sure these will fit?" she asked as she slipped off her shoe and slid the heel on. To her amazement, it slipped on perfectly. Apparently this man was good at guessing sizes. She didn't bother to ask about anything else as she disappeared into a changing room. Monica stepped up next.

	"I'd like about $2,000." Monica was excited. As the man disappeared again, she turned to Gina. "This is going to be great! I've always been interested in this stuff." She noticed her friend's expression. "Come on, Gina! Have some fun. It can't be all that bad." The man returned with an armful of clothing.

	Monica sorted through it, holding up each item. First, he had chosen a tight rubber dress. The skirt would only reach mid thigh but she loved it, squealing at the choice. A wide, leather collar was next and Monica quickly put this on.

	She asked the man to fasten it. The thick leather was pulled snug and, with a snap, locked into position. Monica watched as the man stashed the key behind the counter. The next item was a pair of six-inch heels as well. The final item was a set of shackles. Monica quivered in excitement as she disappeared into her dressing room.

	"And how about you, young lady," the man inquired.

	Pushing her glasses up on her nose again. "I don't know. I guess give me $500." The man, disappointed, pulled out a pair of low heels and a latex body suit. "This is it, but I think you would look great if you would take a bit more.”

	"I'm too embarrassed to wear all this stuff. And besides, I don't have the figure my friends have.”

	"I think you have a better figure, Gina," he shocked her by knowing her name, until she remembered that Monica had used it. "Let me try something." He disappeared again, bringing back another armful. "First, this is a full length rubber dress. It will look great on you. And here we have a pair of thigh length leather boots with five-inch heels. Finally, a pair of full-length latex gloves. This is worth $1,500 and will make you feel great." He smiled then, as an after though, reached forward and took off her glasses. "Do you really need these?”

	"Sort of. I can't see far distances without them.”

	"Let me keep them. You can't see much farther than fifty feet in here anyway. I promise to keep them safe." Gina nodded and reluctantly disappeared behind a changing curtain.

	 

	End of Chapter 1

	Casino Part 2

	By Thndrshark

	The three girls emerged from the dressing room at the same time, oohing and ahhing at each other's attire. Monica had to struggle a bit in her shackles. A short chain connected her ankles with a longer, heavy chain attaching to her wrists. She struggled forward to take a look at her friends.

	"I love those boots, Gina," Monica cooed, much to Cindy's disappointment.

	"You look amazing! Like a latex dream!”

	"You look great, too, Monica," Gina returned. Cindy was upset nobody admired her, though she felt pretty good in the latex bra. She was certain, at first, that the man had given her too small of a size. But as she stepped out of the dressing room, nearly running into a man clad in leather, he whistled at her breasts, staring directly at them. She pressed her chest out and smiled as he slid by her. It was as if she had a second skin of rubber over her large breasts, barely holding them into place.

	"Let's get this over with," Gina moaned as she gestured out to the casino.

	The three girls stayed together for awhile, supporting each other as they walked and experimenting at some of the tables. They stayed away from the far wall where the alternate games where kept, choosing to survive at blackjack and roulette. Monica seemed to be possessed when gambling. Gina and Cindy often had to drag her away before she lost too much. Before long Monica had depleted her chips. As they walked back to the dressing room to allow Monica to change, Gina took a quick look at her winnings. In contrast to Monica, she had done well on her meager bets, winning a steady amount to nearly double her chips. She kept this to herself, not wanting to give Cindy or Monica a reason to envy her. She knew Cindy was down a bit, but was eager to try some of the more adventurous games. As they made it back to the dressing room, Cindy caught sight of something and said she would see them later. Gina shrugged and helped Monica to the desk.

	"Back already," the man snickered.

	"I guess I'm not so lucky yet," Monica complained. She picked up a book and started flipping through it. She quickly realized it was different from the one she had looked through earlier. "Wow, these are amazing!" Rather than the simple outfits of the previous book, this contained the more extreme equipment that earned the higher sums. Gina looked over her friend's shoulder and found herself imagining Monica in the outfits.

	"Try that one," Gina encouraged as they looked at a hobble dress and arm binder.

	"I don't know. How will I bet?”

	"I'll be with you. Don't worry. Besides," Gina glanced at the $3,000 figure at the bottom. "You need the money." Monica smiled and agreed, pushing the book toward the man. He smiled and winked at Gina then disappeared to get the items.

	Gina loved this. Her hand gripped the leash attached to Monica's collar as they walked through the casino. Monica was far more concerned about learning to walk on the seven-inch heels. She was glad the hobble dress, which fit snug to her perfect form, only allowed her to take a four inch step. But her shoulders had begun to ache and she was getting tired of the inadvertent grabs she got from the crowd. Gina seemed to be ignoring them, and Monica could do little to fend them off. The attendant seemed to take particular pleasure in lacing up the single glove that now encased her arms. As the straps where pulled tighter, she could feel her back straightening and her shoulders being forced back. It wasn't until she could feel her elbows touching that she knew there was more to this arm bondage than she thought. But despite her complains, the man had simply ensured the straps where snug and added the small padlocks that now held it into place.

	"Where do you want to go," Gina asked over her shoulder.

	"Someplace close," Monica complained, stumbling again. "How about that blackjack table." As usual, the table Monica had chosen was a minimum $100 bet, which Gina knew wouldn't discourage her friend. Thankfully, Monica slipped onto a stool in between two others, taking the weight off her toes. "I can't believe people walk in these things!”

	"It's training," the man to her left spoke.

	"I'm sorry?”

	"The shoes. It takes training and practice to walk in them comfortably.”

	Monica smiled at him in response. He was young and very handsome. She tried to look sexy but found it difficult without the use of her arms. As the dealer prepared to deal, Monica gestured for Gina to make a bet.

	Cindy had quickly forgotten about her friends. Though the bizarre casino was taking some time to adjust to, she did see the potential to win. The far wall of the large room was a maze of interesting, and often painful or degrading challenges. Though many weren't at all her cup of tea, Cindy was eager to compete in some. Some of the games simply required the player to take a spanking without crying out, though some of the spankers seemed to take particular relish in their jobs. Other attractions offered anything from suspension to piercing. A short row of port-a-potties reminded Cindy that she had to pee. Upon entering the largish room, she realized this was another game.

	A young girl was strapped on her knees in the bottom of the toilet so she could not move. A large funnel-like basin was attached to her mouth. Cindy quickly realized that this girl was being used as a human toilet. Already her stomach was distended from the various waste products she had consumed. It took a moment for Cindy to understand the game. It wasn't until she examined the poor girl's bound arms that she saw the thin string she held in her hand. At the opposite end was a bell. She could see that once the girl had had enough, she could ring the bell for release. A sign on the wall caught Cindy's eye. It explained that the girl would receive $1,000 for every half-hour she performed as a toilet. Shrugging, Cindy stepped up to the basin and, watching through her legs, peed into the girl's mouth.

	Slipping out of the toilet, Cindy immediately caught sight of a game she would be good at. It was labeled "Maintain your balance" but seemed far too simple for a competitive game. Nobody was currently taking the challenge so Cindy had to use the text to figure it out. She would be in a standing position. Her arms would be tied behind her back and special clamps would be attached to her nipples. The attached cables where fed over a bar above her then attached to s flat weight. The goal was to keep the weight off the plate.

	For each 30 minutes, she would win $5000. But each time the weight struck the plate, she would be charged $500. It sounded easy to her, so Cindy jumped up to the platform.

	"I'll take an hour," she said to the gamekeeper. She was a little upset when she was asked to disrobe, but she was proud of her body and enjoyed the stares from the men and women gathering to watch. An attendant tied her wrists together behind her, then slipped a cool leather strap around her elbows. Cindy could feel her breasts pushing out more as her arms where bound tightly together. It was a curious feeling, being bound this way. She felt like her chest was on display now, something she was quite comfortable with.

	She was positioned in the middle of the platform as another attendant placed a wide spreader bar between her ankles. Her long blonde hair was laced into a ponytail and a strap tied to it was pulled to her elbow strap. She could feel her hair being pulled back until her face pointed to the ceiling. Her eyes where quickly covered with a tight blindfold. OK, she thought, this is an interesting twist. I'll just have to guess the distance rather than seeing it.

	With her legs spread, she would have some trouble balancing, but she put it out of her mind as she felt the cool clamps being placed on her nipples. The teeth bit into her skin, making her wince, but Cindy was determined to be tough. One of the attendants pressed a gag to her lips and, as she opened her mouth to complain, the penis gag slipped between her jaws. It was huge, filling her mouth while cutting off her complaints. Hands helped her keep her balance as the weight was hung from the end of the cable. Cindy grunted in pain as it was released and the clamps bit down harder on her nipples. She immediately leaned back to keep it high off the plate she could no longer see. She had guessed the game had started until she felt some fumbling at her spreader bar, then a cool shaft of steel was pressed into her pussy. The metal dildo was pushed deep inside of her, the thickness filling her completely. She had no idea why this was a part of the test and, despite her initial anger at this intrusion, she actually enjoyed the feeling. Finally, all hands left her and she began focusing her task.

	The sight of Cindy on his platform excited the gamekeeper. She was beautiful, with her thin body and large breasts, bound tightly and legs spread.

	The metal bar that kept the dildo in place was locked off and the wires where run from the end of the shaft and to the plate. He flicked the switch to power the device, then flicked the timer and tally board. The audience was excited and, though early in the game, where already tense. It was only a matter of time, the keeper knew.

	Cindy was a little disoriented. With he head pulled back hard and her lack of sight, she was having trouble telling which way was up. She just focused on leaning back, though how far was a concern as well. After what seemed like hours, but had actually only been ten minutes, the weight brushed the plate. A sharp shock shot through the dildo and into her pussy. She jerked back hard, pulling the weight back up, grunting at the harsh bite of the clamps. So, that's the trick, Cindy thought. I'll just keep back even more to prevent...

	The keeper watched Cindy rock forward again and the shock that struck her pussy brought her back hard again. He smiled. This was going to be fun!

	The shock to her pussy had hurt, but she could feel her excitement rising as well. The lubricated dildo was even more wet now as she felt her juices coating it. She was panting now, trying to stay focused. She knew she had lost $1000 already. If she could only stay back for a full 30 minutes, she could offset that money and still walk away a winner.

	As usual, Monica was running short on cash. Gina was bored, having been used as a servant by Monica wasn't her idea of fun. She had gotten rather chummy with the young man beside them, maybe he could bet for her.

	"Monica, I have to go to the bathroom," Gina whispered.

	"Yeah, go ahead, Gina," Monica said out loud. "This gentleman will assist me, won't you?" She smiled at him with her best smile.

	"It would be my pleasure," he said.

	"OK, I'll be back.”

	"Take your time, Gina," Monica winked as she turned back to the man she was trying to pickup. Gina slipped into the crowd, eager to have her own fun.

	Cindy wasn't doing too well. The weight had touched the plate at least seven times and she was gasping in excitement. She tried to keep her back straight and the cables taught, but she had lost all sense of balance and could not regain it. She was rocking back and forth, trying to control her seething body and keep the weight up. It was only a matter of time before it touched again. The shock sent her over the edge. Her orgasm made her buck on the steel dildo as the weight skittered across the metal pad beneath it. She jerked back hard, but the slight shift of the dildo sent her over the edge again and the weight crashed down hard, completing the connection once more. She could no longer control it as she came again and again, the metal connection sending shocks through her.

	The current stopped and Cindy slumped in her bonds as best she could. The keeper slipped off her gag and blindfold.

	"I'm sorry, but you have completed your first 30 minutes and owe us $7000.

	You can pay us now or go for double or nothing." Gina knew she had only the $1,000 on her. Her competitive spirit took over again.

	"I'll go double or nothing," she said. The crowd cheered her on as the keeper shrugged and replaced the blindfold and gag. She could feel another attachment being added beneath her. A cool pressure against her asshole told her what it was. The second steel dildo was pressed into her ass until it was buried deep inside her. Cindy moaned at the intrusion, but could feel herself getting wet again. She had always had a thing for anal sex, though it was hard to find a guy who would work at it slow. It wasn't until the hands left her that she realized that an electrical shock would rise through her ass now too. She began to panic as she felt a heavier weight being applied to the cables. A voice from behind whispered to her.

	"Up on your toes." She rose up as the attendant placed small boxes beneath her heels.

	"Ladies and gentlemen. This lady has chosen to go another 30 minutes at double or nothing." A cheer rose through the crowd. "She will be forced to stand on her toes this time, with a dildo in both her ass and pussy. If she falls back on her heels, the current will be stepped up." Cindy tried to relax her feet but felt the button beneath her. She would have to stay high on her toes to keep off the box. Her nipples where screaming beneath the crushing teeth of the clamps. She tried to focus, leaning back to hold the weight up, but not too far to fall back onto her heels. It only took a moment before she lost balance and landed on the buttons. The shock that ran through her pussy and ass was a sharp contrast to the previous shock. She wasn't sure if it was the higher current or her newly punished asshole, but she found herself quickly jumping back on her toes. Of course as she did this, she leaned forward too much, allowing the weight to touch again. Despite her pain and frustration, she could feel a new orgasm building inside of her.

	End of Chapter 2

	Casino Part 3

	By Thndrshark

	Gina had tried most of the tables and found little challenge. She had never told her friends that her father was a dealer for years at a casino, and had taught her most of his tricks. She was sure she had at least $20,000 now but was enjoying herself. She began scanning the more interesting games.

	The whipping booth seemed to be the only solution for Monica. She now owed at least $10,000 to the man who stood next to her. He gripped her upper arm tightly, as if he was afraid she might run away. It seemed like a good idea to take the loan from the handsome man who sat next to her. But as she lost and lost again, she knew he would want to find a way to win his money back. She looked around her for a moment, trying to see her friends, but they had been gone for hours. She read the sign at the entrance. It stated $10 a stroke for a light whip, $100 for a cat-o-nine tails and $500 for the bullwhip. They shuffled over to the observation room glancing out to the floor of the whipping stand. A well-endowed young lady was stretched wide by chains. Her body, covered with sweat, was tense as she waited for the first blow. She had chosen the bullwhip, Monica could see, as the whip master swung it through the air to warm up.

	Without much warning, the lash landed hard on the girl¡¯s back. Her body bucked but she held back her scream. Monica knew that the game was played based on a number of lashes. If you chose ten lashes, you must endure the entire ten without making a sound to win the cash. If not, you would owe the cash and still receive the entire ten. It was a gamble she was willing to take.

	The girl was strong. Bright red welts had risen from her back from the six lashes that had fallen but she had yet to release a sound. Monica knew she would have to endure a lot of lashes to pay back her debt.

	"You can see what you're in for, Monica," the man said, smiling. "But you like to gamble so I'll make you a different deal. If you can take ten lashes from the bullwhip without making a sound, I will release you from your debt." Monica was excited by this prospect. She looked out at the woman still receiving her strokes in silence, knowing she could do it too.

	"And if I make a sound?”

	"Then you have to be my slave for two months, to do with as I wish." He smiled at her. Monica wasn't at all turned off by this man. He was young, and quite handsome, but she had no concept of what he meant by slave. In her fantasies, she had been captured by a handsome prince and kept as a sex toy, but those always ended and she awoke. She couldn¡¯t believe he would honestly keep her against her will, but a twinkle in his eye caused her to worry. She had seen some of the other girls around here, bound in impossible positions. She knew what was behind his good looks and bright smile. But she was sure she could hold out and win. As sure, a little voice told her, as she was about all those bets she had lost. But she shrugged it off.

	The man whispered to the attendant, who slipped away, quickly returned with a form for Monica's signature.

	"Oh, and one other thing." He smiled. "You have to take the lashes on your front." Monica was shocked. She wasn't sure she could take it on her breasts, but she knew it couldn't be much worse, and she had no choice. She knew if she didn't satisfy the debt to this man, she would be forced to make repairs in other ways, some of them not too pleasant. She quickly signed the form, as did her debtor, and she was led onto the stage.

	She watched as the other woman was released. Her back was a crisscross of heavy welts from the hard bullwhip. She seemed exhausted. Monica quickly took her place, facing the crowd as her armbinder was removed and replaced by wide leather cuffs. Her hair was quickly laced into a ponytail with an added leather strap weaved in. As the chains pulled her taught, she could feel the strap attached to a ring on the floor and her head was yanked back. This, she assumed, would keep her face away from the bullwhip, though the position also pushed her body out toward the whip master. She could feel a headset being placed on her head, the microphone inches from her mouth. This, she knew, would broadcast any cry she might make, making it obvious to the crowd if she broke.

	"Ten lashes with the bullwhip," the announcer said, "in exchange for a release from debt. If she cries out, she will be sold into slavery for two months." The crowd cheered as the man with the bullwhip took his position. Monica closed her eyes for a moment, trying to steel her will as the chains that held her pulled her body taught. Without warning, the first lash fell, striping her body from her right breast down to her stomach. It was all Monica could do to clamp her mouth shut. Her body felt like it was on fire, tears springing from her eyes.

	She tried to struggle to get away, but the chains held her tight. The second lash fell hard across her left breast and, as she struggled not to scream, she knew her ample breasts would take the brunt of the whip. But the next stroke was across her stomach and left thigh. Monica grunted from the weight of the whip hitting her stomach and she feared she would lose for this. But apparently she was allowed this sound as the announcer simply continued to count. The fourth lash struck her side and the side of her breasts, lacing pain up her body. She was sweating profusely now, her body reacting from the brutal punishment. The crowd, seemingly afraid Monica would not break, began cheering the whip master on. The fifth lash left a welt across her stomach and Monica felt dizzy from the pain. She had lost count and was beginning to lose control. Another lash struck her breasts and another quickly followed it. She was sure they had passed ten and had chosen to torture her, the crowd laughing at her pain. As the seventh stroke struck her, glancing across her shaved pussy as it laid a diagonal stripe over her stomach, Monica's scream burst from her lungs. Her clit seemed to be bathed in fire from the tip of the bullwhip. The pain washed over her and she fainted in her bonds.

	Monica awoke in a different position. As her eyes fluttered open, she thought she was in a dim room. She quickly realized she was looking through some type of dark glass. She struggled to get up and found that her arms where harshly bound behind her back. She could feel her shoulders aching from the way her elbows had been forced to meet behind her. A face leaned close. It was her debtor.

	"I see you are awake." He spoke loudly to be heard through her blocked ears.

	"Well, you lost. You are mine now. In case you are wondering, you are bound for me so you can follow me around for the rest of the evening. I certainly don't want to leave the fun, now do I?" He laughed. "Just in case you are wondering, I've dressed you in a typical slave attire for my girls. That constricting feeling around your face and head is a rubber hood covered by a tight leather hood. I took particular pains to plug your ears and provide you breathing tubes, which I'm sure you can feel in your nose. Your mouth hurts due to the blowup gag I've put in it. I wanted to pump it up even larger, but I was afraid it would break. Rather than keeping you completely blind, I put dark lenses in the hood, much like welding glass. You will be able to see a few feet in front of you, but that's all. That wide collar around your neck is padlocked on so don't think any of your friends can get to the laces easily. Otherwise you are completely naked, though I did take a moment to have your pussy shaved. Oh, and your feet are strapped into ballet shoes. I hope you learn to enjoy walking on your toes, because, for the next two months, you will be wearing them!" He chuckled as her muffled voice tried to complain. "By the way, I lied. I'm not a gentle master!”

	He helped her up on her toes and tugged the leash attached to her collar, leading her out into the main room.

	Gina was shocked at the sight of the young slave that had evidently lost a big bet. As the handsome man led her out of the back room, she couldn't help but to admire the tall, bound form struggling forward on her ballet shoes. The hood looked to be skin tight, the straps pulled tight enough to mold to the shape of the slave's head. She could tell from the struggles, that walking on her toes was a painful endeavor. The girl took small careful steps, until her new master yanked forward on the leash, forcing her to move quickly to catch up. The long tress of hair, pony tailed and dangling out from the top of the hood, reminded Gina of Monica. She shrugged as other admirers blocked her view and she continued her search for her friends.

	Tears welled up from Monica's eyes, only to be absorbed by the hood. She realized she had sold herself into slavery. Fear clenched her heart. She didn't even know this guy. What said he would let her go in two months, much less ever?

	She knew she was bound and at his mercy. She would have to hope she hadn't seen the last of her freedom.

	After what seemed like a long walk, her new master stopped her then put his mouth close to her ear.

	"I want to make some adjustments here," he whispered. Monica was led into a booth and pushed back into a reclining chair. Her body was quickly strapped onto to the cool metal until she was immobile. Monica tried to lift her head, but she realized it was strapped down as well. Better than on my toes, Monica thought.

	She could feel some fumbling around her breasts, then a cool feeling at her nipple. Without warning, a sharp pain struck her left nipple. She tried to struggle to get away but the straps held tight. Her new master's face loomed in front of her as she felt another cool feeling at her right nipple. As another sharp pain coursed through her breast, he spoke loudly into her plugged ear.

	"I took the liberty of bringing you to the casino piercing specialist. You see, all my slaves are pierced, you are no exception." His laugh faded as he pulled his face away from her, plunging Monica into silence again. Her nipples ached from the punctures and she could now feel the cool steel of her new rings. She was hardly surprised as the metal tool reached into her pussy and grasped her clit. The pain of this piercing out weighed the others, though. As she screamed into her blowup gag and fainted, she knew she could never imagine what further torments were in store for her.

	Cindy could not believe the predicament she had gotten herself into. Not only had she failed at the competition but she owed the house $14,000. Since the debt was large enough and no costume could repay that single debt, she was kept as a slave of the house. At first Cindy tried to argue, then fight, but she was no match for the bruisers that held her. In no time, her naked form was hauled off to the display area, where her arms were swiftly tied behind her at wrist and elbow, and she was fitted with a wide steel collar. A thick chain connected from a short post behind and above her to her collar, holding her body upright on her knees. A spreader bar was fitted between her knees, forcing her to display her pussy to the public, while her ankles where bound together. A huge ball gag was forced between her teeth and strapped on. A final touch was a blindfold, its padded circles fitting perfectly over her eyes, cutting out all sight. She couldn't see the attendant approach.

	"Hello, Cindy," she said softly. " I assume you didn't fully read the release you signed at the door, by the way you were fighting. Let me explain. If you go in debt to the house for more than $10,000 with no way to remedy, you become a ward of the house. We have the right to sell you to the highest bidder, who will hopefully satisfy your debt for you. But of course this means you are this person's slave." Cindy was speechless, not that she could have cried out. The ball gag forced between her aching jaws caused her to accept the words she heard in silence. "We have found that most people who go into this severe a debt are hoping to be sold into slavery. I guess it's their kink," a light laugh. " So the rule is that for each $5,000, or part thereof, you are to be kept for a day in slavery. Of course, we don't enforce that." She laughed out loud as she walked away. Cindy realized she was possibly faced with a lifetime as a slave.

	She had no control over who purchased her or what they chose to do with her. She tried to struggle but the heavy chain held her to the ground. Tears welled up in her eyes and she began to cry, though only the subtle shake of her chest gave evidence to the public.

	 

	Despite her success while alone, Gina was starting to worry. She hadn't seen either Monica or Cindy in two hours. In all the excitement of her winnings and the damp feeling she had starting feeling between her legs, she had forgotten she was here with them. She never would have thought she would be so turned on by the many women and men in bondage or latex. Especially the women. She had always been curious, usually about Monica, but had found few other women attractive. It wasn't until she saw them in skintight rubber, collars and chains, not to mention towering heels, that she began to feel a twinge of excitement. In conversation with a young lady at a blackjack table, she began opening up to her. It was then that the concept of a dominant or mistress came up. Now she couldn't help but think about how fun it would be to dominate a woman. She found herself strangely confident in this thought, as if the mindset of being a dominatrix was where she belonged. She could feel the bulge of the nearly $50,000 in winnings in her handbag. She decided to go looking for her friends and maybe share this revelation.

	Monica could feel the man tense as he came, shooting his load of cum down her throat. That completed the round of five men around the table and she dutifully crawled back to kneel beside her new master, licking the cum from her lips. The private room was limited to only those high rollers in the group. For now that consisted of six men, including her master. She wasn't the only slave in the room. Two of the men each had a slave as well, though she was quickly taught not to look around to discover more details. Instead, she stayed in position, sitting back on her crossed ankles, knees spread, wrists crossed behind her back, head bowed. It gave her time to examine the newest additions to her body.

	She could see the shiny new rings pierced behind her nipples and the thick rods now pierced through the middle of her nipples horizontally. Her freshly shaved pussy now displayed it's own sparkling addition. The ring through her clit was dangling lightly between her legs. Through the corner of her eye she could almost see the large ring through her septum, along with a smaller one inside of it. The hood had been removed in the piercing salon and her septum had been fitted with a rubber and metal plating, covering either side of it. A large hole cut through her tissue, leaving a largish hole where the two plates connected.

	Additional rivets had been driven through her septum and the plate to hold it firmly in place. Now, she had two rings running through the hole in her septum.

	She could feel their cold steel against her upper lip when she moved her head.

	Now, she could just see the larger one as it dangled away from her face. The last addition was a ring through her tongue, strangely mounted so a smooth plate was on the top of her tongue whereas the ring extended from the bottom. As she gave each of the five other players blowjobs, she realized why that was the design. It prevented her from hurting anything she sucked on while still providing a ring for a leash or other use.

	The men had been playing poker for a half-hour now. Though each had more money than most of the entire collection of partygoers, they chose to use more interesting bets. Her master had bet Monica and his hand had lost, thus requiring her to suck each other player off. She feared any other creative payments as she had seen one slavegirl receive a brutal lashing on her pussy in return for a lost hand. She shivered, not just from her nakedness but also from the cool feeling of her newly acquired cuffs on ankle, wrist and neck. The steel bands had been fitted carefully then riveted on. Their snug fit and seeming permanency caused her to feel more like a slave. Despite the lack of harsh bondage, Monica felt brutally humiliated and defeated. She was naked, shaved and pierced against her will, cuffed and subdued. She hoped something would happen to make this nightmare end.

	With Gina's newfound attitude, she was excited to explore the more unusual games in the room. She felt great in her skin tight leather body suit. The wardrobe man had been so helpful in dressing her in something that made her feel powerful. The suit was accented by knee high leather boots, their six-inch heels making her tower over the floor. She loved the feeling of the short latex gloves and the belt that held several whips for her use. She had even chosen a catlike mask over her eyes, a wonderful touch to her dominating appearance. For the first time in her life, she found herself unzipping the front zipper, letting her breasts push out. She loved how others stared at her body and how the submissives seemed to cower as she approached.

	The attendant had heard the story of her success and, after a check for eavesdroppers, told Gina about a private room where she might be able to get away from the crowds. Though it sounded interesting, she was more interested in strutting her stuff for the audience. Maybe later, she thought. Now, she watched as women subjected themselves to various tortures, more often than not failing to meet their end of the bargain and losing. At one booth, she watched as a scared 19-year-old girl was strung up by her wrists, her toes coming off the ground before her ankles were pulled apart as well. Her body was beautiful and fresh, her very large breasts, long legs and long blonde hair making Gina wet inside her suit. The gamekeeper caught sight of Gina.

	"Mistress, would you like to administer her lashes," he asked. Gina smiled and took the bullwhip from him.

	"What did she do to deserve this punishment?”

	"I'm not sure, Mistress. I think she's a gate crasher and somebody wanted to have fun with her." Gina smiled at the thought of this helpless girl before her.

	She watched as the attendants finished forcing a ball gag in her mouth and strapping it in place, then approached her victim. She ran her hands across the young girl's body, pushing her latex clad hand across her ass, up her back and over her breasts. She felt down between the girl's legs, pushing her fingers inside her pussy then reached back and pushed a finger in her asshole. The girl jumped and tears began to flow. Gina pulled her finger out and began caressing the girl's breasts. As one hand continued, she reached behind the girl and grabbed a handful of her long blonde hair. Yanking it back hard she simultaneously twisted the girl's nipple hard. Even through the gag she could hear her scream.

	"Does this frighten you, little one." She tried to nod but the grip on her hair was too tight. "I may make you my slave after I whip you. Then you can learn to suck my asshole and lick my pussy. Would you like that?" The girl tried to shake her head but only tears were able to answer the question. Gina was flushed with excitement. She had never felt this power before and as she moved back to a good whipping angle, she nearly came as she lowered the first harsh lash across the girl's virgin back.

	"Is this a new slave of ours, old boy," one of the gentlemen asked during a break.

	"Yes, she is," Monica's master answered.

	"She looks so frightened. Maybe we should use her and my slave as a little diversion until we're ready for another game.”

	"Do as you wish with her, my friend." With that Monica was forced back on her ballet boots and led by a nose leash to a padded platform. The other girl, with long curly red hair and a soft complexion, seemed as frightened as Monica at the plans for their use as entertainment. It was obvious, though, that she had been a slave for quite some time. Pierced similarly as Monica, each hole was lined with s steel jacket, making the rings clink as she moved. The inner sleeve allowed the ring to move freely while providing exceptional strength and support. Other signs showed she had been in captivity for a long time. Subtle crisscrosses of faint scars covered her back, remnants of whippings from days past. Monica had had only one brief experience with another woman. Cindy and she had fondled each other one drunken night, though it never went much farther than that. She wasn't sure if she liked it much, preferring a man instead. But now she realized she would be forced to perform with this slave, despite her feelings on the subject. She could feel the wave of humiliation rising again and the room came crashing in on her. She felt vulnerable again, in her cold steel and nothing else, in front of these strangers. She remembered back to the start of the evening, how adventurous she had been. If only she would have known that she would end up as a humiliated slave.

	A small padded horse was placed in the middle of the platform and the other slave was lifted so that the small of her back rested on the pad. Heavy cables were quickly attached to her wrist and ankle cuffs and a winch was turned, removing some of the slack. Monica was then lifted and laid face down but reverse, so her wrists joined the girl's ankles. Both girls seemed to have very similar measurements, placing Monica's face between the other slave's thighs and the same in reverse. Monica could feel her hair being laced into a ponytail and the addition of a long leather strap dangling from the end. The leather was fed above her, through a pulley and back down between her legs. Careful adjustment was made so that the length held Monica's head just above the other slave's clit. Finally, the other end was connected to Monica's clit ring. She quickly realized she must hold her head up to avoid a painful yank on her clit. She assumed the same was happening to the girl beneath her from the whimpers she could hear. The cables that held their limbs wide suddenly tightened, removing any slack from their bodies until they both cried in pain from the force.

	Monica's head bobbed down, pulling harshly on her new clit ring and she cried out, forcing her head back up.

	"OK, slaves. Here's the task," the other girl¡¯s master spoke. "The first slave to bring the other to orgasm will win. The loser will spend the rest of the evening on the punishment pole." Monica had seen the dreaded device earlier. Her master had described its use fully to enhance her fear. It was a simple device.

	A long, adjustable pole was fitted with a large rubber dildo that increased in width closer to the base. The idea was to force the dildo up the slave's ass, then strap her ankles to a sliding ring around the base, removing any ability to support herself. The huge device would slowly force its way deeper into her anus, causing great pain. Monica had never even had anal sex, and even her doctor's examination was painful. She dreaded the thought of sitting on that pole. But she knew she would be faced with great pain to force her head down far enough to lick this slave's clit. Though her face was close, the four inches to reach would pull mercilessly on her clit. But she had little choice. The other master started the contest with a clap and she could feel the other slave already at work on her pussy. The sensation was amazing. The girl seemed well versed at using her tongue and despite the cries of pain Monica could hear from the slave, she could tell she was also well trained. Monica would have to hurry to avoid losing in moments. She could already feel a wave of warmth overtake her as her clit responded to the soft touch after the torturous piercing earlier.

	Monica forced he head down, screaming out loud as the pleasure was replaced by a searing pain. But she could just reach out with her tongue to taste the hairless pussy. The pull of the strap yanked the slave's clit away from her tongue, forcing her to reach farther. It was an evil game of who could pull harder on their own, as each time one pulled to reach the other, they pulled their own clit away. They could hear the voices of the men in the room as they decided that the slaves needed motivation. Without warning, a wide leather strap swung down on Monica's back, sending lances of pain through her body, her head yanked up automatically as tears burst anew from her eyes. She felt a second blow land and she nearly fainted. The lack of tension on her own clit allowed the other slave to access her entire clit, sucking on it and swirling her tongue. Monica could feel an orgasm building, replacing the pain of the lashes. She dropped her head quickly, managing to encompass the slave's clit in her mouth. The sudden touch caused the other slave to lift her head from Monica's pussy as she moaned in pleasure. Two hard straps to her back brought her face back to Monica.

	For ten minutes the torment continued. Both slaves had learned to accept the pain in an effort to win. A whisper across the room brought one of the men over with a new device. The cables slacked slightly and Monica's torso was lifted. A small wood board was set down beneath her breasts and she was lowered back down.

	Immediately Monica tried to pull off the board.

	"I see you like our new addition. This is a board with a series of nail like objects protruding from it. The board is double sided, just for added pleasure.

	Not that you should be concerned, but the nails will not pierce your skin. If you wish to lose the bet, you will be allowed to force your breasts off the nails. But the pole awaits the loser.”

	Monica could feel another board added between the other slave's breasts and her stomach. The pain was excruciating. Despite what the masters said, it felt like the nails cut deeply into her skin. Her large breasts compressed against the sharp objects even when she held herself up. But if she were to go back to attempting to win the bet, she would have to force her breasts down hard on the nails. She was amazed when she felt the slave beneath her reach her clit again.

	She had been very well endowed, Monica had suspected her master had forcibly increased her breast size, and she could imagine the pain she must be feeling.

	Already, Monica could feel the nails on her stomach cutting deeply into her.

	Another wave of warmth spread over her and she knew she was close to losing the bet. With renewed effort, Monica pushed down hard on the board, pulling hard on her own clit to reach the other slaves. Tears flowed heavily as she tried not to scream in pain as she pushed her mouth over the slave's clit. Licking furiously, she learned quickly what technique might bring this other girl to the quickest orgasm. Her breasts felt like they had been pierced a hundred times and she was sure she felt blood trickling down her side. But she continued. It only took a few minutes before the other slave could not longer hold her head in place and she screamed in orgasm beneath Monica.

	 

	Casino Part 4

	By Thndrshark

	Gina loved being a mistress. She had been offered the 19-year-old as her slave after the brutal whipping left the girl unconscious. She had accepted, having her placed in heavy chains, then led her over to the Port-a-Potties. After finding an available one, she forced the girl to kneel down in the position. The heavy rubber straps encircled her body, locking it into immobility. She loved the panicked look the girl had on her face as she realized what she was about to become. With a devilish grin, Gina made sure the string to the bell was disabled discreetly. New tears sprang from the young girl's eyes as she realized Gina's plan. Without the string to ring the bell, she could not end the ordeal. Gina caressed her body as she sat at the bottom of the toilet, chained into immobility. Twisting her nipple hard she whispered, "Welcome to your real punishment, slave. I'll be back for you in a few hours." With that she released her nipple and fitted the basin funnel into position. Rubber blocks fit between her teeth, forcing her mouth to hold open wide. A rubber and steel strap fit over her open mouth. The base of the funnel clicked into position, adjusted perfectly to deposit waste onto the girl's tongue. The rubber strap connected to the funnel, sealing its edges to prevent any escape. To test the theory, Gina unzipped her catsuit and squatted over the basin. She could see between her legs as her urine swirled down the clear plastic and into her new slave's mouth. She could hear faint choking but the straps allowed for no motion. With no where to go, the girl was forced to swallow the piss, or leave it on her tongue. Gina watched and after a moment she could see the girl's throat work. She zipped up again and waved to her tortured property. Slipping out of the potty. As she exited, she held the door open for an anxious man, clutching his crotch.

	The debt slaves were actively on display now. Their chained and blindfolded bodies were being prodded and poked by various prospective buyers. Cindy couldn't stand to feel these faceless strangers touching her, squeezing her breasts, pinching a nipple. Several had forced their fingers deep into her pussy, testing her tightness, no doubt. She had finally gotten over her panic but now dreaded her fate in the next few hours. She knew she would be sold to some horrible master, or even mistress, who might or might not let her work off her debt then release her. She could tell by the many hands that these owners were not playing a game, but rather taking the selection process much more serious.

	As Gina walked away from the toilet, she pulled out the card the attendant had given her. She was getting tired and her feet, unaccustomed to high heels, were ready for a rest. Making her way across the room, she caught sight of the stage and the preparations being made for the auction. On a whim, Gina decided to swing by and see what might be had for the roll of fake money she had in her pocket. As she walked by the bound and blindfolded subjects, she caught sight of something familiar. A card pinned on a pole above a blonde with large breasts was the name Cindy. Gina was shocked to see her friend bound on her knees as a slave for sale. She could see that her nipples had met with some serious torture recently. Perhaps she had done poorly at the games. She smiled at the evil thought that was formulating in her head. She could buy Cindy for Monica and herself. The idea of having Cindy's big breasts to punish, or of forcing Cindy to suck her clit was almost too much for Gina to stand. She knew her friend couldn't see her so she took the chance to run her rubber-covered hands across her friend's form. Cindy gasped when the cool latex touched her breasts. Gina felt her friend's skin, pushing up on her 38D breasts to feel their weight.

	Suddenly she grabbed her left nipple and pulled up hard. With a quick twist she dropped the breast back. Sliding her hand down Cindy's stomach, she slipped two fingers deep into her friend's shaved pussy. Then she moved being her and placed her fingers against Cindy's asshole, forcing them in harshly. Gina was wet from the idea of dominating her friend. She pulled out her fingers and quickly removed Cindy's gag. Before she could respond, Gina shoved her fingers into Cindy's mouth, forcing her to suck them clean, then replaced the gag. For fun, she forced the ball even deeper into her mouth and lashed the strap on tighter.

	As she walked away she smiled.

	Monica sat again on her knees beside her master. She had been rebound with her wrist and elbows touching behind her. She could see out of the corner of her eye the results of her victory. The redheaded slave was in pain as she struggled to stay upright on the huge dildo pole stuck up her ass. All the men had taken turns whipping her tits once she was in place, then her master had fed fishhooks through her nipples. Attaching a thin cable to them, it had been fed up through a pulley and back down to her tongue ring. Her only support was the tension between the harsh hooks embedded in her nipples and the strain on her tongue.

	Her body was a wash of red welts from the brutal whipping. Monica felt bad for causing the girl so much pain, but knew she would never be able to stand the torture the young girl was experiencing. Worse yet, Monica could now see the depths at which her master and his friends played. She had not believed it could get much worse, once the pain of her new piercings had subsided somewhat. Now she was fearful of the future ahead of her.

	As the game got under way once more, the door slid open to allow in a new player. She knew she would be punished if she raised her head to look, but Monica could tell it was someone unusual. She watched out of the corner of her eye as two latex clad legs on towering heels sauntered by. The men were quite gracious, holding the mistress's chair for her. Monica could hear the woman's voice now. It sounded strangely familiar, but with a sense of control and dominance that sounded out of place. She knew she had to wait for an opportunity to catch sight of this mysterious woman.

	"You just missed the entertainment, madam," Monica's master said. "My slave and that one over there put on quite a show.”

	"I can see who the loser is," Gina commented. She hid her shock at the tortured young girl. It only took a moment before the sight of her on the pole made her wet again. "But I'm interested in poker.”

	"Well, you've come to the right place." The cards were dealt and the game begun.

	For an hour the game and talk bantered back and forth. Gina again proved to be a winner, raking in her share of the pot. Conversation began to wander to other, more interesting topics.

	"Madam, I am surprised to see you without a slave tonight," one of the older men commented.

	"I do have a slave here tonight, but she is doing her duty at the toilets right now," Gina said. She looked at her newly dealt cards. A possible straight with face cards. She put in $5,000 to start the bidding. Two others folded at that move but the other three stayed in.

	"Please forgive the questions of an old man," he apologized, raising her bid by $1,500. "Does she enjoy being a toilet?”

	"I didn¡¯t ask," Gina smiled, matching the raises and asking for two cards. “

	She's only 19. She was a gate crasher that was captured. I¡¯m sure she expected to find a concert or something. I don't think she is enjoying herself!" The room laughed at the thought. Monica grimaced at the idea of a young girl being used as a toilet against her will. Gina glanced at her new cards and was secretly pleased. She had gotten her straight. She bet another $5,000. One man folded but Monica's master raised again. Another $3,500. Gina was sure he was bluffing and raised him again. Another man folded, "Too rich for me," leaving Gina and Monica's master.

	"Let's make this more interesting, what do you say," he asked.

	"What do you have in mind?”

	"If I win, you become my slave for a week," he offered, a sly smile on his face.

	"And if I win?”

	"You can have my slavegirl." Gina glanced down at her cards and back up.

	"Agreed. Call." The man laid his cards down, face up, showing a straight as well, Jack high. Gina laid her cards down on his. "King high," she said blandly.

	The room broke into applause as the others congratulated Gina. Gina pulled in her cash, estimating she had close to $100,000 now. As she organized her money, she felt a tap on her shoulder. The man held out a chain leash. At the end of it a young girl sat on her knees, face down.

	"I believe this is yours." Gina nodded and took the chain. She reached down and lifted the slave¡¯s chin. Gina was shocked to find Monica. She was amazed at the change she had undergone in the few short hours since they had been betting at the table. She was heavily pierced, and chained, in a wide collar that seemed riveted on her neck. But more than that, Monica's entire personality had changed. No longer the confident soon-to-be-model, she now looked the role of a true submissive. Even her position was correct; knees apart to show her newly shaved pussy and a shiny ring through her clit, back straight, chin down, ankles crossed. Gina was glad she was wearing her cat mask. She quickly dropped the slave's chin. As if timed, an announcement came over the speaker system, announcing the impending auction. Gina took the chance and excused herself. She watched as Monica struggled onto her toes shoes, admiring how beautiful her friend's body looked with the shiny rings adorning her body, then yanked on the leash and headed for the door.

	 

	The auction was packed but Gina was ushered to special seating at the front of the audience. She loved the looks she got as people admired her body and that of her slave¡¯s. She was flushed with excitement. She had never imagined the night might end this way, with one of her beautiful friends behind her on a leash and another just waiting to be purchased. She was excited to own Monica for awhile but was more excited at the chance to get back at Cindy for so many years of being treated as a second class citizen. She was just now thinking through the ramifications of what had happened. She would now take advantage of her family money. First she would lease a large house on the outskirts of town, then equip it with a wide selection of dungeon equipment. She was wet again just thinking about the prospects of owning and keeping her friends as slaves. It was all a dream to her, but one that she didn¡¯t want to wake up from. As she sat in the chair, she noticed it was strangely equipped with a hole in the center of the pad and a space underneath.

	"If I may suggest, mistress," the attendant suggested, motioning to Monica. Gina glanced down the row to another mistress a few seats away and could see how her slave had been "installed" under the chair in a position to service her. Gina smiled at the thought of forcing Monica to suck her pussy while she purchased their friend Cindy as a slave. She nodded to the man and he set about strapping Monica into place.

	The crowd gathered quickly to see the sale. They could just see the slaves bound off stage, waiting to be led onto stage for sale. Blindfolds had been removed though ball gags and arm bondage still remained. Each had a leash connected to their collars and an attendant waiting to lead them center stage. Monica could not see Cindy in the long line, but the end disappeared far behind stage. There must have been 20 slaves, mostly female, being sold tonight. The attendant beside her tapped her shoulder and offered her seat again. Gina looked down to see Monaco¡¯s face fit perfectly through the hole in the pad. Rather than having to reach with her tongue, her mouth actually stuck up above the pad. Gina unzipped the lower zipper of her catsuit and aimed her wet pussy onto Monica¡¯s waiting mouth. As she got comfortable, she was handed a short paddle. She looked down to see Monica¡¯s pussy held wide open by a spreader bar between her knees.

	Her ankles had been bound back to her thighs, giving her full access to the newly shaved crotch of her friend.

	"For encouragement," the attendant smiled and said, then walked off. Gina shivered again with excitement. She could feel Monica halfheartedly licking her wet pussy so she gave her pussy a sharp crack with the strap. She could hear Monica grunt beneath her then redouble her efforts with her tongue. Gina smiled and sat further down on her captive friend¡¯s mouth.

	The auction seemed to last hours. By the time Cindy was marched on stage, Gina had seen at least 12 slaves, all of which had been purchased for an average price of $30,000. At the same time, Monica had brought Gina to orgasm at least five times. Each time, Monica tried to stop but the strap ensured she continue.

	Now Gina slouched in her seat, pushing her asshole onto Monica¡¯s tongue, encouraging her friend to push her tongue deep in her anus.

	Gina had been tempted twice to purchase another slave. She certainly had enough money and the two slaves were very enticing. The first was a girl seemingly only 16 years old. A shaved pussy and pigtails added to the feeling of youth. But it was the bobby socks and schoolgirl outfit that inspired her to thoughts of ownership. She was excited about owning slaves and thought that a young one might be fun to train. But she passed after a moment of thought. Reality came crashing down on her to a degree. She realized if she were to really keep Monica and Cindy as her slaves, she would have her hands full anyway. She turned to look through the crowd for a moment, catching sight of Monica¡¯s old master. She would have to exchange numbers with the handsome man before the night was through. She needed both his experience and strength to properly break the two girls.

	Cindy brought about the highest bidding. Her slim waist, athletic form and large breasts seemed to interest quite a number of bidders. Gina won the bid for $45,000. The auction soon ended and she released Monica to follow her as she went to pick up her new toy. As the two saw each other, Cindy broke out crying, though Monica only lowered her head. She was quickly met by another attendant.

	"Mistress, can I assist in transporting your slaves tonight?”

	"I don¡¯t understand," Gina said.

	"We discourage our dominants from simply walking out with slaves in tow. It gives the club a bad name," he said. "I can offer to pack them up and ship them to you later today, if you like." Gina realized it was 2 a.m. now. She had a long list of things to do, starting with leasing the house. She realized she had no place to keep her new slaves until then.

	"Can you pack them and hold them until I call?”

	"Certainly, mistress," he said, making a note on a card. "And would you like soft packing or extreme?" Gina had no idea what he meant, but she was tired of acting like a newbie.

	"Extreme, of course," she said, handing the leashes to the man. He handed her a receipt and led the girls off. It was then that Gina remembered something, heading off through the crowd.

	The 19-year-old was delirious. Her stomach had been full for several hours and the basin was full above her. Her mouth was filled with excrement that she could no longer swallow. Her eyes, red from endless crying, were now dry and pained.

	She no longer had any tears left. When the light cracked once again, she was almost relieved to see her mistress enter the stall. Gina took the available hose and washed her young slave off, then unbound her from the toilet position.

	The girl was shaky but Gina forced her to stand up as she finished washing her body down. She quickly strapped on a new gag and collar and led her third slave out of the stall.

	By the time Gina found the shipping room, Monica and Cindy had been almost fully strapped into their painful positions in the crates. Their large breasts had been used for support. Thin leather straps had been wound around the base of their breasts then the lose ends connected to a ring at the front of the crate.

	Their long hair was weaved with a piece of leather and the strand was fed through a ring behind them, then pulled taught until their heads were pulled back hard and their breasts were pulled away from their chests. A steel dildo had been fed form the bottom of the crate into each of their asses, with a matching dildo pushed down their throats. They rested in their identical positions, waiting for the final side to be nailed in place. Gina examined them carefully, enjoying the pain they were in. Finally, Gina reached behind her head and undid the mask over her eyes. She peered into the cases, letting recognition cross Monica and Cindy¡¯s faces. At first they seemed relieve but they quickly realized that Gina was smiling. Panic crossed their faces at identical moments.

	"Funny how things turned out, huh ladies?" Gina smiled again. "Monica, you¡¯ll be my favorite slave. I sure like how you sucked my pussy and ass earlier. But Cindy, I think you¡¯ll be my practice slave. With you I can learn the art of punishment." She reached into Cindy¡¯s crate and patted her new slave on the head. "I hope you can stand a lot of pain.”

	Gina handed her young slave off to the attendant for similar packing and headed back inside to change. She had a lot to do before she started her life as a mistress.

	The End
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	Synopsis: Their common interests in S&M practices lead them to "recruit" some girls and trained them into slavery.

	Couple Therapy

	Part 1

	I wrote this while on vacation in Fiji. Boy, was I inspired by all the young, nubile vacationing girls there!

	 

	I found myself rushing home after work for the first time in awhile. I tried to act all nonchalant as I practically burst in the door. "How's Lisa," I asked my wife as I sauntered in. She smiled, knowing the truth.

	"Uncomfortable, I'm sure," she replied as she finished the last of the dishes.

	"What happened?"

	"She dropped another dish. I put her in the box." I smiled at the thought.

	My wife was usually the softer one, though I had found that, like with most women, when they wanted to be cruel they could surpass any man's imagination.

	"When did you put her in?"

	"About 11:30 this morning," she said, returning her attentions to the sink.

	I just whistled to myself and headed down to the dungeon. It was almost 7:00 now, which meant that Lisa had been in one of the most uncomfortable punishments for over six hours. My cock practically jumped at the thought! I was glad I would never feel the wrath of my wife.

	 

	We had been married 5 years before, having discovered a mutual love for bondage and various S&M practices. Early on, we would play with each other, with her being the sub usually to me. But we both quickly realized that we cared too much for each other to go to the lengths we both dreamed, and soon after we where married we began venturing out for others. To date I could count 9 young girls, our preference, that we had trained into slavery. It was only the last three that had been unwilling participants. Neither of us had been comfortable with the concept of kidnapping, rape, torture or true slavery, considering the punishments most governments would land upon us if we where caught. But we studied the subject as a exercise and quickly discovered how easy it could be.

	So many women disappeared yearly without a trace, a statistic that was kept under heavy wraps by most police agencies. There was little or no way of being caught if you where smart. We began hunting our first victim soon after. She was a young stripper in a state halfway across the country. We tried never to recruit, as we called it, from anywhere close to us. Rule number one. We found a girl with few family attachments and not many friends. Her name was Taylor. She was thin, blonde and had large breasts. The typical mid-western girl gone wrong.

	She took three months to completely break and we kept her around still to this day.

	Our house was a rambling old mansion in the woods in Southern California, far from any prying eyes and well protected. I had a whole wing modified into a slave's training facility, including old stone and heavy iron decorations. It worked wonders for the girls and was hidden from casual guests. I made my way down to the dungeon now, careful to press the tab hidden in the wall and key in the code on the invisible keypad hidden just beneath the paint. The door slid aside quietly and quickly shut after I was through. It took my eyes a few minutes to adjust before I could pick my way through the vast room to where I could hear Lisa crying.

	The box was an idea we stole from some book and took a bit of engineering to build. Built like a stubby coffin, the victim was placed inside of it, their legs doubled up and each knee strapped wide to either side. Arms usually where bound at elbow and wrist behind, with a chain connected to the wrists leading up through a hole in the top. The head was fit through a hole at the top, where a very wide steel collar clamped on to the neck and locked the head into an upright position. At this point the slavegirl was arched backward painfully. The head could be left uncovered but I could tell she had really upset my wife. Her head was covered in a heavy steel cage that mimicked the job of the box. A crank at the top of the cage pushed sharp spikes into the face and scalp. I could see that she was wearing the spike gag as well, a large, soft ball that fit between the jaws, then pushed similar spikes into the soft tissues of the tongue and mouth. The crank for the box was at it's maximum, meaning that the spikes in the box where pressed hard against Lisa's naked form. The spikes where dense, no one separated by more than a few inches, and had the uncanny ability to cover every inch of the body. The worst part was how she supported herself. Her nose ring was pulled up hard to the ceiling by a piece of chain that fed through a pulley.

	The chain returned and connected to her wrists. Another, shorter chain attached from her wrists to her clit ring. My wife had pulled Lisa's arms up hard, increasing the pain in her shoulders and, in turn, pulling up hard on the nose ring. The box was lifted slightly off the floor, pivoting lightly on the bottom edge. To decrease the pain of the spikes, she was forced to lift her arms higher behind her, a difficult prospect at best, which increased the pull on her clit ring. She could only do this for a few minutes before her shoulders gave out and her arms fell back, yanking hard on her nose ring.

	She was a vision of medieval torture and I could feel my cock throbbing.

	She caught sight of me out of the corner of her eye and tried to beg for release. I'm sure this was the worst she had ever felt, even including the hard whippings.

	"Sorry, Lisa," I said, pulling on her arm/nose chain and letting it drop, eliciting new tears from her. "If I where to release you Angela would be very unhappy. I will, however, give you something to take your mind off the spikes.”

	I moved to the back of the box and turned a new crank. A wide, self-lubricating dildo extended slowly and precisely toward her pussy. She could feel it push inside and she tried to beg for me to stop. "You don't want to cum, Lisa? How ungrateful," I cooed as I buried the six inch cock into her. I flipped a switch and the dildo began both vibrating and pumping in and out of her. I watched as she quickly had the first of several orgasms. As her body thrashed in response, she screamed in pain from the spikes rubbing against her. It was designed to feel like her skin was being ripped off and I'm sure it was doing it's job.

	 

	Lisa was number nine of the unwilling guests we had acquired. Just six weeks ago, on some South Seas Island, we had met her on an empty beach. We had gotten good at finding the best candidates and though we where living on a sailboat, we knew she was here and traveling with a few friends. We had secretly arranged to be on that beach when she would be alone. A friendly offer of some wine knocked her out cold. She was a perfect candidate. Only 20 years old, she was practically alone on this trip. Her friends had quickly met guys and left her to her solitude, which she preferred anyway. She was a bit of a loner, of medium height and build, with brown hair, green eyes and long, firm legs. My first comment to Angela was, "She'll look great in ballet boots." My wife just grinned and nodded in agreement.

	Our sailboat held the crate we would ship her back to the states in. We took her aboard, stripped her naked and injected her with a knockout drug that would last about 10 hours. I knew this wouldn't last the entire trip, but as another example of her cruelty, Angela wanted it this way so the subject would wake up in complete and utter bondage, in a crate in the dark.

	It didn't take much time to remove her bikini and admire her young body.

	Angela played with her largish breasts then pinched the nipple. "We can pierce these twice." I grunted as I prepared to shave her bare, head to toe. Once completely hairless, we rubbed a salve - we had found it in Europe - from the neck down that prevented hair growth completely. Lisa would not grow hair on her body from the neck down for the foreseeable future. We rolled her over and tested her arm flexibility, practically cheering when her elbows could be forced together without too much strain. It was fun when the girls' arms had to be trained, but we always preferred it this way.

	As I fitted her head with a leather hood, I carefully filled her mouth with awide gag then cranked down hard on the straps under her chin and over her lips. She would be unable to utter anything more than a slight murmur regardless of how hard she screamed. The eyes where covered with a small pad that glued on to her, then covered with a leather strap as part of the hood. Since her arms didn't need much training, we strapped them together with wide leather straps at wrist and elbow, then fit her hands into a two pouch single glove. Once they where laced down tight, she would be unable to flex her fingers out, nor touch one hand to the other. Angela was lubricating two large dildos attached to a chastity belt and she carefully forced them deep into Lisa's pussy, then her asshole. She took it slowly as she could tell this young girl had only been with a couple men, and never been fucked in the ass. The dildos would serve two purposes. A timer would turn on their vibrating about 10 hours into the trip, timed to match her waking. The effect would be to not only defeat her, but to humiliate her as well. In addition, her ass would be carefully stretched to accommodate my cock, or others as we saw fit, immediately upon arrival at our home.

	Angela locked the belt in place as I retrieved the bar. Designed for us specifically, the bar had a padded four inch collar at one end and two padded three inch restraints at the other. The bar was only two feet long, but split so the restraints where two feet apart. I fit the collar around Lisa's neck, covering the lacing for the hood and making sure it was both as snug as possible but also allowed for breathing. We then forced her legs back until the pivoting cuffs could be locked around her ankles. In this position she was absolutely immobile, bent back harshly. We lifted her up together and set her down on the padded insides of her crate.

	Once snuggly filling the inside, we strapped her knees to the sides, spread wide, then Angela filled the spaces with packing popcorn while I fitted the nostril plugs. Small breathing hoses led to a series of hoses that had unobstructed holes on the outside of the box. The box was actually doubled layered so Lisa lay bound inside a much larger space, which we filled with some item we knew customs would never think twice about. The box was quickly filled with popcorn, obscuring any sight of Lisa and I nailed the lid on firmly. Once the outer container was filled we sealed it up and set sail for a shipping port on the other side of the island chain.

	 

	End of Part 1

	Couple Therapy

	Part 2

	 

	As Angela released Lisa from the box after another two hours, I was concerned about the array of harsh red pricks on her soft skin. But upon closer examination, I could see they where only surface marks or slight punctures and would fade quickly. Lisa had experienced a number of violent orgasms that had rocked her against the spikes and yanked hard on her rings. I took a quick look while she lay exhausted on the floor. With Lisa we had perfected the perfect piercing. Rather than a simple hole punched through the soft tissue, we would pierce a type of grommet. The hole would be held open by a small channel of stainless steel through which we could place a number of rings or rods. Her nose was even more advanced. Two small plates of rounded edge steel had been measured and cut for each side of her septum. A larger hole toward the end of the septum, where a ring would normally go, was punched through the steel, it's edges bent inward. A type of hole punch cut a rather wide hole in the nose and theses steel plates where fit to it. Smaller holes matched left to right, had been cut into the plates and a small rivet gun punched a strong rivet through both sides.

	After four rivets, the plate was permanently affixed to the septum. The larger hole, lined with steel as well, could be fit with any device, and was strong enough to nearly support her body weight.

	I grabbed Lisa's nose ring now and snapped my fingers for Taylor to clean her up. Taylor had been fully broken two years before and we had kept her as a full time slave since. She was a lovely blond with curly hair and a Midwestern look that seemed to accentuate the collar, chains and rings that adorned her now. As an obedient slave, she had followed Angela in to the dungeon and dropped to her knees. Now, she stepped up and took a hold of the leash I had chosen, snapping it to Lisa's nose ring and leading her away to the baths. Both Taylor and Lisa teetered on their ballet boots, though unlike Taylor's grace, Lisa was struggling to stay upright despite the renewed pain in her cramped toes. We had learned two things about Lisa, both when she had been locked into a stringent bondage position all night with Taylor. First, she felt humiliated most by the nose ring. It was the one thing that, when utilized, made her feel like an animal. Secondly, she felt even more abused when we had Taylor or another slave command her. It was for this reason that we made use of her nose ring as much as possible and quite often had Taylor administer her punishment. We certainly didn't want to disappoint her!

	 

	Jennifer was the youngest slave we had recruited. Only 18, she was a dark haired beauty we hoped to sell for a good price. Currently she was enduring a stringent corset training. I yanked Lisa into the room where Jennifer was hanging, pushing her to her knees. Lisa's wide eyed stare told the story. She was terrified of what she saw before her. Jennifer had been placed into her three layer rubber suit three weeks ago. Her entire body was covered in latex, from the tips of her ballet boots to the top of her head. She had been without sight or sound for the duration. She was hanging from her wrists in the center of the room, her ankles chained together and to the floor beneath her. The winch that held her taught was tightened daily, a running joke with Angela and I was that we would end up with a much taller slave in any case! Her body was like a guitar string and the muffled whimpers that escaped from her blow up gag where evidence of its effectiveness. But the most important device was that which was strapped from just below her breasts to her hips. A heavy rubber and steel boned corset was slowly being tightened around her waist. Original measurements had Jennifer's waist at a 28. Not bad, but considering her ample 38D breasts, we knew a tiny waist would command a higher price. After the three weeks, we had managed to reduce her to a 19. Almost hourglass now, Angela was determined to get her to a 17. A special weight system was used to maintain constant tension on the steel lacings, while continually adding weight. A series of pulleys attached to a mechanical fulcrum that added about a half a pound of weight at specific intervals. We had started with 100 pounds of pressure, enough to cause her to cry, and I figured in my head the machine was placing about 400 pounds of pressure on her waist now. We were on the final corset so the gap in back represented the last 2 inches.

	Lisa was frozen in fear, her eyes wide in terror that this could happen to her. We hadn't decided if she deserved corset training. She barely noticed as I attached a set of steel cuffs to her ankles, chained her ankles to rings in the floor, then removed her collar and replaced it with a posture collar attached to the cuffs by a short steel bar. Her arms, still bound at wrist and elbow, tried to struggle as I locked the collar on and began turning a crank on the pole that now ran behind her back. Slowly the pole shortened, which pulled her head back, arching her back painfully. Once I felt I had the angle I wanted, I moved to the front and adjusted the collar. Slowly her chin was pushed up until she faced the ceiling. I quickly strapped the special rubber gag on her face, making sure that it was a tight seal over her mouth. I think she started suspecting her fate now as I took a hose attached to her gag and ran it to Jennifer's catheter. We liked to keep Jennifer full at all times and she had held a full bladder for the entire day. I let the air out of the balloon and watched as her urine ran down the semi-transparent tube and into Lisa's mouth. Tears began flowing down her face as she understood that she had no choice but to swallow. She had drank my urine before, and thus was accustomed to the vile taste, but I think she was humiliated by drinking another slave's piss.

	Finally, Jennifer was empty. I could see the relief rush across Lisa's face, to quickly be replaced by fear again. I unhooked her hose and reattached it to Jennifer's anal plug. Lisa tried to struggle but Taylor was holding her upright and the bondage was far too stiff to allow much escape. I turned the knob on the enema plug and watched as Jennifer's enema water ran down the tube as well. She was screaming as she watched the brownish liquid run toward her mouth, knowing it would soon be swirling around her tongue and in her stomach. I spent the time ignoring her, making it less than an event, while examining Jennifer's bound body. The posture collar held her neck completely rigid and the three layers of rubber hood and straps kept the blow up gag and eye pads in place. I set my hands at her new waist, amazed at the small measurement. Her youth made this a perfect time for corset training. Though it would be necessary to keep her in some form of corset for the rest of her life, her body was actually changing, reorienting itself to accommodate the constriction. In no time she would be permanently altered.Her breasts, despite their constriction beneath the rubber, really stood out in their splendor. I looked forward to having some fun with her before the sale.

	I turned back to watch the last of the liquid run out of Jennifer. Lisa was crying as I watched her throat reluctantly swallow the final drops of what was most likely a horrible substance. Once I was sure she was finished, I replaced the feeding gag with two rubber wedges at the back of her teeth, holding her mouth open as wide as possible. I think she could tell it wasn't over, but I don't think she really knew. I attached a chain to either side of her collar and to the floor, removing any chance of her moving. I snapped my fingers for Taylor to standup. I whispered in her ear and she quickly backed up to Lisa's bound form and squatted. I could really hear Lisa wail now as Taylor began pressing her ass against her mouth. It was a sight to be seen. A tall blonde slave girl with long shapely legs, rings piercing her body, teetering on ballet boots, squatting over the mouth of another slave. I couldn't quite see what was happening, but from Lisa's sounds and expression, I would guess that Taylor had relieved herself well. A mixture of piss and shit filled Lisa's mouth as Taylor stood up again. I don't think Lisa knew what to do. But eventually, as I petted Taylor on her knees again and watched, she knew there wasn't anything she could do. Her tongue swirled the feces and urine around and I watched it slide down her throat.

	 

	 

	End of Part 2

	Couple Therapy

	Part 3

	Our guests where to arrive that evening and we hurried to get things set up.

	Lisa had known that she was to be a special guest for tonight's festivities, though she was unsure of how she would participate. Very quickly it became evident. The main dungeon space had been cleared, many chairs set up around the center of the room. Lisa was led into the middle. Angela untied her elbows then reattached two wrist cuffs that connected with a small ball joint. Her collar was replaced with a much heavier model and a cable from the ceiling was lowered behind her. As the cable was fed through a ring at the back of Lisa's collar and connected to her wrists, Taylor was ordered to attach a chain to Lisa's ballet boots and secure them to the floor. Soon, Angela was turning a crank and pulling the cable up, forcing her wrists to climb up her back. Lisa began crying in pain as her arms where inverted behind her, but Angela had made particular preparations to make sure she was flexible enough for this. As the crank turned, her wrists rose, until the last few clicks brought her wrists level with the back of the collar. A lock was placed through the collar ring and connected to the ball socket on the cuffs, locking Lisa's arms off. I could see the twinkle in my wife's eyes as she produced an additional strap, just as Lisa was coming to terms with the pain in her arms. The strap circled Lisa's elbows and was pulled tight, forcing her lower arms closer together and wrenching her shoulders impossibly back.

	Pulling the ball gag from her mouth, I unhooked her nose ring and fit a smaller ring through her septum grommet. Welded to the ring was a short rod that I fed into her mouth and through the grommet an inch from the tip of her tongue.

	Attaching a plate to the other end, under her tongue, I fit a small wrench onto it, and began to turn. The plate had a threaded attachment that extended up, forcing Lisa's mouth open wider, using her nose as leverage. As her mouth reached its limit, I was sure the pain in her nose and jaw was excruciating.

	With another few cranks, I pulled out the key. Her mouth was now held open impossibly wide, while the rod captured her tongue. Luckily we made the grommet through her septum large. I fit another ring through it, then lowered a chain from the ceiling and attached it to the new ring, removing enough slack so it could support her without saving her from standing on her toes. Taylor unlocked the chains holding her ankles down and we backed away to admire our new slave in the light. It was a remarkable sight to behold. Lisa's body had grown firm in training as we tasked her day and night. Her breasts stood proudly away from her chest as her tortured shoulders forced them out, the dual nipple rings gleaming in the light. She had separated her legs enough to gain balance and the result was a statuesque body with her ass poking out and her chin raised to the ceiling from the tug on the nose ring. If she weren't crying slightly, she would look almost proud. From the front it looked like she had no arms. Angela had bound them so far back they disappeared behind Lisa's shoulders.

	We left her like this for the time being as we prepared for the party.

	After 2 hours, when the doorbell chimed in announcement of our first guest, Lisa had begun to whimper slightly from both her arm bondage and the pain in her toes. We ignored her, of course, and went to welcome our guests.

	Mistress Madeline was first to arrive. We had the particular pleasure of an underground entrance and valet parking during events like this. So rather than having to hide anything, our guest would often arrive in full form, tugging a young slave behind them. This was no exception. Madeline was fond of animal training, often keeping her slave girls in a cat or dog outfit for as much as a year. She too had become proficient at kidnapping and had brought along two of her victims.

	It was difficult to tell who they where. Covered in an impossibly tight rubber body suit, their arms had been doubled up, their wrists locked to shoulders, removing any use of the hands. The suits legs where designed short, so that only a bent arm could fit into it. Wide rubber straps clamped the arms together so they became a seamless limb. Each finger had been fed into a special glove that, when tightened, pulled each finger into a tight ball, removing any ability to flex. Then, the hand had been twisted to fit into the slave's armpit, thus removing any visible evidence that this was not an animal's limb. The suit had built in paws that helped create a brilliant illusion of a cat's feet. Legs where similarly bound, though the length of the lower leg versus the thigh required some modification. The legs where doubled then forced into a single sleeve, but an added modification where wide straps at the end of the toes. The other end of the straps connected to the lower back, yanking the feet into an en pointe position, much like the ballet boots. An additional strap yanked the feet tightly together just around the slave's ass, then were fitted with a rubber pouch with a length of stranded rubber sticking form it. The illusion was perfect. With the little motion the girls could move their bound feet, they could simulate the swishing of a cats tail. The custom suits fit like skin and had been bonded to their bodies at their asshole and pussy. It was interesting to examine how well the suits had been applied. The rubber was cut to the body so that a long tube fit into the anal canal, creating the illusion of an entire rubber person, while holding each hole wide. The appearance was a totally exposed sex doll, shaped into a cat. The final touch was the harsh hoods that fit snuggly to both girl's heads. Tiny lenses allowed the slave's to see, though the image was considerably distorted. Madeline told us it was much like a bug, upside-down and broken into numerous small images. Thin tubes seemed to disappear where the nose would be and the mouth, though harshly gagged with an inflatable rubber ball, seemed to have a feeding gasket fit into its core.

	Madeline was happy to share the fact that both girls had been hooded for over 6 months now, with only the ability to breath their own. Even the feeding tubes connected to force feeding devices once a day, with the opposite ends buried deep into the slaves' stomachs.

	It was strange to watch these two slaves make their way in. I knew that both had been in training for at least nine months, giving them plenty of time to learn their roles, but it was uncanny how believable they where. If it weren't for the visible feet being pulled back and the sizable breasts both slaves had dangling beneath them, you would swear you were looking at a large cat.

	Other, equally bizarre guests began to arrive, and Angela and I had trouble greeting them all. The usual group was assembling, with a few extras brought along in confidence by trusted members of the club. Doctor Mansa arrived in a flourish, towing his latest prize behind him. If only the A.M.A. knew, he would be burned at the stake. The last time we had seen Justine, she had been a demure 18 year old girl, innocent, young and freckled, just being introduced to the world of bondage and slavery by this wealthy and handsome doctor. She had agreed to let him try a few things on her, and now, after a year of experimentation, I was sure she was regretting it. His first experiment was in hormonal breast enlargement. Justine had been a petite girl, only 5'6" and 118 lbs., with 34B breasts. For the first 3 months of her "adjustments", Mansa had locked her in a tiny steel box, forcing her to stand upright in ballet boots, with her arms bound severely behind her and large dildos on poles supporting her by way of her ass and pussy. A wide, steel posture collar kept her head immobile and a thick, leather hood blocked out all sight and sound. He had told us he actually tricked her into the box, telling her it was just a short test. His sadism shocked even us at times. For 3 months, Justine stood immobile, screaming in sheer terror into her gag, being fed through feeding tubes and her breathing fully controlled by a machine, while he fed her hormones to enhance her breast size. Upon release, her chest had grown to an amazing 40D, so large that the weight made it difficult to walk upright.

	But the doctor wasn't through. In an effort to reduce her waist, he removed two ribs from her, then fit her with a ratcheting steel corset that pulled her waist into a remarkable 16 inches. The months in ballet boots made it impossible to stand flatfooted any longer, so Mansa shortened Justine's Achilles tendon permanently, removed her toe nails and fitted her feet with permanent steel ballet slippers. Designed to force the feet into a harsh point, the metal band at the bottom of the foot, extended from the toes to a wide ankle cuff that fit perfectly, then was welded onto Justine. The result was her inability to unflex her foot. And without the aid of any heel, she was forced to learn to walk on her steel covered toes.

	Despite her protests, the doctor realized there was no turning back.

	Justine was already frantic from the major modifications her lover had performed on her. She was beginning to realize she would never return to the demure young girl she had been. Mansa had no intention of stopping, and despite her protests, had continued with his plan.

	Now, watching him lead his slave in, I wondered if he could think of anything else to do to her. Her long, lean frame was extended even further by her now permanent ballet stance. Mansa had added a short four inches of chain, welded between her ankle cuffs, to prevent any large strides, as if that were possible. Her waist was impossibly tiny, and now permanently tightened by the steel corset she wore. He had told me how the corset was built with steel tension bands, thus exerting a continual pressure on her waist despite the fact that the corset was now welded onto her waist. The corset could actually close, due to the bands, to a 4 inch waist. Though her body would never conform to that shape, Justine would forever feel the constant and painful pressure against her waist. Her huge breasts were beautiful, especially with the added banding he had put on them. Two inch wide steel bands with sharp metal spikes on the inside had been forced around the base of Justine's breasts, then riveted shut. The result was to turn her tits a constant shade of red. Not too much to be a danger, but enough to increase sensitivity and provide a unique color to her massive tits.

	Her arms had been forced into a similar position as Lisa's, but I could tell Justine's had been mounted in position permanently. I once asked him why he didn't just surgically remove her arms. Mansa noted with a smile that he preferred that she know she still had arms, but would never use them again.

	Other more traditional guests began to arrive, and I made sure they all had a chance to examine Lisa.With the extreme nature of our friends, even their comments as they argued over her possible modifications caused new tears to flow down her cheeks. But soon everybody had been seated, and served drinks by Taylor. I watches as Angela took a deep breath and marched out in front, smiling at her friends.

	"Thank you so much for coming tonight," she smiled again, then moved to walk around Lisa. "As you can see, we have a new slave with us tonight. As you know, we like to play games at our little gatherings, and this night is no exception. As you enjoy your drinks, a small box will be handed around. Each person is to fill out on a small piece of paper, a particular torture or modification that we can perform on Lisa. Then, we will draw five of these from the hat and actually do them. Remember, it has to be something we can do this evening, and my only requirement is that we don't remove any limbs!" Angela laughed with the others, but she could see Dr. Mansa almost frown in disappointment.

	"So, take a few moments to come up with your worst and we'll start shortly!" Angela smiled again and turned back to Lisa, fitting her finger through Lisa's right nipple ring. "You think you've felt pain up 'till now. Wait until tonight." With a twist that brought a wail from Lisa, Angela moved away, hoping that her sadistic friends would do her proud.

	 

	End of Part 3
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	Synopsis: The need for the money drove her to be willing to do anything, even to be a slave. But all the pain and pleasure... was she ready for all of them?

	Part-Time

	part 1

	As many of you may know, I never quite finished this story. I honestly couldn't decide which way to go. I have since come up with a great twist, but now time has become an issue. You will notice that this part ends abruptly. I still don't know if that was how I intended or I'm just missing part of the story!

	Corey wanted to be an actress more than anything. Only 22, she had left her small town home and ventured out to the big city right after high school. She had always been told she would be a great actress. She certainly had the looks: 5'6" tall and 115lbs with blonde hair, hazel eyes and an athletic figure. She certainly had no trouble filling the local theater when she was performing. But more than her looks, she knew she could act, if only she could catch a break.

	Her first month in Los Angeles quickly showed her how difficult it would be to achieve that goal. As she walked out of her fifth agency after an even more abrupt turndown, she knew she would have to spend some time and a lot of money to establish a legitimate name in the business. She sat in her car and looked at the flyer from a headshot studio. $1,000 for good pictures. She sat back and thought about the acting classes at UCLA. Corey needed money, and a lot of it.

	As she pulled into her driveway and got out, she ran into her neighbor. Cindy was about the same age, young and beautiful. She never seemed to need money and drove an expensive car to prove it. Corey smiled as they met at the walkway.

	"Hi, Cindy," Corey said. "Can I ask you a question?"

	Cindy beckoned her neighbor into her downstairs apartment. "Sure, Corey. Been looking for new headshots," she asked as she set the groceries down on the counter.

	"Yeah, just another thing in the long list of expenses. I need money," Corey said, desperation filling her eyes. "I don't mean to be forward, but you always seem to have plenty of money. How do you do it?"

	Cindy smiled and hesitated. Obviously the answer was something deeply private.

	But she only needed to look into her neighbor's eyes to see that this girl needed help. "I'm afraid I might shock you with the answer, Corey." She took a seat beside her on the couch, trying to judge just how much to tell her. "I've been working for an escort agency. They pay well if you are willing to 'cooperate', if you know what I mean." Obviously, she didn't know.

	"Look, Cindy. I'm pretty desperate here. I came out to L.A. with some savings but I've pretty much burned through it. If I don't get some type of job soon I won't make rent, much less have money to pursue my acting. On top of that, I need to spend about $10,000 for acting classes and headshots." Cindy could see the desperation in Corey's eyes.

	"Ok, I'll let you in on this. But you cannot tell anybody, even if it upsets you," Cindy looked hard into her friend's eyes. "Can I trust you?"

	"Yes, I promise." Cindy stood up and retrieved an L.A. Xpress magazine, a local listing of adult services, from the coffee table. She flipped to a back page to a large ad for an escort agency. It advertised young ladies for companionship.

	"This is the agency I do work with. It's usually part-time and I can chose when to work. I make anywhere from $75 to $150 a date, which can last for three hours."

	"That doesn't sound like much," Corey murmured as she examined the ad.

	"Well, it's a start," again she tried to judge the level her friend was willing to go for. "That base rate is the least involved date possible."

	"How can I earn more?"

	"Corey, I'm not sure you're ready for anything else. It can get pretty rough out there."

	Corey looked her friend in the eye with a stern set. "I need to make money. I've had sex before, if that's what it takes."

	Cindy smiled and patted her hand. "Ok, I'll set up an interview."

	Corey smoothed her dress as she waited outside the door. Her first assignment had been this house somewhere in the Palisades. She reexamined the short silk dress she had chosen for the night. Her breasts stood out nicely against the smooth material, her semi-hard nipples poking nicely forward. She knew she looked strikingly beautiful, with her blonde hair hanging seductively to the middle of her bare back.

	It took only a few moments before the door was opened, revealing a handsome man.

	He beckoned her in with a wave as she examined him. Handsome, about 35, he had the good looks and gentle smile of a wonderful first client. After a few pleasantries, she was led toward the living room. Corey allowed him to slip the thin straps off her shoulders, letting the dress drop from her body. Only her garter belt, hose and a lacy G-string clung to her body. Her firm, round breasts offset her thin waist. Her client beckoned her to kneel in front of him and she immediately unzipped his fly, pulling out his hard penis. She began licking carefully as his hands rested on the back of her head.

	By the fifth client, Corey was getting impatient. She was making money, but to date only $800 sat in the bank. The school year was approaching and the agencies would only wait so long before moving on to the next young beauty. She sat down with Cindy during lunch and expressed her concern.

	"It's not fast enough, Cindy. Can I make any more money at this?"

	"Well, the only way you can is by providing certain fetishes. The more extreme you are willing to go for, the more it pays."

	"Like what are we talking about? Dressing up in some leather and spanking old men?"

	"That's cheap. I'm talking about getting tied up and letting men spank and whip you. It can get pretty rough, but it pays very well."

	"How much?"

	"Well, at the lowest level, where you simply get spanked, you make $300 a session." Corey seemed disappointed. "Of course, if you're willing to go much farther, you can make up to $2,000 a session, or more."

	Corey's eyes lit up at the mention of that much money. "Ok, say I wanted to get $2000. What would I have to do?"

	"Well, first it usually is an all night thing. You would usually report to a house or private dungeon and stay there until late morning."

	"Big deal. But what would I have to do?" Corey was almost too eager, but Cindy knew if she didn't tell her, she would go to management and never get the real story. The owner of the escort agency was always looking for girls who where willing to go to this level. Most where too afraid to even ask.

	"Have you ever been tied up before?"

	"Sure. I had a boyfriend who would tie me to the bed for sex. No big deal."

	Cindy laughed. "No, Corey. This isn't playing with a boyfriend. These guys are going to be really rough with you."

	"I can take it."

	"Can you take being covered in thick latex from head to toe, a rubber ball stuffed into your mouth and your arms bound behind you so tight that your elbows touch?" She could see that this wasn't what Corey expected. Never a better time to scare her away from it. "These guys will suspend you by the wrists then whip you until your body is covered with welts. Sure, they can't actually damage you permanently, but some tortures can be hidden. I had one friend who went for this stuff. She was forced, one evening, to balance herself on a large dildo shoved up her ass while she had her breasts whipped with a leather tarse. That's the kind of thing to expect, and worse." Corey was silent as she tried to make sense of this bizarre scene. Cindy was almost angry. She knew that this 22 year old could hardly make decisions like this for herself. She had seen it happen to others and she didn't want her friend to fall through the same hole. But Corey's face re-hardened.

	"I'm willing to try it. At least I can do it a few times then quit when I have enough money." Cindy could only shake her head.

	"It's not that easy, Corey."

	For the first time, Corey was scared. Her first night as a sex slave had started ok. She had shown up at a large mansion where she was escorted inside. The young maid led her into a side room where she was asked to strip. As she slipped out of her clothes, Corey examined the girl beside her. She appeared to be barely 19 herself. She was brunette, with a beautiful figure and long, lean legs. Her calves where enhanced by the six inch heeled pumps she wore on her feet. Corey was intrigued by the thin latex dress the girl wore. Stretched across her chest and just over her butt, the material seemed to be part of her skin. Once undressed, the maid slipped behind Corey and pulled her arms back behind her back. She could feel the cool leather strap circle her elbows and they where slowly drawn together. She gasped at the last few inches, her shoulders pulled back harshly and her breasts pushed forward, but the maid did not stop until her elbows where firmly strapped together. A similar strap held her wrists together as well. Next, a thick leather collar was placed around her neck and locked into position. She wanted to complain it was too tight, but she had been warned not to speak without permission. She could feel the maid's hand on top of her head, encouraging her to tilt her chin up. A large, red rubber ball was pressed against her teeth and forced between them. The ball was far too large to fit between her jaw, but the maid persisted until the rubber flexed just enough to fit inside. Corey could feel the ball pressing against the top of her mouth and forcing her tongue against the bottom. She nearly choked on the rubber as her eyes teared up from the incredible strain on her jaws. While she adjusted to the pain, the maid turned her blonde hair into a pony tail. Once finished, Corey could feel something dangling from the end of her hair. But as she tried to look, struggling to lower head with the wide collar, she was pushed back onto a short stool. The maid examined her feet and chose a set of shoes from the closet. Corey tried to complain as she caught sight of the ballet boots, knowing she had little chance of walking in them. But no sound escaped her throat and the maid lifted one, then the other foot and strapped on the torturous shoes. A short six inch chain connected to rings on each boot, holding her pointed feet close together. A short leash connected to her collar and the maid pulled her up. As Corey's weight rested on her toes, she could feel her feet being crushed by the pointed end of the thick rubber boots. She tried to fight, determined to sit back down, but the maid forcefully pulled Corey forward on her toes and led her out of the room.

	By the time they made their way to the living room, tears of pain streamed down Corey's face. Each step crushed her toes further and her shoulders had begun a slow ache. For a moment, during the painful walk, she had caught sight of herself in a large mirror. She was impressed by the sight, her pussy dampening as she stared at the captured Amazon in the mirror. She was impressive with the toe shoes, her legs practically sculpted. Her arm bondage pushed her already impressive breasts out further. She could now see a thin leather strap laced into her ponytail, dangling just between her ass cheeks, but she had no time to figure it out.

	Finally they entered the main room, where a group of well dressed men where waiting. She was led to the center of the room where a chain hung from the ceiling. A small clamp was connected to the end of the chain, which the maid slipped into Corey's nostrils, clamping it onto her septum. The last few turns drew a scream of pain from the slave girl, but the gag muffled the sound. The maid pressed a small button on the wall, drawing up the slack until Corey's head turned up. She had little choice but to stand there. Her feet shrieked in pain from there torture but her septum could not handle much pressure either. New tears poured down her cheeks.

	"Gentleman, this is Corey," the oldest of the men spoke from behind her. "You will notice her virgin skin. She has never felt the sting of a whip. Tonight we will indoctrinate her." Corey shivered in fear at his voice, struggling to see the men around her. She could suddenly feel hands across her body as they began caressing her skin. Fingers pinched her hard nipples while others pressed into her pussy and ass. She gasped at this intrusion, but could do little to complain. After some time, the hands left. The nose chain was released and she was led toward a new room.

	The dungeon was dark and foreboding. It's stone walls covered with implements of torture. She was led to the middle of the room where her arms where unbound and attached to two chains hanging from the ceiling. The slack was slowly removed from them until her arms where pulled taught and apart over her head. Chains connected to her toe shoes began pulling her feet apart, the chain holding them together removed, until she was hanging from her wrists. She was now stretched wide in the room, unable to see more than a few feet in front of her. A smooth layer of sweat covered her body as she waited in anticipation for what came next. She could see a man, just in the shadows, take position in front of her.

	The sounds of another man could be heard behind her. Suddenly, two whips lashed out and struck her chest and back simultaneously. Corey jerked in pain from the blow. She looked down to see a wide red welt stretching from her left breast across to her right side. Without warning, another blow placed a new welt across her right breast. The pain burned into her soul and new tears burst from her eyes. She felt dizzy from the pain as this new torture was forced upon her. She tried to struggle away, but the chains held fast. Her voice screamed in pain, but the huge gag stopped all sounds. As more and more strokes fell across her body she knew that this was not the worst. She would be in this house all night.

	"After the whipping, I was strapped to a low, long pad. My arms where tied behind me again and my legs where spread wide." Corey continued as she tried to find a comfortable position to sit. Her ass was a series of red welts. But Cindy had asked so she was going to hear. "They tied me to this thing so I was sort of on my knees but bent over too. That strap in my hair was connected to my elbow strap and pulled back so my face was held forward. I think I must have swallowed a gallon of cum that way, not to mention how many times I was fucked in the ass and pussy."

	"It must have been horrible," Cindy cried, trying to comfort her neighbor. "I told you these guys would be rough."

	"Well, I really had no idea. I guess I won't be wearing a bikini for a few weeks!" She laughed for the first time and Cindy joined in.

	"So you've gotten this out of your system, I hope," Cindy asked.

	"I don't know, Cindy," Corey appeared thoughtful, "It was terrifying and painful, but I made $3,000 that night. That's hard to beat, no pun intended."

	"You've got to be kidding! It was pure torture and you might go back for more?"

	"I figure I can stand it a couple more times. By then I'll have enough money to get back on my feet."

	"You're crazy."

	"No, just sore."

	The owner called Corey into his office for the first time. They had only spoken briefly after she got hired, and once before she went to the dungeon house for the first time. Since then she had been sent on some easy jobs. One guy had put her into a hog-tie and watched an Outer Limits marathon all night. Another had put her in a discipline hood, complete with ear plugs and gag. Corey's arms where bound behind her. A spreader bar was strapped between her knees and her ankles where tied together. A strap from the top of the hood was pulled to tie to her ankles. She was bent backwards harshly but she had no choice, since the only connection she had with the outer world was the two breathing tubes stuck up her nose. The guy then spent the night whipping her pussy.

	Though the discipline hood was scary, Corey quickly became aroused by both the bondage and the pussy whipping. She knew she was changing, starting to enjoy the scene, but she was still driven by money. She knocked on the door and entered the office.

	"You wanted to see me, sir?"

	"Yes, Corey. Please come in," he gestured to a seat and closed the door behind her. "I've been impressed with your interest in the S&M scene. All your clients have expressed extreme pleasure with you."

	"Thank you, sir," Corey blushed.

	"No, it's you I must thank. But I have a proposition for you."

	"Yes?"

	"Do you remember the first house you went to for an S&M client?"

	Corey shuddered at the memory. "Yes, I do."

	"Well, that client has requested you again, but under a set of particular circumstances."

	"I'm not sure I would care to see that client again, Mr. Stanley." Corey was afraid of him and his friends, though she couldn't explain the stirring she felt in her pussy.

	"Well, let me tell you what he has in mind. First of all, let me tell you how much he is willing to pay you."

	"I'm sorry, but I don't think I'm interested."

	"He will pay you $200,000." Corey sat in shock. What could possibly be the point of paying her so much money? She knew immediately she would consider almost anything for that sum. The money would take her far beyond her immediate needs.

	She would be able to pursue real acting without the distraction of a regular job. It was more money than she could possibly imagine.

	"What does he want for that money?"

	Mr. Stanley cleared his throat. "Well, apparently this client was rather enamored with you. He wants to hire you for a two month period. During this time you will be his personal slave. You must understand that the only restrictions he will have on you is not to cause any permanent markings on you. Beyond that, he will insist on no limits. You will have no safeword and must obey him completely or bear his chosen punishment. You will be available to him sexually, and pleasure any other person, man or woman, he sees fit."

	Corey was speechless. Though she was immediately afraid, she knew she would never get another chance of seeing that kind of money again. She could still feel that lash marks on her breasts, though the outer marks had longs since faded. Her eyes rose to meet Mr. Stanley's.

	"Ok, I agree."

	Three weeks had passed and Corey was beginning to forget what it was like to be without pain. She sat quietly, as she was trained, at the feet of her master while he read his book. The carpet was soft on her knees, a sharp contrast to the cool, hard stone floor of her small cell in the dungeon. For now, though, she was on her knees in the living room, her head bowed as she quietly thought of the past few weeks. She sat as trained, her knees spread wide, her back straight as possible. Her arms had been bound nearly continually from the moment of her arrival. Just recently, her wrists had been forced up beyond the small of her back until the steel cuffs around them could be bolted to the back of her steel collar. The pain was even more excruciating when a steel band was placed around her elbows and they where pulled together as well. Her shoulders where pulled back hard and her arms where now in a reverse prayer, rigid rivets holding them in place, rather than the more flexible, and less permanent, leather straps. Her master preferred this since it provided access to her back for the whips. With her head bowed, she could just see the thick ring that had been pierced through her clit. Her nipple piercings where more visible. A thick steel ring had been placed behind her nipple, with a second piercing placed through the middle of her nipple and filled with a steel rod. She could feel the ring in her septum as well as the rubber coated metal plates on either side of her septum, providing a firm hold for the ring. Her master had nearly hung her from this ring a number of times. Her tongue had been pierced as well, but rather than a ring, he had placed a grommet in her tongue. This provided more flexibility when he was feeling particularly creative. She had spent nearly an entire night with her tongue grommet connected to another slave girl's clit ring, forced to bring her to orgasm over and over.

	She could still feel the custom ballet shoes on her feet. Unlike the first set she had worn, these had been custom made of rubber. Straps held them on like permanent fixtures. The toes where much sharper as well, forcing her toes into the point with vicious precision. She had worn these since the first day and knew she would wear them to the last.

	She could still see various markings on her body from the weeks of punishment.

	There where the marks on her breasts from the caning he had given them a few days ago. Her shaved pussy was still red from the heavy strapping he had applied that morning. She wore a latex G string that was a V in the front, connecting just past her clit ring, holding in two blowup dildoes. Both had been expanded to three times their size, with the ass dildo stretching her wider than every before.

	End part 1

	Part-Time

	Part 2

	This is actually my favorite part of this story so far. I still get thrills when I read her predicament at the head of it. It incorporates a number of my passions: ballet boots, piercings, uncomfortable bondage and an innovative situation. I am constantly inspired by Gord and his writers and their imaginative ideas.

	Corrie struggled to maintain her balance as the party goers pushed past her in the crowded room. She was having trouble seeing them coming and they held little concern for her. The party had been raging for hours now and Corrie, the designated waitress, had stumbled around on her painful toe shoes providing a variety of refreshments. Her arms still bound behind her, wrists forced high up on her back, she could not use them for balance. The head harness was tightly strapped onto her, a long leather lace extending from the ring at the top of her head, down her back and between her ass cheeks. The other end connected to her clit ring. If she did not keep her chin up high, forcing her to look at the ceiling, she would pull painfully on the piercing. Unfortunately, another small strap connected from her clit ring, up to the tray that was suspended at belly button level. The small rods pierced through the middle of her nipples had been connected to a short chain that supported the back side of the tray just below her large breasts. Another chain connected to the front edge of the tray and stretched up to her nose ring. With the shuffle of weight shifting on and off her tray, it was difficult to keep it level. She could only rely on the feeling of balance, since she was unable to look down far enough the make sure. Instead, she reacted, alternately pulling on her sensitive clit or her pierced nipples, while feeling the strain on her nose ring.

	If she didn't keep moving, the sting of a buggy whip on her tender ass reminder her, while causing her to teeter on her toes. The short chain keeping her ankles close made it difficult to recover from an unplanned stumble. It had been a month since she had signed on to her two month contract with her master. She had trouble remembering that she would receive $200,000 for the stint as slave girl.

	The memory seemed clouded by the series of tortures and humiliations Corrie faced daily. When she first came to California to study acting and try her hand at Hollywood, she never imagined she would be able to walk in ballet shoes or take a large dildo up her ass. Instead, she had been forced to service men and women alike, learning skills she never thought possible in bringing a person to orgasm. The pain of punishment had been excruciating. Corrie had never imagined she would be treated so much like an animal. The ring in her nose alone had reminded her daily how much she had become an object, a tool for pleasure, but not her own.

	Lost in thought, Corrie could not sense the slavegirl who was crawling across her path. The master, whipping his slave as he drove her across the room, was focused on the subject of his punishment. As Corrie stumbled across the slave, she launched the drinks from the tray onto the master and several other dominants close by. As she fell, unable to stop herself, she knew that she had just made a horrible mistake. As the tray struck the floor and folded up against her body, the yank on her clit chain brought a scream from her throat before she fainted.

	Corrie awoke in darkness. A blindfold covered her eyes but she could hear some familiar sounds around her. For a moment she assumed she was still on the floor at the party, but as she tried to shift her position, she realized she had been bound in a much different way. Suddenly, the blindfold was taken off and she squinted in the bright light. Quickly she recognized a bathroom. Beside her, a man's urinal was installed in the wall. She couldn't move her head, but she could feel how she was bound. Her arms, still forced high up her back, had been clamped to the wall behind her, keeping her near the floor. She could feel two new dildos forced inside her and, as she tried to shift her lower body, realized that they where fixed to the floor and she was spiked onto them. Her knees where strapped wide open, her ankles where strapped to her upper thighs. Well, at least she wasn't on her toes. Her head had been strapped back again, the new head harness bending her neck harshly back. Something strange filled her mouth and she could feel something down her throat as well. As she tried to breath, she quickly realized she could only breath through her nose. Before she could truly understand her predicament, she could see her master enter the room.

	"I see you're awake now." He was angry, far more angry than she had ever seen. A shiver of true fear ran down her back. "You really made a mistake. Do you know how embarrassing it was to apologize to all my guests. You should be better trained than that." He leaned over in front of her and grabbed her left nipple rod, twisting it harshly. Corrie's eyes watered as a gurgle escaped her throat.

	"Well, I won't take any chances with you now. For the next four weeks you will be my toilet slave." Corrie panicked. She was in a bathroom, tied in a position beside a man's urinal. Did this mean...

	"I hope you enjoy surviving on urine and shit, because that's what your purpose in life will be for the next month. This is a bathroom in a friend's dungeon.

	They have parties here every night and quite a lot through the day. You should have plenty of customers. I'll see you in a week."

	Corrie tried to struggle, to escape this horrible twist. She had been ok with the humiliation, the pain and torture, the body piercings and the sexual servitude. She had never imagined she would be forced to be a toilet to a series of strangers. She was scared to death and, in her panic, released her bladder.

	The dildo shoved up her pussy had been designed to catch her own urine as well, pumping it back into the large clear basin that had been positioned above her open mouth. A large funnel led from the basin into her mouth. Though the tube deposited her urine into her mouth, another tube had been locked into her throat, preventing her from anything other than swallowing. Rubber wedges had been forced between her teeth, holding her mouth wide open. The result was her mouth as a reservoir for anything deposited into the basin above her, including her own excretions. As her own urine filled her mouth and she was forced to swallow it, tears began flowing from her eyes.

	Three days had passed and Corrie had been unable to move an inch. A servant arrived almost hourly to wrench her bonds tighter. She knew now that her body was bound by not just straps, but steel bands riveted to the wall and floor. She would never be able to move again until the steel rivets where cut away. She had lost count of the number of men and women who had defecated or urinated into her basin. At first she had to fight the incredible urge to vomit as she felt her mouth filling with warm shit. She tried to scream before the party goer relieved themselves, hoping to gain some sympathy. Instead they often smiled at the whimper that escaped her throat, then tried even harder to fill the basin, forcing her to take more than the typical mouthful. Corrie had even lost the ability to cry. She knew now that she had fallen to the lowest level possible.

	Not even treated as an animal, now she was just a receptacle for a series of strangers.

	It was a vicious cycle. Often, after a big party night, her stomach would be distended by the waste of the guests. She had consumed everything from plain urine to diarrhea. In the middle of the night, after the last guest had urinated, she would urinate or defecate herself, feeling her own waste products pumped back up into the basin and into her mouth. It was at these times she felt she wanted to die. But she could not do anything except swallow her own feces again.

	For seven long days she had been used as a toilet. Once released, she thought the worst was over. She quickly discovered her master was still very angry. She was blindfolded once again, unlocked from the wall and transported to another location. It was an hour before she was chained on a cold, dirt floor. Her blindfold was removed as someone plugged her nose with stoppers. Long hoses where cut through the center of the stoppers so that she could breath. The other end of the hoses extended away from her body into the darkness. Rubber wedges once again held her mouth wide open, though her throat was blocked, preventing her from breathing through her mouth. She could swallow once again, but only breath through the long hoses in her nose. The steel collar was still locked around her throat, with a short chain that kept Corrie on her knees. Her arms where still bound behind her back, rivets still holding her wrists to the back of her collar. As the hands left her once again, she tried to cry out but the throat gag only allowed a gurgle. Darkness surrounded her.

	After a few hours, Corrie could hear the roar of a crowd in the distance. Light streamed in from overhead suddenly and, as she looked up to see the source, a thin stream of urine poured down on her head. It was then she realized she had been chained in the bottom of a portable bathroom. She could now hear the soccer game outside and she realized it would be a long weekend.

	By the first evening, she had been buried up to her breasts in feces and urine.

	She knew she would soon be submerged in shit, unable to prevent it from entering her mouth. Already, despite the tubes in her nose, she could barely stand the smell around her. Her hair was covered with brown waste, her head draped with a piece of used toilet paper.

	The stadium had apparently closed in early evening. The sounds of the crowd receded and she was left in darkness. The waste now covered her to her neck.

	Corrie was defeated. She truly felt worthless as she kneeled in the bottom of the toilet. She knew in several hours she would be completely covered in other people's feces, and she will have lost all identity as an individual.

	Corrie had been cleaned thoroughly by the other slaves, her body scrubbed hard to ensure she would not be offensive to any guests or the master. She did not fight, nor object at all. Corrie had reached the depths of humiliation. Just hours ago, after spending her second day in the same portable toilet, she had been buried beneath human feces. Only the breathing tubes that remained unblocked allowed her to breath. Her mouth, held open wide by the rubber wedges and her throat blocked open, was quickly filled as well. Corrie had been forced to swallow a lot of the shit around her. By the time her master's slaves had pulled her out, she had truly become a toilet slave.

	Now, as she kneeled at her master's feet again, she kept her head bowed. She was sure she would have to prove her dedication as a toilet slave soon. She was not disappointed. One of her fellow slave girls, a young girl of 16 years, was stretched across a hobby horse as a guest fucked her up the ass. The girl, obviously not enjoying the penetration, was trying to scream, but another man kept her mouth filled with his huge cock. Finally, the first man came deep into the slave's ass and pulled out. Corrie's master pulled her up and made her kneel behind the young slave.

	"Suck the cum out of her ass, slave." Corrie knew better than to hesitate as she planted her mouth firmly on the girl's asshole and began sucking the man's cum out. Her master whispered quietly in the young slave's ear and, as Corrie penetrated the girls asshole with her tongue, she could feel a piece of feces being forced out. Corrie sucked harder, pulling the soft lump from the girl and swallowing it. Her master smiled.

	Corrie's two months where nearly up, though she was unaware of the time. She had spent the past three weeks on a steady diet of shit and urine, never allowed to consume anything else. Even the lowliest slave was allowed to use her as a toilet, pissing in her mouth as she drank without hesitation. During the day, with her arms still bound up high on her back, she was responsible for cleaning the floors and toilets in the bathroom with her tongue. She licked the stains out of the bowls, cleaning the inside and outside until spotless, swallowing any debris she might find. At times, the guests would avoid flushing the toilets.

	Corrie knew, when she found one like this, that she was to eat and drink any contents. The few times guests or slaves where allowed to use a real toilet, Corrie was kept close to act as toilet paper.

	On her last day, Corrie was led into the living room where she saw two familiar faces. The owner of the escort company and Cindy sat on the couch. Both looked surprised as they recognized Corrie. The innocent young girl from the Midwest was gone. Instead, they saw a blonde girl, walking in ballet shoes, with harsh rings pierced through her clit, nose and twice through her nipples. As she turned to kneel at her master's feet, they could see the brutal method her arms had been forced up her back, then riveted to the back of her steel collar. Cindy could not believe her friend was in this body of a slave.

	As Corrie fell to her knees with practiced ease and her chain leash was locked to a ring in the floor, her master addressed her for the first time in a month.

	"Corrie, you have been an amazing slave the past two months."

	"Thank you, master."

	"You have earned your $200,000. But I have a better offer. If you chose to stay for a complete year, I will pay you one million dollars. In truth, I will pay half to a trust fund now, with the other half held in escrow until the final date of your servitude."

	Corrie was having trouble hearing her master. She was his toilet slave and couldn't understand the discussion of money. "I don't understand, master. Have I displeased you?"

	"No, Corrie. You where everything I could dream of. But I want to keep you for a year." She still didn't get it so Cindy tried to explain.

	"Corrie? It's me, Cindy. He wants to keep you as a slave. But you don't have to do it. We will take you away for a few days to recover anyway, so you can make your decision later." A slave girl appeared to help Corrie out of the room. She looked back in confusion, unsure of what was happening.

	Two days had passed for Corrie. At home again, she found it strangely surreal to be without her piercings. She had the use of her arms for the first time in two months. She found herself wearing her highest heels day and night. She was not comfortable. Her priorities seemed to have changed now that she had enough money to do anything she wanted. Cindy tried to be of help, but could only provide a distraction from Corrie's thoughts. She had recovered from the mindset she had fell into. Though she refused to discuss her experience, she knew that she had been used and tortured mercilessly. Despite her fear of what had been done to her, she knew she would still consider the offer her "master" had made.

	End part 2
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	Synopsis: A young girl, eager to experience true submission, signs on for more than even she can imagine when her boyfriend tests her limits and beyond.

	Learning by Thndrshark Part 1 of 5 Ok, it was as much my fault as anybody. I had as much as asked for this, encouraging Adam to do what he wished. I just wished he didn't have so many vivid fantasies. I had no idea how long I had been down here. I was having trouble telling the passage of time. I was blindfolded, but could feel the bright spot of light splashing down on me. He had visited me twice so far, only to find some way to increase my pain. One element always remained the same; the long dildo shoved up my ass. It was soft on the outside, but hard inside, holding my body upright. The pole that ran up it was hollow, I figured out, by the stream of water that was being forced inside of now. The water was cold and I squirmed from the pressure of the icy liquid that now filled my bowels to near busting. I thought it might actually cause some damage, but suddenly it stopped. I was relieved, but the cramps began almost immediately, and I moaned behind the gag.

	At first, it was the pole, with my ankles bound to my thighs and my arms bound behind me at wrist and elbow. A tight corset was laced to my waist, restricting my breathing to short pants through my nose. Add a posture collar, a huge ball gag and blindfold, and he left me. After a couple hours, I had begun to ache, my knees screaming from the harsh bend and the unrelenting stone floor. Then my shoulders began their burn. I could keep my elbows bound together for a long time, but my shoulders always began to hurt first. I couldn't scream, and I knew it wouldn't help. Any squirm or bounce forced the dildo farther up my ass, or ground my knees into the floor. I was miserable, but I could also feel the dampness build in my pussy. After awhile, I found if I flexed my butt, I could rise up and down on the pole, essentially fucking my own ass. A wash of humiliation spread across my face and I could feel tears well up. Of all things, I hated anal sex, and though the dildo up my ass was bad enough, the fact that I desperately wanted to fuck my own ass to get off seemed beyond my abilities to cope. I felt the blindfold dampen from the tears, but despite it all, I still began to move, forcing the hard object in and out of my anus. I couldn't help myself, even when the pain began to threaten my own consciousness. My own body betrayed me, and though I wanted to die from humiliation, I moved on the dildo, feeling an orgasm rising. The pain of the procedure made me come quickly. As I finished, the water inside of me ran out and I passed out.

	"Good morning, slave," he said, startling me. I had been unable to measure between waking and sleeping, each bearing their own level of torment. "How have the last 48 hours been down here," he asked, knowing I couldn't answer. I could feel him fumbling with my gag, and after a moment, the large ball was pulled from my sore jaws. Just as quickly, he replaced it with a ring gag, then affixed a rubber strap with a hose in the middle, around my head. He attached an industrial strength syringe to the end and began pushing. I soon could feel a sweet sludge running into my mouth, and down my throat. "This is a special mixture I made up, to keep you healthy. It doesn't taste so good, but you'll have to get used to it. It"ll be the only thing you eat for the next six weeks." I groaned at that, knowing he had many things planned.

	After feeding me, he replaced the ring gag with an inflatable gag, blowing it up until my jaws screamed. For a moment he disappeared, then I felt him tugging sharply on the laces to the corset. Despite the intense restriction, he was able to close it even more. I could imagine the sight of my waist, certainly into nearly an hourglass shape. He continued to pull, until my chest was so restricted I was afraid I wouldn't be able to inhale at all. But finally I felt him tie the laces off. As I concentrated on the simplicity of breathing, he leaned me back, helping my knees rise off the floor a bit. When he leaned me back forward, I screamed through the gag. He had placed some sort of sharp edge under my knees. I knew it wasn't actually sharp, in that it wouldn't cut my skin, but the edge added immeasurable pain to my knees, bringing tears to my eyes. I could hear him leave, and I wailed through the gag. I thought my knee caps would split under the force, and I knew I would have to endure this until he chose to return.

	Ok, so call me curious. I never thought of myself as strange, just because I liked being submissive. My parents never understood the guys I dated, but they didn't understand us much anyway. My little sister and I never got along, so she avoided me like the plague. She was four years younger than me, and was easy to ignore. I didn't want their approval, just for them all to leave me alone. I had some fun to explore, and I intended to live out my fantasies.

	I had met Adam at a "vanilla" function, but we somehow had gotten off on the topic of fetish. Before long, we were dating and experimenting in bondage and submission. He was almost ten years older than me, but he was rich, handsome and kinky. I couldn't ask for much more. I knew I was a catch. At only 22 years old, I looked 16, with long, lean legs and long dark hair that reached my middle back. I had always loved tight things, probably a cue to my love for bondage, and had spent whatever money I could on latex and leather, or anything that held me snug. On the night we met, I was wearing a lace number, a tiny dress that barely covered my ass, and really stretched around my breasts. At 5'6", 108 lbs, 38-22-34, I had quite a figure, and I loved wearing things that clung to that great shape.

	Being a good looking 22 year-old woman, it was hard to just come out and tell people I was kinky. You figure it would be easy! The truth is that every nut case or semi-pervert would want me as their own, and that led to dangerous things like stalking. I had to be selective whom I told. I wanted to find someone that could support me in my interests, even expand my horizons, and do it in style. I had a little experience with submission, having found the odd boyfriend who was interested. I learned I enjoyed bondage, but wanted steel and leather, not soft rope. I also learned I was a masochist; the pain not exactly enjoyable, but certainly helpful in getting me off. But all the boyfriends before Adam couldn't afford to keep it up. They would spend their life savings on equipment for me, but could never sustain it in a lifestyle. And then there was Adam: Lots of money, a geologist working as a consultant, a huge house in Bel Air and a wildly kinky attitude.

	For the first couple months, we explored together, getting more and more intense with our experiences. After our third date, he found a private party to attend. We drove up in a limousine to a house that miraculously rivaled his own. I was dressed in a slinky black number, excited to show off my new man, but when we stopped, he didn't open the door. Instead he turned to me.

	"It's time to up the ante," he said. Every time he said that, he had something new in mind. The last time, it was pulling a pony cart around his backyard. That was fun! This time, I wasn't sure what he meant. "Strip.”

	For a moment, I looked at him, but then jumped to it, pulling the dress off my shoulders. I glanced forward at the limo driver, noticing him watching from the mirror, and my face blushed in embarrassment. But Adam had a serious look and I knew I couldn't stop. Soon I was naked, even without shoes.

	"Turn around and lift your hair." As I did I could feel something cold reach around my neck, then encircle it. I found myself staring back at the limo driver, my humiliation clear on my face, and his excitement on his. The metal, wide and heavy, fit perfectly, clinging to my neck as Adam did something in the back. "Lower your hair now." I did so, holding my hands on my lap, but he could tell I desperately wanted to touch. "Go ahead." My hands rose, feeling the cool metal snug around me neck. It was a good two inches wide, if not slightly more; not quite a posture collar, but more than a choker. a ring dangled from the front, but as my fingers traced the surface, they found no lock. The metal seemed seamless and perfect. A thrill ran through my body.

	"Hands behind your back." I obeyed instantly, and could feel him attaching more cold steel. As the wrist cuffs locked on, he pushed them together and with a click, locked into place. I could not pull them apart. He moved to just above me elbows, fitting wider cuffs there, then again pushing them together. My bare breasts forced out as my back arched, my shoulders bent backward and my elbows joined. Another click and they locked into position. I was no longer able to move my arms. He moved to my ankles, applying two more cuffs. These were joined by a scant three inches of chain.

	"I have a gift for you," he said, a smile on his face. Pulling a box from beside him, he produced a pair of ballet shoes. I groaned inwardly. A week ago, he had brought home a pair, and insisted I try them. I slipped them on, then pranced around the room for twenty minutes, boasting I could walk in them for hours. I could tell they excited them. I didn't want to admit my toes were screaming in pain, so I didn't. Now, I regretted it. I could say nothing as he fit them on my feet. Snapping a leather leash to my collar, he nodded to the limo driver who jumped out and ran to open the door for us. Adam stepped out, then with a tug on the leash, pulled me out. As I stood in the shoes, balancing myself on their points, feeling my toes begin to cram into the end, I could feel the limo driver's eyes on me. The cool air on my body made my nipples taught. He must have construed that as excitement.

	"She's a submissive slut, if I may say so, sir," the driver commented.

	"Yes, she is," Adam responded, admiring his prize.

	As we stood in front of the door, I braced myself for some humiliation. I had come to believe this was another dominant/submissive party, where there would be other couples like us. I would feel the rush of embarrassment as I was greeted at the door, but once in amongst the other slaves, I would be ok. This would be the first party we had attended where I was fully naked and bound, but he always upped the ante in many stages at once.

	The door finally opened, revealing a properly attired butler, who smiled at Adam, looked me up and down, then waved us in. Adam gave me a tug and I carefully stepped up the stoop into the ante room. Once inside, he dropped my leash as he took off his long coat, and I glanced around the room. Beside me, a tall mirror reflected my form, and I couldn't help but be excited by the sight. If I had any fault, I was vain. Standing in front of the mirror, I loved my own long legs, how the ballet shoes molded my already aching calves, my perfect ass and thin waist, and then my large breasts, made even more impressive by the arm bondage. My makeup was simple but perfect, and my long, dark hair cascaded down my back. I could see Adam had added a small rubber band near the top, holding it in a gathered manner so that it trailed down my back evenly. I could feel the leather leash dangling between my breasts, and swinging to subtly touch my bare pussy. I had been shaving fully since I was 14, and by now my skin was a smooth, stubble free surface. A strong depilitator had helped over the past year, and shaving was an every-other-month proposition at most.

	Adam grabbed my leash, breaking my self admiration, tugging me off into the other room. I had to hurry to keep up, taking tiny, three inch steps, one quickly after the other. Focused so much on my feet, both the pain and the brisk pace, I didn't look up when the butler opened the main room. Once inside, Adam stopped to survey the crowd, and I glanced up. My knees buckled. The room was a ballroom size area filled with small tables and plush chairs. The entire room was filled with both men and women, all clearly affluent and beautiful, and all fully clothed. I understood now that I was the only visible slave in the group. I could feel my face burn with the heat of humiliation, tears streaming down my eyes, any trace of my arrogance before disappeared. I lowered my head in shame, and followed Adam into the room.

	We were led to a chair near the middle. Adam took it, then tugged me to my knees beside him. He tied off the leash to the gnarled armrest end and promptly forgot me. I knew from limited experience that a slave kept her head bowed, avoiding eye contact, which was fine with me, ankles together, knees open and her back rigid and straight. The cool air tickled my bare clit and I knew despite my humiliation, I was wet. Adam enjoyed a drink, greeting friends and waving across the room. Now and then someone would approach, shaking his hand, then asking about me.

	"She's a slut I found at a party. She gave herself to me as a sex slave, and it's all I can do to keep her satiated.”

	"Maybe you'd consider selling her?”

	"Maybe," Adam said, startling me. "Feel free to examine her." The man eagerly pushed my head back, feeling my breasts, pinching my nipples hard, then running his hand down to my crotch. Two of his fingers found my pussy, sinking in deep. He pulled them out.

	"You're right. Look at how wet she is," he said. He then grabbed my head and shoved it to the floor, the leash barely allowing me room to reach it. My ass stuck up in the air and, without preamble, the man shoved the same two fingers up my ass. I wanted to cry out, but was afraid to. Instead, a low moan erupted from my throat as he pumped them in and out.

	"She's enjoying that too much," Adam said with a chuckle, and the fingers pulled out. I rose back to my kneeling position, my face red again. "Don't go away with those dirty fingers. She'll clean them for you." The man presented the fingers before me. I could smell my own ass on them, see some pussy juice as well. I opened my mouth, extending my tongue, and he shoved them inside. I sucked them clean, running my tongue up and around them, like sucking a cock, until the taste of my own pussy and anus was embedded in my mouth, and the fingers were clean. He pulled his hand away, and I let my head drop back down. I could feel tears growing again.

	After a few more visits, with varied explorations, Adam was offered a cigar and joined by four other men, who pulled their soft chairs in a circle around me. Adam untied my leash, then had me crawl into the center. From his pocket, he removed a large ring gag, which he forced into my mouth. At first it didn't fit, but he soon realized that if he wedged the top behind my front teeth, with the rest at and angle into my mouth, he could slowly force the ring forward until it locked into position behind my lower teeth as well. I thought my jaw was going to dislocate. I had never had my mouth forced so wide. I could already feel my jaw muscles beginning to cramp from the distension, but Adam tied the strap off in back and began work on my hair. He quickly formed it into a ponytail, then threaded the end between my wrists. With a hard pull, he forced my head backward until I found myself staring at the ceiling. His hands left me and I could tell my head was locked this way.

	For a long time I was ignored, though I could tell eyes were on my heaving breasts. After a short time, I could sense Adam leaning in toward me. But instead of making a change, his cigar found my mouth and with a tap, he knocked off the ashes onto my tongue. Still red hot, they seared me, making me cry out, then fell against the back of my throat. Soon, other men followed suit, dropping their ashes in as well. I began to cry, both from the pain, but also from the culmination of humiliation. Never before had I been used as such an object by as many people, treated like an animal. I could feel the tears falling onto my aching shoulders, then onto the floor. I was ignored, and soon more ash fell into my mouth. In resignation, I swirled it around with my tongue and swallowed it, accepting my role.

	End of Part 1 Learning by Thndrshark Part 2 of 5 I discovered that if I leaned left for awhile, then right, I could take some of the pressure of my tortured knees. For what must have been hours, I did this, holding the slightly leaning position until the one knee still on the triangle couldn't stand it. I found myself getting wet again, but in trying to recreate the same motion to fuck my ass, I found the pain in my knees unbearable. I began to cry again, not from my inability to get the dildo up my ass more, but rather from the fact that I so desperately wanted to do it, and even that was taken from me. I tried everything, but could find no escape, and after hours found myself trying to endure the torture of my knees if only for a release. The orgasm came, but only just, and I fainted from the self-inflicted torture even as I was coming.

	Adam took every opportunity to capitalize on my fantasies. I encouraged him, thrilled I had found someone who would not balk at the most bizarre fantasy. The thing I came to realize is that most of them were twisted fantasies that, once lived, were far too evil to endure. Unfortunately, I was forced to endure, and when done, my mind had broken to accept the new reality. After each experience, part of me wanted to ask Adam to ease up, but another part would stop me, not wanting to halt my chance to experience my dreams.

	In quieter times, we would talk about our interests, sort of comparing notes.

	"I've always wanted an ultimate slave girl," he said, with a gleam in his eye. "I want a girl I can take to the limit and beyond, someone I can transform into a real slave.”

	"Well, maybe I'm your girl," I said. I wasn't really sure I wanted to live out his fantasy. As he exposed me to more of his ideas, I found that a lot of what I had wanted were better as dreams rather than reality. Not that I didn't have fun, but I was a little afraid. "I mean, I would love to experience the life of a slave for a set period of time, see what it's like.”

	"I'd enjoy that," he said. "Maybe we should talk." And with that, he changed the subject. Just the look on his face made me nervous, but excited as well.

	A week after my first experience as a slave at the party, Adam handed me a scrap of paper with an address on it.

	"Show up at this room on Thursday at 11:00am," he ordered. I waited for further instructions, but he offered none.

	The neighborhood proved to be seedy, and despite the late morning, I was still nervous. I hadn't worn anything revealing, but even my simple dress brought a lot of attention. I was happy to find the low rent hotel and, sliding quickly past the druggy attendant, made it to the stairs and headed up.

	Knocking on the door, I was relieved to see Adam, who smiled and took my hand. The hallway alone instilled fear in me. The hotel was obviously used by many a prostitute or drug dealer, and it looked it. I wanted to ask Adam what was up, but knew better.

	"I need to blindfold you, first," he said as he closed the door behind me. I turned my back to him and he slipped a soft leather pad over my eyes. He took my hand and led me into another room. "Take off your clothes." I obeyed, slipping my dress down. He had insisted I stop wearing bras or panties, which was exciting to me. The cool breeze that liked to run up my dresses was exhilarating.

	Standing naked, I could feel him touch me feet, slipping off my low pumps and replacing them with something else. As I set my foot down, I found the new shoe with an immense heel that practically forced me onto my toes.

	"Seven inch pumps," he mentioned as he put the other one on as well. While I teetered in them, I could feel a type of ankle cuff slipping on, then a lock clicking into place. "The shoes are now locked on," he said. "Just so they don't fall off." I didn't know what to say, so I didn't, focusing on the contorted position of my feet. The ballet shoes before had been painful, but these bent my toes back harshly, making my foot flex unnaturally. I wasn't sure how long I could stand in them.

	Adam took my hand again, leading me a short distance, where he placed me in a particular place, setting my feet a good three feet apart. Once again I could feel him lace a strap around my elbows, then yank them together. A second strap held my wrists and he turned to the hair. Once again, he made a ponytail, then laced it through my elbow bondage, pulling hard until I grunted at the strain, my face pointing toward the ceiling and my neck bent back severely. He carefully bent me over at the waist, until I could tell my body was horizontal to the floor. He added a waist cincher, then a few attachments from it and from my elbow bondage.

	"Hold that position," he ordered. I could hear metal against metal, as he attached some sort of apparatus around me, but nothing as yet was touching me. I began to relax a bit, letting my shoulders drop slightly, when I jerked back into position. Something sharp had poked me under my chin. I could hear Adam laugh as I froze in position, wondering what I was getting into. Finally, he removed my blindfold. He held a large mirror up so I could seem my predicament. Positioned around me were a series of metal bars, all holding sharp points close to my skin. A point held two inches below my chin was what had poked me. I could see two more like it on either side of my face, pointing at my cheeks. As he moved the mirror down a bit, I could see under me, and I moaned. Rings of needle sharp points were held around my dangling breasts, dangerously close to touching my skin. A group of four rubberized cords connected from each side of my waist belt and my elbow bondage to the ceiling. I could tell they were designed to save me if I should faint, but their stretch would still force the sharp points against me. To show me the danger, Adam reached out and pinched my nipple hard. I jerked back in reaction and my tit struck the side. The points were sharp and painful. It took me a moment to find the right center position, but finally I did. I looked up at Adam.

	"I hired a pimp for you," he said. "He'll hire you out to as many men as he can get. They all know that you will suck their cocks or let them fuck you up the ass if they want. What they don't know is your situation. If you can't see, I've positioned spikes around you so if you move more than a couple inches, they will hit you. Some aren't too sharp, like the ones along your back, but others are, like the ones around your tits or up the inside of your legs. There's a whole pincushion positioned below your bare clit, so don't slump down at all either." Adam leaned closer, making sure I understood. "You'll be like this for almost five days. I want you to beg every man to let you swallow their cum. And you better swallow them all, because that's all the nourishment you'll get. And if I find out you weren't cooperative with any customer, I'll keep you like this for a month, but I'll block your mouth open so you won't have a choice." He patted me on the head. "Be a good whore now." And he left.

	By Monday morning, I was sure I'd prefer to die. My legs were heavily cramped from such a long time standing in the horrible shoes. I could feel trickles of blood still running down my legs and breasts from my last near collapse. I had to struggle to avoid passing out, which would have been the worst thing to do. I could only taste cum now. My entire mouth was coated with the sticky film and my stomach full of it. I was coated head to toe with cum as well, not everybody able to hold out for my mouth, or not everyone granting my request. After my first half dozen "customers" I had realized a humiliating fact. When someone fucked my pussy, it was nearly impossible to keep from pressing my clit against the pad of needle sharp points below me. I knew I had to beg them to fuck my ass, knowing my mouth wouldn't be enough. As the door opened with my seventh customer, I groaned when he came into view. His pants already off, the large man was well hung. His cock must have been close to ten inches long, and nearly two inches wide. He was standing slightly behind and to the side of me, looking on wide eyed.

	"Master," I said. I called them all master. "May this slave beg you to fuck her in the ass, then come in my mouth?" Tears began rolling down my face, the humiliation of asking for an ass fuck too much. So far only one man had used my ass. I could still taste my own feces from his cock.

	"Well, bitch, it seems you don't have much of a choice. I think I'll fuck you in all your holes." I groaned as he stepped in front of me, holding the massive piece of meat to my lips. "Get me all nice and wet for your pussy, slave." I opened wide and he shoved it in, forcing it deep into my mouth. I frantically licked and sucked, feeling his cock hardening as it pushed down my throat even further. After a few minutes, he pulled out, then moved to my pussy, shoving in hard. I screamed, both from the shear size of his cock as well as the pressure of his body forcing me against the breast pins. As he sank in deep, the thickness pressed my clit out, pushing it hard against the pins. I screamed again and he began pumping, grinding my sensitive clit into the sharp points.

	I struggled to stay alert and finally he pulled out. I was relieved, until I realized he meant to put his cock in my ass. I couldn't complain, so simply moaned as I felt the head touch my anus. With a strong shove that pushed my chin against the point beneath it, he forced his cock in, then began pumping in and out. My ass was on fire, and I was sure it would be ruined from tearing, but he ignored my tears and pumped hard.

	After a few minutes, he pulled out and moved around to my face. I could feel my anus held wide open, as cool air touched my insides like never before. As I looked up, I could see the huge cock he held before my lips. Still glistening from my pussy juice, as well as a slight brown tint from my own ass, he pushed it toward me.

	"I want to cum in your mouth, but don't swallow until I say, you hear?”

	"Yes, Master." I opened my mouth, trying to fight back an urge to throw up. He placed the head and the first few inches on my tongue and I dutifully began to lick. The taste was horrible, far worse than the last cock that had been up my ass, but I was afraid of what Adam would do if he found out I had tried to refuse. I sucked and licked, new tears pouring down my face. I could tell he was close to coming, and I opened wide. With a burst, his load struck the back of my throat and quickly filled my mouth. I tried to keep it all in, but the volume was too much. I could feel some of it beginning to pour from my mouth, and down my chin.

	"You bitch! How dare you waste my cum!" He forced his cock in deep, shoving it down my throat until I could no longer breathe. I panicked, not knowing what to do. This guy could kill me simply by letting me suffocate on his cock. I tried to appease him, licking and sucking on the part in my mouth, but I could feel consciousness fading. Just before I did, he pulled his cock from my throat and walked off. I struggled to maintain balance, wondering what my failure would bring next.

	I met my pimp then, a large man with a bad temper.

	"Mr. Pearce says you disobeyed him. I'd call your Master but I'd just as soon deal with this my way." With a sudden stroke, he landed a cane hard on my ass. I screamed in pain, but he added another and another stroke. I had no choice but to take it. Any motion to get away hurt just as bad. Even the force of the caning caused my knees to buckle, the points cutting into the skin on my legs, with my tits suffering the same. I cried openly, bawling out loud like a child as he laid stripe after strip on my ass and upper thighs. Finally, after what must have been fifty strokes, he quit.

	"It will be worse if you disobey again," and he left.

	In the depths of my humiliation, I obeyed. For the next three days, I serviced a man every fifteen minutes, with several double penetrations as well. I swallowed all the cum offered to me eagerly, not wanting to face any more punishment. For the first time ever I had reached a level of submission I didn't know existed. I was truly submissive, convinced that this was my lot in life and I would perform this duty until I died. My body became a group of holes designed to please these men only, serving no other purpose for me. By the end of my time as a slave/whore, I had been broken like never before.

	End of part 2 Learning by Thndrshark Part 3 of 5 I was attended to again in my dungeon. The sharp edge was removed from under my knees, making the hard stone of the floor seem almost soft. My posture collar was removed. My legs were unbound, allowing them to flex for the first time in at least four days. The muscles screamed as blood rushed back into them, and I whimpered in silence. Once again, I could tell Adam was making a pony tail and, after a few minutes of rest, he lifted my legs back up. This time, however, he pulled on my ponytail until my head was arched back again, then tied thin straps laced in my hair to my big toes. After he released me like this, I could feel something pushing against my back. Two dull spikes were cranked against my middle back, slowly forcing me to arch my back even more to reduce the pain. As I arched, he retied the straps to my toes, taking up any slack, until my body was harshly bent into a severe U shape. He fumbled with the dildo pole for a moment, to what purpose I couldn't tell, then attached something around my waist and between my legs. I could feel a small device resting against my clit, and quickly realized it was a vibrator. He then fed me again, and after re gagging me, left.

	For a second I remained frozen, afraid to move against the spikes, trying to come to terms with the burning pain that had already started in my lower back. When the vibrator turned on, it made me jump, which was a painful motion. But the attention to my clit was enough to wash away all pain. I immediately began to orgasm, delirious from passion. But just as I was about to climax, the vibrator stopped. I screamed into the ceiling in frustration.

	For hours the sequence repeated itself, until I was hoarse from my screams of frustration and pain. After the fifth time, my clit had become incredibly sensitive, and now the stimulation was both exciting and painful. The two began to merge, and the pain became as much as a motivation as the stimulation. Animal passion took over and I tried to ride the dildo to bring myself to orgasm. But as I flexed up and down, ignoring the spikes grinding into my back, I realized I was no longer moving the dildo in and out of my ass. With a cry of despair, I realized that Adam had adjusted the pole to ride with me. As I fought with the emotion of this discovery, the vibrator turned on again.

	After two days, I no longer cared. Despite the multitudes of times the vibrator brought me close to orgasm, I was never allowed to release, and the pain of this rivaled even the intense pain of my contorted back, or my bent neck. When Adam returned, I felt a wave of submission cover me, desperate to do anything for this, my Master.

	"Slave, I'm going to pierce you now," he said. The thought scared me, but only in a distant way. My mind seemed to understand that this is how a slave would be treated. Either way, I could show no sign either way. He neither removed my bondage nor lessened it. Instead, I felt him press a needle against my left nipple, and the force it through. My head exploded from the pain. For what seemed like hours he continued punching holes in my body. My consciousness faded in and out. I could tell he had pierced my nipples three times each, the hardware there adding to the humiliation I already wallowed in. I could just feel the presence of the metal weighing my nipples down, but my mind had trouble focusing on anything but my desire to submit. I cold feel him touching my face, and soon I felt metal being pushed up my nose. Just as I figured out what he intended, the metal clamped down hard on my septum and a wave of indescribable pain coursed through my mind. I could hear myself scream behind the gag, but my own consciousness cut it off, as I passed out.

	When I woke, I could feel an ebbing ache on my face. To my surprise, my gag was removed, but I was unable to move my tongue. Something was holding it extended from my mouth, and I could tell he had put several holes through it as well. My upper lip could feel the weight of a ring that now dangled from my nose. I could feel my face flush with embarrassment. In one of our many discussions about our interests, I had made it clear how I never wanted a nose ring. The thought alone was far too humiliating. Now, I had one, and another small part of myself slipped away.

	I could tell there was more coming, but Adam was waiting for something. For a second, there was just silence, as I shifted again, trying to find a way to adjust to the strenuous position. Suddenly, the vibrator activated again, and I moaned out loud. My clit was engorged from the nearly constant, two day stimulation, and any contact both hurt and excited me. I could feel my blindfold growing damp again from my own tears, and despite the way my tongue was being held, I tried to beg for release. The words were gibberish, but I tried anyway, desperately willing to do anything to stop the torture. But once again, it continued, drawing me toward orgasm, but now an orgasm that bore no resemblance to a thing of pleasure. To me, the final release was an unreachable goal, and the stimulation that brought me closest the worst pain a person could bear.

	I could feel my heart quickening; my breath came in rapid pants through my punished nostrils, as my body began to respond. But as I neared an orgasm, the vibrator shut off again, and I broke into sobbing tears once again, knowing I would never be allowed to rest.

	"I am going to give you release now, slave," Adam said, his breath warm against my ear. "But it will come at a cost. I am going to pierce your clit, which in time, will desensitize it, and make you unable to orgasm. If you tell me not to, I won't pierce you, but I will leave you in this torture for another two days." My mind reeled with the concept. I wanted nothing more than to orgasm now, to release my body from the ultimate pain. In my fogged mind, I didn't care about tomorrow, only about now. I nodded as best as I could, agreeing to the final piercing.

	I could feel Adam removing the vibrator. My body tensed for the pain, and as I felt the needle press against my nub, I began to cry again. As the needle punctured my clit, I screamed again, in a combination of pain and humiliation. The pain itself had betrayed me, sending me into an orgasm that stole consciousness from me. The final realization, as I slipped from consciousness, was that Adam had stolen even this last orgasm from me. I passed out as the needle exited the other side, and Adam slipped the ring through the hole.

	Before my time in the basement, I had agreed to be a slave for six months. I'm not sure what came over me. After my stint as a forced prostitute, I thought I had gone too far. I vaguely remember being released from my position in the hotel room, being carried to bed at home, and falling to sleep. My dreams were confused and blurry, my mind having trouble deciding what was real and what was a fantasy. Waking failed to help at first. The bedroom had been covered in lacy white drapes, and the bed itself was soft and white, plush and comfortable. As I woke and turned over for the first time, I felt a tug on my neck. Reaching up, I found a wide, seamless steel collar fit snuggly on me. Seemingly made for me exactly, the collar held me more firmly than I could imagine. The only break I could find in the surface was the heavy ring dangling from the front, and the heavy chain connected to it. Following it with my hands, I found it locked to a ring mounted in the wall beyond the head of the bed. Otherwise, I was naked.

	Though I was restricted to the bed by my collar, I didn't seem to care. I fell back to sleep again, and my dreams seemed to settle down.

	A week later, I felt almost normal. Adam treated my bizarre experience as a whore as just another adventure, speaking of it like a fun game we had shared. I tried to do the same, but each reminder of my time in that room reminded me just how low I had fallen. Soon, even Adam got tired of talking about it, and as he let it go, I found I could, too. But soon after that time, he opened up a new subject that I wasn't sure I wanted to discuss.

	"So, remember when we talked about you being my slave for a period of time?" It seemed like years ago, but had only been a couple months.

	"I remember," was all I could say.

	"Well, I wanted you to start thinking about that again.”

	"I'm not sure it's a good idea we talk about that now. Can you give me some time?" Adam nodded, letting it go. Though he had dropped it then, the next few weeks were careful engineering on his part. He didn't expose me to anything too bizarre, focusing on only the more sensitive, delicate side of our relationship. We almost felt like a normal couple, going on dates, spending quiet times together, even walking on a beach. After the first two weeks, even I was getting bored. By the fourth week, I found myself bringing up the subject of kink again.

	"I know I wanted some time, but I didn't want you to stop everything," I said, teasing him.

	"Ok, but I wanted to make sure you were ok.”

	"I'm ok." We were at home, reading by a fire, my cold feet tucked under his leg. He set his book down, stroking my leg.

	"Maybe we should talk a little more about what you want.”

	"That's a good idea." I dove right in. " I have to admit that I like the idea of being your slave, Adam. You've certainly shown me just what submission can be. When I dream of things like this, I find myself losing control, being taken farther than I even want to. I figure if we do just what I want, then it won't be true submission. Besides, I do enjoy some humiliation. The feeling of being totally exposed, totally used, gets me so excited I can barely control myself.”

	"Maybe you should tell me what you don't want.”

	"Well, I certainly don't want to lose any limbs ñ permanently," I laughed, knowing he wouldn't go that far, or at least I thought. "I wouldn't want to be permanently damaged, but long term bondage or restriction would be interesting.”

	"How about body modifications?”

	"Like what?”

	"Well, like waist training, breast enlargement, piercingsÖ”

	"I think that's fine. I've always wanted to experience waist training, and I can't imagine slightly larger breasts would be a problem. Piercings are one of my fantasies, so that is fine." I could see a glint in his eye again. I must have hit on a chord.

	"How about pain and torture?" I shuddered at the concept, only because I feared what his mind would invent.

	"I guess as long as there's no permanent damage again. I'm a bit of a masochist, as you know, and have never really explored that. I don't think I'm way into it, but I can' really answer that without doing some of it.”

	"Ok. So are there things that you don't really like but wouldn't really put on the ëabsolutely no' list?”

	"I really hate anal penetration. I don't get anything out of it and it hurts. I would prefer, if I were your slave, that none of my friends know. I doubt you'd want to tell many of them, considering you don't really like them much. Oh, and I'm not really into any sort of golden shower stuff." Adam nodded, seeming to consider all this.

	"I can live with all that. Do you want to set a time we start this?" I felt the rush of excitement and dread building in my body. I both wanted to try this and to run away as fast as possible.

	"How long are we talking?”

	"How about a year?" My heart skipped a beat. I hadn't been prepared for that.

	"That's a long time. Can we do it for six months?" Adam frowned, and I was about to give in, until he spoke.

	"Ok. Six months." It wasn't until later that I remembered he had suggested that length before, and I had planned to suggest three. The thought made me nervous.

	After six weeks in the basement, life returned to almost normal, despite the fact that I was now being kept as a slave. I remained naked except for a heavy corset always laced to my body, a seamless steel collar locked snuggly to my neck, and cuffs on my ankles, held together with a short four inches of chain. The collar and cuffs made me nervous. After days of examination, I couldn't find any key holes, or even much of a seam. They seemed to be quite permanent. Even the chain connecting my ankles together was welded on to the rings mounted in the side of the cuffs. I knew they weren't permanent. He had to put them on my someway, but the sense that there was no visible way to get them off increased my feelings of helplessness.

	My elbows remained locked together behind my back, two metal cuffs locked on just above my elbows, which were crossed in the middle of my back, then connected together with some sort of rivet. Once they clicked in place, I found I couldn't bend or twist them; the two cuffs seemed to be mounted firmly to each other. My wrists were pulled to opposite sides of my body, so my left wrist was on my right side, and my right wrist on my left side. Both had cuffs that were connected to the sides of my corset, holding them in place. My hands were fit into special gloves that restricted their use. Each finger fit into separate rubber sleeves, which were connected to each other along their lengths. Only the last joint of every finger was free and able to move independently, though still covered in rubber. The limited movement was made even more difficult by the fact that my left and right hands were reversed, making it hard to manage. I figured it out eventually, but it was hard.

	I quickly discovered one change Adam had made during my time in the basement. For the six weeks I was there, he told me he had fed me a breast hormone laced in the food. I had agreed to some enlargement, but I had grown from a 38C to what I estimated was now a 38DD. My breasts were heavy, offsetting my balance and adding a new level of humiliation. The arm bondage pulled my shoulders back, pushing my breasts out even farther, making it impossible for me to avoid displaying them. One of our conversations, when we had first met, was our love for extreme bondage and fetish art. Many of the examples I had shown Adam were of women completely modified, with massive breasts that dwarfed their own bodies. I knew that most of this was fantasy, but I also worried that he would make every effort to make that twisted fantasy come true.

	Adding to my humiliation was the wide selection of piercings he had added to my body. I remember, during that intense moment of pain and pleasure, as he had put holes in my nipples, nose and clit, but apparently after I lost consciousness, he had continued his work. My clit now had two rings, one smaller one through my actual clit, with another heavier one behind it. The result was a decorative ring that was slowly desensitizing my tender nub, with another designed to be used for heavier torment or restriction. My nipples now had three piercings, two rings and one rod, through each. A heavy ring was seated at the back of my nipple, resting in a metal pathway much like a grommet. Halfway up the nipple, a rod was set, then at the tip, a smaller ring dangled, a small bell connected to it. I hated the bells, since each movement reminded me of my piercings. Two rings dangled from my septum now. Much like my nipples, a larger, heavier ring was set in a grommet channel, with a smaller ring set just below it. My tongue had the most piercings of any body part, so far. At the end, a thick ring had been placed, with small rods placed from there down the sides. The rods were fit snuggly, squeezing my tongue tightly. At the top the rod ended in large balls that Adam enjoyed when I gave him a blow job. Two more rings were placed near the back of my tongue, on either side. They weren't effective for much except inhibiting my speech patterns. The result of all the tongue piercings made it difficult for me to talk, or be understood. After two weeks, I found myself not wanting to speak, and this control added to the humiliation that was building in me.

	End of part 3 Learning by Thndrshark Part 4 of 5 My life began to settle into a type of routine, however bizarre it might be. I rarely if ever slept in bed with Adam now. Typically, he would lead me by a leash into the bedroom at night, unlock my wrists from my waist and reattach them together behind my back. Fairly early on, he realized that this little change allowed enough adjustment in my circulation to avoid having to unbind my elbows. Each night, he would find new ways to use me, and with little control over my own body, I was forced to submit. His favorite was adding a spreader bar between my knees, then folding me up so the short chain between my ankles would fit behind my neck. On my back like this, I was completely vulnerable. Adam would begin by cropping my bare pussy until I cried, then enter my asshole roughly. He knew the anal penetration was the worst thing to me, and he fucked me with relish, watching my face with a smile as I continued to cry. Once close to orgasm, he would pull out and crawl up near my face, ordering me to extend my tongue. With that he would come on my tongue. The twist he enjoyed the most, was ordering me not to swallow. He would unhook my legs, pull me to the floor and chain me, usually by the large nose ring, to a heavy ring set in the floor beside the bed.

	"I saw how much come was in your mouth, slave," he would say. "I expect to see it still in your mouth in the morning." He would then climb into bed and fall asleep, leaving me bound on the floor, the sticky goo of his orgasm coating my mouth.

	Early on in this game, I had swallowed once, and regretted it ever since. He had returned me to the basement for a week of constant punishment. After that time, I never disobeyed him again.

	By morning, he would unchain me, then take off the corset. I would be led into a bathroom, and into a glass shower stall with dual shower heads. My first response anywhere was to kneel, and would spend the first ten minutes on the floor of the shower as Adam washed himself. He would then lift me to my feet, connecting a cable from the ceiling to my nose ring, then pull the opposite end until I was on my toes, tying the end off to a mount on the wall. He would then carefully clean me, check my various piercings and soap me down. A hose connected to the water flow would be forced up my ass, and the water shifted from one of the shower heads into me. Adam would keep it in me until he could see my stomach distended, then pull the hose out and quickly replace it with a butt plug. Next the hose would go up my pussy, the sharp flow washing me out thoroughly. Sometimes he would give me the enema first, forcing me to endure the cramping in my intestines while he leisurely washed my hair or examined my piercings. Once through, though, he would lead me by the nose to the toilet, allowing me to release. He had installed a bidet, so I was then washed off again by warm water. This part became one of the few things I looked forward to each day.

	He next laced me back in my corset. At the beginning of all this, I had a 22 inch waist. The third corset he had recently put on me would close to 16 inches. I knew it wasn't closed, and may never, but I figured I had to be down to 19 inches at least. He had a heavy posture collar mounted on a short bar extending from the wall in the bathroom, and this is how he held me in place as he tugged on the laces. I couldn't see anything but the wall five inches in front of my face, but I could feel him pulling harder and harder, and I could feel my waist being forced into a tiny form. From the trouble I was having with breathing, I had no doubt I was small. Finally, he reattached my wrists to the sides of the corset.

	The rest of the day consisted of me waiting at his side in his office, kneeling with my legs spread wide and my head bowed. I would hold absolutely still for hours on end, knowing that if my nipple bells rang, I would receive a harsh punishment. From time to time, he would order me to crawl under the desk and pleasure him, often to multiple orgasms. I learned quickly how to use the piercings in my tongue up and down his cock to make him come quickly. I knew from my night experiences, that I shouldn't swallow his come, holding it in my mouth. For the first few weeks, I had to struggle not to gag on it. As the thick, sticky liquid cooled down, it congealed, and the taste turned from sweet to sour. I hated swallowing it then, but the permission to do so was enough of a reward that I didn't mind it much.

	Now and then, Adam would invite friends over, then order me to pleasure them. I hated this, because most of them were not fetish friends, but open minded normal friends of his. Seeing me as a slave at his feet, pierced and bound, sent them into hysterics. I was ordered to beg them, in my slurred speech, to fuck me up the ass. Some of them could tell I truly hated this from the humiliated expression I couldn't conceal, but they all tried to give me what I wanted.

	I figured I had been Adam's slave for nearly four months by now. Catching sight of myself in the mirror brought tears to my eyes, as I didn't recognize myself. My breasts had grown even larger now, and though they retained the perfect shape of my originals, the size had grown immensely. Large enough now to press against each other, when I turned my back to the mirror, I could see at least a third of each breast extending away from my sides. I was secretly glad, in a twisted way, that I wore the corset. The weight of my own breasts now would have made standing a pain on my back.

	My waist was so small that, combined with my breasts, I had an exaggerated hourglass shape now. I knew Adam had trouble finding any more room to lace the corset tighter, and though it wasn't closed, it couldn't be more than an inch and a half from it.

	I had begun to forget what it was like to be free. After days of the same routine, of being totally controlled, and living with my body changes and piercings, I couldn't really remember what it was like without it all. In the back of my mind, I knew that my six months would come eventually, but I wondered if I would notice.

	Adam announced that a special guest was coming over that night, and that I was to be on my best behavior. I was cleaned up before dinner, then led to the living room. Adam had setup a short pole in the middle of the room. He moved my wrists back behind my back, locking them in place, then had me kneel on the floor in front of the pole. My ankles were clqmped to the base, as were my knees, then he had me rise up. Fumbling behind my neck, I could feel him affixing something to my collar. When he stepped back, I found I was locked between kneeling down and up on my knees. Connecting something to the pole halfway up, I could hear him turning something. Soon, a sharp point touched my back, making me arch my back to avoid it. As I did, he cranked it more. I cried out in pain as my back touched the point, and arched even more, despite the pain it created. He soon stepped back again. I was having trouble holding the extreme arch of my back, but had no choice if I didn't want to feel the sharp spike. I couldn't turn my head at all, and couldn't shift my legs. As tears built in my eyes, I realized I would have to hold the position until released. Adam smiled, wiping away the tears, then quickly brushed my hair. Finally, he pushed a ring gag into my mouth, strapping it on. I hadn't been gagged since I was released from the basement, so I knew this was a unique night. I couldn't even imagine what he had planned.

	After holding my position for what must have been an hour, I was moaning in pain and frustration. When the doorbell rang, I was almost relieved, realizing that whatever was to happen, it would happen soon. The doorway was dark, and across the room, but I was sure I could only see one person enter. Slipping a coat off, I saw a young girl, dressed in a short skirt and tight cotton top, her face hidden as she turned away from me. I couldn't help but be angry. Adam had never needed another girl, and he knew I didn't like girls that way. My anger made me forget my exposed position. I realized then that the arch to my back made me force my huge tits out, the position highlighting my tiny waist and large chest. I didn't want anyone to see me like this, much less another woman, especially one who wasn't a slave. I figured I could handle another slave girl, but not some mistress that would do things to me.

	Adam took the girl's hand and led her into the room. The tears in my eyes from the growing humiliation clouded my sight, making it hard for me to see the girl. I found myself closing my eyes anyway, not wanting to see my own humiliation reflected in this stranger's face.

	"And here's the surprise I told you about," Adam said to the girl.

	"Wow! She looks so hot!" The girl's voice echoed through my shocked head. I couldn't believe what I was hearing. "When you told me that my sister was your slave, I didn't really believe you." As Cindy got closer, I opened my yes to see the wide grin on her face. She leaned over me, examining my face. "Hello, Laura. Bet you never thought you'd see me again, did you?" I closed my eyes, humiliated that my bitch of a sister was able to see my like this.

	"I don't think she's happy to see you," Adam chuckled.

	"I'm not surprised. She and I never got along. I guess I was always jealous of her body." I felt Cindy's fingers trace down my chest, cupping my huge tits in her hands. "I always thought she had perfect breasts, but now, these must really humiliate her.”

	"Feel free to examine her now, but you'll get plenty chances to do more later." I groaned at that, knowing that Adam didn't intend this to be just a short visit with my little sister. Cindy noticed this, leaning back into my face. Her thin finger slipped through my large nose ring, yanking it hard, bringing tears to my eyes.

	"I guess Adam never told you, sis," she said, an evil tone to her voice. "He and I have been dating since you became his slave. I'm moving in with him, so you can be my slave, too!" I erupted in tears at this revelation, knowing that not only would I have to pleasure a woman, that I would have to endure my own sister's ideas of revenge from our childhood. As her fingers yanked and twisted my nipple rings, then my clit rings, I couldn't help but cry, feeling the tears rolling off my cheeks.

	End of part 4 Learning by Thndrshark Part 5 of 5 My little sister and I grew up quite different. For some reason, my parents seemed to favor me early on, and I'm sure this contributed to Cindy's anger toward me. We never got along as kids, and as I grew older she resented me heavily. Just after I graduated from high school, I started dating a guy still in school. It wasn't until later I found out that Cindy had a major crush on him and blamed me for missing her chance. From that point on she hated me. I moved out shortly after, and we hadn't spoken since.

	I reflected on this for the two days I had my mouth strapped to her pussy. Adam had bound me into a harsh hogtie, then with rubber blocks at the back of my teeth, wedged my mouth open wide. Placing a heavy rubber hood over my head, the only part of me that was still visible was my mouth. With a series of straps, he arranged my mouth so that it fit snuggly over Cindy's clit and pussy, then locked my head into place. For two days Cindy stayed in bed, encouraging me to use my tongue on her with the help of a long bamboo cane. I had never touched another woman's crotch, much less my sister's, so the experience was less than desirable for me. The pungent taste of her pussy made me nearly vomit, and the thought of bringing her to orgasm was out of the question. But after a series of heavy strokes from the cane, the pain drove me to move past my wishes in an effort to stop the punishment.

	After a month, we fell into a very strange routine. The humiliation of being dominated by my own little sister had dropped to a dull ache that invade my soul every waking moment. Somewhere inside of me, I remembered that my six months would be up soon, but it was hard to imagine that day coming.

	Adam had given control of me over to Cindy exclusively, showing her the facilities and tools she had at her disposal and letting her decide my daily duties. Twice he had to stop her from doing serious harm to me, both from a lack of knowledge of the device as well as her desire to truly punish her big sister. Almost immediately after moving in, Cindy had shaved my head, removing any signs of hair from my body. Seeing my long hair on the floor, and hearing her describe the heavy depilatory cream she was smearing over my bald skin, made me realize just how bad things could get. It wasn't until, only days later, she had "Cindy's slave" tattooed on the back of my head that I began to sink beyond submission into despair.

	Morning consisted of me tongue drying Cindy after her shower, with extra effort placed on her pussy and ass. The rest of the day had me serving as her chair or foot stool when not pleasuring her orally. Despite my hatred of her and of pleasuring a woman, I became quite adept at it, learning how to swirl my tongue over her clit to bring her to the quickest orgasm. Sometimes this ended my duties early, but other times I was encouraged to bring her back to orgasm time and time again. Much to my dismay, she discovered how great my tongue piercings felt on her ass, and soon I was frequently tonguing her sphincter for hours at a time. She kept me naked at all times, even when she and Adam were fully clothed, and always when guests were around, when I would often find myself beneath the table the entire evening, sucking cock or pussy until the early morning hours, or until Cindy found another way for everybody to torment me.

	Nights were the worst. Adam had shared my distaste for anal penetration with Cindy, and she quickly incorporated that into my late night torment. I was mounted to a metal frame that forced me to bend at the waist, a steel collar locking snugly around my neck with another that fit around my forehead and pulled back. The positioning of the frame had me nearly dangling over the bed, forcing me to watch each night as Adam and Cindy made love. I couldn't help cry, my tears dripping down onto the bed near their feet. It had been so long since Adam and and I had made love like that, and I realized that it would never happen again. Usually, just as I was feeling the most miserable, the timer on the fucking machine would start, firmly pushing the thick dildo deep into my ass. The machine would start slow, then pick up in intensity until I was being rammed with a fury, before stopping abruptly, retracting and leaving my anus gaping wide. It would restart soon enough, the random timer activating throughout the night, even after Adam and Cindy had fallen asleep in each other's arms.

	I didn't even notice when I was left alone in the living room. For the past month I hadn't been left alone at all, nor had I not been with Cindy the entire time, providing some service or another. This time, when Adam walked into the room without Cindy, I felt something was up. I had long since avoided the urge to look in his eyes. Instead, out of pure instinct now, I maintained my submissive pose, back straight, head bowed, knees spread wide to show my piercings. By this time I had lived without the use of my arms for many months, and though I could feel them, they had not been free for use and thus were simply useless parts of my body, like my ear lobes. I also hadn't been allowed to speak for over four months, and had trouble even making sounds other than those screams of pain I was accustomed to emitting.

	Adam had taken a seat in front of me and I could tell he was looking me over, which made me take stock of my situation. My breasts must have been a massive 38HHH, so large they pressed against each other while still occluding my legs on the sides. I could just see the rings and rods through my nipples, the tiny bells still dangling from the ends. I certainly couldn't see my waist, but I knew there was a harsh corset there, folding me into a tiny hourglass, though I had become so accustomed to the corset that I could barely imagine life without its crushing presence.

	My self assessment was interrupted by Adam's voice. "I wanted to tell you your six months are up," he said. It took me a minute to realize what he was saying. "I realize you've been through a lot and you might be looking forward to release, but I wanted to point out a few things you should consider. First, your breasts are permanently modified to their current size, which is far too large to measure, by the way. You'd have trouble finding any clothing to fit you at this point, especially considering your waist. At 17 inches, you can't really ever go without the corset since your breasts are so heavy now. It'll take some months before you can use your arms again, not because they're damaged but because they have little muscle tissue left. Also, your hair on your head may grow back, but it'll probably take a couple years." As he talked, I knew he was right. I had gone down a road that few could ever return from.

	"And one last thing," he hesitated, having trouble saying it. "Cindy and I are in loveÖ and we're getting married." I felt my stomach fall out. I had always assumed when I was released Adam and I would return to some normalcy, but I now knew this was hardly possible. "We're moving to an estate I bought in Europe. So, I have three options for you. First, you could be released, but I don't know how you would survive in your modified state, how you would work or even live. Second, I know a professional Master I can sell you to. He'll keep you as a slave permanently, probably rent you out or whatever, but you'd be his. OrÖ you could be our slave." The choices were too much to consider quickly, but I knew what my decision would be. I let the tears roll down my cheeks as my destiny became clear.

	Epilogue The country road was easy to maneuver as I trotted up the small hill. I could feel Cindy grab the reigns with one hand, which made me brace for what came next. The buggy whip whistled through the air and struck the side of my right breast, leaving a heavy welt on my already marked skin and making me cry out. But the application worked; I dug harder into the road with my toes and trotted up the hill. As we crested the rise, I could see the estate in the distance, and both the downhill incline and my haste to be put back in my stall made me trot faster.

	It had been three years since that fateful decision. Almost immediately upon arrival at our new home, Cindy had insisted I become a permanent ponygirl. I had been led to a hay filled stall, my nose ring hooked to a chain dangling from a ring in the middle, and left. That was the last I saw of the house or any comfort. Shortly afterwards, a blacksmith had fit my feet with custom pointe frames, a metal toe enclosure that fit snug to my feet, with a metal panel that rose over the bottom of my feet and to a wide ankle cuff. The metal contraption was designed to lock my feet into a ballet position with the minimum of visible device. I now had no choice but to continually walk on my toes.

	A bit device had been added soon after, placed over the holes in my tongue from the removed piercings, then riveted in place. I would forever have the bit locked to my face. The result removed any ability to speak coherently, and thus I never tried again. Slowly but effectively, I was reduced to an animal.

	Adam came to visit once in awhile, and often I pulled both of them on warm summer evenings. I wasn't allowed to see too much on most trips, with blinders in place and my chin forced high by a sharp point held beneath my chin, but I could tell they were happy. I often cried on those rides, my tears drying slowly in the soft breeze.
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	Amy

	I went to a party in San Francisco and saw a lady who inspired this story. Not that she was mean to people, but she was very beautiful, and I imagined her getting into this type of situation...

	 

	The party was really just getting started. Crowds of people had been steadily streaming through the door the past two hours, everybody clad in the most outrageous fetish wear imaginable. The few exceptions were the closet fetishists, out for their first evening off the chat groups and realizing there is more to the scene than e-mail. I was pleased at the turnout. As one of the organizers I had hoped that people would come check it out, and I wasn't disappointed. Now, I was manning the fantasy booth. For fifty dollars you could fill out a fantasy to take place during the party, ranging from foot worship to torture. Most of the forms filled out were rather tame and I was beginning to be disappointed. A sad excuse for a transvestite timidly turned in a form and I glanced at it out of curiosity as I took his/her money. She was pretty desperate, or just really kinky. The form covered all the ranges and this girl had checked almost everything. She had asked for an abduction/torture fantasy with very few limits placed on the abductors. Almost all the boxes were checked, including severe whipping, breast torture, piercing and gang rape. The only comment at the bottom was "no permanent injury," a smart exception but also open to interpretation. I noted the area reserved for abductee response. She wanted to struggle, resist and, regardless of her reaction, the scene should continue for as long as the captors decided. I watched her stumble to the couch in the corner and slump down to it. She was in no shape to enjoy an abduction, much less even feel it. I slipped the card aside, determined to return her money later claiming lack of interest.

	As I watched the crowd I noticed a familiar face. Amy had entered the room in her usual flourish. She was a beautiful model type; over six foot in her heels, blonde hair and a slim figure. Amy was quite impressive, and I enjoyed picking up the magazines that featured her on their covers. She seemed to grace the pages of all the major magazines, providing many a young lad fantasy material. She was wearing a see-through lace top which outlined her perfect breasts. Sleek pvc pants covered her long legs. She was not my favorite person. Most of my staff agreed. She was famous and beautiful, and she knew it. At any party she proceeded to insult all of us, or be rude to other guests while flirting with any cute guy she could find. She never showed interest in the more serious aspects of the party. Her sole purpose seemed to pick up admirers. I had a fantasy of showing her the business end of a whip, but knew I would never have the opportunity Ö or would I? I slid out the transvestite's fantasy card and glanced over at her. She had passed out on the couch as was partially covered in coats from the coat check. I noticed on the card that she had described herself as a tall blonde, with shapely figure and commanding breasts. She had, however, not marked that she was a transvestite. For all I knew, the card perfectly described Amy. I smiled my mischievous grin and motioned for the dungeon runner. Handing him the card he scanned the crowd and set upon Amy. Asking if it was her card, I pretended not to notice and grunted instead. Taking this as assent, he took off to gather the troops.

	As usual, Amy had gathered a crowd. Several men and a few young women were clamoring around her as if she was a movie star, and she was eating it up. She rudely shoved some of them aside to talk to an attractive young buck, handing her half finished drink off to a young girl, spilling it on her corset at the same time. I smiled at her impending fate. She deserved it. Just then, five men from the dungeon came streaming up, led by the runner. He stopped and pointed at the oblivious Amy and they set out for her. Pushing the crowd aside, the men grabbed her harshly and pushed her to the ground. She screamed and kicked but was ignored as one man held her sleek arms behind her back and another lashed her elbows and wrists harshly together. Another man was cutting off her top and pants until she was clad only in her slim g-string. Her legs were lashed together in several places. She screamed and struggled, yelling for help and spitting abuses at the men. But, as the card said, she told them to ignore her complaints. One man grabbed a handful of her curly long hair and yanked back hard, forcing a huge red ball gag deep into her mouth. He strapped it on and pushed her back to the ground. For a moment they watched her struggle on the floor, then one man grabbed her feet while another laced his huge hand into her long hair and they lifted, dragging her back down to the dungeon.

	It took me a few minutes to find my replacement at the counter so by the time I got downstairs, Amy had already been strung up. The basement dungeon was large, with a number of smaller areas clad with hanging chains, bondage chairs and other paraphernalia. Amy's captors had chosen the center section, the largest of them all, providing them a number of creative options for her torment. She was spread eagle in the air, her arms and legs pulled taught by the various winches and pulleys installed in the ceiling. Her toes just touched the ground, though she couldn't support her weight on them. She was trying to struggle but the winches were still turning, removing all the slack from her body and reducing her fight to a mere quiver. A man was holding her hair while another finished affixing a wide, hard rubber collar on her neck, locking it into place with a series of padlocks. I took a moment to admire Amy's body. She certainly was beautiful. Her firm and sizable breasts pointed from her chest like beacons, her nipples large and red. Her muscled body looked great bound like it was.

	She still struggled while two men positioned themselves in front and behind her. Both made show of the huge rubber whips they brandished, swinging them around her so she could feel the air the hard strands displaced. I was amazed at her. Despite her seemingly helpless situation, she still carried her haughty attitude. Rather than frightened, she was indignant! But that look disappeared quickly at the first double stroke of the whips. Dark red welts rose from her back and stomach and she howled into her gag, the slapping sound echoing off the stone walls. The whipping continued for thirty minutes, both men covering her body with rows of marks. The man in front focused on her breasts and inner thighs until both were a tortured bright red. Amy still looked angry, but fear was slowly breaking down her tough exterior. The crowd was cheering now, clapping at each lash mark, oohing at the pain that was being inflicted.

	Finally, the whipping stopped. Amy's head dropped forward as the men walked off. One thing was certain, she wouldn't be modeling any swimsuits for awhile! Her body was a sea of welts, covering her entire back and ass as well as her breasts, stomach and thighs. A new man took position in front of Amy, brandishing a tray of vicious needles. Rather than the typical syringe needle, these looked more like knitting needles with an extremely sharp end. Amy recovered quickly from her previous pain and began screaming anew as the man grasped one of her breasts and held the needle close to the nipple. The metal was sharp and slid quickly through her already tortured nipples. Her eyes rolled back and tears flowed anew as she watched a trickle of blood escape her breasts and run down her punished stomach. A large needle pierced each of her nipples and were left as the man continued on with her breasts. Slightly smaller needles were shoved into her breasts. The pain was unbelievable and tears flowed freely down Amy's face. After a few moments, her breasts looked like a pin cushion. You could barely hear her screams now, her voice had become raw and weak from the struggle.

	A new tray was presented, carrying a series of steel rings and a mysterious tool. Removing the needles through the nipples, the man slipped a thick steel ring through the new holes. Amy's panties were cut off her, revealing a clean shaven pussy. Massaging her clit, the man encouraged it to rise. The tool, much like a hole punch, was fitted over her clit and pressed, punching a small hole through the soft and sensitive skin. Amy's body tensed and a deep scream rose from her throat as she tried to escape the piercing. But the bonds were too snug and her head slumped down to her chest as the man fitted her clit with its new ring. Standing again, the man pulled her head up and fitted the tool around her septum and punched again. Soon Amy had a nose ring dangling above her lip. I smiled as the most recent cover of Shape magazine crossed my mind, wondering how Amy's striking body in a small bikini would have looked if she had been sporting the thick collar and her new nose ring. Amy's eyes where frantic as she glanced at her newly modified body. She knew she was experiencing a lifestyle change. The unfortunate part for her was that is was not voluntary.

	The other needles were removed and the wounds treated with alcohol as Amy was lowered from her suspension. As she collapsed into her captor's arms, she was held on her feet while her arms were bound behind her. Thick leather straps forced her wrists and elbows tightly together, pushing her newly pierced nipples out as her shoulders were pulled back. A chain connected to a winch above was clipped to her wrists as her ankles were spread wide again and chained snuggly to the floor. A thin bar on a stand was slid in front of her as the winch cranked her bound arms above her head, forcing her to bend at the waist. Her shoulders must have been screaming as they pointed to the ceiling. Eventually her body was bent over the bar. Another chain was stretched from her collar to a ring in the floor beneath her, forcing her to stay in her bent position. Her arms were cranked skyward more, until Amy screamed from the pain in her shoulders. Satisfied, her captors removed her ball gag and slipped a finger through her nose ring, yanked up. As her mouth flew open in reaction, a man slipped rubber blocks deep into her mouth, between her teeth. Her mouth was now forced open wide and she could not close it. Her hair was tied into a pony tail with a strand of leather laced in as well. The strap was connected to her elbow strap and pulled taught, forcing her head back hard. I smiled as I saw the image that was intended. Amy was now the perfect victim for a gang rape. Her legs were spread wide and she was bent over at the waist, her torso parallel with the ground. Her head was pulled back hard, providing her mouth as the perfect target.

	The main captor addressed the audience. "I invite all men to enjoy our young victim at this time. Her pussy, mouth and ass are fair game, I only ask that you cum only in her mouth." I glanced at Amy as he said this and watched as new tears began flowing. He then leaned over her, "Now understand, you are to swallow all cum. If you fail this, I will personally torture you." With that the men began. I could see some of the first men, their huge cocks pushing into Amy's mouth and ass. It seemed most people chose her asshole as a target, an orifice that most certainly had never been violated before tonight. Amy's reaction was priceless; first surprised, then pain.

	An hour passed as Amy was repeatedly fucked. She could hardly swallow another load of cum as the last man came. He shoved deep, forcing Amy to swallow his cock, shooting his load straight into her stomach. The chains were released and she slumped over the horse, exhausted. She was quickly released, her hands retied behind her but now forced high up her back, with a short piece of chain connecting the back of her collar and her wrists. To increase her discomfort, a strap was fed around her elbows and pulled tight, forcing her elbows together behind her. Her ankles were untied and a short leash connected to her clit ring. With a yank, Amy was led to her next ordeal.

	The men's bathroom was larger than most for just this purpose. In the center of the room, Amy was forced to her knees. Her ankles were tied to her thighs and she was leaned back on a inclined rest. Straps encircled her body, holding her firmly to the steel support. Once completed, Amy was immobile. Her mouth was forced open and a large tube was fed into her, pushing down into her throat. The other end was connected to a raised basin in the center of the room. Several men got the idea at once, quickly pulling out there cocks, stepping up onto the platform and pissing into the basin. Amy could feel their urine invading her stomach, but she had no choice. I knew I had to get back to the fantasy booth, though I didn't want to leave this sight. But I knew she would be left like this for a couple hours, giving all the guests equal opportunity to abuse Amy. As I backed out of the room, I caught sight of one man lowering his pants and squatting over the basin. Amy's eyes lit up at the thought of the feces she would soon be forced to swallow. But the only motion I could see from her was her slightly distended stomach and the tears that flowed down her cheeks.

	The party was winding down as it neared three a.m. I looked at my watch and closed the fantasy booth. It had been a good idea, but a bust in reality. It seemed not many people where brave enough for it. But I knew it had all been worthwhile as I thought of Amy in the bathroom. I wasn't sure how to end that, though. If I let her go on her own, she would most likely sue us. And with her money, she would certainly win. On the other hand, I couldn't just keep her, could I? I mulled this over as I went looking for Amy.

	The dungeon was nearly empty except for the center area. I had to push through the crowd again to see that Amy had been pulled out of the bathroom, cleaned up and chained on her knees. She was quite a mess. Her hair was tangled and her cheeks streaked with dry tears. Her stomach seemed to be very full, and I knew what it was full of! I loved the way the overhead spot caught the gleam off her new rings. I glanced through the crowd and noticed one of my partners, Rob, with a video camera. I slipped toward him and whispered in his ear.

	"Have you been taping long," I asked.

	"I got the whole thing! I can't wait to show it to Marcus." Marcus was our third partner who was in Vail skiing this weekend. I had already felt bad that he was missing this but now he could see it all. He and Amy had been an item at one point, but Amy had started sleeping around behind his back, then acted as if he was at fault when he caught her. Needless to say, he would be pleased.

	But the video gave me an idea.

	In the end Amy was given to me. I still keep her locked up in her small cage and she has become a highlight of all parties, much like she always thought she would. After the party ended that night, we had brought her, still bound, into our office and showed her the tape. We told her we would distribute the tape to every magazine and network we could if she didn't keep quiet and do what we said. I didn't realize until later that we didn't need to go that far in bribing her. We had completely broken her spirit that night. I still believe she was a closet submissive and always wanted this. Rob thinks she felt she was ruined for modeling. Either way she was a wonderful submissive now. I smiled as I watched her give a stranger a great blow job. She had gotten good at that. Too bad prostitution was illegal too, we could make a lot of money off of our Amy.

	The End

	 

	 

	Amy, An Alternate Perspective 

	Early in my writing, someone criticized me for not being able to write from the submissive's point of view. I wrote this as an answer to the criticism. You be the judge.

	I figured the party would be a typical bust as I gazed over the crowd. The typical punkers and Generation X'ers filled the room. I almost turned and left but felt I owed it to them that I show up. Besides, I might be able to find some new young hunk to entertain me if I looked hard enough.

	As I entered the main room, the usual want-to-be girls clamored around me, hoping some of my fortune would rub off on them. They where cute, but I wasn't interested. I tossed my drink to a chunky girl with an expensive corset and set my sights on a good looking guy across the room. The girl cried out as she fumbled my drink onto herself, but that was her problem. In the corner booth, I could see one of the owners, Larry or something, watching me. Just like his partner, Marcus, he wanted me. But I had no time for his kind. I ignored his stares and refocused on the young buck.

	I knew I looked good. I had been born with the perfect body and since I was sixteen, people had paid good money to photograph it. I took care of myself and it paid off. I knew everybody was staring at my large breasts and firm ass. I liked that. Just as long as nobody touched.

	I could hear a disturbance coming my way and looked up in annoyance as six guys grabbed me. I was pissed as they manhandled me in front of everybody, ripping at my clothes. I tried to kick and scream, forcing them away, but there where too many. My PVC pants and mesh top where cut from me, leaving only my G-string to cover me. I was pushed to the ground hard and I could feel my arms being yanked together. I howled in pain as my elbows were forced to meet. The cold floor was pressing hard against my breasts. All I could think was my modeling job tomorrow and how this abuse might affect my looks. My thoughts where broken as I felt one of the guys push his hand into my carefully styled hair and yank back hard. I couldn't believe these bastards where treating me like this! I looked up in time to see a huge red ball being forced into my mouth. A strap held it in place and the gag muffled my complaints. I tried to kick and scream as I was carried by my ankles and hair down the hall, but the bonds where too tight.

	I was pissed. How dare they touch me. I would definitely sue the club and those idiot partners that owned it. I could feel my arms being untied and, though I tried to fight off their grips, the men attached wrists cuffs tightly and began winching me into the air. My ankles where tied apart as well and soon I was stretched wide. I could feel somebody slip a collar of types around my neck and pull it on tight. I was close to choking but he didn't seem to care as I could hear padlocks locking it on. Well, I hope the gathering crowd enjoyed the show because they would all regret this later. Though I was bound tight, I still enjoyed the audience's envious stares as they looked over my body. I loved a good crowd. Maybe when they let me go I could sign a few autographs, after I ripped those fuck head partners a new asshole.

	I squinted to see what was going on. I had been tied up for at least ten minutes and they hadn't let me go yet. I assumed somebody would take a few pictures, and I could see one of the owners, Rob, with a video camera. Great. I would have to buy that off of him or he and the other two would just be whacking off to this image forever. The crowd was waiting for something, but I couldn't tell what. I tried to scream into my gag to demand they let me go but not much came out. A whistling sound shot by me from both the front and back and I stared out into the gloom to see. One of the guys had taken position in front of me with a long stranded whip made of some type of rubber. I couldn't believe he would use it on me. At least for now, he only swung it close, cutting the air to scare me. I could hear another guy behind me doing the same. I decided not to give them the satisfaction by looking panicked. Instead I tried to dare him with my eyes. Finally he stopped swinging it and I assumed I had won. I glanced to the side to see if anybody was going to let me down now when I heard the whip again. This time, however, the long, hard strands struck me across my stomach while the man behind me lashed across my upper back. The pain was unimaginable as I tried to struggle to get away. I glanced down at my body and could see four red welts rising up from my skin. The lashes fell again and I bucked. I was sure this was a mistake and that it wasn't happening. But the whips continued to fall, covering my body with hard marks.

	After what seemed like an eternity, the men stopped. I could not believe the sight as I examined my body. My perfect skin was an array of harsh welts. No part of my body seemed untouched. I was exhausted from the ordeal and hoped they would let me go now. I was sure I would have to cancel my sessions for a week, at least, as these marks healed. I just wanted to go home. My eyes caught sight of a new man as he pulled a stool up in front of me. The overhead light caught a gleam off the tray he was carrying. I could see a selection of sharp rods of metal. As he grabbed one of my breasts, I knew he was going to push them into me and I screamed behind the gag. The noise did not deter him and I could only watch and cry as he pushed the first through the base of my left nipple. I bucked at the pain as he slid the wide skewer through my nipple until it exited the other side. I could see my own blood trickling from the wound. The man quickly pushed a second rod through my other nipple and I nearly fainted from the pain. I couldn't believe he had cut holes through my body. I knew this would heal but I hoped it didn't leave any marks. I watched as he selected another needle and, as I began to wonder what he could use it for, he shoved it deep into my right breast. I tried to escape this new torture but my bonds held me tight. Slowly and carefully he began shoving more and more needles into my breasts, leaving small trickles of blood to run down my body. I was dizzy from the pain, my voice raw from screaming.

	Finally the man finished. I looked at my breasts, examine all the needles that now covered them. I didn't know how those would heal, or if I would be left with scars. I didn't notice the new tray the man took out until he slipped out one of the nipple rods and replaced it with a heavy ring. I knew that I couldn't have nipple rings if I wanted to model. These rings joined together at the ends seamlessly and the man whispered so only I could hear.

	"These are titanium rings, Amy. They cannot be cut with any typical cutter. You might as well think of them as permanent.”

	I moaned at the thought as he slipped the ring into my other breast. I could see that there was no small ball, or easy gap to separate the ring. The ends met, then slid together with a click, creating a seamless ring. I didn't know what to say, if I could, or how to react. My body was being modified without my consent by these goons. But I was bound so tight and gagged so well I could say or do nothing to stop them. I watched as he cut off my panties and began rubbing my clit. I was surprised when I felt myself responding to the touch. My clit grew and my pussy got wet quickly. My eyes closed in a moment of pleasure until I felt a cool touch on my clit. I jerked my head forward as the tool cut a hole into my clit. My scream escaped the gag, echoing through the room and eliciting a brief applause form the audience. As the tears cleared from my eyes, I looked down to see the same permanent ring in my clit. The man stood and grabbed my hair, lifting my chin up. I was too weak to fight him and, as I felt the tool grasp my septum, I knew what was coming next. The punch of the hole in my nose brought new pain. As he left the large titanium ring in my nose, I could feel it touching my upper lip.

	The other needles where removed and alcohol was put to them while I was lowered from my position. I was exhausted from the ordeal, unsure of how to react. I had been violated by these men and, though I was upset, I wasn't sure what I could do. Despite my anger, I knew I wouldn't be modeling soon. Not at least for a major magazine. Maybe I could work for a fetish magazine. I could feel them fumble with me as they untied my arms. But rather than releasing me, my arms where pulled behind me and tied together. I could feel my elbows being yanked together again and the aching in my shoulders started anew. My ankles where split wide and tied again. I quickly realized it wasn't over yet. But what else could they do to me? A chain connected to my wrists began pulling up, forcing me to bend over at the waist. I could feel a small bar beneath me as my body feel across it. My shoulders where screaming in pain as my bound arms where pulled high into the air. A chain extended from the floor to my collar prevented me from standing at all to try and relieve the pressure. My body was parallel with the floor and locked into position. I quickly realized how vulnerable I was. They couldn't possibly be thinking of raping me? I felt a finger in my new nose ring. It was yanked up and I howled in pain. Hands quickly worked at my mouth and, as my nose ring was released, I tried to close my mouth. My teeth seemed to be blocked by two rubber wedges. I couldn't open my jaw wider to get them out with my tongue. Somebody was playing with my hair. My head was yanked back by the hair until my open mouth faced straight ahead. I could not lower my head. I assumed my hair had been tied off to my elbow bondage.

	I didn't have to wait long to find out what was next. The main captor addressed the audience. "I invite all men to enjoy our young victim at this time. Her pussy, mouth and ass are fair game, I only ask that you cum only in her mouth." I knew I would be raped next, and tears flowed down my cheeks. I could feel the man leaned over and whisper in my ear, "Now understand, you are to swallow all cum. If you fail this, I will personally torture you." I had no choice. I had never swallowed cum before, usually avoiding oral sex all together. But I was in no position to argue.

	After what seemed like hours, I was exhausted. My face was covered with cum as it dripped from my mouth onto the floor. My pussy was sore from the attention but my asshole was even more sore. I had never had anything up my ass before, but this didn't stop most of the men from pushing their cocks deep into my anus. I tried to scream, but rarely had a free mouth. I learned quickly how to suck cock, swirling my tongue over the base the flicking the head. I could not actually suck at all since I couldn't close my mouth, but the wide jaw made it easier for the men to shoot their loads down my throat. I nearly gagged early on, having never tasted cum before. But I knew this would only command more punishment. Finally my arms where released from the overhead chain and I slumped in exhaustion. I was forced to stand as my ankles where released and my arms where untied. I was sure this had to be it until I felt my wrists being retied together. A cable was fed through the back of my collar and somebody pulled hard, drawing my hands up high on my back. With my elbows bound together, I was certain my shoulders could not be pulled back any further. I was wrong. As my wrists rose up my back and between my shoulder blades, My shoulders where pulled back hard. New tears poured down my cheeks as my arms where doubled up. A strap was placed around my elbows and pulled tight, forcing my wrists up even higher and adding to the pain. The cable was locked off and a leash was connected to my clit ring. The man holding the other end gave a harsh yank and I followed behind him.

	I was brought to a large bathroom. I was certain I would be allowed to pee after all that but I was wrong. A large, clear basin was positioned in the middle of the room on a raised platform. Beside and below it, a reclining back rest was bolted to the floor and I was forced to kneel in front of it. My ankles where quickly bound to my thighs then held to the ground by steel cuffs. I was leaned back until my body was at a forty five degree angle and I was strapped in this position. Once finished, I was unable to move any part of my body. A large gag type device was attached to my head. A large tube fit into my mouth. The rubber stops continued to hold my jaw painfully wide but the gag seemed to be designed for this. I would only be able to breath out of my nose once the gag was affixed tightly. I could see a wide tube being attached to the gag and I followed the tube up to the bottom of the large basin. Much like a funnel, I could see that anything poured into the funnel would make its way down the tube and into my mouth. It wasn't until then that I figured out what was in store. I tried to struggle, to get away from this horrible torture, but I wasn't able to move an inch. I could only watch as a man unzipped his fly and began to urinate into the basin. The crowd's cheers grew in pitch as the fluid coursed down the tube and finally into my mouth. I had no choice but to taste the man's piss as it filled my mouth. I knew I would have to swallow so I forced it down. My gag reflex was trying to fight but I knew I would receive no sympathy. As men began pissing down the basin at an increasing rate, I was forced to swallow it. New tears flowed down my cheeks. I could see Rob with his camera, getting the best angle of this any everything else. I knew then that I was finished. I watched in resignation as one man dropped his pants and dropped his shit into the basin. The other men quickly washed it down the drain with their urine. I closed my eyes, squeezing the tears of defeat from them as I tasted the feces entering my mouth.

	My masters have been kind to me. I think it's been a year since the party, though I don't remember too well. I rarely see anything but the dungeon anymore, and spend most of my time bound in my cage. Made of very heavy steel, the three foot tall and four foot long cage is my home. When not pleasuring Masters Rob, Marcus or Laurence, I am usually hogtied in my cage. I have become accustomed to having my elbows touching, and usually my hair is braided with a leather thong. They use this to bind to my ankles so my body is bent bad hard. It's very uncomfortable, especially with the gag, but I know I deserve it. Usually, like now, a heavy chain connects my collar to one end while my knees are spread wide with a bar which is winched to the other end. This keeps me very immobile while in my tiny cage. I am there slut to do with as they wish. I think there is a party in a few days, and then they will let me out of my cage to pleasure the customers. Every once in a while they will show me a picture of a beautiful woman on the cover of some magazine and tell me that was me. I seem to remember that, but I know now that I am a slave and will be a slave forever.

	The End

	 

	 

	The Training

	I wrote this on a whim, trying to express how helpless this girl could feel as she went through the training process. I don't think it went anywhere and remained somewhat unfinished.

	It took Lauren a few minutes to wake up. The room she was in was dark, save for a slice of light that crept under the dark shape of a door. As she sat up, she could hear the jingle of something and a tug at her neck. She tried to reach up to find out what the resistance was, but found she could not move her arms. Like a cut that only hurts when you notice it, she could now feel the dull ache in her shoulders. The straps that encircled her wrists and her upper arms forced her elbows to touch and immobilized her arms behind her. As her eyes adjusted to the dim light, she could see that she was naked, a heavy chain leading from a strong ring set in the stone floor to her neck. Lauren didn't have to touch to know that a steel collar encircled her throat, the chain dragging heavily on it.

	Lauren quickly thought back to her last memories. She had been picked up at a bar by a handsome stranger. She was lonely, being new to the town and with no job yet, and she needed the company. She had always had trouble finding men to date. Not due to her looks. She was only 22 and her five foot nine frame and 125 pounds seemed to be a package that men liked. Topped off with large breasts and a thin waist, Lauren was most men's dream. Unfortunately, she was shy and her fear of a let down usually overrode everything else. But Mike was nice, friendly though a bit on the edge, something that Lauren liked about him. A late night out then a drink at his place. She remembered feeling strange as she sipped the wine he had given her. He had started asking some odd questions that she answered without realizing what she was saying. Then she passed out and woke up here. As she craned around to see the room, nothing that she saw gave her comfort. Though the room was small, she could see it had occupied others like her in the past. Remnants of women's underwear lay in tattered heaps around the room. Other chains dangled from the walls, steel cuffs open at the end. Sliding her body up fully, she could now see the ankle cuffs that were locked onto her, a short piece of chain connecting them. If the ankle cuffs were anything like the collar, she knew she wouldn't escape easily. It was only then that the gag in her mouth became evident. A large leather ball was forced between her jaws, a strap holding it in place. She felt helpless and alone, terrified of what might come next.

	After what seemed like hours, the door creaked open, blinding Lauren with the light from the hall. A dark shape with Mike's voice spoke. "I'm glad to see you awake, Lauren." He stepped into the room, unlocked her chain from the floor and gave a cruel yank, "It's time for your training to begin.”

	Lauren tried to struggle but she was weak and Mike gave no ground as he pulled her behind him. "Before we start, I thought you might like a tour. You see, Lauren, you are in a very unique place. We use these facilities to train young women for a life of bondage, torture and sex." Lauren's heart stopped at those words, freezing in fear, in disbelief. But Mike continued to walk and Lauren was forced to stumble along behind. "You see, we find young girls like you, with no background or connections, and we teach them to pleasure men and women, then we sell you. The last girls we sold went to a wealthy land owner in South America. I believe he needed some pack horses!" Mike laughed at Lauren's reaction then yanked at her chain leash and continued on.

	The first room they pushed into was a high ceiling, stone room with a skylight in the middle. As Mike grasped Lauren and pushed her into the room, she could see the object of the room's attention. A young girl was stretched in the air. Her arms and legs spread wide by chains, her toes unable to reach the floor. The cranks that pulled her wide were still turning, though her body seemed to be at its limit. She began screaming as the slack was completely removed from the chains, her body stretched. Lauren tried to turn away, but Mike grabbed a handful of her hair and pulled her forcefully to the floor, forcing her to kneel at his feet. Grasping her chin, he forced her to watch the torture. Two men positioned themselves in front and behind the woman and began to whip her with long, viscous bull whips. Instantly, the girl found additional slack in her chains as she tried to avoid the lashes. "This woman was unruly to her master. After today she will do anything to please." Though she struggled, the men were accurate and soon her body was covered with bloody welts. "It's unfortunate we had to mark her body this way. Those scars will take awhile to heal." Though she seemed unconscious, the men continued as Mike pulled Lauren out of the room by her hair.

	"This next room is where we teach the younger girls about sex." Lauren gasped again as she saw a row of 10 girls, maybe 18 years old, stretched on their backs on small table like contraptions. Straps held their bodies and arms on the tables while their heads and asses hung off. Straps circled their foreheads and lashed their heads back, providing their mouths as targets. Their legs where shackled and stretched wide to provide the best access to their ass and pussies. All had machines attached to them, large dildos penetrated their pussies, asses and mouths while motors pumped the dildoes in and out. Caretakers watched to make sure that lubrication was provided, or to replace a smaller dildo with a larger size. Every once in a while a caretaker would replace a machine, pumping, for example, a young girl's mouth until they came, only to have the machine replaced.

	The next few rooms both shocked and revolted Lauren. Images of young girls being pierced, whipped, branded and bound filled her mind. Finally, Mike brought her to a small viewing room, looking into a mirrored wall. After she was seated and chained in place, Mike dimmed the lights and the mirror became a window into another room. The room was medium in size but with high ceilings. The walls were covered with all manner of bondage and torture equipment. From whips to needles, the tools only heightened the tension in the room. Again a skylight in the center of the ceiling highlighted a young girl. She had long blond hair, tied into a ponytail, and a soft complexion marred only by the stain of tears. She was on her knees, a short chain reaching from her steel collar to a ring in front of her. Another length of chain stretched from the distant ceiling and connected to her nose ring. The chain was pulled taught, forcing the girl into a semi-kneeling, semi-upright position. Her arms had been bound severely behind her back. Her wrists were locked directly to the back of the collar while a metal band of steel was winched tight over her elbows, forcing them together. She was naked, except for the viscous rings that decorated her nipples and clit. She had been trained to keep her legs apart, regardless of the tension this created on her nose ring, and Lauren could see her pussy was shaven clean. Her feet were covered with stringent ballet boots, laced and locked onto her calves. Rather than the typical snub nose, these shoes forced her toes into a sharp point, equal to the heel. Lauren could only imagine the pain walking in these shoes could cause. As if reading her mind, Mike leaned in close, "This is the first time she has been able to sit since wearing those shoes. I think after two months in them she's probably use to them." Mike chuckled, "I think we'll fit you with them next.”

	Tears began rolling down Lauren's cheeks as she thought of her fate. Her thoughts were disturbed by a door in the room opening. The young girl tried to crane her head to see who entered, but her septum would not flex. Lauren could see the two people as they walked around their victim. The man was dressed in a leather harness with his huge penis sticking out. The woman, a tall, beautiful redhead wore six inch heels and a leather bikini, and trailed a long cat-o-nine tails whip behind her. The man stepped to the young girl and pressed his penis against her lips. As she tried to take him in, the woman stepped to the winch that controlled the chain to her nose ring. The girl could hear the winch turn as the chain was pulled into the air, yanking cruelly on her nose ring. The result was to pull open the girl's mouth even more. The man waited until her mouth was wide enough then let lose a stream of urine. The girl gasped but knew the punishment she was faced with, and quickly swallowed every drop. Once the man was through, the woman hit the quick release on the winch and dropped the girl to the ground.

	After a quick reset, the girl was forced to her feet, teetering on the torturous shoes, while the ceiling chain was connected to the steel band around her elbows. A wide spreader bar held the girl's legs far apart while her ankles were connected to the floor by short pieces of chain. As the winch started pulling, the girl was forced to bend over. Once again a chain was connected to her collar, pulling her torso into a horizontal position with the floor. The winch continued, however, and soon the girl was screaming in pain as her arms were pulled away from her body. Just stopping short of dislocating her shoulders, the woman admired the girl's arms as they nearly pointed at the ceiling. Even from the viewing room, Lauren could see that every muscle in the girl's body was taught and in pain. Mike leaned in, "This is our pleasure chamber, in case you're wondering. Even you will end up here soon.”

	Lauren continued to watch as the girl was whipped mercilessly, then fucked in all her holes. As the man was coming in her mouth, the woman took thin wire and wrapped the girl's breasts until they were purple. She hung weights from the nipple rings then produced a set of long, skewer-like, needles. The girl lost consciousness as the last of six needles penetrated her breasts.

	The man and woman collected their clothing and left the room as the young girl dangled from her tortured arms. After a few minutes, two men entered and changed the girl's position once again. Her arms were lowered and the ceiling chain disconnected, then reconnected to her nose ring. The winch reversed its direction and hauled the girl upright. She tried to stand quickly to alleviate the pain to her nose, but the winch was fast and she had difficulty maintaining balance on her ballet shoes. Once her body was taught again, the men removed the needles and wire from her breasts, slapping and rubbing them as they regained shape. One man slipped a thick nozzle into her ass and connected it to a large pump. The forced enema filled the girl quickly and the hose was replaced with a large, black butt plug. A hose washed down her body and her mouth was examined for any damage. There was some discussion if the girl had eaten. Once notes were checked, it was noted that she had both drank urine and cum during the last session. There was some argument if this was enough but this was quickly remedied. The butt plug was removed and the girl's enema poured into a waiting bucket. Pouring the fluid into another canister, a hose was fixed to one end, then hoisted over the girl's head. The other end of the hose was fed into her mouth and the spigot turned. The girl was shocked as her own enema fluids poured into her mouth, but she was well trained and swallowed it quickly. Once finished, the men lowered her to the floor, removed the spreader bar, connected the floor chain to her collar and re-attached the ceiling chain to the girl's nose ring. Cranking the winch, they returned her to her original position. As the men left, Lauren focused on the girl's face. New tears rolled down her face as she awaited her next customer.

	"You see, Lauren. She's been in this room for four months. That's all she does." Mike grabbed Lauren's chin, "The only rule is no damage that won't heal in less than three months. Those new holes in her breasts will be gone in a week. Trust me." Lauren began to struggle, tears rolling down her cheeks as she watched the window return to a mirror. Mike laughed and unchained her from the chair, yanking her to her feet and out the door.

	Three months had passed since she had met Mike in the bar. At first she struggled against her captors, but soon realized they could cause far greater pain than she could imagine. Lauren's nipples, nose and clit had been pierced quickly, and she knew how each of those rings could be used to cause her great pain. Mysteriously, her tongue had been pierced in an unusual way, but had yet to be put to use. She estimated that the ranch, as she thought of it, had 50 or so girls at any one time. Auctions were held every two months which kept the business brisk. Though Lauren had given in to her fate for now, she was still spirited, as Mike had put it, which in the end had earned her the role she trained for now.

	She had trouble feeling her own skin anymore. The latex that covered her entire body seemed almost permanent. She could have sworn that she could never wear this rubber skin for long, but she quickly discovered that this latex was different. Unlike typical rubber, this mixture could breath, meaning she might be wearing this new, glossy skin forever. It took only a week to train her arms to match the position she had seen the young, tortured girl in the room have. She still knew she had arms from the pain she felt in her shoulders daily. But she had not used them for nearly the entire three months. Her hair had been shaven the second week at the ranch, a cool cream spread over her bare scalp would prevent her hair regrowing for some time. First she had been forced to put on long latex leggings that reached to her crotch. The rubber was so tight and firm against her skin. This was followed by latex shoulder length gloves. A rubber hood was stretched tightly over her head, leaving room, only barely, for her eyes and mouth, with small holes matching her nostrils. A bonding agent was used at these holes to bond the latex to her skin as well as extend the latex to the absolute edge. The rubber around her eyes, for instance, had been extended across her eyelids. Only her actual eye and her lashes were left uncovered. Her mouth as well was sealed to the hood, extending to the edge of her lips. The nose holes were turned in and bonded to the inside of her nostrils. Finally a latex bodysuit was stretched over her, until it fit over the remainder of her exposed skin. The only exposed area was her pussy and asshole. Her nipple rings had been removed then re-pierced through the latex. The arms and upper legs matched perfectly with the leggings and gloves, and these were sealed to each other as well. Metal sheaths were fitted over her hands; small steel bands holding her fingers rigid to the surface. Forcing her hands together in the middle of her back, the two sheaths were bolted together, removing any movement from her hands. Her neck was encircled by a custom collar, fitting snuggly around the latex covering. A small cable extended through a ring in the back of the neck and connected to the metal sheath. A mini winch was used to tighten the cable, pulling Lauren's hands high between her shoulder blades. Though she cried at the new found pain, the winch continued until her hands were touching the back of her collar, where the cable was permanently tied off. A similar winch pulled a steel band around her elbows, forcing her upper arms together as well. Lauren's shoulders were forced back and her breasts forward as the torturous band was pulled to meet. A bolt held it in place.

	The latex between Lauren's legs had been molded to slip into her vagina and ass. Thick rings slipped just inside these openings, holding her asshole and pussy open wide. She would find later that various implements could fill her through these holes, but for starters large dildoes were forced into the openings then clicked into place on the outer rings. Her clit ring was repierced through the rubber, the latex around it molding perfectly to her pussy lips. Mike produced a small rubber corset and began lacing it in place. With some time and some help, he was able to make the back meet, crushing Lauren's waist into a wasp like look. She could barely breath and staggered from the effort.

	As her bit harness was attached, Lauren quickly found out the use for her unique tongue piercings. Rather than rings, her tongue had been pierced with a row of rivet like brads, small holes encircled by steel place holders. The bit she now wore utilized these. A slender steel piece, much like a tongue depressor, attached to the bit and extended deep into her mouth. Small rivets were put through the holes in this piece and through her tongue. Once in place, she was unable to use her tongue at all. As the small tool used to close the rivets finished its job, Lauren began to panic. She was unable to speak or use her tongue in any way, and she knew that the rivets were somewhat permanent. Mike laughed as she struggled. "Don't worry, Lauren. Those rivets will only last for about three years." Tears rolled as the last straps were locked into place and the bit became permanent.

	Assuming this was the worst, Lauren was shocked to see Mike walk up with a pair of the severe ballet point shoes. She tried to step a way but was held by two men. The shoes were forced on her feet and cinched into place. Lauren tried to scream as she stepped on the needle thin toe for the first time. As she tried to rest on the heel, she could feel a needle like protrusion sticking up into her foot, pushing her immediately back on her toes. As she struggled to find balance, she could not see that she now was prancing like a horse, stepping back and forth on each foot, then tossing her head against the steel now attached to her mouth. Mike laughed at Lauren's predicament as the final short chains were connected from her nipple rings to the steel bit. She quickly learned that tossing her head could cause untold pain to her tortured nipples. Mike grabbed her leash and led her off to the stables.

	It took a month for Lauren to learn the skill of pulling a carriage. The harness time and the motivation of a bull whip against her back forced her to learn fast. Soon she was pulling large weights alone, scrambling on her toe shoes to find footing as her mistress or master sat with the reins and laid stripes of pain across her skin. She hadn't been allowed to sit or lay down the entire time. Her nights existed of standing in a small stall, her nipple chains connected to a chain dangling from the ceiling. She had slipped into sleep once early on, until the fire in her nipples woke her with a scream. Her toes had been forced into the pointed end of the ballet shoes for months and she had become expert at walking on them. The corset had been replaced regularly until her waist looked like an actual hourglass.

	After a few months, when Lauren was listless and uncooperative, Mike would reappear to take Lauren for another visit into the training area. Rather than subjecting her to another punishment, she soon learned a much more valuable motivation. The mirrored wall stood before her as Mike attached her nipple rings to a chain dangling from the ceiling. Once again he dimmed the lights and Lauren gasped at the sight. The same young girl sat on the floor, her nose ring stretched taught to the ceiling. "We thought we might keep this one around for you, Lauren. She seemed such a good motivation the first time." The girl seemed unchanged except for the healing remnants of more punishment in the recent past. She could see the toe shoes still attached to her feet. With a glance at her own feet she now had a much deeper appreciation of the torture she was enduring. She could just catch sight of her own feet as she balanced on her punished toes. Mike could see the fear and pain in her eyes. His whisper simply increased her terror.

	"In two years, once you are through with pony training, we've reserved this room for you. We've decided to make you a permanent attraction." His laugh brought new tears from her eyes as she watched her future. The door inside the room opened, revealing a group of five large men, their hard cocks glistening in the light, brandishing their whips as they approached the young girl. Lauren could only watch as the torture began, and her future became clear.

	The End

	 

	The Stage

	I was contacted by a young lady who asked me to write her a story that dealt with her fantasies about forced enemas and bondage. I wrote this for her, but after sending it along, she never contacted me again. Thanks a lot! Anyway, I love the story and hope you do, too.

	Corri tried to shift in her bondage but found little room to flex. She had been kneeling on the stone floor of her cell for two days now, unable to move at all. Her arms, bound behind her until her elbows touched and wrists where tight together, could no longer help her struggle. The wide collar around her throat had been connected to an old, heavy ring in the floor by a piece of strong chain. Her ankles had been strapped to her thighs to prevent her from standing. She could not even cry out with the large ball gag filling her mouth. The only food she had had in the last two days was the cum the owner, Mr. Tyrle forced down her throat as he made her suck him off repeatedly. Corri still had no idea what she was doing here or what had happened.

	"Come in, Corri," Mr. Tyrle offered as he held the door open for her.

	"The ad said you are looking for floor talent. Is that much like a waitress," she asked as she took a seat at the empty bar. The club, housed in an industrial area, was empty this early in the morning. New to town, Corri hadn't heard of it, but she needed the job and wasn't being particular. As Mr. Tyrle handed her the application, Corri shifted her legs more suggestively. Though she abhorred using her body to gain favor, she wanted this position regardless of what it entailed. This was her fifth interview and, despite her experience when in Missouri, there seemed to be no immediate positions available. Mr. Tyrle had convinced Corri that he was definitely hiring and would love to meet her.

	The form was typical until it got to the bottom. She reluctantly filled in her measurments. She was proud of her good body and her 34C breasts. With her blonde hair and dark eyes, she knew she would not have trouble in life. She was determined to use those attributes now to get this job. Maybe it's for a uniform, she thought as she moved to the next section. Even more unusual where the questions about her personal life. She had no family in town nor any friends yet, making the section simple to complete. She brushed off the strange questions and turned her best smile to Mr. Tyrle.

	"What can I do to convince you that I'm the right girl, Mr. Tyrle?" As soon as she said it, Corri regretted it. She didn't want to have sex with him but that's how it came out. Regardless of her beautiful smile and beautiful body, she was somewhat of a prude and proud of it. She sat nervously as he looked over the application, ignoring her strange offer. Finally, he looked up and smiled.

	"Can I offer you a drink? Coffee?" He jumped over the counter and began pouring two cups. Corri took the moment to glance around the club. It was quite unremarkable, with a low stage dominating the center of the main room. Tables seem to cover the floor, leaving no room for dancing. As she turned back, her cup of coffee sat before her. To be polite, she sipped it as Mr. Tyrle made small talk about Los Angeles. It only took a moment before Corri began to feel dizzy. Mr. Tyrle was there to catch her as she fainted and slumped to the floor.

	After the long period in darkness, the stream of light that poured in as the door was opened caused Corri to squint. Hands grabbed her roughly, unhooked her collar chain and unstrapped her legs, leading her out of the room. Corri, afraid and disoriented, could hear a large crowd nearby as she was led down the hall and into a large room filled with stage pieces and props. A temporary shower was turned on and Corri was pushed underneath the cool water. Hands scrubbed her body as others untied her arms. She was carefully washed, then dried with large towels. Corri took the moment to look around her, wondering what was going on. The harsh overhead lights back stage prevented her from seeing to the distance; she could only see the people immediately around her. Two girls dried her, the jingle of chains drawing Corri's attention down. She could see the girls had cuffs and heavy chains holding their ankles and wrists close. Wide collars where locked around their necks. Before Corri could react, she was led out of the shower area. Her wrists where raised above her head as wrist cuffs where strapped on her. A matching set of ankle cuffs connected to rings in the floor held her legs apart. The two girls quickly and expertly shaved her pussy clean then turned their attention to the rest of her body. By the time they where finished, she was clean shaven below her neck. Already trimmed somewhat, the cool air on her bare clit felt strange. Released from her standing bondage, wider, tighter cuffs where attached to her ankles and her her arms where retied behind her. Once her wrists where bound and the strap around her elbows had pulled her lower arms together, she could feel a new strap circling her arms just above the elbows. The strap was pulled tight, forcing her shoulders back even farther, pushing her breasts out as her back was forced straight. The ball gag was rechecked and the collar removed as she was led out through the curtains.

	The stage was lit with bright lights but Corri could still see the huge crowd of people amassed before her. She tried to stop and turn, embarrassed to be seen naked and bound like this in front of others, but firm hands pushed her forward. She could make out a simple contraption at the end of the stage. A three foot tall pole stuck out from center stage. At its top, a half ring of wide leather with attached end straps stood empty. Split wide and slightly further down stage where two tall poles joined at the top by a crossbeam. The poles, separated by six feet, held two cables with clips at the ends, with the other ends joining at a small winch. Corri was led to a position between the poles and forced to kneel. She was ashamed at this public exposure, hanging her head in shame. All hands left her then and she could sense the crowd hush as a man approached her. Mr. Tyrle rested his hand on her blonde hair, stroking it as he spoke.

	"Ladies and gentlemen. I bring you a new act tonight. This is Corri. She has been captured for your pleasure and we will train her as a slave tonight. The goal, as you all know, is to break her will on stage." The crowd roared in excitement at this concept as a chill ran through Corri's bound body. Panic set in as she listened to Mr. Tyrle. "We have a new dominatrix tonight, who uses some unusual techniques to break her slaves. I think you should all enjoy her, as well as the participation she will ask of you.”

	The crowd applauded as Mr. Tyrle left the stage. Corri could just turn to see a tall woman approach from backstage. She was a blonde beauty, at least 6 foot tall, covered in tight latex. She walked over to Corri and leaned to whisper in her ear.

	"At the end of this evening, you will be a willing slave," she said softly. "Don't do me any favors and give up early. Because I won't let up. I will continue until I feel you have endured enough pain and humiliation." With that she snapped her fingers and two of her slave girls ran out. Unlike the simply chained girls who had washed Corri, these had obviously been through much more. Both girls walked on stage wearing ballet point shoes strapped to their feet. Both had been pierced multiple times and branded just above their assholes. Corri shuddered to think what other tortures they had endured and that she was just about to endure.

	Corri's ball gag was pulled out and replaced with a head harness of straps that laced tightly around her head. The gag forced between her teeth was an O gag, holding her mouth open. She was turned to sit just in front of the small rod and forced to bend over until her neck rested in the leather cradle. The straps where attached in back of her neck and pulled until the new collar held her tight. She could only feel as the cables where attached to her ankle cuffs and the winch turned, lifting her legs into the air. The crank turned until she was pulled painfully taut. Her body was now at a 45 degree angle, her ankles lifted high and wide in the air. Her newly shaven pussy and ass where displayed toward the audience. Corri was helpless. Her neck was held tight to the pole by the collar, her arms bound mercilessly behind her. She was exposed completely to the audience. Even her large breasts dangled beneath her, available to the mistress.

	"Ladies and gentleman," the mistress said, addressing the audience. "This evening, I will train Corri as my new toilet slave." Corri was unsure what this meant, but she was sure it couldn't be good. "Thank you for your assistance throughout the evening. Your deposits will prove to be a most helpful tool." Corri watched as the two slaves rolled over a covered cart. The towel was removed to show a clear glass container of greenish yellow liquid. Corri knew that it was urine from the patrons of the club.

	"First, I will start with some torment to bring Corri around." The mistress brought a riding crop up hard on Corri's clit. The O ring could not stop the scream that escaped her mouth as Corri yelled from the pain. She was unable to escape the torment as another and another stroke landed on her pussy. The crowd began to cheer with each scream of pain the whip stroke brought out. After a few moments, as Corri began hardening to the pain of the crop, the mistress switched to a rubber stranded whip. Now, rather than focusing only on the upward strokes destined for Corri's pussy, the whip was now brought up and down, alternately punishing her clit and her asshole. The new pain brought Corri back to life and the crowd began clapping with the strokes. The torment continued for twenty minutes as the mistress varied her stoke between her clit, pussy and asshole, pausing every five minutes to tighten the winch, removing any motion from Corri's body. Once finished, the mistress ordered one of her slave girls to lick Corri's tortured crotch. The girl's tongue began arousing Corri despite her recent punishment and new sounds, now soft moans, began escaping her.

	As her slave pleasured Corri, the mistress selected two rubber straps and kneeled down beneath her. A loop was slipped around the base of Corri's dangling breasts and, without preamble, was yanked tight. The sudden pressure caused Corri to break from the feelings of pleasure and refocus on her chest. The strap was pulled so tight that the base of her breast was only four inches in diameter. The greater portion was bulging out in a ball of tight skin, slowly turning red from the limited circulation. Quickly, the other breast was similarly bound, leaving two tight red orbs dangling beneath her body. Slowly the pain built. The whistle of an object through the air gave little warning as the mistress brought a bamboo cane up hard onto her bound breasts. Corri bucked and screamed in agony as another stroke landed across her nipples. The pain was excruciating as her punished breasts, increasingly sensitive from their bondage, where marked with the heavy marks of the bamboo. After a short time the whipping stopped while the mistress applied sharp nipple clamps to Corri's abused nipples. The sharp teeth felt as if they where cutting off her nipples as the chain that held them together was weighted down with small pieces of lead. Corri could not stand the intense pain as the mistress resumed her canning, lacing careful welts across her purple breasts.

	Close to fainting, Corri could sense that the punishment was finished for now and she tried to regain her senses. Her breasts, still bound and stretched by the heavy lead weights, where ebbing from the marks the cane had left behind. Her attention was refocused as one of the slave girls attached a strap to a ring at the top of her head harness and, threading it through her elbow strap, yanked back hard, forcing Corri's head to tilt up severely. As the strap was tied off, Corri could not push her head forward at all. She was now forced to look straight forward. She could feel a new pressure around her ass. The mistress lubricated a special butt plug then forced it deep into Corri's ass. Corri gasped in pain. She had never had anything placed there and the shock and embarrassment brought tears to her eyes. She could feel as the mistress adjusted something on the outside base and the ring just inside her anus grew seemingly sharp extensions, holding the plug inside her despite any efforts to force it out. The plug had a small valve control and a connection for a tube. The slave girls rolled the large vat of urine between Corri's legs. A hose connected to the base of the container was attached to the butt plug and the container raised high. The patrons' urine began filling up Corri. The enema was large, the three gallons of urine completely forced inside. Corri's eyes began watering as her distended stomach brought a new pain to her. A squeeze pump allowed the mistress to force the last few ounces into her victim and the small valve was closed to hold it in.

	Corri was having difficulty staying conscious from the pain of the obscene enema. Part of her wanted to vomit from the concept of having the waste of so many strangers forced inside her, but she knew she would gain no sympathy from the mistress.

	A slave girl returned to Corri's head harness and attached a new device. The gag fit precisely into the O ring, feeding a wide tube into her mouth and positioning it toward the throat. The wide end held her tongue to the base of her mouth while helping to hold her mouth wide. Wide rubber straps held the contraption in place.

	"Ladies and gentlemen. Now we will commence the final test of our newest slave girl." Corri could feel something being hooked to the butt plug then fed underneath her. She saw the slave girl attaching a tube to the new gag in front of her. She had little interest in this new torment as the pain from the forced enema was a suitable distraction. She could feel the mistress lean in to her.

	"Corri, even if I haven't broken you yet, I will. You will never escape me for the rest of your life. I will train you to service my every need, and any other person as well. Welcome to slavery." The words cut deep into Corri's soul. She knew in her heart she would never be released, and would serve this woman, or anybody she was sold to, forever. But she still wanted to resist, hoping it was all a nightmare.

	"I will now release the valve," the mistress said to the crowd. "Corri must hold her bowels to prevent your enema from entering her mouth. We will, of course, encourage her to forget her self control.”

	Corri nearly panicked and lost that control as her new mistress made the announcement. She was in such pain from the pressure inside of her. She was sure she could not stem the tide of the urine she held in her bowels. She felt her mistress twist the valve on the butt plug and she quickly clenched down on her anus to hold the flow. It took all her effort and, with little practice at it, prevented all but a slight trickle to escape. The clear hose revealed a couple cups of yellow liquid slipping out of her ass, running down the hose and to the gag. The audience cheered as the urine disappeared into Corri's mouth.

	Corri nearly choked as the urine entered her gag. The gag was designed to filter the liquid around her mouth before she was forced to swallow it. Her gag reflex clamped her throat tight but the two cups alone where enough to fill her cheeks before forcing the vile fluid down her throat. She knew better than to inhale, knowing that if she where to drown in the enema the crowd would only cheer louder. Corri fought the urge to throw-up and swallowed the urine. The thought of drinking not only enema water but the piss of a crowd of strangers brought new feelings of defeat. Corri slumped in her bonds in near collapse. Unfortunately, her slight distraction allowed even more urine to escape her ass before she frantically forced herself to clamp it off. Again she let the fluid fill her mouth before forcing herself to swallow. She would not allow herself to relax again.

	Without warning, the mistress began laying heavy stripes from a hard leather whip across Corri's bound arms and back. The shock of the strokes caused Corri to nearly lose control, but she had learned her lesson and steeled herself for the onslaught. She was determined not to give in to this woman and the sadistic audience around her. After 100 strokes, the mistress switched whips to a 9 stranded rubber whip with knots in the end and refocused her attention on Corri's bound and punished breasts. She had almost forgotten about her breast bondage, but the first stroke of the horrible whip brought the pain back. Her breasts, already purple from the tight rubber strap around their bases, seemed to be splitting as the knots struck the taught skin. The nipple clamps held tight despite the strokes, swinging the lead wide hard beneath her and pulling the teeth tighter. Suddenly, a hard lash on her pussy caused her to jump. One of the slaves was now bringing a thin, flat leather paddle up from below, striking Corri's clit so hard the force lifted her body. The pain from both whips was so intense, Corri began losing consciousness. Her throat, raw from screaming behind the tube gag, only squeaked now as each blow sent a new ribbon of pain through her body. Tears now streamed down her cheeks freely. The third slave had brought out a tray of tools and quickly raised a tool up to Corri's nose. She could only watch as the small teeth fit into her nostrils and clamped down on her septum. With a quick squeeze, Corri could feel the tool cut a hole through her nose. The pain was excruciating. The slave removed the tool and slipped a heavy nose ring through the hole. As the two ends where joined, she took a hot soldering iron and permanently merged the two pieces of metal. As the ring was made a permanent fixture of Corri's face, a side effect began creeping up the ring. The heat from the soldering iron began overheating the metal. As the intense heat reached her septum, it cauterized the new wound. Corri howled as her flesh was burned by the hot metal and the crowd cheered. The tube was gushing with the enema fluid, coursing quickly from her ass into her mouth. Corri fought away the pain and swallowed quickly, unable to turn back the tide of her release. Finally managing to stop the flow, she drank the rest of the liquid, nearly choking as she discovered a few solid pieces, no doubt her own feces mixed amongst the urine.

	It took only two piercings of her tortured nipples and a brand new clit ring before Corri had emptied her enema into her own stomach. The crowd, ecstatic from the show, gave the mistress a standing ovation. Corri, still bound tight in place, had passed out finally from the pain. The slaves removed the butt plug then unlashed her ankles and removed the neck collar, pulling the unconscious body up and to her knees at the feet of her new owner. Slowly, Corri regained consciousness. But something had changed on her face. A sense of defeat now covered her once proud features. Her head, slumped forward, gave away the mistress's success. As the crowd continued to cheer, the mistress attached a leash to Corri's new nose ring and led her off stage to her fate.

	The End

	 

	The Gift

	A quick story I threw together. See if you can guess what celebrities inspired me!

	Jennifer glanced at her watch and wondered where her friend was. Standing outside the local electronics store, she was impatient to get this over with. Her boyfriend's birthday was the next day and she still couldn't decide what to get him. She knew this was an important moment in their relationship. She had recently graduated from high school and moved in with John, her senior by 3 years, and they had already spoken of spending the rest of their lives together. His turning 21 not only marked an important moment in his life, but was also the first time they could officially celebrate an occasion as an adult couple. But no matter how hard she tried, she couldn't find anything appropriate. She had already considered everything from a trip to a new watch, but they didn't seem to fit the right mood. She had always been bad at this gift thing. She knew he put on a good face when he had opened previous presents. But she could see his disappointment sneaking through as he held up socks or a new CD. And whenever he gave gifts to her, they always seemed to be the perfect thing for the moment, gifts that inevitably brought tears to her eyes.

	She finally caught site of Sarah across the parking lot and waved her down. She ran up, out of breath, but looking none the worse for wear, as usual.

	"I'm sorry I was late," she started while still several feet away. "I couldn't get away.”

	Jennifer was just glad she was finally here. "No problem. I appreciate you coming." Sarah looked up the store front they now stood in front of.

	"Is this what you're reduced to?" She was smiling, but she could see the troubled look in her friend's eyes.

	"I have no idea," Jennifer said. "I want something really special, something he'll never forget. I doubt we'll find it here but I have no clue what else to try.”

	Jennifer and Sarah had been friends since child hood. Both very different, they none-the-less had something in common; their uncommon beauty. Jennifer had an innocent, friendly face, complimented by long, dark, softly curled hair, large, firm breasts and a thin frame. She was probably the single most sought after girl when she was in high school, with the choice of boyfriends at her fingertips. Sarah shared a similar level of beauty. But where Jennifer may have been the innocent ingénue, Sarah was the strong leading lady type. A little taller than Jennifer at 5'2", she was more of the vixen. Her shoulder length sandy blonde hair offset her deep, dark eyes and glamorous face. But more so than her beauty, you could see her thinking. She certainly wasn't as voluptuous as her friend, a point that wasn't lost on her, but she held her own in the field of men.

	"You're thinking too simple, Jen," Sarah goaded. " What do all guys want?”

	"Well, sex, I guess.”

	"Is John any different?”

	"No. He probably has a more refined taste, but it all boils down to sex, anyway." They both laughed at this. Jennifer had always confided everything in her friend. Even when John started teasing her with ideas of wearing tight latex outfits or threatening to give her a sound spanking. Slowly, John revealed a darker side that often surprised and shocked Jennifer. But Sarah was never shocked. Instead she encouraged her friend to experiment, knowing that his fantasies were the best way to his heart.

	"No better way to a man's heart than through his pants," Sarah proclaimed. Jennifer nodded.

	"Ok. Then what do you suggest?”

	Sarah seemed to muse for a moment. "Well... if he had his ultimate fantasy, what do you think it would be?”

	Jennifer blushed at the thought that crossed her mind. But she knew her friend enough to know she wouldn't be surprised. "I think he would love to have me as his sex slave for a night.”

	Sarah smiled at that, glancing over Jennifer's body. "You would make a good little slave, wouldn't you!" They both laughed, though Jennifer's was a bit more forced.

	"Ok, if you're serious about this, then you have to trust me fully, ok?”

	Jennifer shrugged her shoulders. "I really don't know what else to do." She waved her hand in front of her. "Lead the way.”

	________________________________________ Jennifer waited nervously in John's living room. She smoothed her sun dress across her legs and looked at her watch, wondering what was keeping Sarah. John had been sent off for the afternoon to some sporting event, a gift from his friends at work, leaving the girls at home to get ready for his "big surprise." They had agree to meet at his place by 3:00pm and Jennifer had arrived right on time, letting herself into the home with her key. Sarah had borrowed John's key as well, so she had expected to find her friend already here. Instead, the house seemed empty. She took a seat in the living room, trying to distract herself with television. The old mansion, an inheritance from John's grandparents, seemed to loom over her, its dark woods and foreboding design making her uncomfortable. She had always felt a little uncomfortable in the house, but she knew she had to start calling it home.

	She nearly jumped out of her skin when she heard footsteps from upstairs. As she turned to see who it was, she heaved a sigh of relief when she saw Sarah.

	"You scared the hell out of me," she said.

	"I'm sorry. I came over early to get some things ready upstairs for your big night." She grinned in excitement. "Are you ready?" Jennifer watched as she set down a large duffle bag.

	"I guess so," she mumbled.

	"Ok, then let's just start here." Sarah dropped the bag and started pulling out a collection of strange objects. "Get undressed. Did you do what I told you?”

	Jennifer began slipping off her sun dress, revealing her young body and newly shaved pussy. "Yes, but it feels really weird.”

	Sarah took a glance, smiling at the sight of her. "You look perfect. Come over here." Jennifer walked over to her friend, feeling very self conscious. But Sarah had seen her naked many times, and they had even had a short lived and exciting lesbian moment a few years ago, though it had only consisted of some kissing and touching. Her friend knew her body well and she knew there was no reason to be embarrassed.

	"Turn around and lit your hair up," Sarah commanded. As Jennifer held her hair up high, she could feel her friend placing a wide collar around her neck. The band fit snuggly, then a click told her a small padlock held it into place. She touched the strange piece of leather around her neck, feeling the cool steel of a ring dangling from the front. She could feel a strange tingling between her legs as she responded to the feeling. She was getting aroused! Jennifer knew she was sort of interested in these types of games. Though her shy nature often appeared as prudishness, she found herself daring John to punish her now and then, encouraging him to bind her hands. It was rare that they did these things, but she knew he was always the most aroused when they did. And she had to admit that she was also.

	"Put your hands behind your back, palms touching." Jennifer pressed her wrists together, knowing what was next. The cool leather strap slipped around her wrists and pulled snug until she couldn't move them apart. She soon felt another strap around her elbows and her friend began pulling them together. She was limber enough to manage this form of restriction, but the feeling of her breasts being forced out and her shoulders back made her feel even more vulnerable. Sarah finished binding her arms then rotated her to face a mirror in the corner. Standing behind Jennifer, holding shoulders, Sarah could feel the lust in her heart, as she examined her bound friend. She couldn't resist running her fingers down across her breasts, feeling them grow beneath her fingers.

	"I should keep you for myself, she whispered in Jennifer's ear. She could feel a shiver run through her friend's body, despite the warmth of the room. Her hands caressed down and over Jennifer's firm breasts then over her flat stomach. Jennifer was getting even more wet, not only from her friend's touch, but also from the sight of her own bound form. Rather than the amateur dog collar or soft rope that John had used on her in the past, the thick leather around her neck and the wide straps holding her arms together behind her made her look just like the dark fantasies she had dreamt. She was both scared and excited by the image before her.

	"Let me finish then we can head upstairs," said Sarah, reaching into the bag once more. Jennifer looked down at the strange object that Sarah held to her lips. The large red rubber ball looked far too large to fit into her young mouth. But she had agreed to go along with the plan, and reluctantly opened up. Sarah pushed the ball by her teeth, forcing the gag deep into her mouth. Jennifer almost choked on the enormous size as the rubber sank in, but had no chance to complain. The leather strap connected was quickly, and Sarah gave it an extra tug to pull it deeper into her friend's mouth, eliciting a muffled whimper. Sarah caressed her hair to calm her down, then looked her in the eyes.

	"Do you want to do the shoes, too?" Jennifer thought of the painful ballet shoes she had tried on at the store. She knew they made her long legs look even more sexy, but she also knew that they were very painful to walk on. But she was determined to go all the way, and didn't want to stop now. She nodded.

	"Good girl," Sarah said, reaching back into the bag. The menacing shoes made Jennifer's heart skip a beat, but she allowed Sarah to sit her down on a footstool and lace the shoes on. Finally, she was lifted back on her feet. She wanted to cry out immediately as her toes pressed into the end of the shoes and her calves stretched. She now towered over her friend, but was also at her mercy. Sarah smiled again then laced a finger into Jennifer's collar ring and led her up the stairs.

	________________________________________ Jennifer was getting nervous. It seemed like she had been waiting here for several hours. She tried to shift her position, but the straps allowed her little room. Sarah had led her into John's master bedroom and Jennifer had stopped surprised at the door. The room, already made up of dark woods and a large wrought iron bed, had been enhanced by a collection of equipment and furniture that made the room look like a dungeon. Chains dangled off the bed frame, metal cuffs connected to the end and harsh looking whips laid about. Sarah had led Jennifer to the middle of an open space near the base of the bed and pushed her onto her knees. A heavy chain connected from an ancient ring set in the floor to the front of her collar. The weight seemed to pull her body down to the floor and she struggled to stay upright. She could feel as Sarah attached s spreader bar between her knees and ankles, forcing her to expose her newly shaved pussy. At that, Sarah had kissed her friend on the head.

	"I'm going to make up a story for you, something that will get his blood rolling. Just play along, ok?" Jennifer had little choice but to nod, then watch her friend leave her.

	She spent the time trying to see how Sarah had modified the room. But the lighting was spotty and dark, making it difficult to see well. She could only see the glints of light glancing off dangerous steel.

	Despite the heavy chain dragging on her neck, Jennifer was forced to maintain a very erect posture, the straps holding her arms together behind her forced her back straight. As her eyes adjusted to the light, she caught sight of a mirror and her dim reflection. She could see how she would look to John. She was truly a slave now, completely bound and immobile. Her pussy was wet and she wished she could touch herself, or even close her legs. But the knee spreader kept her legs wide and removed any possibility of self pleasure.

	She jumped at the sound of voices outside. She expected John but she could also pick out Sarah voice. She was surprised, but not too much, thinking perhaps that John was making her stay until he discovered her surprise. The voices grew louder until, just outside the door, she could hear Sarah's voice.

	"I know you've fantasized about this, John," she could hear Sarah say. "Now's your chance. Jennifer is now your sex slave and she asked me to help you train her." Jennifer was shocked to hear this. She had never intended for Sarah to be a part of this. She figured she would be found by John, have a fun night of love making and that would be that. Now, her best friend was making it into something much more. She suddenly remembered her friend's words. This was part of the fantasy. Well, one of her fantasies had included Sarah dominating her, so maybe this would make it come true.

	"So, what do you get out of this?" John was just outside the door, pausing before entering.

	"I think you and I would make a great master and mistress team. Jennifer will need a lot of training. Even though she was so certain she wanted to be your slave, I think she's in for more than she thought.”

	"How far are we going to take her," he asked.

	"All the way," Sarah responded. "If you don't want her after awhile, we can sell her and make some money. I'm sure she would command a good price." Jennifer was shocked to hear this, but she knew it must be part of the story.

	Finally, the door opened and John entered. He must stopped at the door, examining the changes to his room, until his eyes stopped on his girlfriend's bound form. Jennifer kept her head bowed in submission, remembering some book about not looking her master in the eyes. She could see his boots approach, then his hand reached down and lifted her chin. She could see his passion in his eyes and at that moment was determined to live up the fantasy, if anything just to make this the best gift he had ever received. She knew she must be a sight, her long, dark hair cascading past the padlocked collar onto her harshly bound arms. He lifted her chin until the heavy chain stopped her head from rising more.

	"Are you sure you want to do this?" She looked into his eyes and nodded. "You want to be my slave?" Again, she nodded. "You'll do anything I command?" A nod again. "You will be mine to own?" Yes, she signaled. She watched him smile and release her chin. She glanced behind him if only to give Sarah a thankful look and was shocked at how her friend looked. Rather than the old jeans and blouse she wore earlier, she almost didn't recognize her now. Towering on six inch heeled patent boots, Sarah was clad in long rubber leggings that gleamed in the light. A skimpy latex G-string hid just beneath a rubber garter belt. Her long arms were also covered in rubber gloves that reached nearly to her shoulders. Her breasts were exposed, supported by a rubber push up bra, forcing her large breasts to standout even more. She was a beautiful sight, but a surprise to her friend. Sarah finally looked down and her smile did not reassure Jennifer.

	________________________________________ She didn't know what to do other than lick. She had been left on the floor at first and Sarah had undressed her boyfriend then slipped to her knees and licked his cock to life. Jennifer was too shocked to look away. Finally, John lifted Sarah to her feet and pushed her over onto the bed. He slipped his large cock into her friend's pussy and began pumping her hard. Jennifer couldn't believe what she was seeing. Rather than a present for her boyfriend, the night was quickly turning into a personal nightmare. She could only watch as her best friend was fucked hard by her boyfriend, a position she had hoped to be in by now. Tears began running down her cheeks.

	She had been lifted off the floor and placed on her back. John held up her ankle spreader to keep her on the bed, then nodded to Sarah. She watched as Sarah pulled the gag from her mouth. Her jaw ached so bad, she wasn't able to speak at first. This gave Sarah time to slip off her g-string and position her pussy over Jennifer's face. Without hesitation, she literally sat down on her friend's face. She tried to cry out but the sharp sting of a strap on her bare pussy stopped her. Sarah had selected a rubber strap an began encouraging her new slave.

	"Lick my pussy, slave," Sarah commanded, then swung down again. The feeling of the rubber striking her clit pushed her tongue from her mouth, discovering Sarah's damp, and also newly shaved pussy. She didn't know what was happening but she knew she could not take the pain she felt between her legs. She began sucking quickly.

	"She responds nicely, John," Sarah cooed as a flush of excitement crossed her face. "Have you ever fucked her up the ass?" Jennifer froze at that question, eliciting another sharp slap on her pussy.

	"No, she would never let me," John responded.

	"Well what she wants is no longer an issue, is it," Sarah pointed out. John nodded ad lifted Jennifer's ankle spreader higher. She could feel a pressure against her virgin asshole, then a sudden push and sharp pain as her boyfriend entered her ass. She tried to scream but Sarah only sat down harder on her face and added another strap to the increasingly red area between her legs. Jennifer, tears now streaming from her eyes, doubled her efforts on the pussy forced into her face, trying to ignore the harsh penetration.

	________________________________________ John had pulled out when Sarah had come to a screaming orgasm, then lifted Jennifer off the bed and stood her on her ballet shoes. She was weak, not only from her bound position, but also from the brutal assault upon her mind. She didn't notice much as her ankles were attached to rings on the floor and a chain was attached to bound wrists. Without warning the chain was cranked up, forcing her to bend at the waist. Her arms were pulled up until her wrists pointed to the ceiling, causing intense pain in her shoulders. Jennifer barely noticed as Sarah placed her friend's hair into a ponytail, laced with an extra piece of leather, then attached the strap to her elbow bondage. Sarah pulled back hard, forcing Jennifer's head back until her face pointed forward, then tied off the strap. As John examined some of the toys, Sarah leaned in and whispered to her friend.

	"I'm sorry about not telling you, Jen," Sarah apologized. I found a note you had written to me a few months ago, telling me about one of your fantasies. You had said you really wanted to do this for John." Jennifer remembered a note she had written to her friend some months ago, sharing a dream she had had. She never intended it to become a reality.

	"Sarah, this isn't what I wanted," she croaked, unable to say more. Her scalp was beginning to ache from her hair being pulled back hard and her toes had begun to throb from their restricted position. She was exhausted from the ordeal she had experienced, and only hoped it would end soon.

	"I know, but John is so happy," Sarah touched her cheek. "I'm sorry I got involved but this is definitely the best gift you've ever given him. Don't ruin it by not playing along." Jennifer had to admit she had never seen her boyfriend so excited. She had experienced fantasies of this nature in the past, so she had to admit she was turned on too. But she didn't imagine the pain and humiliation.

	"I'll play along, Sarah," she whispered. "I trust you." Sarah smiled and stepped away as John came back.

	"This is some amazing stuff, Sarah. Are you sure we can use it on Jennifer?”

	"Just ask her, John." He leaned over to his girlfriend, his cock still hard in front of her, and growing even harder at the sight of his helpless new slave.

	"Tell me what I can do to you, Jennifer," John commanded. She knew she had to play along to avoid ruining his present. She just hoped she never actually experienced all of this.

	"I'm yours to do with as you please, master," Jennifer said. "My life and my very existence is in your hands. I am yours to train, punish, share or sell as you see fit, master. I only want to please you and serve you, and whomever you want me to please or serve.”

	"You see? I told you," Sarah said.

	"Ok. I guess she's my slave now," John said in amazement. "I just can't believe it! She was so nice and wholesome. I can't believe she wants to be a sex slave for life!”

	Jennifer jumped. Did he say life? She wanted to look at his face, at Sarah's face, to see if they were joking. Was this part of the game? When would be know the truth? Jennifer was speechless.

	"Let's have some fun," John said, standing in front of Jennifer's mouth. Without much warning, he shoved his hard cock deep into her mouth and down her throat, then began fucking her face. She could taste her own asshole on her tongue, causing her to gag slightly. But she had little choice to resist. She was bound immobile, her face exposed for just such an abuse. She could barely breath in between strokes. She could sense that Sarah had moved behind her and suddenly she felt a sharp strike and heard the slap of a wide paddle on her ass. She nearly choked at the sound, feeling the burn and sting of the wide rubber paddle on her ass. Sarah added another, then another to each cheek, turning Jennifer's ass into a cherry red and bringing fresh tears to her eyes. Finally, Sarah stopped, but quickly appeared beneath her. Suddenly, her nipples burst into fire from the sharp clamps Sarah applied. She felt like they would be cut off by the hard steel. She felt as her friend applied weights to the chains dangling beneath her, further stretching her breasts beneath her.

	Jennifer could feel John getting close to cumming. He pulled out just before, resting his cock on the tip of her tongue.

	"She always hated tasting cum," John commented to Sarah. "I guess I can do this now." His cum launched out of his cock, laying across Jennifer's tongue. "Don't swallow, slave." John commanded as the white substance collected on his new slave's tongue. Finally spent, John leaned over to look at the cum pooled on Jennifer's tongue.

	"How do you like that, slave," he asked. "I have a whole list of things you used to hate, but now you're my slave, I guess you will learn to love them!" With that he stood and left the room, leaving the puddle of cum still in Jennifer's mouth.

	________________________________________ Jennifer could feel the morning sunlight warming her body. She tried to roll over but found that her motion was still restricted by a heavy chain from her collar to the ring in the floor. She tried to open her eyes, then remembered the tight leather hood stretched across her face. The kidskin was so tight it molded her face. Her eyes were covered by pads, then a built-in blindfold covered those. Her mouth was filled with a rubber blow up gag, inflated so large her jaws had ached all night. She still felt the collar locked on her neck and her arms bound behind her. The spreader bars had been removed and a short six inch chain now connected her ankles. She could feel her ballet shoes on her feet.

	If she could cry any more, she would. Sarah was taking this fantasy/gift business too far. After fifteen minutes of holding the dreaded pool of cum in her mouth, John had returned to let her swallow. She could still feel the coating of sticky liquid down her throat. Sarah had quickly forced the blowup gag into her mouth, then inflated it until Jennifer's eyes had watered. Sarah made sure she had a good view of the massive canopy bed, then she had taken John into her and they had made love for hours. From time to time, one of them would glance over to her. John would smile at the sight of his new slave bound helpless while he made love to her beautiful friend. Sarah would smile at Jennifer as she felt John inside of her. Finally, they had finished, kissing and caressing each other, until Sarah had finally proclaimed it was time to let Jennifer down. She was relieved. It was time to end this gift. Her arms, bound behind her then forced up high in the air, had begun to scream in pain, and her calves had begun to cramp from the constant pressure. She was angry at Sarah, but she had thought it was a little fun, too. She would forgive her later, once she had a chance to recover.

	But after releasing her ceiling chain and disconnecting her spreader bars, Sarah did not untie her arms. Instead, she attached the short chain between her ankles, the forced her to walk back to the place she had been at the start of the evening. She had trouble moving since her head was still forced back harshly, forcing her now to look at the ceiling as she walked. Sarah forced her to the floor again, then attached the floor chain and climbed back into bed. Jennifer could just see the two cuddling in her own bed, as she lay bound and helpless on the floor. She felt humiliated as she lay there. She was till naked, her asshole throbbed from the brutal penetration, and her neck had begun aching from the harsh position. She tried to struggle, to move or get away, but the heavy steel of the chain and her bent position prevented her from moving much at all.

	It was only after midnight that she could hear John's voice.

	"I can't stand her staring at us like this. I still think of her as my girlfriend.”

	"I can take care of that, sweetie," Sarah said, then rose to apply the harsh hood. Now, in the morning, she could barely hear bodies moving. Here hearing was impaired by the hood, but she was sure she sensed motion. The sudden yank on her collar chain told her she was right.

	Jennifer was kept chained on her knees as John got cleaned up. She was shocked when, preparing to go get breakfast, he kissed Sarah passionately, then patted Jennifer on the head and left. She was sure her friend would now let her go. Sarah instead pulled a stool up in front of her friend and removed her gag.

	"What the hell is going on," Jennifer demanded with her dry and cracked voice. "This wasn't what I had in mind, you sleeping with John, me being tied up all night.”

	"I know, I'm sorry," Sarah pleaded. "I know how important this gift is and I wanted to make sure John never forgot it.”

	"You got him thinking I want to be his slave forever!”

	"Yeah, that kind of got out of hand," Sarah acknowledged. "I never said forever and you didn't have to agree to it.”

	" I know, but it would have ruined the story.”

	"Exactly! That's the whole point of this. Rather than just a simple night of some fun and games, we've given him a fantasy most men only have wet dreams about!" Jennifer had to admit it was good. But she could feel the pain in her shoulders and the punishment she had received last night.

	"When is it going to end?”

	"Look, tonight we'll have some fun and then I'll let him down. I doubt he could possibly believe that you would want to become a lifetime slave.”

	"Ok, but take it easy. And why can't you let me go for now?”

	"He'll be back any minute. He just ran down to the store. We have to keep up the illusion. You have to be completely submissive today and do anything he asks.”

	"I guess," Jennifer said reluctantly. "I can't imagine it could get much worse." Sarah chuckled.

	"I'm sure he has some surprises for you.”

	________________________________________ Upon John's return, Jennifer played her role to perfection, and was rewarded by seeing the joy in his eyes. He stood before her for ten minutes, just admiring how her bound body and kneeling form was available for him. She was on her knees, spreading her legs as wide as she could despite the short chain between her ankles. Normally she would have her head bowed, but her hair had been kept in a pony tail and though the hood was removed, Sarah had kindly reattached the strap to her elbow bondage, pulling her head back harshly. But Jennifer didn't mind, and even enjoyed the uncomfortable position.

	John rubbed his hands across his captive slave's body, squeezing her large breasts and even tweaking her nipples. She jumped at that, but didn't pull away. He smiled. She was truly his.

	________________________________________ Jennifer had worn rubber before, but never this much. She sat quietly at her master's feet, with only the heat and pain of the rubber bondage to distract her. John had seemed to relish dressing his new slave in her outfit, making sure that each piece was as snug and restrictive as possible. As Sarah supported Jennifer on the tips of her ballet shoes, he had started with a black rubber panty with two blow up dildos built into it. She was forced to bend over and feel the one of the black shapes push into her ass, filling her up even before it was inflated. The second, larger dildo pressed into her pussy, then the panty was pulled up snug. A rubber bra came next. The firm cups seemed to be designed to not only support her breasts but also cup them. She quickly discovered the less pleasant aspects of the piece. Her breasts seemed to squeeze into the bra, popping into each cup. A rubber gasket pressed the base of each breast, forcing each to bulb out. As she began to fill out the bra, she cried out behind her gag. Small, needle-like spikes pressed against her skin, sinking slightly into each breast. It felt like hundreds of small pins had been pushed into her skin and despite how she moved, the rubber bands at the base of each breasts kept them forced into each cup.

	For a brief moment her ballet shoes were removed and Jennifer quickly found she was unable to flatten her feet. Her tendons had tightened over the night. Sarah pulled a pair of black latex leggings over her feet and up her legs, then replaced her torturous shoes. Her arms were unbound for the first time in 20 hours and left to dangle at her sides. Sarah slipped shoulder length rubber gloves on her, then John began pulling a rubber body suit up her legs. The suit fit over the panties and bra, the inflation bulbs for the dildos fitting through small holes in the crotch. Each leg overlapped the leggings perfectly, creating a nearly seamless link. Her gloves were overlapped similarly. Her ball gag was removed and a rubber hood was stretched over her head and smoothed across her face. The rubber was skin tight, pressing tightly against her cheeks and pressing her hair flat. The end was fed underneath the body suit collar, then the suit was closed at top. The hood left open eyes and mouth, plus small holes for her nostrils. John quickly inserted stoppers up her nose and before Jennifer could panic, she realized she could breath through small tubes inserted through the stoppers. She looked down to see a blow up gag being pressed against her lips. With a quiet sigh, Jennifer opened her mouth and let Sarah push the bladder in. She could feel her friend lock the gag in place, then John began to inflate the bulb. She could feel the rubber grow until her tongue was pressed down hard and her jaw was stretched. She looked up to see John smiling at her, continuing to pump. Already her eyes had begun to water and she pleaded with her eyes for him to stop. But he pumped on until she was certain the ball would burst. Finally, she watched as John twisted the connection at the front of the gag, then removed the inflation bulb.

	Jennifer had begun to panic. She had never been restricted to this degree. The tight rubber made it difficult to breath, and now she was forced to rely on the small tubes in her nose. She was starting to sweat under her latex prison, but knew she would be wearing it for some time to come. She was even more surprised when she saw John preparing even more for her to put on.

	"Bind her arms behind her again, Sarah," John commanded. "But I want to see if her wrists will meet her collar." Both Sarah and Jennifer were shocked at this suggestion, but Sarah could see that John was quite serious. He handed her a pair of manacles that were connected by a small pivot. As Sarah attached Jennifer's wrists behind her first, John began stretching a thicker rubber hood over the first one. Quickly, her eyes were covered by a pair of dark lenses that had been built into the hood. She felt as her nose tubes were fed through holes and the hood was pulled snug over her head. John then took a wide rubber collar and fit it over Jennifer's neck, locking on both helmets and the body suit. She could feel John pull it snug, then attach several small padlocks at the back. She tried to move her head, but found the collar seriously restricted her movement. She couldn't turn to catch sight of John attaching a small cable through a ring at the back of the collar, then to her new wrist cuffs. She felt as John pulled the cable up, forcing her wrists to the middle of her back, then inverted and above her elbows. She could feel her chest pushing out, the pins forcing themselves even further into her skin. She had always been flexible, but she wasn't sure she could accommodate John's wishes. But he was determined to complete the job, pulling hard until he could hear Jennifer cry out beneath her painful gag. Finally her wrists reached the back of her wide collar and John quickly locked the two together. Jennifer could feel her shoulders begin to burn from the harsh position, but she had no method to complain. But John wasn't finished. He fed another strap around her elbows and pulled hard, forcing them together as well.

	Finally, as Jennifer tried to adjust to the growing pain in her shoulders, he laced a corset around her waist. The cincher seemed to be designed for someone half her size, but John pulled the laces hard, reducing Jennifer's waist from a petite 20 inches to a tiny 17 inches. She found it even more difficult to breath now through her tubes. Reaching beneath her legs, he squeezed both inflation bulbs. Jennifer could feel the two dildos growing inside of her, filling her ass and pussy with rubber. Again, John far exceeded what she thought was her limit, increasing the size until she thought she would faint, then locked off the bulbs and left them dangling between her legs.

	________________________________________ Sarah had left to run errands and John had led his rubber slave into his office by a chain leash, then forced her to kneel at his feet. Jennifer wasn't surprised to find that a ring had been set into the floor beside his desk, to which John locked her leash. She was starting to lose control of the idea that this was all just a game. Jennifer had read plenty of stories that involved slavery and bondage that she would immerse herself in. Now, as she felt the crushing feeling of the two layers of rubber on her body, the punishment bra that forced sharp spikes into her breasts and the extreme method her arms had been bound, she felt like she had been transformed into a real slave and she was experiencing her true fate. She was isolated from the world, unable to release herself, or to ask for release. Jennifer knew she was being truly controlled and without Sarah's assurance that this would end soon, she would not have been able to maintain control.

	The eye pieces were covered with a dark lens, much like a welding glass, limited her view to within a foot or two. Her hearing was limited as well, but she could still hear John's muffled voice through the two layers of rubber. He had begun to make phone calls and for the first time Jennifer was allowed to stay in the room. In the past, John kept his office locked, assuring his girlfriend that she wouldn't be interested in his business dealings. She had always assumed he was just keeping client confidentiality, but she quickly began to doubt her optimism. Recently, she got the impression that he was involved in his own shady dealings, but she hadn't been concerned. He was seemingly wealthy and very giving, which was good enough for her.

	Now, as she was ignored like an object she had become, she learned more of the work he did. It was all very cryptic and much was lost on her, but she did notice that he was inviting friends over for the evening. Jennifer panicked. She knew he was probably wanting to show off his new slave girl, and that meant he might want to share her as well. Based on her comments earlier, when she was playing the game Sarah had wanted her to play, she had offered herself completely. With fear in her heart she suddenly realized he was preparing a gang bang for his new property.

	"No, I didn't know either," she could hear John say. "I thought she was all wholesome, too." A pause, then, "No, she is sitting here. I've got her in full rubber, with blow up dildos and a gag. Oh, and get this: I folded her arms up her back so her wrists are locked to the back of her collar!" He laughed at loud to a comment from the other end. "Yes, you can fuck that pretty little mouth of hers. But bring your piercing gear. Nose, tongue, nipples and clit." Jennifer was shocked at the idea. She had always avoided any body piercings, largely since she felt too embarrassed to have any. Now, unless Sarah got back soon and broke the news, she would be forcibly pierced, and not just her tongue! "Oh, and bring the permanent rings. She's my slave now, right?”

	Jennifer kneeled in silence for the remainder of his calls, dreading not only the humiliation of servicing John's friends as a slave, but also the threat of having rings permanently piercing her body. She almost missed a phone call that sent shivers down her spine.

	"Yeah, it's John. Are you still looking for another girl?" She could just make out John's head nodding. "I think I've got your girl. She's 18 years old, very attractive." A pause, "How much can you get for her? - Wow, that much? - No, she's really 18 and never been a slave before. - Tonight,, after we're done with here. - No, no injury, just some fun." Jennifer couldn't believe what she was hearing! John had made a deal to sell her into slavery, a fate worse than death. She felt faint, not only from the harsh constriction she was already forced in, but also from the added feeling of this never ending. Rather than a horrible game, yet a game that would finish, she now knew she might never see freedom again. Images of slavery shot through her mind, filled with cruel masters, foreign countries and even harsher tortures than she had already faced.

	As John finished the call, Jennifer tried to adjust her position for more comfort. Her rubber skin had now molded so well to her own skin that she could hardly tell the difference. Her arms had gone somewhat numb, though she could still feel her fingers, which was a good sign. John finally stood and unhooked her leash, then lifted her back to her toe shoes. The sudden pain of her feet crushing into the painful devices woke Jennifer up again. But John was oblivious to her pain. Instead, he gave her gag two more pumps and her dildos a few more each, once again distracting Jennifer from the pain of her toes in exchange for the pressure of the blow up devices. He walked her to face a full length mirror in the corner, moving behind her and wrapping his arms around her body.

	"Ah, my little slave," he cooed in her rubber covered ear. "I can't wait to see what punishments I can create for you. I've been wanting to have you as my slave for so long. If I would only have known how eager you were to become a life long slave, I would have captured you long ago." His fingers reached around to pinch her latex cupped breasts, squeezing them. The spikes on the inside drove even further into her flesh as new tears flowed behind Jennifer's eye covers. "Tonight will be fun. We'll pierce you as a slave, maybe even brand you.”

	Despite the the clenching of her heart with fear, she couldn't help but admire the rubber clad form reflected before her. She looked far more shapely than ever before. The breast cups helped accentuate her already largish breasts by banding the base of them, helping them to bulge out further. The corset at her waist crushed her down so tiny that she looked like she could break in half. The shiny rubber gleamed in the light, making her legs look longer and sleek. The ballet shoes forced her leg straight, lengthening her thigh. She felt wet from seeing herself like this, realizing that despite the horrible concept of being kept like this forever, she did like the feeling. She had never even dreamed about becoming a slave for life. It had always been a distant fantasy and simply ended at a playful period of time and then release. Now, as she examined the bound and tormented form before her, she had to admit that she secretly longed for such treatment. But she also knew she was only 18, with a life of choices and decision ahead of her. She wanted to be free to experience her adulthood, not bound and forced to submit to her master's every whim. But she still enjoyed her body now, in the harsh layers of rubber. Even the way her arms were bound added to the beauty. It looked like she was armless and thus the lines were undisturbed. John smiled as he realized she was admiring herself.

	"Plenty of time for that later, my pet. We have an entire series of modifications I plan to make to your lovely body. Much larger breasts, even smaller waist. But, it's time to get ready for tonight.”

	Jennifer dutifully followed along as he tugged her away from the mirror. As she felt her feet being crushed into her shoes, and the skin tight rubber squeezing every inch of her body, reality came crashing back. She realized that if Sarah didn't get back soon, she might find herself sold as a slave to some distant stranger, whom she was certain would never release her. She longed to cry out, to yell for her friend. But she couldn't. Perhaps when she was rebound she could explain what had happened to John and he would release her. She could only hope the gift hadn't gone too far.

	________________________________________ Jennifer felt strangely naked. After eight hours in her rubber prison, her body was now naked except for the blow up dildos and gag still in her mouth. But even more than her nakedness, her current bondage made her feel even more exposed. Steel ankle cuffs had been added above her ballet shoes, locking her feet to the floor a precarious five feet wide. Leaned backwards, her waist was supported by a padded stanchion. Wrist cuffs were connected to chains and pulled wide and behind her. The resulting position forced her to bend backward until she was uncomfortably leaning at a 45 degree angle. To add to the discomfort, John had put her hair into a ponytail, lacing a leather strap with into it, then attached the strap to a ring beneath her. Pulling hard, he forced her head back severely, then tied off the strap. That was two hours ago. She could hear the sounds of new guests entering the house, clinking glasses and talking loudly downstairs. Jennifer had long since gotten over her embarrassment, but she could feel a strong sense of humiliation rising as the footsteps climbed the stairs.

	Earlier in the day, once the rubber suit had been removed, she was led into the shower stall and chained to the spigot. John had left the gag in place and ordered Jennifer to shave and wash. After half an hour under the hot spray, she had managed to complete the job. Hunger had overtaken her and once released, she had slumped to the floor. John had rebound her arms behind her, then forced her to suck him off. Despite the humiliating task, Jennifer was eager for the nourishment. She didn't mind as John held her hair and slammed his cock deep down her throat until his cum built inside. Once again, though, he came on her tongue, then forced her to hold it in her mouth for some time before she swallowed. This, unlike any other thing she had experienced, was the most humiliating. She hated the taste of cum and John knew it.

	After drying her off, John had brought her back out into the bedroom, forcing her to her knees in the same spot she had spent the night. Placing spreader bars between both her ankles and knees, John had then applied a small clamp to Jennifer's clit. As the teeth bit into her most tender spot, she screamed in pain. But John continued until her clit was crushed beneath the clamp. A small chain stretched toward the floor and he pulled until the end hooked onto a small ring beneath her. Tears streamed from her eyes at this newest torture. As her eyes began to clear from the pain, she saw John approaching with another clamp. He quickly applied this one to her septum, turning the screw until she was certain it would punch a hole.

	"After tonight we won't have to use this clamp. We'll put a nice big ring through your septum, just like a nice little cow." John chuckled as he saw the terror in his new slave's eyes. Jennifer couldn't imagine such a thing. A ring in her nose, especially one as large and humiliating as she knew John would use, would make her look like an animal. She whimpered slightly at the thought as she watched John continue setting up. He lowered a chain from the ceiling and attached it to the clamp. Turning the winch, he quickly took away the slack and began hauling Jennifer's head up toward the ceiling with the tug of the chain. As the strain increased on her nose, she tried to rise and release the pressure, only to experience the stabbing pain as her clit was stretched beneath her. She immediately tried to sit down again, only to cry out from the pain in her nose. Jennifer struggled to find a compromise between the two tortures finding little relief. Once John could see her clit had been stretched painfully, he locked off the winch. John could only smile at the sight of his young slave. As if she were wearing a painful corset, her posture was perfectly straight, her breasts pushing out from her chest, her head pulled up hard yet her body still in a kneeling position. Tears continued to stream down her cheeks as the pain of her predicament overwhelmed her.

	Jennifer was delirious from the torture when she suddenly realized she was not gagged. Now was the chance to tell John it was all a joke, a gift for his birthday. She tried to focus on her words, but the pain was too intense. Each time she lost focus, she would either rise too high and yank on her distended clit or drop down and pull hard on her septum. She tried to talk, though she wasn't sure what she was saying.

	"Master, oh, please, aahhhh, I need to tell you...." But just as she thought she could say the words, she felt John forcing something into her mouth. A massive ball gag was jammed between her teeth, locking her jaws wide and crushing her tongue to the bottom of her mouth.

	"No need to speak, my slave," John cooed as he pulled the strap tight and locked it in position. "I know you are devoted to me. This is only a taste of the pain you will experience in the future. But you have to learn never to speak without permission." With that a set of rubber strands connected to a vicious whip fell on her exposed breasts. Jennifer had never felt such pain as her chest exploded in pain. She could just see John out of the corner of her eye as he swung again. His strokes were hard, using his strength to swing the whip hard. Jennifer subconsciously tried to move away from the blows, but she quickly found the pain in her clit and nose again. New tears poured from her eyes as she wailed behind the large gag. John soon switched his aim, striking Jennifer's exposed and stretched clit with the tips of the rubber whip. A wave of pain enveloped her and she lost consciousness.

	________________________________________ Jennifer could hear the door swing open and an unknown number of people quickly surrounding her. She hoped that one of them was Sarah and that she would have the chance to ask her friend to end this nightmare. Without her, Jennifer was certain John would keep her permanently in bondage despite any pleadings she might offer.

	She jumped in her bonds as hands began running across her body, touching her breasts, stomach, legs and face. She could feel the blood rush into her face as her humiliation increased with each stranger's touch. But the caresses quickly stopped as John began to speak.

	"Thank you for joining us tonight. As you can see, my former girlfriend has given herself to me as a permanent slave. Tonight I will mark her with heavy piercings as is customary for a punishment slave. She will wear rings in her septum, tongue, nipples and clit." Jennifer could feel a layer of sweat cover her body as she heard his words. The idea of having her body pierced without her permission was beyond her ability to comprehend. She had no idea what a punishment slave was, but she was sure it wouldn't be fun. A guest seemed to ponder the same thought.

	"So you don't intend to use her as a sex slave?”

	"I do intend to use her for prostitution as a form of income, but I want to explore and expand her pain thresholds," John responded. "You see, as my girlfriend, she was rather prudish. I am convinced that this was simply a cover for a true masochist. I will employ every method I can devise to bring out these tendencies, including body modification, sensory deprivation, breast torture and more. But now we must get on to the evening, I have a big surprise for you all later." With that the crowd applauded. Jennifer had broken out into a cold sweat at hearing the forms of torture, discipline and humiliation she would endure. If only she could twist enough to see Sarah. She was certain she must be in the crowd, laughing at Jennifer's fear. But her head had been pulled back severely, limiting her view to the opposite end of the large bedroom. All she could see was darkness.

	As a tray covered with various steel tools was rolled up, John leaned into Jennifer, whispering in her ear.

	"This is it, my slave. Once we pierce you with these permanent rings, you will be a slave forever. I hope you truly do enjoy pain because I'm going to immerse you in it!" His hands caressed her tear stained face. For a moment, Jennifer hoped to see a trace of mercy in her former boyfriend's eyes. Instead, she felt a cruel yank as John tightened her hair strap even further, forcing her head back at an even more severe angle.

	Jennifer could feel cool metal sliding against her breast. With no warning, a sharp pain rushed through her chest. She tried to scream but the gag was effective. Her struggles went on unnoticed as the chains that held her in place gave no slack. Jennifer couldn't believe this was happening to her. Even if she could get away now, she would have a permanent ring in her nipple. Then suddenly, another sharp pain cut through her left breast and she knew she would soon have a second ring. She begged for Sarah to come and save her, to appear out of the gloom of this horrible crowd and stop her slide into forced slavery. Instead, she could feel the rings being fed through the new holes in her nipples, and the sudden heat of the soldering iron as the ends were forever melded. A bright light turned on over her, highlighting the new piercings and the crowd applauded. But Jennifer knew it wasn't over. She could still feel the tools on her breasts and the new pain through the heart of her nipple came as no surprise. More humiliating than single rings would be rods forced through the middle of her nipple. Together, the new jewelry would force her nipples to stay hard. She was both angry and frightened. Sarah should have stopped this by now. This type of permanent modification was not part of the deal. She should know that. Instead, her friend, where ever she was, had let this go on.

	Jennifer could feel the hands moving lower and she knew her clit would soon be pierced as well. The bright light refocused and she opened her eyes. Now the distant room was less dark, the spill of the bright light bouncing into the huge bedroom. Despite the tears in her eyes, Jennifer could just make out something in the distance. Her head upside down due to its strained position, took a moment to pick out the shape. Her eyes grew wide with terror and she again tried to struggle, this time finding slack in the hard steel holding her. At the opposite end of the room, barely visible except for the traces of light reaching in, was Sarah. Completely naked, she had been chained spread eagle in mid air. Her head was slumped forward in defeat, her blonde hair in tangles. Her body was a crisscross of angry red welts. She had received an extensive whipping across her body making it difficult to find a single unmarred space on her usually pristine skin. Jennifer wailed behind her gag. No wonder her friend had been unable to release her! And finally the weight of the situation came falling down on her. As she began to lose consciousness, the last thought through her mind was the words of her new master, "...life time slave.”

	________________________________________ Jennifer had been a slave for three years now, she figured, though the amount of pain and torture she had experienced could easily last 10 years. John had lived up to his word, tasking her every moment and exploring her most wild nightmares. She had lost track of every torture she had been put through, though some stuck out in her mind. She had spent several days strapped to the bottom of a coffin, buried alive with hundreds of rats teaming around her. Her breasts had been augmented with a combination of hormones and painful saline injections until her previously largish breasts, at 36D, had grown to a massive 44D. In contrast, her waist had been trained with constant corsetry until she had been reduced to a permanent 16 inches. She could no longer live without a corset and her master found new and more painful version to try out. Her feet had been forever modified to wear ballet shoes and they had not left her feet for any significant time over the past three years. John insisted she accompany him to many parties and gatherings, causing not only pain for his slave but also humiliation. The hair beneath her neck had been permanently removed, the only decoration other than her corset was her many piercings. Her arms had been trained to fold into a reverse prayer, her wrists meeting her wide collar and her elbows touching, until she no longer experienced any other form of arm bondage. Her master took every opportunity to humiliate her. Often the parties they attended, though slavery or fetish oriented, required attendees to wear formal attire. But John insisted that Jennifer come naked, led by a leash connected to her nose chain. She would be fed like a dog at John's feet, her arms still bound in their reverse prayer, her body gleaming from the permanent rings.

	Jennifer had long since stopped wondering what had happened to Sarah. A year into her slavery, John had shown her a picture to heighten her feeling of helplessness. It showed Sarah in some far off land, naked except for similar rings, harnessed to a carriage. Her body was covered with lash marks from her Arab owner as he encouraged her to pull him across the hot desert. Jennifer could see small chains connecting Sarah's nipple rings to her nose ring, forcing her head down and making it even more difficult to pull. For a moment Jennifer admired the beauty of her friend's body. Her long, supple legs were highlighted by a similar set of ballet shoes, her large breasts standing out from her lean figure. She couldn't help but think back to her times of freedom. With that, new tears began to flow and John smiled, closing the door to Jennifer's small steel cage and leaving her in heavy chains for the night.

	The End

	
Carol's Tale

	I could never finish this story. I couldn't decide what to do next. If anything, there were too many possibilities, rather than too few. I put an "end of part one" at the bottom, assuming I'll finish it one day. Maybe somebody can inspire me with a good idea?

	Carol was excited that the time had come for her to change schools. As she sat in her last class, she could almost feel the tension in the air, created solely by her own anticipation. The entire class was buzzing with the excitement of graduation that day. She watched as her fellow classmates giggled and chatted about the new adventure of high school next year. Carol was almost sad that she wouldn’t have the chance to go with them. She knew her parents had planned for her to go to a very private school in the country, not far from home but well away from where her current classmates would be going. She found herself admiring the young girls around her, their slim bodies and budding chests just beginning to attract attention. She had been a loner over the past two years of her schooling, not only due to her quiet nature, but also due to her physical differences. Though she appeared to be a typical 14 year old, the two years had shown dramatic and disturbing development of her own body. Her breasts had grown dramatically over that short period. From a quite normal 34A size, her breasts now measured close to a 38D. On her smallish frame her chest was both impressive and very humiliating for the young girl. Her parents did little to help her hide her virtues. Instead, they took every opportunity to dress her in tight blouses. Carol wasn’t like a typical 14 year old. She knew she differed in one basic and distinct area from the innocent young girls around her. She knew she was being raised by her parents as a sex slave.

	She had grown accustomed to the daily pain and humiliation she had been forced to face over the past two years since entering this bizarre world. Now, as she squirmed slightly on her small desk seat, feeling the blow up dildos pressed deep inside her pussy and ass, she was almost afraid of what would come next. Her nipples, permanently hard from the years of forced extension training, pushed against the tight cotton blouse of her school uniform. As her large breasts heaved with her breath, she could feel the tinge of sharp pain from the pull of the chain connecting her mid-nipple rod piercings, through the channel on the front of her corset to her clit ring. After these many months, her waist had been reduced to a slight 18 inches, held at bay by the steel boned leather corset that tried to hide beneath her blouse. The contrast between her waist and chest was startling. Unlike her fellow classmates, whose chests had just begun to grow, Carol would now forever carry these huge tits as a sign of her submission. With her already small frame she looked grossly disproportioned in the mirror. Though her mind wandered, she knew she must pay attention despite the fact that she would never attend this class again. The instructor, an insider in this already strict private school, would report any inappropriate actions to her father, who would not hesitate to punish her in ways her friends in class could not possibly imagine, except in their worst nightmares. As the final bell neared, Carol could not help but feel a sense of loss as this chapter in her life came to a close.

	As the bell broke her thought process, she slid out of the small desk and stood on her seven inch heels. Another element that both humiliated and excited her, the towering heels pushed her weight onto her toes, forcing her feet nearly in line with her straining calves. Her school girl knee socks seemed to shape to the attractive form, provoking more than the usual gaze as she moved down the hall, largely from the male (and some female) instructors at the school. Her plaid skirt, the typical uniform for all students, seemed even shorter than on her classmates. Unless she bent over nobody could see the strip a leather that slid between her legs to hold the plugs inside her, or the two inflation bulbs that dangled between her thighs. Once in awhile she could catch a jingling sound of the small locks that held her chastity belt in place. She had grown accustomed to the changing stimulation the vibrator positioned over her clit provided. A tribute to battery life, she could always count on the vibration lasting for the entire day until she returned to her home. Designed to vibrate off and on through the day, the device kept her on the edge of orgasm constantly. The rosy glow on her face, often misconstrued as the glow of youth, was in fact her flustered expression from the input to her youthful clit. As she walked down the hall to her next class, the chains yanking on her nipples and clit, the vibrator working on her, the heels forcing her on her toes, she tried to savor the moment. She knew she would never see these halls again.

	_________________________________________ Carol had been officially adopted by the Henderson's two years before. The fact that she was no typical adopted child became quickly evident. Though her new parents treated her in every way like a young girl of their own, their actions were quite different. She arrived late in the day and her first few hours were spent bathing and dressing. Though she expected a certain amount of babying by her new mother and father, she was surprised at how quickly she became immersed in her new life. Her mother shaved all her hair below her neck and her father applied an ointment that would prevent any hair from re-growing. Now, absolutely clean between the legs, she felt even younger. She was led to her new bedroom, complete with pink wallpaper and small stuffed animals, and told to sit at the edge of her bed. Her parents, eager to prepare her for the night’s sleep, quickly began applying her new nightly outfit. First, her feet were fitted in to custom ballet boots that wedged her toes deep into a point end. A strap pulled taught behind her heel to hold her foot firmly in place, eliciting tears from young Carol’s eyes. Second, a chastity belt was slipped around her waist and she was told to stand on her newly tortured toes, bending over onto the bed. She could feel a rubbery object pushed against her young pussy as her mother pushed a dildo deep into her. It was large and the piece of rubber filled her completely. While she was learning to accept this intrusion, a new pressure began at her asshole. She gasped as a seemingly equally large plug was forced up her ass until she could almost feel the two dildos touching inside. The strap connected to the waist belt quickly fed between her legs and she was told to stand upright. Designed to hold in the two dildos, the strap was pulled very taught, forcing the rubber objects even deeper into Carol. As she stood there, feeling full, she sensed something dangling between her legs. Looking down, she could see twin inflation bulbs hanging from her crotch. Before she could wonder of their purpose, her arms were lifted over her head and her father began lacing a heavily boned rubber corset around her waist. Extending from just below her breasts and over her hips, she could tell the device was designed to truly train her waist. As the laces became tighter, Carol gasped, trying to breath. Her already thin waist, a scant 21 inches, had quickly been reduced to 19. She could tell the corset was not closed and knew that it would be before long. She was allowed to lower her arms and her father pulled her arms behind her back, efficiently strapped them tightly together at wrist and elbow. She had always been flexible, able to contort into many unusual positions, so her elbows touched quite easily. She knew that she would become quite accustomed to this form of bondage.

	By now her tortured toes began screaming in agony but she was not given the option of sitting down. A wide posture collar, seemingly designed for her, fit snuggly around her neck, forcing her chin up high and back. She could hear the heavy padlocks clicking into place. Quickly, Carol began feeling the helplessness of her situation. Her youthful body, still moldable, seemed to take to the hard bondage being applied. She caught sight of her self in a small mirror as she felt her mother’s hands gather her long blonde hair together. She could see how her childlike arms had been pulled back severely, pushing out her youthful breasts from her body. The corset around her waist tapered her body nicely, if not painfully. She could just see the two inflation bulbs hanging from her hairless pussy, her small pussy lips forced out by the leather strap pulled tight through her crotch.

	Her mother laced her hair into a small braid and she could feel her slip it through her elbow bondage. A sudden tug yanked her head back until she was staring at the ceiling. She tried to pull back but she found her head locked neatly in position. Finally, her mouth was gently pulled open and a large dildo gag was pushed between her jaws. She was amazed at not only the width of it but also of the length. She could feel the rubber shape push her teeth wider and wider until her mouth was forced open to its maximum. The dildo slipped even deeper into her mouth, tickling her gag reflex. But she would gain no relief as she felt a series of heavy leather straps tighten around her entire head, holding the gag in place. Her body was carefully laid on the soft bed, a stuffed pillow carefully set against her bare chest. She could only stare at the headboard as she felt her father attach a heavy chain from each post to the large rings on the sides of her posture collar. The padlocks held them in place. She could not move from her uncomfortable position. She could only lay still, concentrating on the pain that grew from head to toe. She knew she would need to learn to sleep this way since she would most likely experience this bondage each night. She silently whimpered behind her gag as she could hear her mother start a bedtime story beside her. She tried to scream as she felt her father squeeze the bulbs between her legs, inflating the already huge dildos. Tears flowed down her face as her parents turned out the light and watched their baby from the half open bedroom door.

	_________________________________ Carol had a single goal when she graduated from high school and began seeking out her new life in the world. For years she had been haunted by fantasies of submission and body modification to the point that she ceased to be frightened by them. Instead, she began craving a realistic outlet to her fantasy. She had been both blessed and cursed by a youthful appearance, so much so that she looked 12 years old when she was 18. She was naturally thin, standing only 5’ 6", but with smallish breasts and a baby face. Though she had trouble getting dates from he classmates throughout school, she did receive a number of interesting and bizarre offers from her friends’ fathers. Even when making an effort to look older, she simply managed to look like a well dressed grade schooler. But despite her youthful look, she was very beautiful. She had used the internet to discover the underground need for young female slaves, especially ones who harbored as severe and bizarre fantasies as Carol did. She enjoyed sending photos of herself to her internet acquaintances, slowly letting them suggest more extreme forms of self bondage. She used her self-timer to snap pictures, then sent them along. She loved hearing others ideas of how to bind and humiliate herself. She would collect her pictures into a small album then admiring them in the evenings. The images of a seemingly heavily bound sixth grader even turned herself on. More often than not, she was denounced as a fake. Little did they know the truth. It only took a few weeks before she had an address to report to. Dressed in a simple sundress she arrived at her destination never to be free again.

	The Henderson's wanted desperately to own a young girl of 12 or 13 and raise her as their sex slave. Though many offers were made, the young couple couldn’t see risking the danger in kidnapping. Instead, they hoped to find an older girl who could pass as much younger. Then they saw Carol. Led out onto the stage a mere day after she arrived at the auction house, she was completely naked, her arms bound severely behind her back at wrist and elbow, a wide collar hugging her neck. With her bare pussy, small breasts and childlike face she impossibly young. After a bid of nearly $15,000, Carol was sold. As she was shuffled off the stage to be crated up for shipment, she caught a glimpse of her new owners. The Henderson’s eyes gleamed with pride as if they were watching their daughter in the school play.

	The rules were explained quickly and briefly to Carol. She was now 12 years old and would have all her legal documents created to reflect that. Her body would be modified significantly to reflect the desires of her new owners, who would hence forth be referred to as mother and father. As simple as that and Carol no longer was herself, but a new, younger girl who would experience the pain and humiliation of slavery like no other before her.

	Carol’s breast training began almost immediately. Each morning she was awoken at 6 am, and dragged from bed to a special room. There she was placed on the floor, her knees strapped wide beneath her. A bar would be placed behind her, at her lower back, and her hair strap released. The strap was reconnected to a ring in the floor and her body was pulled back hard. Her father would stroke her cheek for a few moments until she calmed down then, with the aid of a large syringe, proceed to inject saline into both breasts. Carol’s screams, masked by the huge gag still forced down her throat, made her father smile as he watched her breasts balloon to enormous sizes. He knew the saline would mostly be absorbed into her system yet each day her breasts would increase ever so slightly. In the first few days after her adoption, Carol was efficiently pierced, with a heavy ring behind each nipple and a steel rod through the middle of each nipple. She was also permanently pierced through her clit and her tongue. A piercing grommet, a hole cut through but held open with a steel sheath, was punched through her septum. She was told this was to avoid too much attention at her school, but allow for a ring through her nose after school. Either way, Carol felt fully humiliated by her new and quite permanent piercings.

	Though school was quite interesting for Carol a second time around, she realized she would never be outgoing or talkative now. She felt humbled by the training she was experiencing, wondering if the girls around her knew that she was a slave. Her tongue ring seemed to gleam in the light and thus she tried not to speak at all. In addition, she knew her nipple rings and rods were visible through her thin cotton blouse. She wasn’t allowed to wear a bra yet, since 14 year old girls didn’t need them. Her first shirt had been tailored to her chest prior to her breast enlargement and, though she had only gone from a 34A to a 34C after three months, she could already feel her nipples pressed against the tight blouse. Now, though she did have a new blouse tailored, it was designed to be suggestive at a 36D. With her 38D size now, her breasts almost hung out of the shirt. To accentuate her chest further, she wore a snug plaid skirt that fit her corseted waist tightly. She had not spent a single moment without a corset since her arrival, minus the few moments it took her to clean up each morning after her saline injections. She had been reduced to an 17 inch waist by the heavy steel boning of her most recent corset. She could only imagine how her breasts after 3 years of enlargement would look with such a tiny waist. She had heard a conversation between her father and the corset maker a short while previous as they discussed her waist training. She heard words such as permanent and steel corset, as well as welding. She knew she would always have a forcibly reduced waist despite how large she got in the chest. Sometimes she would take a moment to look at her self in the mirror in the bathroom, marveling at how she could hardly recognize herself. She had been fully modified to look like someone else and, as she watched her chest grow and her waist shrink, she knew that the transformation was not complete.

	After school always proved interesting, and painful, for Carol. Upon returning home, she was required to completely disrobe, leaving her in her corset, dancing on her toes to avoid a flat footed stance. After so much time in high heels or ballet boots, she could no longer lay her foot down on the floor, her tendons having already permanently modified. Leaving her blow up dildos in, her collar was locked on and her ballet boots put back on. Often, her parents would have guests over upon her arrival and, despite the humiliation Carol felt, she would still be required to disrobe and experience the application of her bondage. As she stood there with these strangers watching this seemingly young girl being forced to submit, she hated her slavery the most. The small chains that connected her rings seemed to make her even more vulnerable. Sometimes the guests would fondle her body, tugging on her piercings or chains, or pressing the blowup dildos deeper into her. The final humiliation would be her father locking a large ring into her septum piercing, then attaching a chain leash and leading her off on her toes.

	Attached to her bedroom, Carol was provided with a study room. The walls, painted with small bunny rabbits and pigs, had a calming effect the first time she had been brought there. Now, after years of experiencing the study room, she no longer had such romantic thoughts. Despite her training as a slave, she was still required to achieve good marks in class. The few times she failed to score a requisite A in her studies, she had been severely punished. Most recently, during a period of time when she was being trained in anal sex, she had been particularly distracted. Each day, she carried a large enema with her to school, only allowed to let it go after lunch. It was nearly impossible for her to pay attention at school without tears welling up in her eyes from the pain in her intestines. Her teacher, an insider into Carol’s torment, called that Friday to report to her parents that she had done poorly on an exam. Her mother was so upset that Carol was immediately placed into her most stringent bondage yet. Upon arriving home, she knew that something bad was to happen when, while disrobing her, Carol’s corset was removed as well. Her confusion and fear was only slightly overshadowed by the strange sensation of not wearing the compressing device. She examined her shadow on the floor, noting how dramatic the shape was. Her already large chest was offset by her amazing waist, shrunk to what she thought was an impossible 17 inches. She had little time to study herself as her father attached her nose ring and yanked her down the hall. She noticed she was not wearing the ballet boots, forcing her to tip toe behind her father.

	She was led directly into the feared dungeon, a stone walled room hidden beneath the house. Her mother and father wasted no time in pushing her to dress in a clear rubber body suit. The latex seemed to be made for a large doll, or perhaps an 8 year old. Instead, Carol was told to force it over her body, then assisted by her strong father, until the clear rubber hugged every curve of her body. She could feel her bare pussy molded into a form built into the suit, pressing a rubber lining into her pussy. Her asshole as well was now lined with rubber, but both holes were still available for penetration. It felt like the latex was poured for her body. Even her largish breasts were coated perfectly. Immediately her mother pushed another full body suit toward her. This a thick black rubber, seemed even smaller than the first. It wasn’t until she had forced it up to her neck that she noticed that the hands had a unique addition. Her fingers could be folded back on themselves so that her hands became useless. It didn’t take long before Carol’s theory was proved correct. Quickly, her fingers were tied back until she could no longer use them. Her father finished pulling the rubber over her shoulders, leaving the heavy hood to dangle in front of her. A chair was placed behind her and she was forced back, then quickly strapped down. She watched as her mother placed a unique set of shoes on her feet. A steel plate was fit over the base of her foot, with a small metal piece cupping her toes. An ankle cuff locked in place, effectively holding Carol’s foot in a ballet stance. There was no heel, however. She could feel her father above her and then the sudden sound of something buzzing. Before she realized it, she could feel her father shaving her head. Tears welled up in her eyes as she felt her long blonde hair fall to the floor around her. It only took a moment before her head, shaved and clean, was completely bald. The only hair left on her body was that comprising her eye brows and lashes.

	Her nose ring was abruptly removed and a thin hood was stretched over her face. Like her body, the hood seemed to seal to her skin, leaving holes for her eyes, mouth and nostrils only. Her father pressed a long tube to her mouth and she opened her mouth out of reflex, then suddenly realized she was being forced to swallow a feeding tube. Carol choked a bit, but her gag reflex had been trained well. She could do nothing but swallow it into her stomach. Soon, she could feel the gag connected to the end of the tube shove its way into her mouth, filling her cheeks. The gag effectively removed any ability to use her mouth for breathing. She would be forced to survive only on what her parents chose to feed down the tube. Straps held the gag in place, the hard leather cutting into the sides of her face. Two additional tubes were then fed up her nose and she could feel them being threaded into her lungs. For a moment she could not breath at all and she began to panic. But quickly the tubes fed down into her and locked into place inside her nostrils. She quickly realized that she was in store for something new. She had never had a feeding tube and breathing tubes inserted in her like this. She felt her father reach in front and pull the black rubber hood over her face. It stretched tight as well, but only left holes for her eyes, the tubes in her mouth and nostrils fed through the appropriate holes. Carol could feel strategically placed ear plugs slip deep into her ears, blocking out all sound.

	The two layers of rubber across her body felt like it was crushing her. She knew she was about to be horribly punished, though she couldn’t imagine how. She caught sight of herself in a mirror across the room, marveling at how her curvaceous body now seemed to be made of thick, black rubber. She was forced to stand, balancing on her new toe shoes, while her father began pulling her final hood into place. Carol could only see it briefly, but her heart stopped cold at the sight. The seamless heavy rubber and leather hood had built in steel bands that circled the head, then locked with rivets. She knew she was about to experience something horrible. As her sight was blocked out, she realized she had no senses left. The only thing she could feel was her labored breathing through her tubes. She could feel her wrists being bound together behind her, then lifted high up her back. A wide steel collar was fitted around her neck, removing any ability to move, and her wrists were forced up until they met the back of the collar. Carol could do nothing but whimper to herself as the strain on her shoulders increased. Once locked into position, she could feel another band circle her elbows, pulling them together in the small of her back. She tried to cry in pain, but no sound escaped. The familiar feeling of a new corset was no surprise to Carol. She could feel her parents attach the new device around her already modified waist. But she quickly realized it was no ordinary corset. She could feel the ratchets turn slowly, compressing her body. Steel boning was forcing her waist to new proportions. She was certain, as she struggled to find breath from her new constriction, that her waist was now crushed to at least 15 inches.

	She could feel her parents attached various tubes to her privates, things she was sure would not only provide release, but also discomfort. Finally, bands were attached around her legs, immobilizing them, and she could feel herself lifted off the ground. She felt the vibration of metal against floor and she knew where her fate lay. She had been shown the floor cage, a 15 foot circular tube set in concrete beneath the dungeon floor, when she had first arrived. She remembered it as the one thing she hoped she never experienced. Now, bound and helpless, she was about to live her worst fear. The floor cage was designed for sensory deprivation punishment. Her parents carefully lowered her into the stone coffin, making sure she was centered, then poured quick setting plaster around her. Carol could feel the added pressure of the substance rising around her, pressing even harder against her already compressed body. She panicked, struggling to scream or escape, but her efforts resulted in a minor trembled and no sound. Soon, she could feel her head immersed in the liquid. It only took moments for it to begin to set, and within an hour, Carol was entombed in her new home.

	__________________________________ Carol was unsure how long she had been in complete isolation. She was certain it had been months. Somehow she had been forgotten here, trapped in her tomb. The only thing she could sense was her breath as it climbed up and down the hose connected to the room above. She couldn’t even be sure she was being fed, the tube in her stomach giving her no indication either way. The first sound she heard in her earphones made her jump, at least mentally, and the sound of her mother’s voice was a relief. She was told she would be punished for two weeks, during which time she would be given her lessons through her only connection with the world, her ears. Already Carol was eager to please, and though her parents could not hear her, they could tell from the EKG and heart monitor that their young daughter was ready.

	Lessons not only consisted of her regular school work, but nights often included surprise tapes, whispered voices encouraging her to be a slave, to obey her parents and to give her body fully. By the end of the two weeks, Carol would be sufficiently brainwashed to remain a slave for life.

	_______________________________ Carol could feel the excitement over her first day at the new school throughout the house. She wasn’t sure whether to be excited, or afraid of what would come next. Over the summer, her breast size had increased from the 38D to a 44 DD, while her waist had been reduced to 15 inches. The center of gravity to her body had been dramatically changed, and she struggled to maintain her balance constantly. The permanent addition of the ballet shoes did not help. During the three months she had spent out of school, she had been forced to wear the cruel shoes continually. She had not only grown accustomed to having her arms bound behind her at wrist and elbow, but had also been trained to have her wrists forced high up her back, the wrist cuffs attached directly to her collar.

	She woke that morning, in her customary folded and chained position on her bed, knowing that she was about to enter a dramatic chapter in her life. As she was prepared for the new school, she wondered what it would be like. She knew the school she was going to was very exclusive, but she had no idea what it would be like. Her grade school had largely been a normal private school, with the exception of a few select teachers and the principal who knew what Carol really was. She knew that her parents wanted to send her to a proper school, whatever that meant, and she imagined attending a private school where her breasts and strange body would standout even more than they had at grade school.

	The car door opened at the end of a long driveway. Carol squinted in the morning light, trying to make something out of the foreboding exterior of the distant mansion. As her mother stepped out of the car, she attached a short leash to her nose ring and began to pull. Carol began to panic. She hadn’t thought twice as she was dressed for her first day, until she realized that the skimpy outfit she now wore would not be covered by anything else. Her mother had to yank hard on her leash to pull her from the car. Carol was shocked that her arms had not been unbound, the large nose ring had not been removed nor had her ballet shoes been taken off. Instead, she was forced to rise from the car as she was, exposed to this new world as an out right slave. She felt naked in her small rubber outfit. A tight half top left her stomach area uncovered and barely managed to support her massive breasts. As if that mattered, as the latex was practically transparent. She felt as if she wore nothing on top. She could feel her nipple rings forced down against her skin, and the rods through her nipples fighting against the rubber. Her short skirt was the same, an ultra mini skirt that hugged her upper thighs. She might as well have been wearing cellophane, though the rubber provided a constriction unavailable in a single sheet of plastic wrap. Clearly visible through her skirt was a rubber G-string. Two straps of rubber descended from her waist, meeting just below her clit, leaving her piercing exposed. Held into place by the G-string were her two familiar pump up dildos, though the inflation bulbs no longer hid beneath her plaid skirt from grade school. The two balls hung clearly out from under her rubber skirt to mid thigh. Even her corset gave little cover. Made also of transparent rubber, only the steel shafts that held her waist in its 15 inch form blocked out anything.

	Carol could feel a growing sense of humiliation as she was led away from the safety of the car, up the long driveway to her new school. Tears welled up in her eyes as she pictured the shocked faces of the school administrators, as this tortured young girl joined the ranks of their school. She had no choice but to follow her mother up the long path and toward her fate.

	The school hallways seemed quite typical, and Carol felt even more humiliated by her appearance. They came upon the principal’s office and entered the anteroom. The secretary looked up briefly, her marmish glasses pushed low on her nose, only acknowledging her mother long enough to get her name. Seconds later, a voice from the intercom asked Carol’s mom to enter, leaving Carol in the waiting room alone. She knew better than to sit down without permission, and instead stood in the center of the room, feeling the leash from her nose ring dangle between her breasts. The silence of the room was broken by a click. Carol knew that her shoes had tightened another notch and she dreaded the pain that would follow. The custom ballet boots had been fitted on her feet shortly after she had finished grade school. The form fitting rubber provided just enough support to her feet without making it easy to walk. The tips, sharp and pointed, forced her toes into a harsh wedge, the pain increasing with each step. After three months, she knew her feet had been irreparably modified. She could feel her toes changing shape, learning to deal with the painful position. The shoes had been designed to never come off, except with great force. The rubber had been permanently riveted on her feet from the start. Her father had made sure the shoes were extremely tight, but had attached the compression device none the less. The ratchet strap at the back of her heel was designed to absorb any slack provided as her feet pushed further into the extreme point of the shoe. The ratchet only worked one way, however. Each time a click took up some slack, Carol knew her feet would be further changed.

	The waiting room made Carol feel even more humiliated. The normal walls, frumpy secretary and seemingly un-slave like surrounds made her conscious of the skimpy and exposing outfit she wore. She was almost glad when her mother came out and led her by her nose leash into the principal’s office.

	Unlike the outer room, the inner room was a more lavish example of dark woods, with evidence of education all around. Books seemed to cover the wall like a library, pressing their knowledge down on any bystanders. Carol’s eyes found the principal standing before her. An impressive six foot two in her six inch heels, the woman exuded control. She smiled at Carol, running her hand across her massive breasts, then using both hands to encircle her tiny waist. Her mother and she exchanged a few pleasantries, then they both sat and began working on the proper forms to admit Carol. She was neither acknowledged further, nor offered a seat. Instead, just prior to sitting, her mother had attached her nose ring leash to a dangling chain that Carol had failed to notice. With a harsh pull, Carol’s head was forced up high and the free end of the leash was attached to Carol’s tongue ring. She could not move her position without causing great pain to either piercing.

	The meeting took a half hour and when finished, her leash was released. Her mother, tears in her eyes, gave her a peck on the cheek and a pat on the head, then left in a hurry.

	End of Part 1

	The Box by ThndrsharkWe had done about everything we could think of with Jane. After only 3 years, she had been modified and manipulated in every way imaginable. As I admired her rigid body, listening to her subtle whimpering beneath the inflated bladder stretching her jaws, I couldn't help but feel sad that I wouldn't have her to torture any longer. Three years ago, when she had written me with her interest in becoming the ultimate bondage toy, I hadn't believed someone like her existed. But after many months of conversation, we finally met, and I realized that she was for real. Only 19 years old when she arrived, she was impressive. Only 5'6", she already had massive breasts, measuring a delightful 38D. On such a small frame, they stood out dramatically. She was rather proud of them, wearing a tight t-shirt on our first meeting, with hip hugger shorts and a bare stomach. I was still certain she would back out at the last minute, but she eagerly signed the contract giving her life to me, then drinking the potion I had set out. Within seconds she was asleep.

	It only took a few minutes to throw her tiny form over my shoulder and carry her down to the dungeon. Already a large house nestled in the woods, I had built an equally large dungeon underground. The long, stone steps were foreboding to strangers, as were the dark walls and sounds of dripping water in the distance. Setting Jane on the floor of the primary chamber, I undressed her, then lifted her onto the chair. Her ass settled on two flat bars, leaving her entire crotch accessible. Legs stretched out in a dramatic V, parallel with the floor, while her arms strapped behind her at wrist and elbow, then attached to an upright bar. Her head bent back, resting in two thin half bands that held her at the base of the skull and toward the top of her head. Thin straps extended from these, one circling her chin with the other reaching around her forehead. Once tightened, her head bent back sharply, forcing her to face up. When she woke, she would be able to see herself clearly through the large mirror suspended above her. I wanted her to see everything that was happening to her. An added attachment connected to the lower band and stretched over her mouth. I reached in to pull out her tongue, then fit it between two serrated pieces, clamping them down tight, holding her tongue out of her mouth. Two rubber wedges at the back of her teeth held her mouth open wide. I stepped to the back of the chair and began cranking the two dull spikes. They touched her skin on either side of her spine, at mid-back. Though not sharp, they were uncomfortable, and served the purpose of slowly forcing her chest out, while stretching her body. The pain of the metal pressed hard against her back brought her eyes open wide and a scream from her throat. I watched out of the corner of my eye as her eyes darted about the room in fear, trying to assess the situation. I ignored her, actually humming as I worked, positioning the dildo penetrator beneath her exposed anus. Greasing it, I cranked the dial until the pointed tip began to press past her sphincter. She jumped at the sensation, which told me she had too much slack. I stepped behind her again and gave the spikes a few extra turns, grinding their dull points harder against her sensitive back and creating a wail from her throat. The result was to force her large tits out further, and to remove her ability to move at all. I returned to the dildo, making sure it was lined up, then flipped a switch. For a second nothing happened, then suddenly, the dildo shoved it’s 6 inch length deep into her ass. Jane screamed out loud, tears beginning to spill down her cheeks as the dildo extracted slowly, then plunged itself deep once more. The sequence was random and would continue unrelented until I shut it off. I figured a few days of anal raping by the machine would soften her will.

	As I returned to her face, I avoided eye contact. I could see without looking that she was terrified. After all our conversation about these and the coming events, I could tell she wasn’t quite prepared for the reality of the situation. With a pair of scissors, I began to cut off her long blonde hair, letting it pool around my feet. Soon her head was stubble. I stepped to the side and rolled over the silver tray loaded with shaving cream and a razor, then applied the foam to her head and proceeded to shave her. Despite the attack waged on her ass, I could tell she was more disturbed by the shaving. She watched as I ran the razor over her head, removing the last bits of hair. Soon, she was completely bald. After wiping her dry, I took a pair of latex exam gloves from the tray, pulled them on, then squeezed a liberal amount of gel from a small tube onto my palm. Rubbing it across both hands, I touched her head, smearing the brownish substance across her bear head. The chemical stung as it attacked the hair follicles, though the pain couldn’t have been anything compared to the dildo. I looked down to see it was in heavy pump mode, forcing the dildo deep in, then extracting it quickly, only to shove it back in. It was like a good hard fucking. She closed her eyes, squeezing tears onto her face, as she felt her baldness become permanent.

	Shaving her eyebrows, then plucking her eyelashes was easier. I coated two eye patches with the strong depilatory, then placed them over her eyes, forcing them shut. I stepped around her and sat on a stool in front of her pussy, then spread more depilatory over her shaved crotch. I had to stop the machine for a second as I coated her ass with the same gel. It only took a moment and soon the machine was back in action. Pulling the gloves off and depositing them into the trash, I took another tray and selected a thick needle. I removed the eye patches, wiping her eyelids clean as well, then allowed her see see the sharp device I held. Her tongue was already pulled out, but a few turns of a small crank pulled it out even further. I again avoided eye contact as I lifted the huge needle and without pause, shoved it through her tongue, near the tip. A blood curdling scream rose from her throat as blood ran down her throat from the hole. I grabbed a fairly large ring from the tray and fit it through, clicking the locking ends together to form a seamless shape.

	After 30 minutes, I had completed her piercings. In addition to the front ring, I had pierced a series of holes down both sides of her tongue, placing smaller rings there. A large nose ring now dangled from her septum. Both nipples had a ring at the base and a rod through the middle, while her clit sported two rings; a larger one behind her clit, and a thick yet small ring through the middle of her clit. She had watched the entire process, simply grunting as each needle penetrated her flesh, moaning slightly as each ring clicked together in permanence. I stood back, admiring her modifications. I wasn’t sure if I would like the image of the hairless creature before me. But now, as the rings sparkled from her flesh, her face seemingly featureless without eyebrows or hair, her body contorted by the bondage and spikes, I smiled. I knew I was going to enjoy this immensely. I walked behind Jane, then leaned in to her ear.

	“Welcome to the rest of your life,” I whispered. I left her then, letting the ass fucking continue as she felt the first pangs of regret for her decision.

	For the years she served me as a slave, I rarely ever again got the impression that she hated her life. I think she learned that she was forever modified now, and would never return to normal existence. Despite my observation, I continued on with the plan we had made before she arrived. She had asked for some very specific punishments, and I happily complied. Now, she stood before me as she had so often, and I couldn’t help but wonder if she regretted her decision. Even if she had been given the opportunity to be released, she wouldn’t be able to live a normal life. From that first day she arrived until this very morning, I had injected growth hormones into her breasts. Her formerly 38D breasts were now an amazing 44HH. They were perfectly shaped, for breasts, firm and perky, but just amazingly huge. To compliment this, she now wore a permanent, spring steel corset. A surgeon had removed her two lower ribs to enable her current size. I stepped up to her and placed my hands around her waist. My fingers not only touched but overlapped slightly. For over a year now her breath had been forced into a shallow pant, her lungs unable to fill completely. Her mouth was gagged with an inflatable bladder, bulging her cheeks out dramatically. The look seemed to go with her inflated lips. A series of collagen injections had created the look of a sex doll. My guests had enjoyed the bizarre image of a woman at parties, her face painted and a gaudy wig over her bald head. I looked up to her, catching her eyes for the first time in months.

	“You know what day this is?” She shook her head slightly, fear filling her eyes. “Well, this is the day you get boxed.” I watched as she began to cry, knowing exactly what I meant. “Remember, you asked for this and, as you can tell by the time you’ve spent with me, I’ve done everything you asked for, haven’t I?” She gave a slight nod, her eyes dipping in resignation. She knew that I was not going to waver from her own plan, regardless of how she felt about it now. “I can tell by your response that you’ve changed your mind?” She lifted her eyes again, a look of pleading. “Perhaps I shouldn’t do this?” Again, a nod, as emphatic as possible with the posture collar on her neck.

	“Well, I’m sorry to say, but you chose your own fate,” I smiled at her face as she realized her fate was sealed.

	The box was only 4 feet long, 3 feet tall and 3 feet across, made of ½ inch riveted steel . As I led Jane to it, her eyes grew wide in panic. The thought of the box and the reality was almost too much for he to handle. She began to struggle, trying to pull away despite the chain that I held, connect to her nose ring. My newest slave Monica, a young brunette, helped hold her as I pushed her to her knees. As was customary, Jane was naked except for her corset, the ballet shoes she had learned to walk in, and the bondage that held her arms in place. She hadn’t had use of her hands for nearly 2 years now. I had wrapped them up in tiny rubber balls, and then trained her arms to fold into a reverse prayer, until they were strapped behind her in permanent fashion.

	We finally got her to the ground and I spread her legs, removing the inflatable dildos in her pussy and ass. Attaching a rubber strap to the front of her corset, I let it rest on the floor as Monica handed me the first dildo. The steel shapes were hollow in the middle, with stiff tubes and wires extending out of them. Greasing the tip, I slipped the steel phallus up Jane’s stretched ass until the retaining ring wedged into place. The second, larger dildo fit into her pussy nicely. I made sure the dildos were positioned well, then slipped a thin metal probe into her urethra. In order, I pulled the strap up between her legs, fitting a tube through the designated hole, then moved to the next, until I stretched the thick rubber up to meet the back of the corset. We rolled her onto her back and I grasped her face. The breathing tubes pressed into each nostril until I was certain they were seated in her lungs. With a combination of wax and glue, I filled the gaps around the tubes in her nostrils so she could only breath through the tubes. Attaching a bulb to her gag, I deflated and removed it. Almost immediately, Jane tried to speak. The rings through her tongue had made it difficult for her to talk since her first day, an activity I discouraged anyway. But now, her fate on the line, she began to panic.

	“Masssa! Peese! Ah don wanna ga an u box! Peese, na, peese! Ah beg ya. Peese!!” Her pleading continued in her bizarre broken English, the metal from her rings clicking off her teeth. I looked down at her and smiled.

	“Of course you’re going in the box, Jane,” I said sweetly. “Do you remember when you made me promise that no matter what you said, I would go through with the plan? Well, I’m not going to break my promise.” My words brought a stream of new tears, a morbid wail from her throat and a new round of thrashing. But her restricted body was no match for my slave and I. Monica simply sat on her tiny waist as I took her head again and began to push a much larger tube down her throat. Her eyes, large with terror, watched me as the tube hit the back of her throat.

	“Now be a good girl and swallow, Jane,” I said. Reflexively she did, and the tube slid into her stomach. Once I was sure it rested in the proper position, I took the rubber bladder Monica held, slipping the rigid middle over the tube, then pressed the rest of the bladder into her mouth. The middle section held the feeding tube firm, pressing against the top of her throat. Monica offered the injection gun, which I fit on the inflation nipple. Slowly, I squeezed the epoxy into the bladder. I had to reload the gun a second time, but after a short time, I couldn’t fit anymore into the rubber. Jane’s cheeks bulged from the pressure of the liquid filled pouch in her mouth.

	“That’s epoxy filling your mouth now, Jane,” I said. “It’ll dry in a few minutes into a solid mass.” The feeding tube still stuck out from the middle of her cartoon lips. I capped it off and moved to Jane’s ears. Small speakers fit deep into them. Tilting her to the side, I filled up the rest of her ear canal with wax, blocking off all sound. Once her other ear was done as well, Jane could no longer hear at all. I stepped over to a control station and flipped on the microphone so she could hear us.

	We flipped her onto her chest, then I attached a chain to her right ankle. Stretching it up with all my strength, I attached the other end to a ring on the band just above her left elbow. Her ballet shoe nearly touched her elbows now. After attaching her left leg in the same manner, I admired how her body was bent backward into a severe arch. Pulling her legs so severely up her back not only created a painful U shape with her body, but also forced her shoulders back even further, creating a constant ache that added to the dull pain she already felt from her arm bondage. A spreader bar was placed between her knees, holding her legs apart.

	We lifted her rigidly bound body into the box. With the harsh bend her body was held in, she fit nearly perfectly, her forehead just touching the front of the box with her knees an inch or two from the end. Though I couldn’t hear her, I could tell that Jane was terror stricken, both from the intensity of the hogtie as well as the coming event that she both had begged for, and now dreaded. I grabbed the heavy hood from the table and laid down low, so Jane could see me.

	“Well, this is it, Jane,” I said. “Once I put this hood on you, you’ll be able to see yourself from that camera above.” I motioned to a camera above the room. “I hope you enjoy your ultimate fantasy. I’ve had a lot of fun torturing and playing with you, but I guess it’s time to finish your request.” I stretched the hood over her face, covering the torrent of tears pouring down her cheeks, and the sobs that could just be heard through the rock solid gag.

	With the hood stretched over her hairless scalp. I made sure all the tubes escaped cleanly, then ensured the goggles built in were positioned over her eyes. Tiny lcd monitors would now be showing a bird’s eye view of the room to Jane, so she could watch the final preparations. Once the hood was laced and strapped into a skin tight fit, I placed a heavy leather head harness over it, pulling it painfully tight. Another length of chain attached to a ring at the top of her head, and I pulled it hard, forcing her head back dramatically, until the chain reached the band holding her elbows together. Now, Jane fit in the box perfectly, a good 2 inch gap at both ends, with plenty of room on the sides and top. As Monica fed the rigid tubes out a hole on the end, I considered Jane’s bondage. For any other slave, this would be incredibly severe. For Jane, I’m sure it was as well. But considering her fate, it seemed the right thing to lock her in some painful position. Monica nodded to me. Jane was ready.

	I extended the angled trough over Jane, then threw the lever. The thick substance flowed out and over Jane, slowly filling the box around her. I could see her trying to move, perhaps to escape, as the cement began to fill the box. I looked up to the camera and smiled.

	“Isn’t it great to be able to see your own encasement? I bet you can feel the cement surrounding you, pressing against you.” I looked back to the box and adjusted the flow of the feeder to make sure it was even. Within in seconds, the box was filled, the last evident of Jane soon covered in a smooth layer of liquid cement. I stepped to the box, reaching my arm into the cement to grab hold of one of Jane’s nipple rings. I twisted it merciliously, knowing that she was screaming in pain, but no evidence of her reaction could be seen.

	“That’s the last time you will ever be touched by anyone, ever,” I said to the camera. “Once the cement sets, it will lock you in that rigid position for eternity, Jane.”

	Monica had hooked Jane’s breathing, feeding and crotch tubes up to the control machine, along with the accompanying wires. Jane was breathing heavily, or more so than usual, as she felt the weight around and upon her. I taped the keyboard and the machine activated an enema. Quickly, Jane’s ass was filled with a huge dose of ice-cold water. I figured the added pressure on the inside would only add to the feeling of pressure on the outside. I turned again and waved at the camera, knowing that Jane’s panic and agony would only be increased by my casual attitude.

	After 12 hours, the cement was fairly solid, with Jane embedded inside.

	“Well, Jane, the cement is pretty much solid now,” I said to the camera again, as I pressed against the solid mass in the box. “You’re probably feeling the weight of all the stuff on you, and maybe even panicking a bit because you find yourself absolutely immobile. Well guess what? That’s how you’ll be forever now.” The concept excited me, and though I could easily remind myself that a live girl was locked inside, the fun for me was largely over. With Monica’s help, we lifted the steel top onto the box, and I riveted into place. With a large winch, we lifted the box to the pit I had dug in the room, slowly lowering the concrete and steel box into the bottom. The hole was nearly 10 feet deep, already lined with concrete itself. The box looked small at the bottom. We fit the tubing and wires into a PVC sleeve, and I began to fill the hole with more cement.

	It took a week for the cement to dry over the box, but I had already covered it with dirt, then fit the flooring back over the hole. For most of my guests and many of my slaves, they would never know the difference. Monica enjoyed keeping track of the machine. Though I had trouble imagining Jane as a real person any longer, she seemed to love tormenting Jane’s unseen and forever entombed body. Considering Jane’s condition, I put no limits on her punishment. I’d often come into the room days after Monica had been allowed to play, and found the controls set in some extreme level of torment. With the combination of enema torture and the ability to deliver electrical shocks to pussy, ass and urethra, Monica had found some inventive ways to punish Jane. Often, she would forget to feed her for days, and I felt like I was scolding a child about their pet.

	The truth of the matter was one day we would all tire of her. The time would come when, as she had requested long ago, her pussy, ass, urethra, and stomach would be filled with cement as well, sealing her completely in her tiny coffin, beneath the ton of concrete that now rested above her.

	As I watched Monica giggle at a new found combination at the maching, I began to wonder who might be next.

	The End

	 

	The Real Thing 

	by Thndrshark

	I’d lusted after her for some time. Having followed her through the small amount of modeling she had done, I had grown to be an avid fan. Not only because she was innocent and beautiful, but also because it was clear how much she loved bondage and submission. Living the life of a fetish model, I was always surprised that she complained as much to me about not being able to truly submit. Her last boyfriend was handsome for sure, but not into the “scene” as they say, and constantly disapproving of her work in bondage. As I grew to be her friend more and more, I tried to tell her she could find better, someone who would let her live her own life, but I think she never believed it. It was all I could do not to blurt out, “it’s me! I’ll make your dreams come true!” But I was involved myself, in a somewhat soft relationship that had stopped fulfilling my need to truly dominate. I was ready for a change, and I hoped Sarah was, too.

	It finally happened one Friday night. She had come up to my house for some help on the computer or something, and we got to talking. Her boyfriend was out of town, and I had finally broken it off with my girlfriend. Before long we were sitting on the couch, working our way through a second bottle of wine. I was feeling warm and good, and I could tell Sarah was equally affected. As we talked about my breakup, I used the chance to gain some sympathy. It worked. Sarah was very gentle, giving me a hug and holding my hand as I talked about how I wasn’t satisfied anymore. Sarah was always very sexual, probably a component of her personality, as well as the work she was in. She had delved into more than just bondage, I assume hoping to find the components of her life that were missing. But despite her experiences in straight adult, with either men or women, I knew she never found what she truly wanted.

	“I’m not going to compromise anymore,” I said, feeling her large breasts pushing against my side as she comforted me. “I can be very loving, but I want someone who wants to have fun, who loves being dominated, tied up. Someone who will submit to me.” Her nipples jumped at that one. I decided to make the push. “I need someone like you, Sarah. Someone who enjoys being a submissive, who I can live out fantasies with, regardless of what they are.” She pulled back a little at that, and as I looked down at her, I could see a fleeting thought moving across her face.

	“You’ll find someone,” she said, a little cautiously.

	“I know I will. I think I’m a good catch, aren’t I?” She smiled, and hugged me again, making my stomach tumble.

	“Of course you are!”

	“I’m not so bad looking. And I have plenty of money. I just want someone I can spend that money on. Buy them things like custom rubber outfits, those great custom collars and cuffs, and everything else.” I felt those nipples again. She loved rubber, and had always fantasized about having all those things. “I can imagine having a young lady I can keep as my slave on weekends and week nights, have her sleep in rubber and chains, wear hoods. I can even bring people over to use her. There must be a girl out there who would enjoy all that!” This time she didn’t pull away, but pushed her breasts in to me even more. I don’t think she meant to, it was more of a subconscious move. I knew she wanted these things as well.

	“So, enough about me. How’s it going with your boyfriend?” She did pull away then, only to try and hide a frown from me.

	“Fine,” she said, not very convincingly. I leaned forward and split the rest of the wine bottle with her, favoring her glass a bit. She smiled a thanks and took a sip, her thoughts distant.

	“I’m sorry. Did I upset you?”

	“No, I was just thinking…”

	“What?” She was screwing up the courage for something.

	“Well… my boyfriend is out of town for a couple weeks and I was thinking…” I couldn’t stand it. I knew what she was going to say, but I had to play it cool. I decided to help her out a bit.

	“You know. I have this huge house. If you want, you can stay up with me. You know, keep me company.” She smiled, taking another big sip of wine.

	“I was thinking something like that. I know how it can be after a breakup. It’s hard to be alone.” As she looked into my eyes, her face was flush, both from wine and what I thought might be excitement as well.

	“Yeah. You’re right. That would be great. Thanks.”

	“And maybe, since I’m staying over… you could, you know, try some of your ideas on me…” I had to fight away the giant grin that wanted to break across my face.

	“That would be great! I’ve got a bunch of new stuff I ordered in, and nobody to try it all on.” I knew I needed to play it cool, though. “You sure this is ok? I mean, I don’t want to do something you don’t want to do.”

	“Oh, that’s ok. You know I’ve done a lot of stuff, both in the bondage scene as well as regular adult.”

	“Yeah, I know. But some of my ideas can be pretty crazy.”

	“Let me make this gift to you. I’ll be your slave for the next two weeks. You can do anything you want with me, ok?” I could tell it was hard for her to get that out. But once she did, she almost collapsed in relief.

	“Wow! You mean anything?”

	“Anything. Just don’t do anything you can’t undo, or won’t heal, ok?” We both chuckled at that. We had both enjoyed some wild stories together, as well as some amazing artwork. I knew what she meant when she said no permanent damage, but I also knew that she had left me with an incredibly wide range. I smiled and gave her hug, then stood up.

	“Ok! Wow. This is great. If we’re going to start now, I want to do it a certain way, ok?” Sarah nodded, then watched me disappear into another part of the house. I found the little pills I had been secretly saving for my fantasy opportunity. I had never truly expected it to come true. I came back to the living room and held out one of them.

	“Take this. It will put you to sleep for about four hours. During that time, I’ll make you my slavegirl, so you wake up under my control.”

	“Just like one of those stories!”

	“Yep!” She looked at the pill for a brief second, then popped it into her mouth and washed it down with wine. “It’ll take a couple minutes. The best part about this, Sarah, is that you’ll wake up in total bondage, with no ability to escape or get free. I’ve got a bunch of wild ideas that I want to do with you, some really hard bondage to try on you, and ways that me and some friends can use you sexually. It’s going to be fun!” I could tell I had made her a little nervous.

	“Now don’t get carried away. I thought you would just put me in rubber and keep me chained up.”

	“No way. If you’re going to be my slave, I’m going to show you what it means to be under my control!” I reached out and grabbed her by the hair, yanking her head back hard. She cried out, trying to push away, but the pill was beginning to take effect. Her efforts were beginning to wane.

	“Wait a minute! I’m not sure about this!”

	“Too late, my slave.” I watched her drift off into sleep, helpless to stop her plunge into ultimate submission.

	I watched her lying still on the floor of my spare bedroom, which I had converted to a nice dungeon a year ago. She was no longer recognizable as Sarah, instead appearing as a gleaming mass of rubber. For the years we had known each other, we had always talked about our fantasies. I knew that despite her fear as she passed out, she had always dreamed of being totally enclosed in rubber. She had also told me her darkest fantasies of being used as an object, both sexually and otherwise, at losing total control of her own life, and of being held in such utter captivity that she could never escape. Though she may have forgotten our conversations, I hadn’t, and I intended to make her dreams, or nightmares, come true.

	After she had passed out, I had carried her small frame upstairs and laid her out on the cold tile of my master bath. For a moment I fought to unclip her dress, then, laughing at myself, reached for scissors and cut all her clothes off. I could feel my heart thumping hard in my chest as I admired her naked form. She was thin but shapely, a lovely frame at 5’6”. Her two most admired traits were her long dark hair, reaching her waist, and her large breasts. On as small a girl as she was, her 36D breasts made quite a statement. At least they did for me!

	My plans for this moment began years ago, when I began fantasizing about owning my own slave. Of course I had no idea who would be my victim at the time, but I still worked diligently to find the tools I would need. The depilatory I began to smear across her body had been a recent find. You probably heard something on the news recently. It was a super strong version of Nair or something, designed to keep hair off for as much as 3 months. I covered her body with it, starting from her neck and working down, then wiped it off with a few towels. She had already been fairly hairless, but now she was perfectly smooth. The added benefit was her skin was well oiled now as well, making stage two even easier. Before that, though, I attached a series of small electrical pads across her body. I glued several around each breast, as well as on her nipples, then moved down to her clit, the space between her ass and pussy, her pussy lips themselves and the bottom of her feet. I carefully fed the wires back to her waist and let them dangle.

	The clear latex body suit was almost tiny next to her body, but I knew it would stretch as it was designed to do, and fit her body like a glove. I worked it up her legs, but once I had her feet covered, I made sure the latex was tucked between her toes, then used electrical tape to wrap them up. The final result gave her feet a snub nose look. I then added a simple device to the mix: hard plastic sheaths on the top of her feet. The plastic extended from her lower calf to just before her toes. More tape held it into place and the result pushed her foot into an en pointe position. After finishing the other foot,I returned to stretching the rubber up her body. After almost an hour, and considerable amounts of sweat on my part, I pulled the high collar around her neck. The back zipped up with more effort, but what remained was a perfect body covered in tight, thin, nearly clear latex. I had made sure there were inserts for her breasts, to avoid the usual crush that occurs from tight latex, and I’m glad I did. The base of her breasts were circled by thicker rings of rubber, and she filled out the inserts perfectly. The tight rings actually made her breasts stand out even more, actually, an effect I liked. As I rolled her onto her front, I admired how the rubber literally clung to her ass, finding its way between her cheeks. Her crotch remained uncovered, a special gap designed into the outfit for just that reason. With her hands in the latex gloves, I folded her fingers around a soft ball, then used the electrical tape to lock them in that position.

	I spent a few minutes braiding her hair into a tight ponytail, including a leather strap into the mix, which extended beyond her own hair. I had plans for that later. Next I fit small stoppers with tubes extending out of them into her nose to keep her breathing, and then applied a catheter as well. I then fit a long line corset around her waist. The heavy leather item was designed to extend from just below her breasts to her upper hips, while constricting her waist to a mere 18 inches. Another fantasy for Sarah, though as I tugged and strained to close the corset, I was sure she would learn to regret it. Tightening the last inch, I was worried I’d break a rib. Her uncorsetted measurement was 24 inches, but she usually laced down to 20 inches with ease. Though that final 2 inches didn’t seem like much, it would certainly take her breath away. I had laced the corset with leather thongs, which had been soaking in salt water. I knew I would never get the back closed completely but, once dressed, her body heat would dry the leather, which would naturally shrink, finishing the job for me.

	The second, heavier suit was easier to fit on, once I greased up the clear suit. This much thicker, black rubber layer had been designed for her shape now, that is 36B-18-32, with feet in ballet stance. Now, as the feet were covered with the black rubber, her feet remained en pointe, and any evidence of her toes was gone. The rest of the suit was similar to the clear suit, including the breast rings and inserts. Once on, despite the constriction of two heavy rubber suits on her body, her breasts would remain a quite enjoyable feature. Her rubber covered arms slid into the secondary sleeves, and her balled hands fit into the ends. Like little draw-string sacks, her hands fit into the ends of the sleeves, with a slightly smaller wrist band locking the hands firmly into place. Now, her hands ended in nubs of rubber. The high, thick collar would help hold her more immobile, while merging with the hoods as well. The back zipped up as well, but the zipper was covered by a thin flap, which I glued in place with rubber cement. The result was a nearly seamless form. My final work on the suit was between her legs. Instead of the opening on the other suit, this one had a small hole for her catheter, and rubber inserts for her pussy and ass. I took one of them, turned it inside out like a sock, and lubricated the inside. Then, with the help of a dildo, I pushed the four inch sleeve into her pussy, until it coated her vaginal walls part way up with rubber. Her ass was similar, though the much shorter sleeve ended in an inflatable ring. Once I had gotten the short sleeve inside her ass, I attached an inflator bulb to one of two attachments, and pumped it up. The ring expanded, locking itself into place, sealing off her ass. Just for fun, I attached the inflator to the second attachment and pumped the bulb. This blew up a secondary bladder, which stretched the ring, prying her ass open wider and wider. I was glad she was still unconscious. Without a hood she would have been screaming bloody murder as the ring forced her ass open wider than an anal speculum could. I let out the air again and got back to work.

	I had left the collar unzipped, so I could fit the hoods underneath it as well. Again, my research paid off. Small, radio controlled hearing aid devices slipped deep into her ear canal, and wax plugs held them in place, while sealing off any unwanted sound. With spirit glue, I affixed soft eye pads over her eyes as well. Lastly, I fit a type of ring gag behind her front teeth, wedging her mouth open wide. I had been around Sarah at shoots enough to know that the combination of a ring gag and rubber hood would create a painful ache within minutes. I intended to keep her like this for much longer than that.

	The first hood was transparent as well, but with no eye holes. Her ponytail escaped out a hole at the top. The second hood was a much thicker leather hood, that laced snug and, with padded ear pieces, helped prevent sound from sneaking in. Again, I fed her hair out a top hole. There was a series of straps around this hood, which I cinched as tight as I could get them, making sure their was no pinching, but ensure that the hood was skin tight. The goal was to increase the claustrophobia by adding pressure on the head. Once everything was tight, I fit the final hood over the top. This ¼ inch rubber hood had a tiny sphincter of a hole at the top, designed for her ponytail. The mouth was a molded hole with a insert piece that surrounded the ring gag, holding it into place. It gave her featureless face a strange, open mouth expression. The rest of the hood had to be stretched a bit to fit, increasing the pressure on the inner hoods, but eventually I had it sealed in back. It also used a combination of a zipper and glued panel. The hood itself extended over her neck as well, then was covered by the outer suit. I added a healthy layer of rubber cement on the inside of the suit collar, ensuring a strong bond between hood and suit.

	It had been 3 ½ hours since she had taken the knock out pill. I figured I had between half an hour and an hour. I quickly pulled on the custom ballet style boots on her feet. The rubber shoes were unique in that they had no heel. Sarah’s en pointe feet fit into the ends snuggly, then the firm rubber boot top fit over her calf, ending just below the knee. Again, rubber cement held it together, locking the boots onto her feet.Finally, I rolled her back over and pulled her arms behind her. I had seen her keep her arms bound behind her, with elbows touching, for as long as three hours on a shoot. She always boasted that she could stay bound like that for an indefinite length. I figured I’d start that way and give her a break now and then. Since she was buried behind two layers of rubber, there would be no way of me telling if her circulation was ok. But for now, I used rubber straps to wrench her arms together hard, including an added strap around her upper arms, pulling her shoulders back as far as they would go. As a final touch, I strapped her arms to her body, removing any ability to move them.

	I could tell she was almost awake, probably wondering where she was. Without any senses, or any way to feel the outside world, she would be pretty confused at first. I sat back in the large soft chair I had in the corner, watching her. I was so excited, just watching the latex enclosed shape beginning to writhe on the floor. I had added a wide steel collar and steel ankle cuffs joined by a short length of chain, with a second chain pulling her ankles toward her wrists. The jingling that rose each time she moved made me even more excited. Before sitting down, I had inserted inflatable dildos in her pussy, ass and mouth, making sure they were inflated large. I waited until I was sure she was awake, then lifted the small transmitter to my mouth, flicking the button that activated the hearing aids. The sound, I was sure, was a shock to her.

	“Welcome back, slave. As you can probably tell, I have enclosed you in several layers of latex. You look incredibly sexy, I might add.” I continued to describe her situation in careful detail. I could hear the subtlest grunting as she learned about her en pointe feet, heavily constricted waist and the general state of helplessness she was in.

	“And by the way, Sarah, I don’t think we’ll limit this situation to just two weeks. I plan to keep you as my slave indefinitely.” I definitely could hear the wail that escaped from behind her inflatable gag that time. “So, just to get things started, let’s see how well I can torture those lovely tits of yours.” I shut off the earpieces, then grabbed her by the ponytail, dragging her body under the suspension cable. With a quick knot I tied off the strap in her hair to the hook, then grabbed the winch remote. In seconds, she was slowly lifted up to her knees then, since her ankles were chained to her wrists, her body rose off the ground. The pain was probably intense on her scalp as the entire weight of her body now hung on the ponytail. The sounds of muffled screams escaped her gag again. I was enjoying it, but I knew her hair wouldn’t hold her forever. I raised her high enough so her legs couldn’t touch the ground when extended, then stopped. A quick release of the chain holding her ankles up dropped her legs. The jolt added to the pain, and her toes struggled to find the ground. I lowered her back down so the weight rested on her ballet toes, then attached the chain to a ring beneath her feet. I left it slightly loose. Now her choice was to hang from her hair or stand on her toes. At this point, she chose her feet, since the pain hadn’t built up in her toes yet. But with the extreme point of her feet, and the pain her toes would experience supporting her body, I knew she would soon be dancing between the lesser evil soon.

	For a moment I just enjoyed the site. The tight latex molded to every curve of her already impressive body, the latex even slipping between her ass cheeks, giving them a wonderful, gleaming quality. The best part of stretching the rubber suits so tight over her, was that I could see every muscle of her body through the rubber. Her pointed feet gave her calves and thighs a sexy flexed look. I knew that would equal cramping soon, another element she would have to endure for a long time. The inflation bulbs dangling between her legs led the eyes right up to her molded pussy and ass. I couldn’t wait to use those, but all in good time. Unlike typical latex bodysuits, both the inner and outer layer were designed to not only allow her breasts to retain their shape, but to press them out from her body via the thicker yet smaller rings at the base. Though it wasn’t apparent, the rubber now stretching over her breasts was thinner than the rest of the suits. I could see her nipples clearly, and despite her pain and fear, they were hard. The sharp contrast between her now bulbous breasts and her restricted waist was probably the most exhilarating element of her current outfit. I was sure the leather laces had begun drying, and thus the corset was slowly closing even more. The amazing hourglass shape she already had was like from a cartoon. I was sure that despite her torture, the image of that tiny waist would excite even Sarah.

	I decided to give her a few minutes while I setup my strobe lights for a quick shoot. I couldn’t let this one get by without some pictures for posterity. I particularly loved the way the multiple hoods, though providing a thick layer over her entire head, were so tight that despite the leather and rubber layers, still gave a subtle impression of her face. It was ghostly and exciting to see a smooth head without any evidence of ears, though. After a half hour of snapping angles, I put the equipment away and returned my attention to Sarah. Without sight, sound or touch, I was certain she felt she had been left alone for hours. That’s the best thing about sensory deprivation. You have no ability to judge time. I figured this would be a great tool to use over the next week, as I went about trying to break her spirit. I really didn’t intend on keeping her more than the 2 weeks. I wasn’t crazy. But I was going to do everything in my power to ensure that when I released her, she wouldn’t want to leave.

	I selected a tray of long, sharp needles and rolled them close to her. My stool put me at perfect height to her breasts. Selecting one, I pressed it against her hard nipple and began to press. The rubber provided resistance, but with a firm pressure, it soon broke through the two thin layers and began to pierce her flesh. A howl burst from her throat and she bucked like crazy. I knew that she had toyed with the idea of getting her nipples pierced, and we had even talked about doing a scene and shooting it. But I don’t think she realized just what it would feel like. I struggled to get it through her left nipple, then left it in and reached for the winch control. With a few taps, I removed the slack and stretched her a bit between her feet and ponytail. She moaned through the gag as the tension on her hair increased, but I planned to give her another distraction. The second skewer was easier to push through for some reason, and soon she had one through each nipple, at the base. Despite her immobility, I could tell she was crying. I reached up and checked the nose tubes, making sure they were still taking air. I had made sure they were long enough to reach into her throat, hoping to avoid complications with her sinuses, as her nose began to run from crying. It seemed to be working. I moved back to her nipples. I carefully pulled out the left skewer until the tip was just coming out the exit side, then slipped a flat metal nipple shield down the length of the skewer and around the point. As I pressed the shield in with one hand, I chose a rod and matched it to the sharp end of the skewer, then pushed it back through. Soon, the rod was through her nipple and I dropped the skewer back onto the tray. A D-ring I had made fit over the ends of the rod, clicking in tight so the wider steel of the D-ring squeezed her nipple, before locking into place. The effect was great. The nipple shield pressed against her breast, cupping the area behind the nipple, while stretching the latex tight. The D-ring held the shield in place. It looked awesome. With the concept proved, I finished her right nipple the same way, then sat back and admired the view. The shiny stainless steel set against the shiny black latex looked so hot, and the D-rings would prove quite useful in the future.

	I took another needle and placed it about a 1/3 of the way from the tip of her left nipple, but at the bottom. Again I gave it a firm shove and the skewer punctured the rubber and quickly cut through her flesh. Despite the tension between her ponytail and her chained ankles, her body was quivering. A low moan sounded from her rubber encased throat. I could tell she was in considerable pain. The rod I selected was something I again had come up with a few years ago, but had no one to try it on. The rather thick metal was capped with a rounded end cap, designed to conform to the shape of a woman’s nipple. The other end had threads. I placed the threaded end against the sharp end of the skewer, then slowly retracted it, guiding the thick rod into her nipple. As I pulled away the skewer and dropped its slightly bloody tip on the tray, I grabbed the other end of the rod. This consisted of small ball and a bell dangling from a free joint. Once screwed on tightly, the bell would hand below her nipple, and each move would make a nice jingling sound. The whole point of these piercings were not just for functionality, but also to add to her humiliation. Considering she was completely deprived of senses now, it didn’t work to that end. But later, it would.

	Once I finished both nipples, I moved to her nose. I had dreamed all my life about owning a beautiful slave with a nice ring through her septum. The idea of a nose ring was so submissive that I just had to have it. The stoppers that held her breathing tubes in were pushed high enough into her nostrils that I could easily access her septum without removing them. I used a type of hole punch for this, fitting it carefully into the cartilage to make a secure and somewhat useable ring when I was done. Unlike the nipple rings, which Sarah had no tactile forewarning of, she could now feel the metal tool grasping her septum. She probably knew I was about to pierce her there, but wasn’t really able to resist. I held the punch there for a minute, enjoying her efforts to struggle. Her newly belled nipples rang slightly with each movement, but the effect was negligible. Without warning, I quickly squeezed the tool together, punching a clean, 1/8 inch hole through her septum.

	Two things surprised me. First, there was more blood than I expected. It wasn’t a flow, but there was more to the septum than just cartilage. I packed it for a minute, and it soon stopped, or at least slowed to almost nothing. The second thing was the scream. You would have thought Sarah wasn’t gagged at all! It was a blood curdling scream that would have woken the dead. I couldn’t imagine what it would have sounded like without the gag. It ended abruptly, which led me to believe she had passed out. I could tell she was slightly slumped, despite the tension, and now her body was really supported by her hair. I figured it would be ok and finished my work. First, I disinfected the hole, then took the 1/8 inch grommet I had made from surgical steel and coated the insides with a disinfectant cream. The piece came apart in two, which I fit from either nostril, clicking it together to form a small steel sheath. I then simply fit a ring into the grommet, letting it dangle. I selected a large one, which would have come down to touch her upper lip, if you could see her lips. It didn’t serve any purpose now but to give me the biggest hard-on yet!

	I took the time while she was unconscious to lower her down, then reposition her. I fit a wide bondage belt around her tiny waist, then untied her elbows to give them a chance to rest. While I waited, I put spreader bars between her ankles and knees, then added another bar from her knee bar to the front of her collar. The result would hold her body in a 90 degree, bent over position, with little ability, once I was done, to move. I figured a good half an hour would be enough to let the blood back into her arms, and I sat in my chair. I still couldn’t believe she was mine for a whole two weeks! It had only been 5 hours since she gave herself to me, but I had savored every moment.

	I could tell she was awake again. Though her wrists were still strapped together, she had discovered her elbows were free, and she tried to move them around. After a moment, I got back up and laced a strap around her arms, just above the elbows, and cinched her arms back together again. Lying on her side, the action made her back arch and her breasts shove out, jingling the bells that now seem to be twisting her tortured nipples to the side. Too bad for gravity. I was sure it wasn’t pleasant. After tying the strap off, and ensuring her shoulders were pulled back uncomfortably, I lowered the hook from the winch to connect to her wrists. Before I cranked her up, I added a chain from her wrist cuffs to the bondage belt. It was long enough that I could raise her arms away from her body enough to really put her in an extreme strapado position, but not enough to dislocate her shoulders. I returned to the control and hit the button, and the winch began pulling her up off the floor. I stopped her once she was upright, then got down near her feet. One of the cool features of her ballet boots was these small mounting bars at had built in at the very tip. You don’t really notice them, but they come in handy for just this occasion. I put a small D-ring through the bars, then attached chains from it to rings in the floor beneath her toes. I returned to the winch and clicked it back on. Fairly quickly she was off the ground, and the chains pulled taught, holding her toes off the ground by about 4 inches. I nudged the winch a few times until her body was pulled taught between the toe chains and her wrists. The best part was that the added tension on the end of her shoes would increase the cramps in her calves and thighs ten-fold.

	The strap still laced in her ponytail fed through a ring in her bondage belt, and I pulled back hard, forcing her neck to bend despite the thick latex, until her face pointed directly horizontal to the floor. Short chains were attached from her new nipple rings to two rings set wide on either side of her, in the floor. I didn’t pull them incredibly taught, but kept them snug. The goal would be to limit her squirming. The only way she could move now was to pivot on her wrists, but with these chains, she would pull hard on her new nipple rings, something she would certainly find a painful alternative. I then deflated her gag and pulled it out. She was moaning, I’m sure in pain, but couldn’t do much other than move her tongue around and try to speak. I reached into her mouth and fit a rubber stopper at the back of her throat. It was pretty much what it sounds like; a rubber stopper big enough to clog her throat, fitting behind her back teeth. She panicked briefly, unable to breath any longer through her mouth, but soon learned to trust her nose tubes. I ignored her, moving to her crotch, where I removed the inflatable dildos there as well. With the rubber sheaths, she looked like a bizarre sex doll, her ass and pussy the same gleaming latex of the rest of her.

	In the closet, I wheeled out another set of cool toys I had been saving. The piston-like devices were fitted with soft, life-like dildos, including floppy balls, a touch I was delighted to discover. The more real, the better. Each also had a hole at the end, fed by a main pump from a large gallon receptacle on the computer stand. I had mixed up a nice concoction of egg whites, mayonnaise and salt water, which looked, and I’m told tasted, a lot like a man’s cum.

	There were three of the motor-pistons, and I’m guessing you can figure out where I put them. All were placed at the back of their strokes, then positioned just at the opening. Not touching, but as close as I could get them. I used a long lasting lubricant on all of them, knowing I would have to replenish them from time to time. The motors connected to a computer, and I started up the program that controlled them. I had modified a home security and control program to include not only control over the dildo machines, but also to provide an audio feed. The goal would be to feed her not only fake sounds of men coming for the gangbang, but also to give her some subtle, almost subliminal suggestions when she wasn’t being fucked. The computer also attached to her electrode wires, that dangled beside her catheter hose. I put a bag on this and unclamped the hose. A stream of piss ran into the bag immediately, but stopped short of ¼ full. I’d change it later. I was about ready for stage two, but first rolled out one more machine. The medical ventilator connected to her nose tubes, but I left the circuit dead for now, so she could breath on her own. Finally ready, I flicked on the ear pieces.

	“Well, Sarah, I’ve got you set for your next adventure. For the next two months, I’m going to parade a long line of men who have paid to use you as a fuck toy. As you might be able to tell, you are suspended just off the ground, in a bent over, leg spread position that provides easy access to your mouth, ass and pussy.” I moved behind her and attached the inflation bulb to her outer anal ring bladder. Slowly, I began squeezing the bulb. “Some of the guys are rather large, and though your mouth and pussy can probably take it, I’ve decided to help your ass out some.” As the bladder got large enough to begin stretching open her sphincter, she cried out in pain. Her first reaction was to try and twist away, but she quickly discovered the nipple chains. Her body froze, and low moans escaped her throat as she tried to endure the stretching.

	“I’ll make it so your ass is held open for someone my size, which I hate to admit, is somewhat average. The big guys will still have to push hard, but it’s a start.” I decided to have some fun of my own, pushing the dildo machines out of the way and greasing up my own rock hard cock. The height was perfect for me, as I fit the head against her stretched anal ring, and gave a shove. She cried out as my cock entered her ass, and I quickly began pumping. It was an amazing feeling. My hands rested on her latex clad ass, then slipped down to her constricted waist. Though she was pulled tight, my pumping still rocked her a bit, and she screamed as the chains to her nipple rings began yanking on her nipples. It was too much for me, seeing this beautiful woman controlled and tortured by me. I pulled out before it was too late, and moved to her mouth. Again, the ring was large enough to allow my cock to slip in, and I shoved it in as far as I could go. I had left the microphone on, so she got to hear me fucking her. Now, I lifted it to my mouth and spoke ominously.

	“I’m going to plug your nose tubes, so you can’t breath. I want you to make me come with your tongue. And you better hurry, or you won’t be breathing!” I reached up and pinched her nostril tubes together, cutting of airflow. For a second nothing happened, but soon she began to struggle for air, and her tongue leapt into action. I was sure my cock tasted of her own ass, but she made a valiant effort to ignore that as she flicked and stroked my member. It didn’t take long, largely because of the vision before me, and I could feel my orgasm rising. I pulled out slightly, letting go of her breathing tubes, while shooting my load onto her tongue. I wanted her to taste my cum.

	I enjoyed that for a minute, then pulled out. What an amazing gift. I figured I’d keep her like this for at least 5 days, knocking her out once a day with gas through her breathing tubes to give her a rest. She would never know, and with my setup would think she was truly being held like this for a long time. Before I finished, I clicked on the ventilator, and removed the bypass. She screamed in fear as she lost control of her breathing.

	“Ok, Sarah. You’re all set. You now no longer have any control of your body. The ventilator will do your breathing, and a computer will monitor your vital signs, while providing a few other surprises from time to time. The only rule is that they come in your ass or mouth, so get used to the taste of cum. I hope you enjoy being a fuck toy. You’ll be here for quite some time!” I made sure the audio program was running, and clicked the control over to the computer. She wouldn’t notice I had switched anything. I quickly set the dildos back into place, making sure they were locked down and not in danger of moving. She could no longer hear anything but what the computer fed her, and if I remembered correctly, she wouldn’t hear anything at all for at least an hour. I setup my camera gear, took a bunch of pictures, then went downstairs for lunch.

	The program was designed not only to repeatedly fuck her, but to also fuck with her mind. The audio tracks it used sometimes had time references in them, all giving her a false sense of time passage. With no senses, or ability to judge time at all, her mind would rely on the little clues given to her by the voices. Left alone in total silence for even 10 minutes, she could be easily made to believe it had been 10 hours. By the end of the third day, she was led to believe she had been in her current situation for a month. While her head tried to deal with the concept of being in such helpless and horrible captivity, the program also fed her a series of quiet whispers, almost inaudible suggestions that she is, and always will be my slave, that she wants nothing more than to be a slut, my slut, and to be bound and tortured by me forever. That was the most devious part of my plan. I knew it was a form of brainwashing, but I also knew that she had wanted this as well, despite what she might think now.

	I decided to give her two breaks a day, not wanting to damage her arms and concerned she might be reacting adversely to the long term rubber bondage. She seemed to be handling it well. At one point I even partially undressed her, making sure her arms were not purple. Surprisingly, they were fine. She never had a clue she was released. To her, the periods of unconsciousness were undetectable. I spent the most time cleaning up the simulated cum that dripped from her constantly full mouth, as well as her ass and pussy. It was interesting to see how much her ass could hold, but it was a pain to clean up. I also gave her an enema and douche during these periods, keeping her as fresh as possible.

	The night of the third day, I subtly transitioned from the program audio back to the live mic.

	“It’s been a long time since we’ve spoken, Sarah. I thought you might like to know that you’ve been my sex toy for over a month now. You’re quite popular, and have made me a ton of money. I’ve decided to keep you like this for at least another two months. Have fun!” I clicked back to the program again, listened to her wailing for a few minutes, then left her as the sounds of two more guys rose from the computer, and the anal and oral dildos moved into action.

	On the morning of the sixth day, I put her to sleep again, then released her from the bondage. I had to remove her nipple and nose rings to get the rubber off, but put them right back on afterwards. I put her in the bathtub and cleaned her completely, noting that the depilatory was working great, before preparing her for the next phase. I kept her naked, redoing her ponytail so it was at the back of her head rather than on top. I left her toes taped but fit her with a smaller version of the same ballet boot. This one was only ankle high, but molded her feet into a sharp point at the end. As she stood on them, her toes would be forced into the point, causing her great pain. I intended to have her walking in them by the end of the week.

	Much like before, her hands were taped around a soft ball, then short ball gloves were stretched over her fists, leaving stumps once again. I fit my newest acquisition, seamless two inch cuffs around her wrists, then locked them together. The cuffs used a special tool that screwed a rivet into the end, locking them into place with no visible means of removing them, except a tiny hole on the edge. The psychological effect would be amazing! I added similar cuffs above her elbows, then forced them together so they locked in place, then added ankle cuffs, separated by a four inch chain, and a three inch seamless collar snuggly around her neck.

	Turning to her waist, I slipped a shorter corset around her. It wasn’t just a waist cincher, but didn’t reach her breasts. The closed size was 16 inches. I never imagined I could get it close to that, but I laced it to a snug 19 inches and left the gap. Call it wishful thinking.

	I fit her pussy and ass with inflatable dildos again, using a thin rubber g-string harness to hold them in place. The strip separated in the front, splitting to display her clit, then rose up to connect to either side of her corset. The back simply went straight to it. I added a large ball gag, prying her already sore mouth wider.

	I lifted her up and carried her back to the dungeon, then fit her into the tiny steel cage. It only measured three by four feet, with thick steel bars all around. I had to push her back down to get the top to close, which kind of contorted her into the square shape. I added a fairly heavy piece of chain from her nose ring to the lower, front edge of the cage, which ended up helping. After the long steel bar, which held it shut, was slipped down the length and locked off, I set about cleaning up, putting away the computer and dildo machines. She began waking up about 45minutes later, and by that time there wasn’t any evidence of her previous predicament.

	I simply sat and watched her wakeup. It took her about ten minutes to adjust to the light and appreciate her situation. Her first instinct was to sit up, but the bars stopped her body and the sharp tug on her nose ring made her cry out from behind the gag. She was a bit wild eyed as she carefully felt around the cage. I simply watched her, enjoying the sight.

	“Welcome back, slave,” I said. She turned to find me across the room. “I’m sorry I lied to you, and kept you for so long. You see, I’ve always dreamed about making you my slave, and to be honest, you have always told me how much you wanted something like this. Well, consider your dreams coming true.” I stepped up, walking over to her. She cried to crane her neck, but the nose ring prevented her, and I could see that the humiliation of being controlled by it was making tears well up in her eyes.

	“After three months as a fuck toy, I’ve realized how much fun you could be as my slave. So, I’m going to give you an option. You can chose to commit your life to me as my total and complete slave, or I can sell you to a buyer in Mexico, who will probably use you as a slave/prostitute.” I could see how fearful she was of Mexico, so I took it to the next step. “Now don’t jump to conclusions that life with me will be easier. Though being used by strangers in another country sounds bad, if you decide to stay with me, I won’t make your life easy. Not only will you learn to become a totally obedient and willing sex toy, I plan to discover new and interesting ways to cause you great pain. I might permanently remove all your hair, teach you to be my toilet, augment your body with a lot more piercings, and even continue reducing your waist while expanding your breast size. You and I have always liked that artist who has the girls with impossibly huge tits, with rings everywhere, covered in cum. I might do that to you as well. The promise I’ll make you is this, if you go to Mexico, they may decide to torture you do death. It wouldn’t be pleasant at all, might take a month, and would be horrible. I too may decide that your death pleases me, but I promise to make it quick. So you have a decision to make. I’ll leave you alone for awhile.” I hefted one of six ¼ inch steel plates, sliding the first into the end slots just outside the bars. They had been designed to seal off the inside of the cage. They did the job. As I began to fit the last panel, at the head end of the cage, I looked down to Sarah once more.

	“I’ll give you a day to think about it.” Her look of terror made me smile as I lowered the panel, locking her into a tiny steel box. I’d made sure to turn up the heat in the dungeon, so within an hour, Sarah was probably boiling in her dark tomb. There weren’t any breathing holes, but air could easily get into the thin seams around the metal plates. The air would get stuffy, but she would be fine. It was the psychological effect of being in total darkness, chained by the nose in a cramped space. I figured that 24 hours like that and she would be ready to do anything for me.

	At the end of two weeks, almost to the hour, I was sitting on my couch watching some football game. Sarah’s face was buried in my crotch as she worked to give me the fifth blowjob of the afternoon. I had used a head harness to strap her face to my cock. Rubber wedges held her mouth wide, and the straps circled my waist, with another strap extending from her collar, between my legs to the back. The result was her lips planted firmly against my skin, with my cock resting on her tongue. She was blindfolded, so I wouldn’t have to see her pained eyes, and she was bound just like she was 5 days ago in the cage. She had been in this position two other times this week, knowing that she had a total of three hours to bring me to five or more orgasms. If she failed, she would be caned. If she succeeded, she would be rewarded by a night with a vibrator strapped to her clit. This was a bit of a dubious award. The first time she had experienced the vibrator all night she had enjoyed it for about an hour. But after her second orgasm, she wanted it to stop. I set it up on a timer, so it would come on and off randomly. By the third hour she was crying, the pain of the stimulus on her clit too much. I had hooded her that night, with an inflatable gag in her mouth, just to help her focus. Eight hours later, when I unplugged the vibrator and pulled off the hood, she was hysterical. It was then that I pierced her clit. I figured it was a good opportunity. Call me an opportunist. She barely felt it, but I could see the humiliation on her tear and sweat streaked face. The first two times, she had failed to bring me to more than four orgasms, probably thinking the torture of the vibrator was far worse than a caning. I made her think otherwise. The first time, I caned the back of her thighs and calves. The best part of that is the pain is tremendous, especially when she is pulled taught by the winch. After 50 strokes, Ileft her slumped, wailing in pain. The second time I think she was undecided, and her lack of focus made her fail. I hung her upside down that time and caned the bottom of her tits. She passed out after 15 strokes, but I used smelling salts and continued. Now, the third time strapped to my cock, she was making a concerted effort to finish the job. I didn’t make it easy. Watching football, it was easy to let myself get distracted. My cock would fall flat after I came the third time, and I intentionally focused on the game despite the fact that her tongue was swirling and rubbing against me. With an hour left, I finally couldn’t help myself. My cock grew hard again, pushing down her throat, and she began working it in earnest. I could tell she was determined to finish.

	With the last orgasm just before the deadline, I slowly unstrapped her and sat her upright. She was out of breath from the ordeal, but she sat quietly. Her mouth still wedged open by the rubber stoppers, she looked like a big mouth bass sitting there. I reluctantly got up and retrieved another of the familiar pills, then returned to her.

	“Swallow this,” I said, placing the small tablet on her tongue. She obeyed quickly, taking it in with her tongue and forcing it down her throat. She had become quite good at swallowing despite her wide open mouth. After a few minutes, she slumped to the floor, unconscious.

	Four hours later, I sat on the couch with her head on my lap. She was dressed in normal clothes again, with no evidence of her ordeal visible. I had left in the grommet in her nose, and fitted small rods through her piercings, just in case. She still had cane marks on her breasts and the back of her legs, but they were under her dress now. I was actually nervous, watching her wake up. The time of night was the same as two weeks previous, and I had made sure she was wearing the same clothes, and even the same wine glasses were set out.

	Finally, her eyes fluttered open, and for a moment she registered confused shock. She sat up quickly, turning toward me. I simply smiled at her.

	“Are you ok, Sarah,” I asked. She looked at her body, then tentatively reached up to her breasts. Touching her nipples, she could feel the small rods in there. With that, the experience came rushing back.

	“What happened,” she asked, confused.

	“The two weeks are up.”

	“Two weeks? Is that all? I… I’m confused.” I reached out and took her hand.

	“Come here.” I tried to suppress a smile when she slipped to her knees in front of me. I think it confused her as well. I ignored it, as if it were normal, and looked her in the eye. “I know it feels like it was much longer, but it’s only been the two weeks we agreed to.”

	“Did you… do all those things to me?”

	“Most of what you remember was done to you. But nobody but myself ever touched or used you, and you were never in any danger.” Again her hands rose up her body, this time touching her nose, and finding the grommet in her septum.“Did you like what was done to you?” Her answer was slow in coming, but quietly absolute.

	“Yes,” she nearly whispered, lowering her eyes in embarrassment.

	“I simply made some of your and my fantasies come true, Sarah. That’s all. Do you remember any of it?”

	“I remember being wrapped in heavy rubber, being used by what seemed like hundreds of men, being totally controlled like an object.” As she spoke, her hand dropped down to her crotch, rubbing. Only when she felt the small rod through her clit did she stop. “I remember wanting to be your slave, wanting you to do more things to me…” I touched her chin, lifting it up so her eyes met mine.

	“Do you want to really be my slave?” This time she didn’t speak, but nodded her head slightly, then lowered her head in shame again. Her hands had returned to her crotch. “You can think about it, Sarah. I just want you to know that you have always been my fantasy. To own you has always been my ultimate goal. But if you are to be mine, you have to take care of some things, so there aren’t any complications.”

	She nodded again, understanding.

	It had been three years since Sarah had given herself to me officially. I had never had a better time in my life. I’m not sure if she would say the same, but once she came back, and took another of the knockout pills, she had no choice. I never gave her one. It had taken almost six months to get her accustomed to walking in her special ballet shoes. Now, they never came off. As we walked into the private party, I tugged on the leash attached to her clit ring. She was a vision of pain and submission now. I had placed permanent rings in her nipples, and the bells back near the tip. The nose ring was back, and she now had sixteen rings that circled her upper and lower lips. Her tongue was ringed as well, both at the tip as well as down the sides, a row of four piercings on either side. I had also run a rod through the top of her tongue and down through the bottom of her mouth. Both ends ended in small, circular plates, so it looked like she had a small round disc glued under her chin, while the plate on her tongue indented enough that it didn’t cause any problems with scraping a cock. The result, however, was to lock down her tongue fairly well, removing her ability to talk even when not gagged. What little she could move her tongue was affected by all the rings around the edges and the larger one at the tip. She had become essentially mute.

	I led her into the room, hearing the customary awed response from the crowd. Sarah was fairly impressive, with her large breasts and now 18 inch waist, standing on her toes. I had also trained her wrists to flex up her back, and a year ago had locked them off to the back of her collar. Eventually, I was also able to pull her elbows together. The result was an amazing image of an unobstructed waist, constricted by a corset, and a chest pushed out by the arch of her back the arm bondage caused. Even at the 5’10” she now stood from her toe stance, she looked like a captured Amazon. Her hair was back in a ponytail, and I usually liked to lace it to her corset, pulling her head back so she had to face the ceiling. She was most humiliated by that, since she couldn’t see the people staring at her. I guess it made her feel incredibly exposed.

	Everything I did now for her was an effort to increase her humiliation. Leading her in by her clit ring was one of my favorites, as was the colostomy bag strapped to her right thigh, half full of urine from her bladder. The sound of more liquid trickling into the bag always brought the red flush of embarrassment to her face. She hated that she didn’t even have control of this function. Sometimes I would hang a large enema bag, filled with soapy water, to her elbow bondage, with a tube joining her inflatable butt plug. In the middle of a party, I would release the clamp holding the water in the bag, watching her flush again as her ass was filled. I could often get tears of humiliation from that, especially at the more formal parties.

	I quickly realized that owning my own slave was an automatic card into the more elite group of dominants in the city. Before, I could get into some decent play parties, but it was fairly clear that though there were some great submissives there, they rarely actually lived the lifestyle at all times. By accident, I managed to get invited to a very private club two years ago. I was encouraged to bring my slave. I had heard about the group a few weeks prior, learning how they enjoyed the more severe and extreme forms of submission. I had no idea if they were serious, but I figured I’d make a splash anyway. With the party on a Saturday night, I fit Sarah in her two layer rubber outfit on the Monday before. Making sure she was fully tubed for breathing and waste, I plugged her ears with wax and fit her again with the hoods. This time I used a leather hood with a massive rubber gag that had to be stuffed into her mouth, then strapped on. Thus, the outer rubber hood had no mouth hole. Only small nostril holes for her breathing tubes.

	I plugged her ass and pussy again, then folded her into a small rubber lined, wood box I had built. She fit best in a tight hogtie, with her neck held rigid by a heavy posture collar. I mixed up a huge container of plaster of Paris, then poured it into the box until Sarah was completely covered and the plaster brimmed over the top of the box. With her breathing tubes fed through gasketed holes in the box, she would be able to breath, but essentially nothing else. I let the plaster set for a bit, then screwed the top of the box on. Using a series of heavy shipping straps, I made sure it was secure, then filled out the note I would include.

	“A little gift until the party. Do as you see fit. I’ll happily pick her up that night.” I signed it and tucked the note into an envelope.

	I stepped out of the limo and adjusted my tuxedo. It had been strange to not have Sarah around for the week. After the shipping company had picked up the crate on Monday, I had trouble filling my time. I was so accustomed to having her around for either sexual pleasure or for some good ol’ torture. I had put her on the slow boat, considering the crate only had to travel across town. This left her packed in her rubber and plaster tomb for 3 days, arriving by Thursday morning. To her, it must have seemed like a year. That long without any sensory input had to be hard. I wondered what my host had chosen to do with her. I imagined a long list of wild ideas that I would try in the same situation. I found my cock rising just with the thought.

	A maid answered the door. She was clad in total rubber, except for her head. A huge red ball gag filled her mouth, with a large nose ring dangling down to touch it. She, too was walking in ballet shoes, though these had traditional heels. Her elbows were bound together behind her, with one wrist locked down to the back of her dildo harness, and the other free to pull open the door. I smiled at her, mostly in lust, and walked into the house.

	I could only see a few guests, but the house was clearly massive and could easily hide a hundred people. Before I could wonder what to do next, a distinguished man approached me with a smile, extending his hand.

	“You must be John,” he said, shaking my hand vigorously. “It’s a pleasure. I’m James, your host.”

	“Very pleased to meet you, James,” I said, smiling back.

	“I have to say, you certainly know how to make a statement. I’ve never had a new member provide such a lovely gift even prior to ever meeting me.”

	“So you got the package?”

	“Oh, yes. And we’ve had a splendid time with her. Your note wasn’t very specific about what we could and could not do with her. I assumed that would give us fairly full reign. We kept it simple, but wanted to have some fun. Follow me and I’ll show you to her.”

	I followed him down the hall, past what seemed like 50 rooms, then down a spiral staircase into what was probably the basement. I could tell he had outfitted most of it as a dungeon, even down to the dark rock walls and flaming torches. We moved down a hall, around a corner and he opened the door to a room.

	The first thing that caught my eye was her tits. Leather straps had been fashioned into slip knots, then fit around the base of her breasts. The two lines stretched up to the ceiling out of sight, but the purpose was clear. She was being suspended by her breasts. Her body was horizontal to the floor, straps holding her knees up and wide open, and her ankles pulled wide and down to the floor. Her arms were bound together at wrist and elbow, then her wrists were pulled down to a ring in the floor. Her body was seemingly covered with angry red welts, a combination of what looked like harsh leather whip marks and cane welts. A small chain connected to her clit, pulling up and away from her body, toward the ceiling. A bearded man, large like Grizzly Adams, was using a leather strap on her pussy and ass, alternating hard strokes from the top, then the bottom. Her crotch as beat red from the punishment, but he continued to strap her. I wondered why she wasn’t screaming until I noticed her head. James noticed me looking.

	“When she arrived, we were impressed by the use of plaster and decided not to get rid of it all. We cut away all but what you see, leaving her head encased for the duration.” I could see the breathing tubes still sticking out, but her head and neck were a perfect square. I wondered to myself what she had been going through. After ages without any contact, to be tortured like this with no ability to make a sound, or hear. I could see they had drilled into the cube and attached a ring to the top, which had a chain connected to it and up to the ceiling, holding her head up. As I approached her body, I could see her chest heaving. Each time the strap struck her, her chest froze, then released again. I knew that she was screaming her lungs out.

	I was a huge hit at that first party, and invited to join as a permanent member. As I looked back to Sarah, staring at the ceiling and struggling to maintain her balance, I smiled. Finally, my dreams had come true, and I was never happier.

	The End

	 

	
The Resort

	by Thndrshark

	Jennifer couldn’t be angry with Jack. She was just as lost as he was despite holding the map. They had known that the resort they were booked at was far into the country, they just hadn’t expected to have to find it in driving rain. The road was supposed to be rough and unpaved, a fact they had been warned of, but they both felt lucky they had driven Jack’s SUV or they would have bottomed out miles ago. Though the resort was listed as being over a hundred miles off the main road, they didn’t really understand just how far that was until they had broken down at the one hundred and five mile mark. The rain had finally stopped and as Jack crawled under the car, Jennifer could hear the disgust in his voice.

	“Looks like I broke the axle,” he reported. Jennifer looked around the car, noting the lack of any lights in the distance.

	“I guess we walk,” she added, helping Jack off the ground. They both put together simple bags to carry, leaving the bulk of their luggage locked inside, as they headed out into the darkness. As they left the truck behind, Jennifer looked to the black sky, hoping that it didn’t begin raining again.

	Jonus watched the monitor intently, trying to determine whom the two strangers were approaching the front gate. The man looked to be about thirty years old, with a good build and short, dark hair. The woman, around twenty-five, was about 5’ 2”, with a thin, attractive form and long, dark hair. Both seemed harmless enough, but considering how far off the main road the facility was, he would still be cautious. Finding people walking up to his front door just never happened out here. He wrote out a note on a small piece of paper, then turned to clip it to the nipple ring pierced through the rubber covered breast of the girl standing motionless behind him. If he listened closely, he could just hear her somewhat labored breathing from deep inside the layered rubber hood sealed on her head. He reached to her crotch and turned a small selector knob to position three, housekeeping. The note would ask them to make up another guest room for the impending visitors. Within seconds, shocks coursed through her nipples, pussy and ass, in a coded fashion that told the girl which way to walk. Without the benefit of sight, she had become trained to respond to the impulses to guide her. With a heavily muffled yelp, she turned smartly on her ballet shoes and moved through the door.

	With no sign or other mark, Jack and Jennifer weren’t sure they had arrived at the resort. But considering how far off the road the place was, they were convinced that it was their destination. As they reached the front door, Jack reached out and touched the small doorbell pad. They could hear nothing through the thick door and, after a moment, Jack reached out to touch it again. Suddenly the door creaked open, making them both jump. Jonus stood in the doorway, smiling at his visitors.

	“Welcome,” he said, inviting them inside. Jack let Jennifer walk in first, then followed as Jonus closed the heavy door behind them.

	The inside foyer was immaculately appointed, and Jonus seemed to fit right in, like a butler to a wealthy Englishman. After closing the door, he turned to greet his new guests.

	“Again, welcome. I’m Jonus, the administrator here. Please, make yourselves comfortable and warm yourself by the fire.” He shook their hands and encouraged them to move into the living room, where a giant hearth roared with flames. They both moved to it gratefully, shedding their heavy coats and bags as they rubbed their skin in response to the warm air. Jonus watched with a smile, quietly admiring Jennifer’s beauty. Beneath her heavy jacket she was wearing a light blouse and skirt. As she approached the fire, its brilliance silhouetted her body through the light fabric. He found himself enjoying the lovely curve of her breasts, her thin stomach and long legs. Her dark hair formed soft curls that reached the middle of he back, framing a beautiful, innocent face and large, green eyes. To break his own stare, he spoke.

	“Now, how can we help you here?” Jack turned away from the fire and took a look around.

	“I’m Jack and this is my fiancée Jennifer. We are supposed to be spending a long vacation at the Country Meadows Spa, but I don’t think this is it,” he smiled.

	“No, I’m afraid it isn’t,” Jonus smiled in return. “I’m afraid you took a wrong turn. Off the highway, you needed to take a right, not a left.”

	“We got so turned around,” Jennifer added, turning her back to the fire. “We missed the road twice, and with the driving rain and all, I guess we just got turned around.”

	“Then our axle broke about two miles out. Which brought us here.” Jack took Jennifer’s hand. “Would it be possible to call a tow truck or something?” Jonus shook his head.

	“I’m afraid we’re over 150 miles from the nearest station, and they wouldn’t come out this far no matter how much we paid them.” He looked over the two for a second, then, making a decision, spoke. “Let me make a suggestion. I can have your vehicle towed to a service station by our maintenance man, and in the meantime you can stay here with us. We offer many of the same amenities that the Meadows offers, and we feel our facility is actually more luxurious.” He offered a brochure to Jennifer and she poured over it. Described as a health resort, it seemed as decedent as any, without the crowded nature of a city spa. Despite the lack of people in the pictures, the facility seemed incredible. Jennifer was confused by one mention of a theme, as well as some discussion of female body modifications. She shrugged it off as a fancy term for more health spa services and looked back to Jonus.

	“That would be wonderful,” Jennifer piped in.

	“May I ask how long you had intended to stay at the Meadows?”

	“We had booked a summer cabin for three months, I’m afraid,” said Jack, disappointed that they wouldn’t be able to take advantage of their long vacation together.

	“That makes sense. Both of our facilities are considered long-stay resorts. Many of our guests stay for that long, or even longer.” Jonus seemed to have an idea. “May I make a suggestion?”

	“Certainly,” said Jack.

	“My maintenance man would not be able to return for at least three weeks with your car, assuming they could fix it. By that time, the Meadows will have released your cabin if they could and you would be out a vacation. Why don’t you stay with us? I can promise just as relaxing a time. We offer all the luxuries, as well as a few unique distractions that you might enjoy, but are in no way obligated to partake. And since you arrived after our seasonal check in, I can offer the room at a substantial discount.”Jennifer and Jack tried to gauge each other’s reaction with just a sideways glance. Jennifer felt comfortable here. The small section of the resort they had seen was far classier than the brochure for the Meadows. If they could afford it, this could fun. Jonus broke in as they considered it.

	“I must add that you could ride back with my man when he leaves, hope for the best and no hard feelings. ” The thought of riding back to sit and hope their car could be repaired quickly didn’t sound too attractive. Both smiled and Jack spoke.

	“Thank you. We’d love to stay.”

	The room Jonus left them in was immaculate. Almost gothic in appearance, it was dominated by a large iron bed, complete with red velvet comforter and silky sheets beneath. Hardwood floors clicked beneath their feet and deep mood lighting gave them the feeling of a castle rather than a modern resort. As Jennifer disappeared into the bathroom, Jack could hear her gasp.

	“This is amazing,” she called out. “The tub is like a small pool!” Jack smiled, but was occupied to some strange rings set in both the bed and the floor. He quickly dismissed them and found himself equally confused by a locked dresser and wardrobe. Jack could hear Jennifer clear her throat and he turned to see her naked in the doorway. He admired her perfect body for a moment, and then went to her, lifting her up and throwing her into the massive bed as they made love.

	Both woke to the sound of light knocking on their door. Jennifer rose slowly, then hurried into the bathroom for her clothes as Jack pulled a sheet around him and went to answer it. Standing outside was Jonus with some items in his hands. Jack didn’t want to turn him away, so instead smiled and invited him in.

	“I’m sorry to disturb you but I had a revelation this morning after my man left. You left your luggage in your car, didn’t you?” Jack suddenly realized what Jonus was getting at.

	“Can you call him or something?”

	“I’m afraid not,” Jonus frowned. “We have a radio for emergencies but no telephone up here. All our bookings are handled out of the city. And cellular phones won’t work this far out.”

	“What do we do about clothes?” Jennifer’s voice appeared from the bathroom. Jonus pushed his bundle forward.

	“Here’s some items I manage to put together for you. It isn’t much but it will get you by until later.” Jonus waited while Jack handed in the small bundle, then returned. “Perhaps I should fill you in a bit more about our resort.” Jack had no choice but to let Jonus in. They both waited as Jennifer changed. After a moment, she came out in a robe and sat beside Jack. Jonus decided to dive right in.

	“I am sorry none of us realized that you had no luggage, but I feel if you are willing to be a bit adventurous, we can provide for you.”

	“What do you mean, adventurous,” asked Jack.

	“Well, this resort is somewhat of a theme resort. Our guests enjoy some unique clothing and practices. I promise that you will not have to do anything you don’t chose, but if you would like to join formal dinners or events, you need to at least play along.” Jack and Jennifer were confused.

	“Let me show you something.” Jonus rose to the wardrobe and produced a key. Swinging it open, then invited Jack and Jennifer to come closer. Inside, they found an odd collection of slick, rubber like clothing. Most of it was women’s clothing, though some it was difficult to tell.

	“This is latex clothing. It’s sort of the theme clothing that we require our women to wear. Men can wear it as well, if they chose.” Jennifer pulled out a strangely transparent dress that seemed five sizes too small for anyone. “That’s a transparent latex dress. Very sexy,” said Jonus.

	“So, other than some strange clothing, what else is there,” asked Jack, cautious and with his guard rising. Jonus detected it and immediately tried to sooth them.

	“I’m sorry that I wasn’t honest right off. I didn’t want to scare you away and I knew that venturing out into the night was far too dangerous despite our unusual practices.” Jack knew he was stuck here and just wanted Jonus to come clean. “Ok, it’s as simple as this. The resort caters to couples or groups that enjoy women as submissives, or slaves as some may term it. Now before you get upset, understand that it doesn’t mean anything more than you, Jennifer, acting like a submissive when amongst others. You don’t actually have to do anything. All I ask is that you play the game. You might find you enjoy it!”

	“So I have to pretend to be a slave,” Jennifer asked, nervous.

	“You just have to play the game, Jennifer.”

	“What does that mean?”

	“It means you address Jack here as master, you wear a collar and you act demure and submissive. That’s all.” Jonus didn’t want to go too far. He figured they’d see what to do as time went on. “Other than that, you can lay out by the pool, go on hikes, enjoy the gourmet food, or do whatever you like. Just pretend that your ‘master’ is allowing it, and you’ll fit right in. Your choice is to stay in the room throughout your stay, or walk back to the main road.”

	“That’s about 150 miles, right?” Jack was a bit upset, but something about the idea was exciting as well.

	“Yes, it is,” answered Jonus. “And anyway, since we don’t have any of your luggage, you might as well experiment with the rubber clothing, unless you intend to wear your jeans for 3 months!” The two obviously needed some time to talk. He walked over to the dresser and unlocked the three drawers. “Here’s some additional equipment you might like to use.” And with that he left them alone, with a final comment at the door. “I’ll send up breakfast, but why don’t you join us for lunch?”

	Jennifer had dismissed the conversation as if it didn’t happen, and disappeared into the bathroom to shower. Jack replaced her soon and when done, went in search of her, determined to make the best of something they had no control over. She wasn’t in the bathroom and, as he went out to the bed, he found her on it, rummaging through a wide array of strange metal and leather items she had dug out from the drawers. She didn’t hear him approach so he just watched for a moment, intrigued at her reaction. He had often hinted about playing bondage and submission games with her, but she had seemed to miss the comments, and he wasn’t that desperate to push the point. Jennifer’s tiny frame and active sexual appetite was enough for him now. Maybe later in their marriage he could press it forward again.

	But now, he watched quietly as she fondled a wide leather collar, then slipped it to her neck and held it against her skin, feeling how her head movement was constricted. After a moment, she set it down and picked up an inflatable device, what Jack assumed was a butt plug, and watched as she blew it up, then released the air, then inflated it again. She set that down as well, and chose a more traditional dildo, this one inflatable as well. Her towel had slid aside but she didn’t seem to mind as she began caressing her nipples with the rubber. Jack grinned and found his own manhood growing as he watched her bring the dildo to her lips and begin to pleasure it. After fondling it with her tongue, she reluctantly set it down as well, and reached into the drawer to rummage again. Pulling out a strange metal device, she examined it closely, then tried to figure its purpose. Jack couldn’t see what she was up to, but the sharp sound of clicking told him she had discovered something, and soon she was struggling to pull her hands apart. He cleared his throat and walked into the room, catching her embarrassed and reddened face.

	“Problem,” he asked. As he made it around the bed, he could see she had been playing with what appeared to be small handcuffs for the fingers, something he had heard called thumbcuffs. The unfortunate part was that she had locked it between her own thumbs, with no visible key to release her.

	“No,” she replied. Trying to twist her fingers free, but crying out in pain as the cuffs bit into her skin. “Ok, maybe.”

	“I guess you’ve been enjoying the equipment.” Jack pulled up a stool and sat in front of her, showing no sign of helping her.

	“Well, it all seemed so strange.” He could see the twinkle in her eye as she looked away. “I didn’t think I’d enjoy this stuff.”

	“I have always had an interest in it,” Jack admitted carefully. In return, he watched Jennifer look up at him softly, with that familiar look that told him she was getting excited. He couldn’t help but grin. “You know, we could give this whole thing a shot, if you want…” Jennifer’s face softened, and Jack watched her nipples take a small dip from their excited state. She was thinking hard.

	“You really want me to be your slave?”

	“I’ll have to admit, it would be fun to have you serving me,” Jack said carefully. “But it’s more a choice for you. I don’t think we can just do it for a few days here.”

	“I guess you’re right, Jack.” He watched her absentmindedly struggle with her thumbs. He tried to pay attention, but the thought of her as his slave was too enticing. Especially as she sat there, naked, her perfect body and long, flowing hair a perfect match for her youthful face. But she wasn’t done. “When I was a kid, I dreamt of becoming a slave to a handsome man, who used me sexually, and loaned me out, then one day sold me away. It was my first orgasm.” Her face was flushed again and he could see her nipples standing proud. “I’ve always had that fantasy, but I never thought it could be real. I don’t know if I ever wanted it to be real!”

	“I think we need to think about this,” Jack said, moving from the chair to the bed beside her. “Maybe we need to take it slow.” He found the key and unlocked her thumbcuffs, setting them aside. Jennifer kissed him, then pulled away, reaching back into the drawer, pulling out a pair of handcuffs.

	“Maybe we should just practice first,” she said, then slowly turned her back to Jack, crossing her wrists behind her. He didn’t need an engraved invitation. The cuffs slid around her wrists, then locked down. He made them tight, and watched her gasp when the metal bit into her skin. But her nipples were still hard and Jack reached for a collar. As he slipped it around her neck, snuggly strapping it into place, she let out a low moan, then leaned back against Jack. He reached around and with one hand held Jennifer’s chin up tight, so her head was held against his shoulder, while he caressed her breasts with the other. As his thumb and forefinger discovered her left nipple, Jack gave it a tight pinch. Her back stiffened and she pushed harder against his shoulder. Jack smiled. This was going to be fun.

	They had always been adventurous in their relationship, and once they explored the dresser and the wardrobe, they ended up making love three times before lunch. Jennifer was a little freaked out by some of the toys inside, but they were both young and experimental. There wasn’t much they hadn’t seen. After their second session, Jennifer rolled over and Jack decided to talk about it.

	“That was fun,” he said, leaning on one elbow while he watched Jennifer squirm in her cuffs. “I especially liked having that collar to tug on.” Jennifer turned toward him, pushing her breasts out as she arched her back for him.

	“I think I could get used to this,” she said, a twinkle in her eye. “I’ve never seen you so excited!”

	“Well, we can keep up the game, if you want.”

	“Yes, I do, but this is a little more real than all that, isn’t it?”

	“Sure, but we don’t know anybody here, and we can just make it one big game, ok?” Jack seemed excited by the prospect of dominating Jennifer, if anything at least in play. She had trouble turning her fiancée down. Besides, the feel of the rubber and the thought of being at his mercy was exciting to her, too.

	“Ok. Let’s do it,” she said, kissing him, then adding, “Master!” Jack had pulled her closer, her small body a rag doll in bondage as he kissed her deeply. Her eyes closed and she smiled, enjoying the control he was taking. As he broke the kiss, she could see him fumbling in the drawer again, this time pulling out a wad of shiny black and something red. He brought her close, then pushed something against her lips. As she opened her mouth to ask what it was, he pushed a large rubber ball deep between he teeth. She gasped and tried to pull away, but Jack held her firm by her hair. The ball was so large her jaw began to ache almost immediately, but Jack ignored her moans and pushed her head forward to strap the gag in place. Finished, he lifted her chin, smiling at her distended mouth and pleading eyes. She tried to shake her head, doing anything to convince him to remove the painful ball, but he only stroked her cheek. Reaching for the black object, he held it in front of her, revealing a rubber hood with only nose holes.

	She panicked, never having worn anything like that before. But his hand in her long hair prevented any escape as he lifted the hood to her chin, then slipped it up and over her face. With some pulling, he was able to fit it over her head, then zip the hood in place. It appeared to be one size too small, but Jack found he enjoyed the skintight feel, and was sure that Jennifer felt far more restricted by the stretched rubber. As he slid away to watch Jennifer struggle, he could tell this look was going to be something he wanted often. There was something incredibly erotic about this young girl, her perfect body held in bondage, her head transformed into a shiny, seamless and featureless shape. She was at his mercy, he knew, and he was going to enjoy it.

	As Jennifer was finishing her shower, Jack dug through the wardrobe and discovered the outfit he wanted Jennifer to wear. He could hear the water turn off and she soon stepped out of the bathroom, a towel wrapped around her long hair on her head. She stood in the doorway and it took Jack a moment to notice the difference. She had shaved all her pubic hair. “What do you think,” she asked as he whistled.

	“Very nice,” he motioned her over and gave her a hug, then sat her down on the edge of the bed. “I hope you’re ok,” he said cautiously.

	Her hands went to her jaw as she worked out the kinks from the gag and hood, but he could see she was smiling. “It was intense, but after awhile, I was in a totally different mindset. I felt like a different person!”

	“I’m glad. Ok, we won’t say anything more about this. We just play master and slave, right?”

	“Right. And though I have to admit I’m afraid… I want you to take charge. Do whatever you want with me. That’s how I think I’m going to enjoy this the most, despite my fear.” Jack smiled and stroked her hair.

	“Alright. I can do that,” he said. “I promise to make sure nothing bad happens to you. But I want to see you as a real slave, if we’re going to do this. So you have to go all the way, ok?”

	“Yes, Master,” she said, much more serious than before. Jack smiled and handed her a small book.“I found this book about the role of a slave. It has some basics I thought we should discuss, just so we fit in.” He picked up the book and turned to a marked page. “First, you must always address me as master, and any other master as sir or ma’am. You are always supposed to keep your eyes lowered and to never look anyone in the eye.” Jack watched Jennifer process this information, waiting for her to protest. She was simply quiet. “Those are the big ones. I think we’ll start there. I’ll instruct you more later.”

	“Yes, Master,” she said again. Jack couldn’t help but feel a thrill run through his body. He stood and took her hand, showing her a strange collection of rubber on the couch.

	“I’ve laid out your wardrobe.” He watched Jennifer’s eyes widen, but she was quiet.

	Jack tugged on the leash that connected to Jennifer’s collar, and she struggled to keep up. Jack smiled at her little whines behind him, knowing that she was excited by his willingness to take over. She was a vision in transparent latex. Her long legs were coated in rubber stockings held up with a clear garter belt. The tiny dress she had complained about now was stretched across her, compressing her body tightly. Long latex gloves covered her arms, fitting just under the short sleeves of the dress, forming a complete rubber form. A tiny transparent panty clung to her hips, and Jennifer had complained at how exposed her now bare pussy was beneath the nearly clear rubber. She was a bit surprised at Jack’s burgeoning cruelty, as he had tightened a wide rubber collar around her neck, locking it in place despite her mild complaints. It wasn’t until he had placed tight ankle cuffs around her ankles, joining them with a short five inch chain, then fitted her feet with seven inch heels, that she had complained verbally.

	“I can’t walk in those, Jack- er, Master,” she had complained, unable to avoid him locking them on her feet with the aid of an additional strap. Connecting to the sides of the cuff, the strap went under the arch and back to the cuff, locking the heel onto her foot. “Please, isn’t there anything lower?” He rose in front of her and smiled.

	“Let me see,” he said with a smirk, moving to the dresser behind her. Jennifer suddenly felt Jack’s hands in her long hair, yanking her head back. As she opened her mouth to complain, he shoved a wide rubber ring behind her front teeth. She cried out, but Jack shoved her head forward, moving her hair aside and buckled the strap on extra tight. As he lifted her head again, he could see the strap digging into her cheeks. Before she could raise her hands, Jack grabbed them, pulling them behind her. She heard a familiar click and found her wrists cuffed behind her again. Despite the ring gag, Jennifer was still able to make noise, struggling to convince Jack that everything was too much. He simply smiled at her, then lifted a rubber device to her mouth. She watched as he fit in an inflatable rubber butt plug through the ring gag, then began inflating it. Eventually, the balloon filled the inside of her mouth, forcing her tongue to the bottom, stifling her sounds. Jennifer’s eyes grew wide as Jack continued to pump, despite the bulging of her cheeks. Eventually, she could feel her entire mouth filled with the rubber dildo, and the intruder began slipping toward her throat. But finally Jack turned the knob, shutting off the airflow, then removed the inflation bulb, leaving only a small rubber tube protruding from her gagged mouth.

	Now, walking to lunch, Jennifer was struggling to maintain balance. She had never experienced bondage like this. Without the help of her arms, and with the constricting clothes, she found it difficult to move at all. Added with the painful shoes and the tiny chain between her ankles, she felt more constrained then ever. Already her calves had begun to ache, matching the pain in her jaw from the immense gag. As she struggled to follow Jack, she found that something was damp between her legs, and it wasn’t just her own sweat. Jack paused to check his sport coat and Jennifer couldn’t help but stare at her own image. The latex dress seemed painted on, the material following every contour of her already thin body. Her breasts seem highlighted beneath the rubber and her legs looked longer than ever. There was something incredibly erotic about seeing herself. Her long, soft curls framed her face, the contrast of the harsh gag and collar, and her soft beauty an amazing turn on for her. Her knees were weak and she felt close to an orgasm before Jack tugged her way from the mirror.

	Lunch had been uneventful, if you call sitting on your knees beside your “master” uneventful. She was surprised to find no chair for her, instead a thin pad beside Jack’s marked seat. Removing the inflatable part of her gag, he had fed her tidbits and sips of wine. For the first time, Jennifer felt humiliated as she fought to eat with the ring gag. Her mouth was forced so wide, she was unable to chew, and instead was dependent on Jack to provide pieces that she would simply struggle to swallow. Before long, wine and some food had dribbled down her body.

	Though she couldn’t see much around her, she enjoyed the attention and was feeling tipsy from the alcohol. A few men had come over to greet Jack. She kept her head bowed as she was instructed and thus could not see anything of these other masters. Toward the end of lunch, as Jack was sipping his drink and chatting with someone across the table, another man introduced himself, and asked if he could examine his slave. Jack agreed, first fitting in her inflatable gag again, then lifted her back to her feet. Jennnifer kept her head bowed as the man examined her, asking permission to touch, which Jack quickly agreed to. Soon, Jennifer could feel the stranger’s hands over the latex, his firm grip tugging at her nipples and touching her now bald pussy. Her face flushed bright red, but she remained obedient, as Jack would have wanted. As the man finished, they began talking about her as if she weren’t there. The man asked how long Jack had owned Jennifer, who quickly told him for only a few months. They discussed her pending training, the man eager to see her truly introduced to rubber discipline. Jennifer wasn’t sure what that was, or how much more rubber she could actually wear, but she could feel her pussy growing damp again. Finally, the man left and she could hear Jonus approach.

	“I’m glad you two are playing along,” he whispered to Jack. “How about a tour of the facilities?” Jack agreed and moved to follow Jonus, tugging Jennifer behind him.

	As they made it out to the pool area, Jonus stopped them and turned to Jack. “Why don’t we leave Jennifer to catch some sun. It will make the tour easier, and really would be more appropriate.” Jack agreed and Jonus lead them straight to a long chair. “Let me help,” Jonus said, as they laid Jennifer back on the chair. Her wrists were unlocked, but lifted above her head and relocked to either side of the wide chair. She tried to complain as they unlocked her ankles as well, then pulled them apart and locked them in place. The chair was a good five feet wide, almost a bed instead of a chair. As they finished, Jennifer was spread eagle in the hot sun. She looked up to Jack, pleading with her eyes, and found Jonus and he whispering to each other, finishing with a chuckle by Jack. He sat down beside her and carefully lifted her head, turning it to one side. She suddenly felt something odd pushed into her ear. The soft material seemed to slip deep inside, then expand, and soon her hearing in that ear all but disappeared. Quickly, he performed the same action with her other ear, and Jennifer could no longer hear. She watched as Jonus handed Jack a piece of black rubber, which he held up in front of her. It was a hood with no eye holes, and onlysmall holes for her to breath.Despite her struggles, she had no choice but feel Jack stretch the tight, black rubber over her face, blocking out her sight, and any remainder of sound. Zipping it in place, Jonus provided a small key that locked the hood on and Jack caressed the smooth, black, seamless latex face that used to be his fiancée. As he walked away, he couldn’t help but glance back at the amazing sight of this gorgeous woman covered in tight, transparent latex, except her head, which was encased in black rubber.He watched her struggle feebly, then turned away to join Jonus’ tour.

	Jennifer had never been so hot in her life. Her body felt like it was marinating in her own juices, the latex trapping every bit of sweat against her skin. The sun beat down on her face, the black latex heating up to a painful degree as she suffered in her bondage. Tears added to the sweat beneath the hood as she sobbed from the torment. Jennifer knew she was helpless and the thought scared her. She had long ago given up struggling, the bonds holding her down impossibly strong. With the loss of sight and sound, she had lost track of time as well, only aware of the intensity of the sun’s attack and her own helplessness. When a set of hands touched her legs, she nearly jumped out of her own skin. She could feel someone encircling her lower thighs with a strap, pulling it snug, then lacing it through what she assumed were rings on the sides. First one leg was pulled wide, then the other, until she was spread helplessly. Without hesitation, the fingers crawled up her legs, finding the edge of her panties and pulling them aside. As the hands met her damp skin, she could tell they were rubber clad as well. Her bare pussy was slowly penetrated, and though Jennifer found herself crying openly from the unwanted assault, she also found her excitement rising. Soon, the mixture of her humiliation and the pleasure the hands were bringing, brought a huge eruption from he body. She struggled now to find a way to release the tension. Finding none, she could only bite down hard on the huge rubber gag and fight to maintain her sanity. Though it was obvious she had orgasmed, the fingers continued, but soon were joined by a tongue, licking her clit furiously. A finger entered her pussy, while another reached further down, entering her anus. She jumped at this, never having been penetrated there, but found it bringing her excitement to another level. Soon, she orgasmed again, screaming until her voice became horse and she found it difficult to breath through her tiny nose holes. She nearly fainted, losing her orientation for a few minutes as she rode the wave of orgasm for a full five minutes.

	As she came back to awareness, she was surprised to find no hands touching her. Her legs had been released from their wide position. She felt as if she had never been touched, and she began doubting the reality of her experience. She quickly became aware again of the impossible heat that still beat down on her. But now the pain of her predicament seemed tempered by an unusual excitement she had not had before.

	“And so those are the typical amenities you might expect.” Jonus stopped Jack at the end of the trail that curved back to the main building. “We can head back now and see how Jennifer is doing.” Jack seemed confused.

	“Why haven’t we seen many other guests, Jonus,” he asked.

	“The two of you actually arrived a week before most of the guests. We have a few but they usually stay to themselves for the first week.”

	“What about that building,” Jack asked, pointing to a large single story building down the walk.

	“Jack, I told you that our guests are into female submission, right?”

	“Sure.”

	“Well, if I can trust you not to get upset, I’ll let you in some more of the details.” Jack nodded, more curious than surprised. He knew there had to be more to the place than what he had seen. At lunch, while Jennifer had sat at his feet, he had seen two other couples join them, sitting far enough away to avoid close scrutiny, but close enough for Jack to wonder. The girls wore unusual hoods that obscured their eyes, and seemed to be bound in unusual ways. Jack wanted to see more, but the couples left before he could explore. This was all new to him, but he could tell it was something he would find very exciting.

	“That building is part of our training and augmentation facility, Jack,” Jonus continued. “We have extensive facilities to provide masters and mistresses the ability to truly dominate their slaves.” Jack nodded again, but really had no comprehension of what he was saying. Jonus showed no sign of taking him closer and, after a moment, the thought of Jennifer baking in the hot sun for the past hour made him nervous.

	“I’d like to learn more about that, but can we go back and get Jennifer? This is the first time she’s ever been tied up in public, and I don’t want her to freak out.”

	“Of course,” Jonus agreed. “But let me make this offer. If Jennifer seems to enjoy her experience, allow us to make some custom equipment for her, at no cost. All it requires us to do is take some measurements.”

	“Sure. That would be great.” Jack headed off toward the pool with Jonus following behind.

	When Jack had unlocked the cuffs and taken the hood off of Jennifer, she was exhausted. He tried to encourage her to her feet, but she was far too weak. Jack was concerned, and carried her to their room, peeling off the latex and giving her a cool bath. After a few minutes, she seemed to come around and smiled at Jack.

	“I hope you’re ok, Jennifer,” he asked, worried.

	“I’m fine, honey,” she said, then caught herself. “I mean, Master.”

	“No, just Jack right now,” he said, stroking her hair. “Let’s talk about your first experience, as a couple, ok?”

	“Sure.”

	“That was pretty wild, I can imagine, for your first time,” he said, as much as question as a statement“Definitely,” she said. “But it was ok. I mean, at first, when you hooded me and stuff, I was worried. The sun was so hot it felt like I was burning up. But after a little while, something strange happened. I’m not sure if it was real or imagined, but I felt fingers on me, and a tongue.” She peered into his eyes to see if it was something he had done, but saw a look of surprise that told her no. “I had three amazing orgasms, and suddenly the bondage and the rubber were a part of me. Even the pain was part of the pleasure!” Jack was relieved. He had enjoyed dominating her for the short time he had. He was hoping he could keep doing it.

	“So, do you want to continue?”

	“Definitely!” Jack sighed and stroked her hair again.

	“Anything you want to do specifically?”

	“No,” she said, thinking. “I really want to be your property. Let you have fun and do what you want with me. If that’s ok with you…”

	“Sure,” he said, excited. “Should me put any limits out now?”

	“No,” she answered. “After today’s experience, I realize I’m discovering a whole new side of me. So you just have fun and let’s see how far you can take me.” Jack smiled and kissed her forehead. The long, low building came into his head and he began to wonder just how far he could actually go here. He figured that though Jennifer was adventurous, she couldn’t imagine what was in that building, just like he couldn’t. Jack had a feeling that she might regret her last statement.

	Once out of the bath, Jennifer had fallen right to sleep, exhausted from her experience. Jonus had knocked on the door and both he and Jack thought it was an opportune time to measure Jennifer for some equipment. Jack felt odd letting Jonus see his fiancée naked, but he seemed to take little notice of her, instead taking a wide array of measurements then leaving, all in a professional manner. Jennifer hadn’t even stirred as he had stretched measuring tape over her body, around her waist, through her crotch, or even over her head. Jack let him out and sat down to read in a chair. Just two short hours later, Jonus knocked softly on the door and slipped a heavy box to Jack.

	“Something to get you started, Jack,” he whispered with a wink.

	Jennifer woke slowly, a little disoriented, but rested from her earlier experience. She turned slightly, hearing a subtle jingle as she did. Though she could tell she was awake, she felt confused for a moment by the inability to move her arms. She tried to sit up, extending her legs out for leverage, only to find them meeting resistance. With a tug, she found her ankles stopped, the restriction accompanied by a surprising shock in both her ass and pussy. The pain woke her completely and she quickly discovered her new additions. She could feel a tight collar locked onto her neck, three inches of apparent steel locked to her. Peering down to her legs, she could just see wide steel cuffs locked to her ankles as well, chain connecting to the sides and disappearing up behind her. The lack of arm movement told her that similar cuffs had been locked on her wrists and just above her elbows, then forced together until they met. She had always been flexible and thus the extreme position of having her elbows locked together was only slightly uncomfortable. The feeling that she had no arms was more disturbing. As she tried to lift her wrists, she found a short chain connecting them to something between her legs and, as she tried to pull them away from her back, another shock coursed through her crotch. She cried out in pain, dropping her arms back.Even with her bondage, she soon found a heavy length of chain locked onto the front of her steel collar, then connected somewhere above her at the headboard. Even if she could move, she wouldn’t go far. With the time, she quickly discovered the reason for the pain between her legs. A steel chastity belt had been fastened on her, with two large metal dildos forced deep inside of both her ass and pussy. She again felt humiliated by the intrusion, especially for her anus, which had never been so abused. Spring-loaded connectors on each connected to both her ankle chain and wrist chain. Any movement would pull on the spring and, once released, would trigger a shock. Unable to move, she had no choice but to lay on her side, and found herself excited and happy about her new role as a slave to Jack. After a few minutes, she heard the door click open and Jack entered with a large box in his arms.

	“Hello, Master,” Jennifer said softly.

	“Hi, Jennifer.” He set the box down and sat down on the bed, caressing her breasts as she pulled against her chains, just for show. “I’ve got some ideas for your training as a slave.”

	“Anything you want, Master,” she said. He continued to play with her nipples.

	“I’m thinking about having your nipples pierced,” he said absentmindedly.As he spoke, he pinched her right nipple. She squirmed, her eyes closed as she bit her lip. Then his hands grabbed her breast hard, squeezing it like he would a melon. “And I’ve heard we can enlarge these breasts of yours. I like the idea of modifying your body.” Jennifer’s eyes were still closed and Jack almost missed her whispered response.

	“Yes, Master.” Jack could only smile as he let go of her breast and unlocked the chain connected to her collar. Standing up, he looked down on her with a stern face.

	“I want you on your knees, slave,” he commanded. Her eyes opened, looking at him in fear. Jack stepped back and pointed at the floor in the middle of the room. Jennifer knew that was at least ten feet away from the bed. She looked back to Jack, tears filling her eyes as she saw how serious he was. But still she knew that if she moved much, she would feel the shocks deep inside her body. Her hesitation caused Jack to reach into the drawer, extracting a leather tarse. With no warning, he swung it hard, striking her across the right ass cheek. Jennifer jumped in pain, her legs uncontrollably trying to straighten. The shock hit her again and she snapped her legs back to her body. Ass her eyes focused again, she could see Jack standing over her again, ready to give her another stroke of the crop. She started shuffling to the edge of the bed, very carefully.

	Once there, Jennifer realized that each ankle was connected separately to the springs, though neither was long enough to allow her to straighten her legs. She turned onto her stomach, hoping she could slide off enough to find some purchase, but like a ladder rung, she continued to reach and reach, without success. Soon, her lack of support via her arms allowed her to slide, and instinct took over. She started to fall and her right foot shot out, catching her. She braced for the pain, but found none. It was then she realized the mechanics of the springs. She knew when she released the tension, the shock would hit her. For a moment, she was frozen, her chest resting on the bed, one leg held in the air with the other foot on the ground. Tears began rolling down her cheeks as she dreaded what she knew was coming.

	Jack was growing impatient, but instead of striking her again, he grabbed something from the drawer and stepped up behind her. As she balanced precariously, she could feel him working with her long hair. He seemed to be giving her a ponytail, but soon she could feel him pulling her head backward until she was facing up. As his hands released her hair, she tried to look forward again, finding something holding it back. And once again, as she pulled her head forward, then released the tension again, a shock through her butt plug brought new tears to her eyes. She realized then that he had attached a cable from her hair to the spring connected to her ass. Jennifer began to weep openly, knowing that she was not going to escape the pain.

	It took nearly half an hour for her to crawl to the spot Jack designated. During that time, she had received so many shocks that she nearly lost consciousness several times. Because of the cable holding her head back, much of the punishment was focused on her ass. Before today, Jennifer had never had anything up her ass, feeling it could never be a sexy or sensual. Now, the dildo felt like a foot long and almost as wide, as it stretched her anus wide. And with the painful shocks, she felt more humiliated than ever.

	Reaching the spot Jack had indicated, Jennifer sat quietly, the remainder of her tears still crawling down her cheeks. She was forced to stare at the ceiling, afraid to give in to the ache in her neck in favor of the punishment between her legs. As she waited, she was most embarrassed by the feeling in her pussy. She knew she was wet from excitement, both from the bondage and the pain. Even the comments Jack had made about piercing and body modification had excited her, just as much as it had scared her. She had never even considered a belly button ring, and he was talking about nipple rings. She was terrified by it, but somehow she craved it as well. Something was changing in her, and all this humiliation and torment was beginning to feel normal.

	Jack left her sitting for awhile, then came back into her view. He was naked now, his cock hard as he stood in front of her. Stepping close, he commanded her.

	“Lick it,” he said. Jennifer tried sticking her tongue out, but from the dramatic angle she was holding her head, she could not see him well, nor touch his manhood. Jack didn’t wait, instead grabbing her face and tilting it forward so he could shove his cock into her mouth. She held it for a moment, rubbing he tongue up the shaft, trying to please him. But soon it wasn’t enough.

	“You’re supposed to give me a blowjob, slave,” he said. “Do I have to teach you everything?” Grabbing her head, Jack stayed stationary, instead tilting her head back and forward. As he pushed her head back, the spring released and a shock coursed through the butt plug, making her moan around his shaft. Just as quickly, he pulled her head forward again, then pushed it back. Another shock struck her, as a scream erupted from her throat. “I kind of like that,” he said. “I can just feel the shock. It’s tingly.” He reached around, grabbing her ponytail, and used it as a handle to pump her head back and forth. Each stroke added more pain to her already tortured anus, but she knew she couldn’t resist. After a moment, Jack stopped helping, ordering her to do it herself. “I’ve shown you. Now do it until I come, or I’ll step up the voltage and we’ll try again.” Jennifer cried out at the thought, knowing she couldn’t stand more electricity. Reluctantly, she began her own pumping. As the shocks it her, tears poured down her face and new moans escaped her throat.

	Removing the chasity device and the bonds holding her ankles up, Jack stood Jennifer up.

	"Go clean up for dinner. I'll prepare your outfit," he ordered, pointing to the bathroom. Jennifer, still overwhelmed from both the intensity of her reaction to the strange torment, and the cruelty Jack was showing, lowered her head quietly and shuffled off to the bathroom. Jack had left her cuffs on, though released her arms. A short chain remained between her ankles, reminding her of her bondage. The collar too remained, as her hand rose up for the first time to touch it. Her fingers searched the metal, looking for the locking mechanism. To her surprise, she only found smooth steel.Jonus had fashioned this seamless collar for her, the metal fitting snug and perfect around her slender neck. As she stood in front of the mirror, she admired the craftsmanship for a moment, but the fact that she wore seemingly permanent bonds made her wonder just what this resort was capable of.

	Finally, she focused on her own face, finding the innocent young girl that once looked back at her replaced by a disheveled something... slut came to mind. But despite the streaks of tears down her face, the marks on her skin from the bondage, and the feeling that she had become an object of pleasure and pain, rather than a person, she knew she was having the time of her life. With renewed energy, she quickly washed her face and body, recreating the young girl, but with the added edge of excitement that the game they were playing brought.

	"There," Jack announced, and stepped back from his newest creation. As Jennifer stood, attempting to maintain balance, Jack wheeled over the full length mirror from the corner. Jennifer didn't want to look, knowing that she had been transformed into something horrible, but her fascination made her eyes drop down. At first she didn't recognize herself; Her face alone was so distorted by the strange gag. Unlike the ring gag, this metal device fit inside her mouth, halfway in. Unfolding, the ring wedged tightly against her teeth and upper mouth, while the bottom of the ring was fitted with a long steel plate. The plate had a series of small spikes connected to the bottom side that pressed hard against her tongue. Despite the blunt nature of them, Jennifer was certain her tongue was being punctured. A small hex wrench fit into a hole near the side, and as Jack turned it, the ring expanded, pushing hard against her upper and lower teeth, while pressing the metal plate firmly against her trapped tongue. Jack wasn't satisfied until the gag had expanded her mouth to the maximum. The ring was much wider than a ring gag, thus allowing truly unobstructed access to her throat.

	"Now you I can let the other guys here fuck your mouth without any complaints," Jack told her, an evil twinkle in his eye. If she hadn't already been bound again, she might have lashed out at him, desperate to get away. But he had already fixed her arms behind her again, locking the elbow and wrist cuffs together. She knew that he wasn't done with her "outfit" as he liked to call it, and she her naked body shivered with the chill of that thought.

	Now, staring at herself in the mirror, she felt a heavy wave of humiliation course through her spine. The gag had turned out to be the least of her ordeal. She could almost watch as her bulging breasts began to turn a light shade of purple. She had never had large breasts, but she had enough to make a sweater look nice, and she had thought that much larger and she might look unusual. Now, she cursed her size. In the box that Jonus had brought, Jack had found two metal rings. Neither seemed large enough for her limbs, but soon he discovered their purpose. Jack had pulled her to her bare feet and told her to bend over at the waist, until her breasts dangled invitingly beneath her. Each ring was pressed around her breast right at the base. It took some effort, but eventually the ring closed with a click. Like the plate against her tongue, small spikes on the inside of the rings were designed to hold them in place. Jennifer could feel them dig in.. Now, her chest had been transformed into an object of ridicule. Her once lovely breasts looked like tortured globes, and the weight of the metal combined with the small spikes focused waves of dull pain on her.

	She was distracted by the sound of liquid trickling, her eyes dropping to the clear plastic bag strapped to her right thigh. She followed the tube into her urethra, knowing that she would have no more control over her own urination. The bag had already collected a small amount, clearly visible to all as she carried it with her. Her eyes returned to her crotch, where she could see the small g-string that held in both inflatable dildos as well as securing the small vibrator against her clit. The thin rubber covered nothing, and even made her feel more humiliated. The rubber inflation bulbs dangled between her legs. Jack had already inflated the dildo in her pussy so that she felt completely full. The dildo up her ass was pumped until she had winced in pain, then Jack had pumped the ball three more times for good measure.He had taken time then to explain the extra tube escaping the her rear inflatable, telling her it was for an enema later. She had burst out in tears then. An enema was the most humiliating thing she could imagine, and having the ability to administer it in public was almost too much. Her knees had buckled then and Jack caught her, moving her to the edge of the bed.

	Her calves had already begun to cramp and Jennifer struggled to maintain her balance on the cruel shoes Jack had forced on her feet. Like a ballerina in toe shoes, these leather pumps forced Jennifer to remain on her toes at all times. For the first ten minutes she had been unable to balance, but Jack would not let her sit down, and eventually she learned to control the pain of her crushed toes and maintain balance. The addition of the short chain between her ankle cuffs made it more difficult, but she had been able to manage, until the cramping started.

	Jack let her admire his work in the mirror, then stepped to her, reaching from behind to caress her sensitive nipples. One hand slipped up to her face, then pushed into her mouth, making a point of how helpless she was. Tears began to stream down her face as Jack manhandled her. Finally, he reached between her legs and fumbled with the vibrator. As it turned on, Jennifer nearly orgasmed immediately. But as if on cue, the vibrator cut off almost as quickly, leaving Jennifer frustrated and even more humiliated.

	"Well, let's go to dinner," Jack announced. She expected him to attach a leash to her collar but instead began pressing something into her nose. Soon, she could feel something crushing her septum and, as he removed her hands, realized he had attached a small ringed clamp. The leash now dangled from her nose, adding to her humiliation. With a tug from Jack and a whimper from Jennifer, they left the room and headed down the hall.

	The journey down the hall proved to be the most difficult walk Jennifer had ever endured. Her toes, crammed into the ends of the terrible ballet shoes, created an ache that extended up into her cramping calves, merging with the pain of the inflatable dildo up her ass and her squeezed and ever darkening breasts. Her mouth dried instantly from the forced exposure, added with the hard breathing she found she could not avoid each time the vibrator brought her close to orgasm. The slosh of the colostomy bag added to the pain, though this was far more emotional that physical. As luck would have it, the hall seemed heavy with traffic that night. In truth, only three men and one young lady passed them as they walked, but to Jennifer each person represented a crowd of humiliation. And to add to her exposure, each person chose to stop and talk to Jack, then examine her as if she were cattle. She could do nothing but endure, unable to turn her head away as Jack tugged on the leash, unable to stop her body from being prodded. Though the men seemed most uncaring, the young girl was the most humiliating.

	Her name was Sue, the daughter of the caretaker. Just turned 19, she was a striking blonde with long legs and an athletic build.

	"Is this your slave," she asked nonchalantly. He was a bit taken back, wondering if he should be talking to such a young girl about such adult topics.

	"Uh, yes. She is," he mumbled. She looked Jennifer over with the expert gaze of an old pro, then turned to Jack.

	“Hasn’t been a slave long, right?”

	“What makes you say that,” Jack asked.

	“No whip marks, no brands, no piercings,” she replied absentmindedly. With a nod of approval, she grabbed Jennifer’s left breast, squeezing the nipple hard. “You could put a nice ring in here,” she said, pulling the nipple hard as Jennifer squirmed. “Probably a good one in septum, too. Make it easier than that clamp.” Her hands slid down Jennifer’s back, slipping between her ass cheeks to feel the inflatable up her ass. Without hesitation, she grabbed the inflation bulb and gave it five good squeezes. Jennifer screamed behind her ring gag, tears rolling down her cheeks. Jack only smiled and watched the attractive young girl. Despite the painful inflation, Sue forced her finger around the rubber and past Jennifer’s anal ring. As she tried to bear the intrusion, she was certain her anus would tear from the excessive stretching, but after a moment, the finger was removed. Turning to Jack, Sue absentmindedly laced her fingers into Jennifer’s hair, yanking back hard, then pushed the probing finger into her mouth. Jennifer wallowed in the depths of humiliation as she realized the young girl was simply rubbing her finger off against her tongue, cleaning off any remnants of her anal intrusion. As she did so, she addressed Jack. “You know, I could take care of those piercings. I can use the same type of mechanism that Jonus uses for these cuffs. But these rings would be permanent.” Jack chuckled slightly as Jennifer reacted to the concept of permanent piercings.

	“Maybe later,” he replied. Sue reluctantly let go of Jennifer’s hair, rubbing off her saliva on her own pants. “But thanks.”

	“I like her. She’s young and cute,” Sue said, admiring Jennifer. “Does she do girls?”

	“She never has,” Jack replied. “But that doesn’t mean anything, does it?” Sue chuckled, moving closer to Jack, making it obvious she was flirting. To Jennifer’s surprise, Jack responded, putting his arm around Sue’s waist and pulling her closer.

	“Maybe you and I could hook up later,” Sue asked, peering up into Jack’s eyes.

	“That could be fun,” he responded, leaning down and kissing her. Jennifer suppressed a whimper as she saw her fiancée kiss another woman. It was then that the vibrator turned on once again, and quickly she found herself close to orgasm as she watched their tongues mingle. After a long moment, they stopped, much to both their disappointment.

	“Thanks. That was nice,” Sue said. “Well, until that time, maybe you could loan your slave to me. I could teach her how to please a woman.” Jack could see Jennifer’s face turn white despite the stimulation. She had always said she could never be with another woman. He had never pressed the issue, but now things were different. He smiled at Jennifer and turned back to Sue.

	“Definitely. I think she needs a little in-depth training in pleasing women.” Jack knew that he had just pushed one of Jennifer’s buttons, but for once she could do nothing about it. Sue smiled at the thought.

	“Ok. I’ll catch you later, then,” and she was off. Jack couldn’t help but watch for a moment as her perfect ass danced down the hallway.

	Jack was having the time of his life, he thought, as he stopped just short of entering the dining room. He looked back at his fiancée, wondering what was going through her mind. He knew that he had kept her on the brink of orgasm for the past fifteen minutes, both by vibrator but also from the humiliation he had immersed her in. Despite the look of misery on her face, he could clearly tell that she was turned on by all this. And in turn, that turned on Jack. He knew she was looking forward to seeing other slaves at the resort, and that dinner here would be her first opportunity. Reaching into his pocket, he pulled out a blindfold and slipped it over her eyes. She whined in shock, but unable to resist she quieted down, but Jack knew she was both disappointed and further humiliated.

	“Now you won’t be able to see the people who want to use you,” Jack whispered in her ears. “I know you feel more humiliated than ever, but just think how helpless and on display you are. Your tits a nice shade of purple, the inflatables, your helpless mouth. I might have some stranger stick his cock into your mouth, and you could do nothing to stop it. Oh, and that colostomy bag is half full now. I bet that’s embarrassing.” He watched her turn red behind the blindfold, knowing that she was deep into the most humiliating experience she had ever imagined. He ignored her whimpers and tugged on the nose clamp, pulling her into the room.

	Dinner had proven entertaining, at least for Jack. At first he was shocked by the other slaves and how their masters were using them. He had assumed that he was being fairly harsh with Jennifer, but after seeing some of the others, he wondered just how serious the resort could be. He felt like he was in a torturous freak show, and he was the newcomer. From heavy rubber, piercings and body modification, to forced contortions and painful positions, Jack was amazed that these could be living, breathing women. Unlike Jennifer, Jack couldn’t really see any of the faces and thus couldn’t tell if they were willing participants in their bizarre treatment, or rather true slaves to a cruel and unusual master. Before he could examine closely, Jonus appeared at their side, admiring Jennifer.

	“I can see you put the equipment to good use,” he said, his eyes captivated by her bondage.

	“Yes, and thanks,” Jack said. “All this stuff is amazing. I can’t believe you made it so fast.”

	“Like I said earlier, we have an extensive shop in back, ready to manufacture almost anything you can imagine.” Finally, Jonus managed to pull his eyes away. “I have to travel into town. There’s been a family emergency and I need to attend to some matters. I’ll be gone for a month or so. I’ve instructed the staff to take care of you, as needed, though it seems you’re fitting right in. Just a note: I haven’t told anybody your true status. As far as the guests are concerned, you are an experienced master with a new, young slave that you are breaking in.” Jonus paused, gathering all of Jack’s attention. “Be careful here, Jack. These people are real players and though you and I know that this is a fun game for the two of you, they don’t, and can’t know that you aren’t the real McCoy. Just take it at your speed and don’t rush. I don’t want you to get Jennifer involved in something too far over your heads.”

	“Ok,” Jack said, unsure of all Jonus was trying to convey. “We’re having a great time. We’ll just play it by ear and see what happens.”

	“That’s perfect,” Jonus said, extending a hand and shaking Jack’s. “I told you this place can be pretty extreme, but if you stay cool and take it slow, you shouldn’t have any problems.”

	“Thanks, Jonus,” Jack said. “And good luck. I hope everything is ok.” With a nod and a smile, Jonus walked off, but not without a last and lingering glance back at Jennifer. In his mind he knew that she was going to experience some things beyond her wildest dreams, or nightmares, but all he could do is express caution to them. He smiled as he watched Jennifer shift her weight on her toe shoes. He was sure her mind was racing from the pain and the humiliation she was experiencing. Jonus turned away, wishing he could be here to watch her further transformation.

	Though a few men came over to greet Jack, most stayed away, unwilling to venture into a conversation with a stranger. The ones that did came alone, wishing to examine Jennifer. Her distant whines made Jack smile as the strange hands caressed and pinched her body, or examined her bondage. Jennifer tried her best to endure the humiliation, but she couldn’t escape the thought that she was, for the first time, completely vulnerable and exposed. Once Jack had blindfolded her, she had begun to escape into her own world, imagining that she was somewhere else, not bound for the first time in front of strangers. But now, as she could feel these strangers explore her body without her permission, she was brought back. Tears began welling up behind the blindfold but she could do nothing to resist.

	Jack could tell that the manhandling was adding to Jennifer’s already extreme humiliation, but he still encouraged the men to make a thorough examination. “Feel free to pump the dildos,” he would say out loud, just to see how Jennifer reacted. He never thought he could be so turned on by humiliating his fiancée. But watching her young body, bound severely and exposed, he felt a rush of energy that he had never felt before.

	Finally, the last men left with a polite nod, and Jack was alone again with Jennifer. He could see streaks of tears escaping from behind the blindfold. The tears must have been as much from the humiliation as the pain from the inflatables. Each man had given them pumps, with more focus placed on the one in her ass. Before they had left the room, he had inflated them to an already painful size, though with her lack of experience in anal play, he knew that wasn’t much. But by now he was sure they had nearly tripled in size, and she had to be in great pain. He thought about letting some air out, but knew that would be wrong if her were truly her master. Instead, he stepped behind her, reaching down to give the dildo a wiggle. Her groans convinced him he was right about the pain.

	“By the end of our vacation, we should have you taking it up the ass easily,” he whispered in her ear. Without warning he reached down and gave the bulb two good squeezes. Jennifer cried out, a low moan escaping her throat like he had never heard before. He dropped the bulb and reached around, pinching her nipples. Her squeezed breasts had turned a nice shade of purple, and the sensitivity of her nipples made his pinching feel like he was cutting them off. He pinched harder, then twisted, and was rewarded by the sound of more urine filling the bag strapped to her thigh. She had lost control of her bladder, a sure sign that he had pushed her to a new limit.

	As the night was drawing to a close, Jack had allowed Jennifer to kneel at his feet. With the weight off her toes for the first time she nearly fainted from the release. He watched her head drop, and sobs shake her body. He never noticed the woman that approached, towing an impressive rubber figure behind her. Jack was surprised to see her, since this was the only dominant woman he had seen at the resort.

	“Hi,” was all he could say as he stood to shake her hand.

	“Hello yourself,” she said with a chuckle. “Don’t be surprised. I figured we had something in common. You’re new and so not many people will talk to you. I’m a woman, so they either want me to be a submissive, or they’re intimidated by my strength.”

	“Sounds like you have a lonely time here,” Jack said, immediately liking this woman. “I don’t know any better, so I guess that makes us old friends.” She laughed.

	“I’m Kate,” she said.

	“Jack,” he returned. “Is this your slave?” She stepped aside to give him a clear view of the sight. He had never seen someone so completely encased in rubber, and this was beyond any outfit he could imagine. She was like a latex mannequin, so perfectly and seamlessly covered that he assumed it was bonded to her skin. “It’s a super thin rubber body suit, stretched tight over her skin, and bonded to it with a special glue I had developed.” The only seams are at the neck, which is covered by the collar, and up the back, but that’s been bonded so you can barely see it.” She turned her slave around as she talked, showing her off like a new toy. Looking her up and down, he found it amazing how perfectly the rubber fit every nook and cranny. Like Jennifer, her feet were clad in ballet shoes, but unlike Jennifer’s, this slave’s shoes had no heel, and the toe ended in a more severe point. Cuffs held her ankles close as well. Long, rubber skinned legs rose up from the floor. As he looked over her crotch, he could see both her ass and pussy had rubber inserts as well, creating the effect of a true sex doll. He noticed a shiny ring piercing her perfectly coated rubber clit, the silver contrasting nicely with the black rubber. Just above, her waist was constricted to an amazing size. He laced his fingers around her waist, finding that they could touch. Must be about 17 inches, he thought. As he examined her body further, he found both nipples pierced twice, with seamless rings through the base of her nipples, and rods through the center horizontally. Through her septum dangled a large ring as well, the bottom of it touching the huge red ball gag forced into her mouth. It was then that it dawned on him that the slave’s head was smooth. Not only did she appear to have no hair, but the latex covered her eyes and ears as well.

	“Can she see or hear,” he asked incredulously.

	“Nope,” Kate said, enjoying Jack’s examination.

	“How long have you had her like this?

	“I guess it’s been about 18 months now,” she said matter-of-factly. Luckily his back was to her when she said that. He could feel his jaw drop. Promptly picking it up, he nodded knowingly, as if it was simply an interesting fact. He couldn’t imagine being without sight or sound for that long. The girl inside must be mentally destroyed, he thought. He stepped around behind her, examining her arms. Unlike Jennifer’s simple arms-together position, this girl’s arms had been folded back up into the small of her back, in a harsh reverse prayer that Jack never thought was possible. Also coated in rubber, her arms ended in stumps, where Jack could see that her hands were wrapped into small balls, then covered again with small, fingerless gloves. The result removed her ability to use her hands at all, even if her arms were not bound so harshly. Steel cuffs were clearly welded around her wrists, bonding them both together, but also to a short length of heavy chain that reached up to the back of her steel collar. Like Jennifer’s collar, the metal was seamless, but he couldn’t find the small keyhole that would release it. The short chain was welded to the back of the collar, holding her hands high between her shoulder blades. Even her elbows had been hauled together, then bonded with similar seamless cuffs. The result gave the slave a strange armless look that both disturbed and excited Jack.

	“I’m very impressed,” Jack said, trying to be nonchalant.

	“Thanks,” Kate said, looking down to Jennifer. “Is this yours?” Jack nodded and pulled Jennifer to her feet by the leash and nose clamp. She moaned again as her weight rested on her punished toes again.

	“She’s fairly new,” Jack said. “I’ve only had her for a month or so. This vacation was to get her transformed into a real slave.” Jack couldn’t help but smile as he watched Jennifer squirm at his words. He was sure she was now in a mental space that made her believe that she would really be a slave forever. All the better, he thought. He was beginning to like the setup and though he intended to release her after the summer, he was sure that their lives would be changed forever. Kate examined Jennifer, enjoying her bare skin.

	“Very nice. I like how young she is,” Kate said. “I could have a lot of fun with her.” Jack laughed.

	“Maybe we should trade,” he said with a smile.

	“Why don’t we get a drink and talk about it.” Jack gestured toward the bar and Kate headed toward it, tugging on her slave’s leash. Jack followed, with Jennifer stumbling behind.

	Jennifer struggled to follow Kate up the long walkway to the dark building on the hill. She was still shocked by the realization that Jack had traded her to this woman. After seeing her own slave, wrapped in heavy latex and tortured as she was, Jennifer was terrified of what this woman might do to her. She knew that Jack had simply intended to force her to service a woman, a fantasy of his for some time, but in his drunken state, she doubted he had thought that his little Jennifer might have more in store for her.

	As they reached the building, she watched Kate enter a long code into a keypad, which opened the door. Tugged inside, Jennifer was surprised by the blinding white tile interior of the first room, with a long hallway that led off of it. A rubber-clad woman approached them and Jennifer marveled at the heels she wore. Similar to her own painful ballet shoes, these seemed to have no heel, forcing the girl to balance on her very toes, a painful prospect, she was sure. The girl’s entire body was covered in tight white latex, with similar inflation bulbs dangling between her legs. A rubber nurse’s apron was stretched over her outfit, along with a heavy mask. The girl motioned for Kate to follow, leading them into a side room.

	Unsure of how to react, Jennifer dutifully followed, then sat as instructed on the metal chair device in the middle of the bright white room. Her arms were unlocked from behind her, and her wrists were lifted up to metal bars extending at 45-degree angles above and behind her. Once her own cuffs had been attached to the ends, the nurse in white cranked something in back, stretching her arms out until she was practically lifted off the chair. Her ankles were similarly stretched until she was in a spread eagle, pulled taught between her ankle and wrist cuffs.

	“Extend the back support,” Kate ordered, and soon Jennifer squealed behind her gag. What she thought was a sharp point, but in reality was a blunt nub, was slowly pressed into her lower back. She had no choice but to arch her back painfully, desperately trying to avoid the pressure. Tears began streaming down her cheeks, and soon the trickling sound of urine entering her own colostomy bag added to her humiliation. She felt someone gathering her long hair, and soon her head was pulled back severely, then held in place as her ponytail, and a strap laced into it, was tied off to the back of the chair. The crank continued to turn, and Jennifer’s body arched even more. As her own tears cleared, she could see above her, to a large mirror placed over head. She watched in horror as Kate cut away her latex panty, then removed the inflatable dildos. She was now naked, forcibly exposed like never before, without a familiar or sympathetic face. She prayed the night would go quickly, and soon she would be allowed to return to Jack. But as she watched Kate and the nurse examine her, she began a slow panic that built inside of her.

	“A decent prospect here,” Kate said, her own latex clad hands running over Jennifer’s exposed body. She lightly tweaked Jennifer’s purple nipples, and got a gurgled scream in response. The restriction of her breasts had now turned them purple, and had increased the sensitivity ten-fold. Even the slightest touch would be painful. Kate smiled at the reaction, then selected a small pinwheel device from the rolling cart nearby. “Let’s see what kind of music we can make, shall we?” The first touch of the razor sharp wheel brought a guttural scream from Jennifer, as new tears burst from her eyes. Though the pins did not break the skin, as it rolled across her tortured breasts, it felt as if a sharp knife was slowly slicing her flesh. With slightly more pressure, the pins did puncture slightly, and Jennifer nearly passed out from the touch.

	After a few minutes of torment, Kate set down the wheel and motioned the nurse to unlock the cuffs at the base of Jennifer’s breasts. Soon, the rush of blood back into her own breasts brought a whimper from her throat.

	“Let’s give her 10cc’s to knock her out, then we can get an I.V. into her.” Jennifer soon felt the prick of a needle in her arm. As the drug began to take hold of her, she listened to Kate’s instructions.

	“We’ve only got six weeks, so let’s not waste any time. I’d like to depilitate her totally first, then let’s get a grommet in her septum, a few in her tongue and one through her clit. We can worry about others later. I’d like to surgically remove her ears to give her more of a smooth look when coated in latex. Also, we’ll remove her teeth and replace them with those rubber versions. Also, let’s tube her throat for feeding, and her nostrils for breathing. Then we can do some reconditioning in sensory deprivation for a few weeks, to permanently break her will. Of course put her on an immediate breast hormone, but let’s double the dose to try and get some significant growth in the short time we have her.” Jennifer was shocked at what Kate was describing, not sure of what half of it meant. She did know that this woman intended to not only remove all her hair permanently, but also her teeth! Jennifer tried to protest, fighting her bonds to no avail, working her ring-gagged mouth, but only creating groans. Kate smiled and moved to stroke Jennifer’s face.

	“I guess we should say goodbye. When I’m through with you, you’ll be the perfect rubber sex doll. Jack will be very pleased, I’m sure. But don’t worry. After we do our bit of brain washing, you won’t care either!” Jennifer knew then that this woman was for real. She thought back to Kate’s own slave, coated in a perfect layer of rubber, blinded permanently and designed to be the perfect slave. Jennifer saw her fate following a similar path. She moaned in terror, fighting to break the bonds, to scream out for Kate to stop, to end this nightmare. She wished Jack would burst in and save her, but as the drugs took her consciousness, she knew it wouldn’t happen. With her last moment of awareness, she tried to plead with Kate to stop, but only saw the woman’s evil smile as she slipped into sleep.

	The sunlight streaming through the windows finally woke Jack, despite the hangover he was suffering from. He squinted from the light, then rolled over, wondering how Jennifer felt from her adventure at dinner. He didn’t remember much after the sixth shot of tequila, but he was sure they had fun. As he focused on the form beside her, he was shocked to find the rubber-clad slave beside him. She was motionless, her legs pulled up so that her pussy and ass were exposed, a bar connecting her ankles locked to the back of her collar. For a moment he wondered what had happened, but slowly it came back to him. The joke about trading became more of a realistic option as they drank more, and he remembered vaguely discussing some unusual and outrageous options. Finally, at the end of the evening, they had simply traded.

	“You have some fun, Jack,” Kate had said. “And I’ll see what I can do with Jennifer here.”

	“How long are we trading for,” Jack remembered asking in his drunken haze. “Give me six weeks and I’ll deliver a new slave to you.”

	Now Jack wondered what he had done, but couldn’t think of any better adventure for Jennifer. How better to add to her fun but have a woman dominate her instead. Besides, he would see her around, he was sure, and could check on her progress. He traced his fingers across the rubber slave’s breasts, grabbing hold of a ring and twisting until he could hear the girl whine through the gag still stuffed in her mouth.

	“I suppose you need to eat,” he said before he realized that she couldn’t hear him. Rolling off the bed, he spun her so her head hung off the edge. He popped the gag out and positioned his already hard cock at her open lips. He noticed then that the inside of her mouth was coated somehow in rubber as well, with thick, soft lips and no teeth. He shrugged and pushed his cock in, feeling the slave grab it with her rubber clad lips. She’s trained well, he thought as he began pumping in and out.

	By the morning of the second day, Jack was starting to get nervous. The thought of having Kate help train Jennifer was, at first, exciting, but now it seemed like a bad idea. He honestly had no idea what the woman was capable of, and as he glanced across the room at the rubber encased girl he had traded Jennifer for, he quickly realized that what was going to happen to Jennifer could be far more serious than he imagined. A knock on the door broke his thoughts and he moved to answer it, wrapping a lose bathrobe around his naked form. To his surprise, the door opened to reveal Sue, the young daughter of the caretaker. Dressed in only a small rubber g-string, she smiled and let Jack look her over.

	“I like it when I have that reaction,” she said, then nodded to his crotch. His rock hard cock was poking through the gap of the bathrobe. She reached out and grabbed it, pulling herself into Jack’s arms. For the first time he had a chance to really see this young girl, and he found it even easier to meet her hungry lips with his. Only 19, she was 5’6”, with large 34D breasts and a thin waist. Her long blonde hair framed a round face, full lips and beautiful eyes, before cascading down her back. Jack found himself forgetting about Jennifer while in the arms of this nubile young girl, but soon she broke the contact.

	“Whew! That was great,” she said, pulling away but not letting go of his cock. Instead, she began to stroke it lightly, and Jack found it harder and harder to concentrate. “I figured by now you might be getting bored with Kate’s little toy, so I thought I’d show you around, maybe keep you company?” Her eyes glinted with more than a simple suggestion to keep him company, and Jack found himself liking the idea. He slipped his arm around her waist again, pulling her into the room, before pushing the door closed. A small part of him was trying to stop, but he knew that his and Jennifer’s lives had changed, and the normal rules no longer applied.

	“Why don’t you come in first and lets see what you have in your hand,” Sue smiled and followed him, pressing even closer as the made their way to the bed.

	After a couple hours of passionate love making, Sue and Jack lay in each other’s arms. Jack could still feel the slight pangs of guilt, but he knew that even if Jennifer were with him, he might still have slept with Sue, if anything as a new form of punishment and torment for his fiancée. The sex was amazing and Jack soon put thoughts of Jennifer from his mind.

	“I guess I’ve got six weeks to figure out what to do,” said Jack, stroking the young girl’s breast. “What do you suggest I occupy myself with?”

	“Well,” Sue giggled, “You could come and stay with me in my cottage. We can send Kate’s little plaything back to her.”

	“You’ve got a cottage?”

	“Yeah, a little house a little ways from her. I live there alone, with my two slaves. They’re both young and not too well trained, but I’m working on that.” Jack smiled at the thought of this little girl training two girls.

	“Sounds like fun!”

	The cottage was still on resort property, but was a good fifteen-minute drive from the main compound. During the ride, Sue turned to Jack.

	“Before we get to the cottage, I need to run something by you.” Jack smiled.

	“You’re not kinky or something, are you,” he asked, laughing.

	“Well, just a little,” she answered. “Actually, I need to make sure you’re ok with something. I’m assuming that Jennifer was a little less than a willing slave. Right?” Jack nervously wondered how much Sue knew. Only Jonus was aware that they were not true fetish folk, and the need for secrecy was becoming clearer by the day. He could just imagine the reaction of some of the guests if they found out their privacy had been compromised by outsiders. He decided to play it cautious.

	“Jennifer has always been interested in this, but the visit to the resort was certainly much more than she imagined, and I’m sure she’s getting more than she planned for now.”

	“I figured. You both look too normal to have been immersed in the scene like this for long. Guys hide it more, but a submissive girl usually has more evidence of her slavery than Jennifer does.” Sue hesitated, then looked from the rough road to Jack. “You do realize that she’s not going to come back the same, right? I mean she’s probably going to be seriously changed, so much so you might not recognize her.” Jack digested this quickly, wondering just what he had gotten his fiancée into. But he knew he couldn’t show much surprise. Besides, he had found that his love for Jennifer was slowly being matched by his growing love for Sue. Secretly, he hoped that she would become so submissive during her “training” that he could avoid an awkward and painful decision when she returned.

	“I know, but I’ve spent enough time with her to know that she really needs to live as a slave. She’s the perfect candidate, I think. I’m actually excited to see her.”

	“Even if it’s against her will?” Jack shrugged.

	“I figure she was mine to do with as I pleased the moment she agreed to be my slave. I can’t help it if she gets more than she bargains for.”

	“Well, since you seem to be ok with pushing the envelope of what’s legal and ethical, I guess it’s ok to let you in on my secret. Last year, I ran across two girls near my cottage. They are actually sisters. They had been on a camping trip for spring break, and had gotten lost.” Jack looked at her, catching her in a semi blush. But before he could ask, she continued. “I took them in and, well, sort of kidnapped them.” She paused, waiting to see Jack’s response. He wasn’t sure how to react, deciding to play it cool.

	“What is it with you?! They just walk in your front door! You know how long it took me to find a submissive like Jennifer?” They laughed and Jack could see Sue visibly relax.

	“It’s my charm, I guess. Anyway, I’ve had them in training for the year now and they’re starting to get decent, though they still haven’t been fully broken. I really focused on the older girl, she’s 18 or so now, and the younger girl, who’s now 16 I think, seems to see what’s in store for her if she doesn’t obey. I thought it would be fun if you came in and played the evil master. They haven’t actually had to submit to a man yet, since they haven’t seen anybody but me since I took them.” Jack was still trying to digest the information, realizing that Sue had really kidnapped and enslaved two unwilling sisters. Despite his shock, he also could feel his cock stir in his pants. The thought of dominating two young, unwilling girls, along with this gorgeous woman, was too good to be true.

	“Sounds good to me. What do you want me to do?” Sue smiled.

	“Anything you want.”

	Hidden amongst the trees, the cottage adjoined an open area, which served as private horse grounds. Pulling up in front, Sue jumped out and grabbed Jack’s hand, pulling him into the house. Like a rustic cabin, it had beamed ceilings and a lot of wood. If I didn’t look close, I would have thought I was in the mountains of some ski resort. But on second glance, I began to notice the wide selection of steel rings attached to floor, post and wall, some with heavy chain dangling from them.

	“Follow me and I’ll introduce you to the girls.” Sue headed to the back of the house, and as Jack hurried to catch up, he found her just opening a wide door that looked more like part of the wall, revealing a long stairwell down. Climbing into the catacombs of the sub-basement, Jack was awed by the extensive setup. Beneath the somewhat modest house was a dungeon that was nearly twice the size. A large center room led to a hallway that Jack was dying to explore, but his attention was diverted to two black shapes suspended vertically off the floor.

	“Let me click on the lights,” Sue said before pushing a button on the wall. Spotlights sprang to life, centered on two suspended forms seemingly molded in black rubber. Both shapes were spread eagle beneath the rubber, immobilized both by the pressure as well as by straps built into the beds. “Have you ever used a suction bed,” Sue asked. He had not, and was awed by the image of the two perfect female forms freeze dried beneath the rubber. Jack played it off.

	“Not like this, I haven’t.” Sue smiled, proud of her design.

	“I figured out how to provide feeding, breathing and catheter tubes while maintaining compression. I have a house system that keeps a strong suction effect going without much sound at all. I’m using a vacuum system that is designed for factory plastic forming, so it’s much stronger than any normal vacuum.” Jack reached out and touched the layer of rubber that had been formed around the shapely girls. It was like a rubber baggie, with each girl positioned in the center, while all air was pumped out. Thoughts of a certain movie character frozen in carbonite popped to Jack’s mind.

	“They’re both wearing pretty heavy rubber corsets as well as a full layer of rubber over their bodies before I put them in the sacks. They are hooded, ears plugged and gagged as well. The gags incorporate a feeding tube that goes down into their stomach, and breathing tubes up their nostrils into their lungs.” Jack felt the bodies, noting the slight response as they felt contact for the first time. The taller one had the smallest waist, which contrasted nicely with her breast size that, even in its ultra-constricted mode, still stood out. On closer examination, Jack could see both a heavy ring and a rod piercing the taller girls’ nipples. Walking over to the smaller girl, he noted the same attachments, but no rings in the nipples.

	“How long have they been like this,” Jack asked.

	“I guess about four days now, since I came in to the resort to visit you. I have the system designed to feed them once a day as well as remove urine, provide enemas and even douche. They both have some pretty hefty dildos inside them. The computer can also activate the dildos to sort of fuck them. Watch." Jack saw Sue push a button on a nearby console and immediately the girls began to flex and moan. The range of motion they were allowed was very minor, but Jack could still see a reaction. “I just turned on the butt plugs and the clitoral stimulators. That’s my favorite combination! Diane here, the older one, has had a chastity belt on her since she arrived, and she hasn’t had any vaginal stimulation for the entire time. I think I’m getting her to love getting fucked in the ass, since it’s the only way she can get off.” Sue laughed and Jack joined her, but his mind raced with a strange combination of shock and arousal. Jack felt his cock rise, realizing that these two girls were his to play with. Sue noticed his response.

	“Why don’t we get them out and cleaned up, so you can have them help you with that.” Jack smiled, licking his lips in anticipation.

	Jack had barely thought of Jennifer for the past three weeks. His life with Sue at her cottage had settled into a strangely wonderful pattern of sex, passion and punishment. Both of the girls Sue had captured, Diane and her younger sister Debbie, had proven to be beautiful and very unwilling. Jack found that resistance made punishment even more fun. Sitting on the big easy chair in the living room, he rested his head on the plush back, listening to young Debbie’s heels click on the floor. Both she and her sister had proven to be quite attractive. Debbie was only 5’4”, but with a 34D chest, long legs and dark wavy hair that reached down her back. Her soft features and round face gave her a look of innocence that made her torment even more fun. Her older sister was taller, at 5’8”, but with the same features. The only major difference, other than Diane’s slightly older look and her height, were the size of her breasts. She was a seemingly massive 38FFF, nearly three times the size of her sister’s. Shortly after they took residence, Sue admitted to Jack that she had started both of them on hormone treatments to enhance their breast size, but Diane had been placed on a double dose. The results were impressive.

	Jack’s thought process was interrupted as he heard Debbie’s steps approaching. He lifted his head and enjoyed the view. Covered in latex, the young girl walked carefully across the wood floor, holding the small tray in her cuffed hands. She had recently graduated to six-inch heels, which pushed her weight up on the balls of her feet, bending her toes at almost a right angle. She wore skin tight, transparent rubber stockings, held up by a clear latex garter belt, the ends peeking out from under her short skirt. Her bare upper thighs were the only part of her body uncovered by latex, except her head. Long latex gloves disappeared under the tight short sleeves of her maid’s outfit. The black latex dress was actually a size smaller than she would normally wear, but the result made the rubber cling like a second skin to her body. Her largish breasts seemed about to spill out her top, the compressed globes jiggling as she walked. In contrast, her waist was tiny, constricted by a rubber corset hidden under the dress. At 18 inches, she had trouble breathing deeply, but the hourglass shape was worth her pain. Her wrists wore heavy steel cuffs, shiny and seamless, attached by a short piece of chain. Her neck was encircled by a similar collar, 2-inches wide and snug to her neck.

	She had more than her extreme heels to make her walk slowly. Sue had the resort shop make a unique pair of ankle cuffs. Locked onto her ankles, an eight-inch rod welded to an outside band. She could walk fairly freely, though the distance between her ankles remained fixed. Welded to the middle of the bar, a longer bar extended up between her legs, disappearing into a chastity belt arrangement. Jack liked watching Debbie flush as she walked. The end of the pole attached to a large dildo inside of her. As she walked, the pole twisted, and with a series of small gear steps, pumped the dildo in and out of her pussy. Both Sue and Jack made a point of sending their little rubber maid to get things for them, just to see her suffer from the constant pumping.

	As Debbie delivered his drink, Jack grasped the ring on her collar, dragging her close. “Time for you to give me another blow job.” The girl moaned and struggled to drop to her knees, the motion increasing the pumping in her pussy. Once down, she simply leaned forward as Jack lowered his shorts and pushed Debbie’s mouth onto his cock, her hands at her sides as she had been trained.

	Jack loved to pull up her skirt to stare at her young ass, with the anal plug pressed deep inside her, but this time he had an even better view. As Jack grabbed a handful of Debbie’s hair and fucked her mouth, he looked to the kitchen where he could see Diane working. She had proven to be the best motivation for her younger sister, and Sue had made sure the older of the two received the wrath of her punishment as much as possible. A week and a half ago Diane had failed to properly please Sue with her tongue and had been reduced to a cleaning slut. Jack loved watching her struggle along the floor like a big worm. Covered in three layers of rubber and a punishment corset. He imagined he could see the small clear body suit that touched her skin. The suit had looked like it was made for a child before Sue forced Diane to pull it up over her body. Holes for her large tits seemed too small, and once her breasts were forced through, the reinforced gaskets pressed them out, creating a bulbous shape. Her standard chastity belt was then locked on, removing her ability to touch her pussy or clit, something she had been forced to live with for over a year. Over the top of that was another body suit, this one of black latex, not much larger than the first, also with holes for her breasts.Already, Diane was moaning in discomfort as the suits pressed hard against her body and squeezed the base of her breasts. The corset was applied next, and though it closed only one inch tighter than her sister’s, to 17 inches, the intense constriction started just below her breasts and reached just over her hips. As Sue finished lacing it on, Diane’s breath came in short, raspy breaths, tears pouring from her eyes.

	When Sue had first taken the girls, she had made a point of showing Debbie just what she would receive if she wasn’t obedient. Diane was quite difficult, making her punishment as an example all the easier. Almost immediately, Sue had added piercings to Diane, including the nipple rings and rods, as well as a two nose rings, one a permanent ring and another thicker one through a grommet, three tongue piercings and a series of 40 rings, 20 on top and bottom of each lip. The result was heavily humiliating to Diane, and an effective deterrent to her sister. Now, he loved to see his pierced and humiliated object as she slithered across the floor. Restricting her legs was a heavy rubber bondage sleeve. Each leg fit into a snug tube, then were strapped together to remove any use. Even if she could stand, her feet had been fit with custom ballet shoes, making walking or standing painful at best. The final addition was the single glove that encased her arms from above her elbows to the hands. Laced tightly, the result hauled her shoulders back painfully, forcing her breasts out even more. Straps were then added to lock her useless arms to her body.

	Jack pushed Debbie’s face down lower, pumping her face on his cock as he continued to watch Diane. Her huge breasts were pressed under her body, bulging out the sides of her body. He watched as she struggled to get her mouth over the ledge of the low tray beside her, sucking some of the soapy water out with her mouth. Spitting it out on the floor, she jerked her head, pulling the small brush connected by a chain to her nose ring. With her teeth clenching the brush, she scrubbed a spot, then pushed the brush away, licking the soapy and now dirty water up. Rather than depositing it back in the bucket, she swallowed. Sue had told her that not only should the floors be spotless, but there should be nothing left in the bucket. The humiliation was intense, reducing Diane to a simple object. Both Sue and Jack loved it. As she rocked forward, Jack could see angry red welts across her huge breasts. Sue would visit from time to time, canning her tits to provide motivation. With the constriction provided by the rubber openings, the skin was not only taught but equally sensitive. The pressure of her own body on them as she worked was painful enough.

	Jack could feel his cock hardening even more as he watched. Diane’s tongue licked across the tile surface, picking up the dirt and dust left after the day. Another mouthful of the soapy water, a scrub with the brush connected to her nose ring, then a slurp as she sucked up the water. A grimace crossed her face as she swallowed, but she obediently licked the remaining liquid up before she moved forward. Tears trickled from her eyes, mixing with the dampness on the floor.

	The image was too much and Jack felt his orgasm rise. He pulled back on young Debbie’s hair. “I’m going to come in your mouth. I want you to hold it.” Just then he came, filling the 16-year old girl’s mouth with hot cum.

	After enjoying her lips on his cooling cock for a moment, Jack lifted her off, making sure she kept her mouth closed, then using her hair, hauled her back to her feet. She cried out in pain, but obediently kept her mouth full. Jack grabbed her collar ring, pulling her quickly across the floor toward her sister. Debbie moaned as the dildo screwed in and out of her pussy from the brisk walk. Her knees buckled but Jack pulled her back to her feet. Sue, attracted to the sound, came into the room to watch. Jack almost lost interest in the moment as he saw her leaning against the doorway. She had taken to wearing the slinkiest outfits, and this afternoon was no different. Transparent latex stockings clung to her legs, held up by a clear latex garter belt. A tiny, French cut clear latex panty clung to her shapely hips, her smoothly shaven crotch just visible beneath. A tiny, clear latex bra seemed formed to her large breasts, her hard nipples poking through. Short latex gloves completed the ensemble.

	“Having some fun,” she asked.

	“Always.” Jack smiled at her, then continued to pull Debbie to her sister. The one thing the two girls had not become accustomed to was any sexual act between the two of them. They could get Diane to do stuff to Debbie, but the younger girl simply broke down and cried. Jack was determined to break that. Reaching the kitchen, Jack leaned down and grabbed the brush connected to Diane’s nose ring, then yanked hard to turn her over. The large ring was actually run through a heavy metal grommet in Diane’s septum, making it much stronger than a normal piercing. Regardless, Diane cried out in pain from the yank. Jack smiled. The ring was strong, but still painful. Once again, he pulled Debbie to her knees, beside her sister.

	“You have two choices, Debbie. You could kiss your sister and give her my cum, or you could dribble it on the floor. If you do the latter, we will keep your sister as the cleaning slut for another week, fully hooded her to remove her sight and sound, and increase her breast caning to ten strokes an hour.” Diane moaned in fear, knowing that the caning alone would be too much for her to stand. “If you chose to kiss your sister, you must be convincing, really kissing her, for at least ten minutes. I want to believe that you truly love your sister and want to keep kissing her forever. If you don’t convince me, she will be punished as I mentioned.” Jack watched Debbie decide, her eyes filling with tears as she looked down at her already tortured sister. Sue and Jack knew that this was one of the last things that the two girls held out as their own. Forcing them to do this would break one of their last connections to the real world.

	Debbie slowly leaned over, her full mouth dropping down to her older sister’s lips. For a moment she hesitated, and Jack could see her looking at her tortured sister’s face. Gone was the innocent 18 year old. Now, two nose rings adorned her. Her sister’s lips were nearly completely encircled by rings, giving them the look of a slinky, and removing the soft, supple texture they formerly had.Jack could already see Diane’s lips parting slightly, in anticipation. She wanted her little sister to kiss her, to avoid the horrible punishment of being hooded and caned.

	For a moment, Jack thought she might stop, but she lowered her face down and met her sister’s lips. Despite his recent orgasm, Jack’s cock went hard as he watched the two sisters kiss sensuously. He almost jumped in shock as Sue’s latex clad hand reached around to stroke his cock, and he could feel her breasts pressed against his bare back. The kiss was perfect, a deep kiss with the two girls’ tongues intermingling, the white liquid of his own come coating both mouths.

	The sensory deprivation tank was custom designed to remove any input to the occupant. As Jennifer floated inside, she could attest to its effectiveness. For the past two weeks she had been suspended in the tank, an array of tubes and lines connecting to her body, keeping her alive. After the first week, she was certain she was either dead or forgotten. Her life consisted of the constant aching in and around her body, the eternal pressure at her waist and breast, and the panic of both claustrophobia and agoraphobia at the same time. She was literally suspended in spread eagle, rubber straps from wrists, ankles, thighs, neck, head and waist providing just enough tension to hold her in place, but not so much that she could actually feel it. The liquid that surrounded her was a careful mix of salt and water, measured to offset the weight of her body and it’s attachments, giving her neutral buoyancy. She couldn’t see, nor had been able to see, much less hear, for the entire two weeks she had been trapped in this horrible limbo, but even she could detect the pressure of tight latex over her entire body. Pressure at her waist told her she wore some tight corset, and pressure on her head told her she was hooded. Beyond that, and the subtle feelings between her legs and down her throat, she had no senses.

	From the outside, Jennifer resembled a horrible rubber doll. Floating neutrally in a spread eagle fashion, she was covered in several layers of black rubber, with catheter, vaginal and anal tubes disappearing at her crotch. Her new breast size continued to increase, as the size of her waist decreased through an automated lacing machine that kept the non-slip laces tight at all times. Her feet remained in a permanent ballet point, seemingly held there by nothing more than habit. Her face was hidden beneath rubber, all features invisible, only a series of tubes ending at a plate where the face should be. Even her hands were balled up, removing any evidence of fingers.

	Kate stopped by once a day to check on her new slave, monitoring brainwaves, bodily functions and the like. Surprisingly, she found that she had to adjust the buoyancy controls slightly each day, something she had trouble explaining. She turned to the attendant.

	“She should be reaching phase two of her mental conditioning. Increase the dose to 20cc’s.” The nurse nodded, acknowledging the command, unable to respond any other way due to the full coverage rubber nurses outfit she wore. “Another couple weeks and she should be reduced to a compliant submissive.” Kate smiled the left the room. The nurse applied the settings adjustment, failing to notice the I.V. line where it was attached to Jennifer. The dose of calming medicine, designed to help the subject endure the extended time in deprivation, was simply pumped into the surrounding water, the line severed on installation. Jennifer had no idea something was wrong. All she knew was that her eternal nightmare continued, a torture far beyond any pain, as she floated in utter darkness for another eternity.

	Jack moved on top of Sue with a slow, rhythmic motion that they both enjoyed. Kissing her, he followed her gaze to the monitor set near the bed, depicting their slaves’ latest plight. For the past week, they had been placed in this setup each night. Diane, her arms still bound at wrist and elbow, with a tight layer of transparent latex over her body, was strapped face down on a platform. Her ankles were connected to chains that pulled them under her, keeping them straight while pushing her ass out. Her hair collected into a ponytail with a strap inserted in it, was pulled back harshly to a ring at the back of her eternal corset, holding her face upright. In front of her was another monitor. Its view showed what was just behind her, her sister. Tied on her feet, but in a severe strappado, her wrists and elbows bound together behind her then hauled up toward the ceiling. The result pushed her face forward to make contact with her older sister’s ass. She could pull away, but an added incentive kept her close. A pole extended from behind, with a metal dildo on the end, which was buried deep in her own anus. Jack had set up a sharp electrical charge to activate if Debbie failed to maintain ground, namely contact with her sister. Adding to her distraction, the pole behind her was on a variable motor, pumping in and out of her own ass at varying speeds.

	The rule was simple. A nightly EKG was connected to Diane. At the start of the night, both girls knew they would receive 50 cane lashes to their breasts in the morning, something both girls agreed was the most horrible pain thus far administered. The only way to avoid the pain was for Debbie to bring her sister to orgasm. Since Sue had not permitted any vaginal or clitoral stimulation for Diane since she arrived, the only thing Debbie could do was tongue her ass. Every orgasm by Diane removed 5 lashes from both their counts. But there was more. A vibrator had been attached to Debbie’s clit. When she was pulled away from Diane, the vibrator shut off. When she made contact with her sister, the vibrator turned on. The combination of the clit vibrator and her anal intrusion tended to bring her to orgasm quickly. For every orgasm she had, another 5 lashes would be added to her total.

	It was a lose-lose scenario for Debbie. She knew she needed to tongue her older sister’s ass as quickly and effectively as possible, considering that was the only stimulation that she could provide, hoping her sister would be aroused by the anal attention. But the longer she tongued her sister, the closer she came to orgasm. If she pulled away, the vibrator stopped, but the shock in her ass send waves of pain through her body, forcing her back in contact. Over the first week, Debbie had managed to lower her sister’s punishment to as low as five strokes, but in the process, maintained hers at 30 strokes. Even through the monitor, Jack could see the remnants of their failures over the previous week. Debbie’s breasts, now measuring a nice 34EE, dangled below her body, a series of red stripes and welts crisscrossing her skin.

	The monitor in front of Diane was Sue’s idea. “Let’s make her watch her own little sister tongue her ass,” she has suggested. “It’ll either turn her off and make Debbie’s job even harder, or it’ll start turning her on, which is good, too!” Jack couldn’t disagree. After the first couple days, when Diane had received the full count across her already tortured breasts, and Debbie had received even more, Diane began to make a better effort to respond to her sister’s touch. She quickly realized that she would have to find a way to orgasm simply by feeling her little sister’s tongue penetrating her asshole, while Debbie learned how to use the length of her tongue as a small penis, pushing past her sister’s sphincter and literally fucking her ass with her tongue. Either way, the show was good entertainment for Jack and Sue, and fun to make love to each night.

	Jack and Sue enjoyed the cool breeze across their skin. Like many of their recent rides, they found that they simply loved sitting side by side, holding hands and watching the scenery. Jack still noted with pleasure the strangeness of the situation. Riding a pony cart was one thing, but having it pulled by a ponygirl was another. It hadn’t taken long to train Diane to act as their horse. She responded to the reigns well, even detecting the slight adjustments that Jack offered from time to time. He often admired her sleek form. A week of constant rides had toned her body nicely, and given it a soft brown tan that suited her well. Jack had thought it would be more humiliating to have Diane naked as their horse, out in the middle of nature with nothing to hide her modified body. Sue had agreed, but both compromised in a few areas. First, her corset had remained intact. A week ago, the shop at the resort had delivered what would end up being Diane’s final corset. Made of a combination of leather and steel, the form had no laces, but instead closed to the 17-inch waist that Diane had been trained to. With a series of rivets, the device became a permanent part of their slave’s body. Of course the chastity belt remained as well, with a couple slight modifications to ensure that not even the belt itself could make contact with Diane’s clit, even through the fury of a gallop. Both had wanted her to pull them in ballet shoes, which proved to be the most painful aspect for Diane. Finally, her head was completely hooded, blocking out all sight and sound, with her mouth left open for the bit. Using the rods set into her tongue, the long flange connected to the bit, like a tongue depressor, rested on top of her tongue, then was affixed to it, holding it rigid. A ring at the center of the bit connected directly to her nose ring, holding it in the center, while short chains from the ends connected down to her nipple rings. When Jack or Sue tugged on the reigns, the input was transmitted not only to her bit, but also to her tongue, septum and nipples.

	Her arms had been folded up behind her, so that her wrists nearly met the back of her wide steel posture collar. A short chain held her arms up, while her hands had been balled up, rendering them useless. The result was that Jack had a clear shot to her breasts with the buggy whip. Even from directly behind her, her even larger breast size, now a 38GGG, looked like two slightly saggy beach balls. In truth the breasts were quite firm, just very very large.

	The cart was connected to Diane via rings on the side of her corset, holding her firmly in place. Loops of leather circled the base of each breast like a noose, then reached up over her shoulders to connect to a bar behind her, keeping her body straight and upright. Diane looked amazing as a pony, and Jack secretly planned to keep her this way for some time. Behind them, trailing via a short piece of chain, was Debbie. Like a pack animal, she was being pulled behind the cart, if for no reason other than to provide her exercise. Unlike her sister, Debbie was fully covered in latex, reaching from her neck to her toes. Sweat rolled off of Debbie’s face from the prolonged exposure to the hot sun in the heavy latex. Sue had added two tight bands at the base of her breasts, forcing them to stretch the rubber even further as they became engorged from the lack of circulation. From time to time, Sue would reach back and slap her slave’s tits with a cane, bringing new tears to the young girl’s eyes. She could do little to resist, with her arms bound at wrist and elbow behind her. Above her seven-inch heels, which tortured her feet horribly, her ankles were encircled by cuffs. A chain led from one side, up between her legs, to the base of a dildo planted deep in her ass, held in place by a chastity belt. The dildo was electrical; if both feet remained down on the ground for more than two seconds, a harsh shock would course through the dildo. Jack had envisioned a larger carriage pulled by the sister team, and figured training the younger girl to high step like her sister was a wise start.

	To add to her humiliation, Sue had decided to add a similar grommet and ring setup to Debbie’s septum. The chain connecting her to the cart was attached to a large ring, tugging her along by the nose. Completing the picture was the huge gagin her mouth, held on by a wide leather strap that compressed her cheeks tightly.

	After a good hour ride, Jack steered the cart to a rise, where he popped out a small picnic basket, quickly setting it out on the ground.

	“It seems you had this all planned,” Sue joked as she took a glass of wine and admired the late day light. Jack, too, took a moment, reveling in his newfound life. He watched Sue for a moment, admiring her beauty. As usual, she had chosen a purple latex dress, short and tight, that outlined her body perfectly. After a moment, he glanced over to the cart, watching Diane catch her breath from the last run up the hill. From the side, her long, lithe form was perfect, even with the huge breasts protruding from her chest. Her tiny waist contrasted nicely with her shapely, toned ass. Even her legs looked perfect as she stood carefully in her ballet shoes. Looking to the back of the cart, Jack chuckled as Debbie struggled to stay on a single foot, almost literally prancing from toes to toes, while simultaneously tossing her head to rid the flies. Her long hair flowed in the breeze, creating a look of a true pony.

	“This is nice,” Sue nearly whispered, nuzzling closer to Jack. He smiled, enjoying her, the world and his life.

	“So, Sue, I was wondering,” Jack trailed off, fear clutching his heart for a moment. He watched her look up at him, warmth in her eyes that calmed him. “I was wondering if you would consider marrying me.” Sue’s eyes filled with tears and her expression changed. For a moment Jack was certain he had ruined everything. Then suddenly he was tackled to the ground, and Sue was kissing him frantically.

	“I thought you would never ask!”

	 

	The ride back to the cottage was a blur. Sue and Jack wanted to hurry, if anything to make love and make plans. Diane was ridden hard and Debbie struggled to keep up, but neither Sue nor Jack cared.

	It was only as they rounded the last corner that they saw the van, and a familiar face standing beside it. Seeing Kate brought back the rest of the world.

	“What about Jennifer,” Sue asked quietly, fearing the worst. Jack took a moment to consider it as he guided Diane toward the van. Searching his feelings, he had trouble finding that same love he used to have for her, the love that was replaced by Sue. He wondered what Jennifer would say, how she would react to the news that her six weeks in training by another woman had resulted in her loss of her own fiancée. He knew there was nothing he could do about it, other than face the music, but he was certain that it was over between he and Jennifer.

	“Welcome back! Nice pony, you’ve got here,” Kate said, admiring Diane. “Good timing, I just pulled up.” Jack helped Sue off the cart then led her around to Kate.

	“You know Sue, right? This is Kate?” Both of them acknowledged each other, shaking hands warmly.

	“Well,” said Kate. “ I don’t suppose I should keep you in suspense any longer. I have Jennifer for you. First of all, we’ve changed her name to Dolly, and I think you’ll see why in a moment.” Kate stepped into the back of the van, wheeling out a large crate. A lift gate lowered it to the ground and she and Jack walked it off the gate and onto the ground. “Let me remove a few of these screws, and then I’ll let you open it up.” After a few moments, Jack simply had the girls step back, and pushed the sides off. All four fell away, raising a small could of dust, revealing the most amazing site. Mounted on a pole that clearly disappeared up the ass, was a rubber doll. Perfectly shiny, its form was shocking. A tiny waist, measuring a scant 16 inches contrasted with a massive breast size, which Kate later told him was a 42HHH, meaning her chest extended a full fourteen inches from her rib cage! The weight alone would make it difficult to walk.

	“This is Jennifer,” Jack asked in amazement.

	“It used to be Jennifer,” Kate responded. She’s now a true rubber doll. I used a few custom designs on her, including a new latex material that bonds with the skin, but still allows it to breath. Let me give you a run down.” Kate crouched down near the girl’s suspended feet. “I’ve surgically shortened her Achilles tendon so her feet will no longer flatten. Her toenails have been permanently removed, and her toes cuffed and capped with steel to provide support in her en pointe position. As you can see, there are no heels on these shoes. She will now and forever be walking on her toes. The shoes are a seamless part of the bonded suit, which has custom steel bands, set in at ankle, thigh, neck and waist. That will provide attachment points for you, though they are as much a part of her body now as the rubber. At the crotch, the latex coating extends inside her body, deep inside both her ass and her pussy. The result, like a real doll, is that she receives no stimulation from any penetration. We’ve also severed the nerves to her clit. She now has no actual way to orgasm. You can see we left two clit rings in place, for your enjoyment. Her waist is permanently held at 16 inches via a built in, steel lined body mold. Unlike a corset, this was poured to match her exact contour, then welded into place. You can hardly see it beneath her rubber skin. I’ve removed a rib on either side to help the shape as well.

	“We’ve pierced her nipples three times, the large ring you see at the base of her nipple, the rod through the middle, and the ring at the end, sunk lengthwise down into her breast. All are permanent. The base of her breasts are slightly ringed to increase the sensitivity of her nipples. Her arms have been folded up behind her, much like my slave was, to remove any ability of using them. Against her neck is a type of posture collar as well, that is hardly noticeable, but allows only a slight movement, largely for oral gratification. This seamlessly connects with her hood, which as you can see, covers her head. We’ve had her hair permanently removed, as well as her out ear structures, to provide a much more pleasing coverage of rubber.” Jack’s eyes rose to the huge inflatable gag pressed between rubberized lips, bulging the girl’s cheeks out severely.

	“The inside of her mouth has been coated in rubber as well, all the way back to the feeding tube and retaining ring mounted at the top of her throat. Her vocal cords are blocked now, removing her ability to vocalize. She has breathing tubes mounted in her nostrils. I’ve removed her teeth and replaced them with these soft rubber pieces. They should feel amazing on your cock. Finally, for her mouth, I’ve mounted seven rubber grommets through her tongue.”

	Kate finished by showing them the rubberized nostrils, and the ring mounted in the septum, along with the lack of ears. “Her hearing is actually cut off, but I have cochlear implants. Here’s the remote. You can shut off both her hearing and her sight with these. She has contacts that darken to black when shut off.”

	Jack had avoided looking into Jennifer’s eyes, but now noted how black they were, and how unusual they looked without lashes or eyebrows. It wasn’t hard, as Jack thought about it, denying that this was his Jennifer. But as Jack gazed into the blackened eyes, they slowly resolved into the familiar blues of Jennifer, and almost immediately, tears began rolling down her rubberized cheeks.

	“I’m sorry about that,” Kate said, blackening her contacts again. “I’m afraid there was one hiccup during the training.” Jack, still reeling from the dramatic modification of his former fiancée, barely heard her.

	“What?”

	“Well, the training should have included a severe behavior modification, that removed her will, and destroyed anything but the willingness to serve. Unfortunately, there was an error in the equipment and she failed to receive the medication that would have caused that.”

	“What does that all mean,” Jack asked.

	“Well, she’s very much aware of what has been done to her, and probably very much terrified. Usually, keeping someone in sensory deprivation for five weeks is very damaging. Jennifer, or Dolly now, seems to have survived that part, but is still dealing with her extreme body modifications.” Jack was shocked. He had no intention of doing anything like this to Jennifer, and immediately regretted ever coming here. Jennifer was so innocent, and though she had found that she was kinky too, never wanted to give her life away like this. Kate seemed to read his mind, but for different reasons.

	“I’m sorry, Jack. I could take her back and subject her to the treatment, or you can just enjoy the fact that your Dolly is very unwilling. If anything, it should satisfy your sadistic side.” Jack did suddenly become aware of his rock hard cock, responding to the situation much differently than his conscious mind. Sue moved to him, taking his hand and squeezing.

	“Are you ok?” Jack looked down to her, and a flood of love and comfort washed over him. Kate handed him the remote, and both she and Sue moved away to give them privacy. After a moment of study, Jack pressed both buttons. Immediately, Jennifer’s eyes cleared, and she began to cry.

	“Can you hear me,” Jack asked quietly. Jennifer’s head nodded slightly, struggling against the collar. Jack looked back to Sue, wondering just what to say. “I know you’ve been through a nightmare and I’m sorry. I didn’t think it would go to this extent. But you are now a rubber doll and we can’t change that. Secretly, I had hoped to make you my slave after we left the resort, but not like this. The truth of the matter is that I’ve fallen in love with Sue, and we’re getting married.” Tears streamed anew from Jennifer’s eyes, and a low moan escaped from her gaggedmouth. Her body quaked on the dildo pole, her wain struggles barely noticeable. “I guess I’ll keep you around. It’s the least I can do.”

	Jack motioned to the girls, who approached cautiously. “Let’s get her inside,” Jack said with a smile, ignoring the tears still streaming down his former fiancée’s face. Kate lowered the dildo pole until the pointed feet touched the ground. Producing a leash, Jack attached it to the nose ring and tugged.

	“Come along, Dolly,” he said as he took Sue’s hand and walked into the cottage.

	EpilogueSue lay out naked on the deck of the cottage, enjoying the sun. From time to time she lifted her left hand to admire the wedding ring on her finger. It had only been two days, but she was still blissfully happy. The special lounge chair Jack had given her made the afternoon even better. In front of her, Dolly’s rubber head was pressed deep against Sue’s clit as it had been for three hours now. Beneath her, Debbie’s mouth was pressed tight against her sphincter as she licked and tongued her ass as well. Between the two of them, Sue had orgasmed five times, and was slowly building to another.

	Sue looked down to Dolly, watching her eyes as she glanced back up to Sue. Sue loved to keep her eyes and ears on, just to have fun tormenting the girl.

	“Wasn’t it nice of Jack to give you to me as a wedding present? I guess fucking his former fiancée turned rubber doll just wasn’t much fun for him. I, on the other hand, love your tongue on my pussy. But you know what? I’m tired of you hearing everything I say, and watching me. So say goodbye to sight and sound, my little Jennifer. I’m going to shut them both off, then destroy this remote. But before I do, I want to let you in on a little secret. I know you both were just unlucky tourists to our resort. I know you never had any interests in being this kind of slave, and I could easily have you released by just telling someone. But I won’t. So keep that tongue going.”

	Sue reached for the remote just as Jack walked out.

	“Are you enjoying your wedding present, my love?” Sue glanced down to Jennifer, watching her suffer at her former fiancée’s affection for Sue.

	“I am, but I think we should sell her. I’ve got a buyer in Russia that needs someone to torture.” Sue hit the buttons, watching Jennifer’s eyes go dark. The sound faded away slower, she knew, and added a final comment. “I’m so glad you dumped her and married me,” Sue said.

	And as Jennifer’s hearing faded permanently, she heard Jack’s reply. “So am I.”

	The End

	The Nanny

	by Thndrshark

	Part 1

	Cindy carefully cleaned a piece of chain dangling from the overhead beam, absentmindedly rubbing the same spot. Her mind had wandered off to happier times, when she had last been bound in the chains that now hung idle around her. She moved among the selection of whips, leather straps and heavy metal gear that made up a bulk of the collection, thinking back to when they were well used. Now, they only played once or twice a month, and she really had no idea why.

	Jim and Cindy had been an item since they were 16 years old, growing up together in a suburb of a much larger metropolis. For years people assumed that they would not last, since Jim was more computer nerd than jock and Cindy was a constant contender for prom queen. But they had a bond that kept them together, something they could never reveal. Growing up near each other, they had always been friends, hanging out on the summers even before Jim knew he should like girls. It was during the summer of their sophomore year that Jim discovered a new side to his budding beauty of a friend. Jim had simply walked into Cindy’s house and headed for the stairs. With her parents gone on a trip, he knew he didn’t have to worry about running into anyone, and instead pushed right into her bedroom. For a moment he just stood in shock at the sight. On the bed was a naked, writhing form, bound in a combination of leather belts and clothesline. Despite the sponge shoved into her mouth and forced further in with duct tape, and the scarf over her eyes, Jim could tell it was Cindy. He knew she had heard someone walk in, and had begun bucking in an effort to move, hide or something, but the bonds were too effective to give. Instead, she only tired herself out.

	Jim moved over silently, as much to admire her position as to look over her helpless body. At 16 years old, he was still fighting acne and an awkwardness he was told he would grow out of. Cindy, on the other hand, already looked like a woman. At only 5’5”, she still had the longest legs in school, with a firm yet well rounded ass at the top. Her thin waist was belted severely now, the leather tightened so tight it seemed about to cut her in half, but the effect showed just how tiny her waist could be. Under her body he could see her naked breasts pressed against the bedcover. Of all her attributes, these were the most impressive. A natural 36D, she was a good reason sweaters were invented, and no matter how many times they had done it, every guy found themselves turning to stare as she walked by.

	Combined with her long blonde hair, softly curled as it spilled down her back, pouty lips and big, dark eyes, she was something to behold.

	Now, Jim stood over her, admiring the sight, but also studying the bondage she apparently had put herself in. He could see two pair of handcuffs holding both her wrists together as well as wrenching her elbows tight. Her arms had already started turning red from a slight disruption in circulation, but he could tell that she was well aware of her plight. Her hair had been woven into a tight ponytail, with a leather strap, then the strap had been fed down to the waist belt, where it was cut to the right length to reach, while forcing her head back severely. A small padlock held the strap in place, the key no where in evidence. Looking around, he found the handcuff key dangling from a piece of string over the bed. He followed the string up and over a plant hook above her, and back down to an open face clock. A loop at the end had been fitted over the hour hand, designed to slip off when it reached high enough. Considering it was only 5:00pm, the hand still held the key tightly, with no chance of release until at least 10:00pm. He found himself whistling. That would be a long time in bondage, not even counting the time she had already spent.

	Looking even closer, he examined her legs, doubled up behind her, with belts strapping them together at thigh, above knee, below and at ankle.

	The interesting addition was the method she had devised to hold her legs in their bent position. Thin rope had been wound around her big toes then pulled up to the back of her collar. With her feet nearly touching her lower waist, the strain on her toes alone had to be intense, not to mention the threat of choking by pulling too hard on her collar. He could see her struggle constantly to keep the tension light, forcing her legs even farther back by bending her waist hard, only to release after a moment. A low buzzing sound caught his ear and he looked down to her crotch, catching sight of two vibrators under a wide belt between her legs. One seemed to be positioned perfectly on her clit, while the other seemed to disappear up her own ass. It seemed the vibrators were on some sort of timer, as the buzzing picked up.

	Soon, low moans escaped the gag and once again she began to buck and shake. Every move of her body yanked even harder on her head, and everymuscle flinch yanked her feet down, choking her a bit more. But soon the buzzing stopped and she relaxed, her chest heaving beneath her.

	Jim couldn’t tear his eyes away. The site of this beautiful girl bound helpless before him, made his cock stand tall. He had always found images of bondage exciting, but never had the chance to see it for real. Now he could tell it was something that he craved to see more of, and if he had his way, he would help Cindy live out her bizarre fantasies even more. He looked at his watch, and back at the faceless clock, then pulled up a chair. It was better than TV, he thought as he could hear the vibrators start again.

	10:00 o’clock came too fast, but he could tell that Cindy was eager for release. The string had begun slipping, and Cindy obviously knew it was close. She turned on her chest and reached out with her bound hands, hoping to catch the key. But as the string slipped and something fell into her hands, she let out a groan. Rather than the key, it was a locket that Jim had given her on his birthday. For a moment she could do nothing but renew her efforts to find an escape. She knew it was futile. The only way she would find release was with that handcuff key. Nothing else would release the cuffs.

	Finally, she felt hands on her head and soon bright light flooded her eyes, soon replaced by the image of Jim.

	“Hello, Cindy,” he said, holding the key in front of her. “I suppose you want this?” Cindy nodded frantically, a flush of blood rushing to her face at the thought that her friend was seeing her like this. “Well it seems you like this a lot, don’t you?” Another nod. She felt his hands run over her bound and aching arms, down to her exposed ass, then around to grab a breast. She squealed as he pinched her nipple hard, but a warm glow spread through her crotch as he did. “I’ve been sitting here for about five hours, and I found your diary. It seems you really like this, don’t you? So much that you are hoping to find a real master to control you and play with you, right?”

	Reluctantly, Cindy nodded. She never meant anybody to read that, but now he knew all her secrets. “I’ll make you a deal. I’ll let you go if you let me be your master.”

	Cindy was shocked at his suggestion. She never knew Jim to be anything but an innocent young man, geeky but nice. Now he acted so confident and in control. Again she found herself growing excited. Maybe he could give her what she wanted? She found herself nodding and soon he was releasing her cuffs, a smile on his face.

	That simple experience began a long road together, leading to her moment standing in their dungeon. For years they remained an unlikely couple, but nobody knew the real reason. They experimented with everything they dared to, and Cindy loved every moment. As Jim grew more comfortable with his skills and an understanding that Cindy was looking for extreme situations, he began to comply. Six months after that first night, his parents had left for a two week trip, and she had come over for another secret rendezvous. As usual, she had told her parents she was spending the week in the country with her friend Janet, who was happy to cover for her.

	But as an extra precaution, she had told Janet she was going with Jim to the city, to avoid her stopping by for a chat. As they toasted their evening alone and drank, Cindy immediately found herself groggy, and soon, as Jim smiled at her, she slumped to the table asleep. Some time later, she awoke, only to find herself strapped in a wide spread eagle, in a dark and dank room.

	Winches had been used to haul her to her feet, then more cables had pulled her legs wide as well. As she examined he situation, she could tell she had been like this for awhile as her joints ached horribly. Her mouth, gagged with a huge ball, had begun to ache as well, matching the pain in the rest of her body. After what seemed like hours she began to cry from the suspension, when a booming voice echoed through the room.

	“You’re a fool to trust me, Cindy,” she could hear Jim’s voice. “You told Janet you were in the city. I’ve already called her asking where you were, so I’m covered. I can do anything I want to you. Anything.” A bright spotlight clicked on, highlighting a gleaming tray of instruments, all dangerous looking. “You see, you really don’t know me, Cindy. I’ve been hoping to meet a girl I could torture horribly, and since you are here, I guess it can be you!” As Cindy tried to comprehend his words, Jim came out of the shadow, pushing a small barbeque in front of him. Stopping beside her, he reached to the hot coals and pulled out a small brand, holding it up to her fear filled eyes. The red hot initials of Jim Reading glared back at her, and Cindy began crying in fear.

	For the next 36 hours, Jim kept Cindy in a constant state of pain and arousal. With a combination of forceps, hot steel, rubber whips and electrodes, Cindy had experienced more pain and sheer terror than everbefore. Her body ached from the series of welts that had risen from both the long whip as well as the soaked canes that Jim had applied expertly to the backs of her thighs. Throughout the endless hours she had been tortured, Jim had maintained a constant stream of conversation, convincing Cindy that she would not leave this room alive. She could feel the blood from her pierced tongue dripping on her bruised breasts. The ball gag had been replaced by a ring gag early, and Jim had used a skewer to run a hole through her tongue, fitting a thick, seamless ring through it. Tying a heavy leather cord to the ring, he ran another needle, through the base of each nipple, then ran a single, long bar through both holes. With the leather he pulled her tongue out forcefully, then tied it to a ring in the center of the rod. Pulling it tight, he pulled her tongue out painfully far, yanking up on her tortured nipples and lifting her large breasts. Forced to keep her head bent down as far as it could go to reduce the pain on all the piercings, Cindy moaned from the punishment. She watched as Jim knelt down in front of her stretched body and raised another thick needle in front of her crotch. She knew what was coming and tried to cry out through the gag, pleading for mercy. Jim simply smiled at her and, with a pair of needle nose pliers grabbed her sensitive clit, pulling it out painfully before shoving the metal through. Her head jerked back, yanking hard on both her nipples and tongue. A scream erupted from her throat, as she begged Jim to stop. Three streams of blood began trailing down her body as the hard pull caused all three holes to bleed again. Quickly she dropped her head, and watched as Jim replaced the needle through her clit with another thick ring, then tied another piece of leather to it. Standing, he pulled it taught and attached it to the rod between her nipples. Another moan erupted from her as she could find no compromise that avoided extreme pain. New tears streamed down her face as she fought to control the rising panic and sense of dread that was growing inside of her.

	For a moment she lost sight of Jim, but soon could hear him behind her. Without warning, her back erupted in fire as Jim lashed her with a single tail whip. Cindy’s head jerked back again, yanking on her clit as well now, but Jim didn’t wait for her to recover. For 30 minutes, she languished in ultimate pain as Jim laced a series of intense marks across her back and ass, while Cindy found she could not prevent herself from punishing her own tongue, nipples and clit.

	For hours Jim found new ways to increase Cindy’s torment. Toward the end, she lost consciousness three times, solely from the pain beinginflicted on her. Now certain that Jim had lost his mind and intended to kill her, she was lost in a world of terror she never thought she would experience. The blood had stopped from her piercings, but she still struggled to keep a balance, avoiding any further tugging. She could feel her legs go lose and soon she was lowered down to the floor. Unable to support herself, she settled to her knees and Jim unhooked the chains that held her arms wide. Soon, her arms were bound again, but this time behind her. She grunted as her elbows were strapped together as well, forcing her breasts out and increasing the painful tension. Leather straps locked her ankles to her thighs, and he attached chains to the straps that reached to either side, connected to the poles, holding her knees open. Jim stepped around to her front and unlaced the leather that connected her tongue to the rod between her nipples. As Cindy tried to pull her tongue back in her mouth, she found it painful to do so, the muscles at the back of her mouth sore from being stretched for more than 15 hours. She could feel Jim wrap rope around the base or her breasts, and soon she could hear the cranking of the winch.

	Slowly, the nooses around her breasts began to tighten, then lift her body off the ground. As her knees left the floor, Jim stopped, then attached a chain from the strap around her wrists, then connected it to a ring beneath and slightly in front of her, mounted in the floor. Gathering her sweat drenched hair, Jim laced it into a ponytail, including a leather strap among the hair, then stretched the strap down and between her legs, attaching it to the ring through her clit. Slowly, he pulled, forcing Cindy’s head back more and more, then tied it off to the ring. Cindy cried out as she tried to raise her head from the uncomfortably bent position, but any efforts yanked horribly on her clit. Once again, Jim returned to the crank and began turning it, raising her body even more.

	As the ropes shortened, the chain from Cindy’s hands to the floor tightened, and soon she was being pulled backward. The strain on her breasts increased until the nooses had tightened as far as they could, reducing the base of her breasts dramatically. With the constriction, the blood flow was reduced and quickly her breasts began to discolor. Cindy began to moan from the intense pain in her chest, as quiet tears began to trail down her inverted cheeks. After a few more cranks, Jim stopped and stood to the side, admiring Cindy’s contorted and tortured form. Despite the array of marks across her body, she was still beautiful. He never imagined he would have this perfect young girl to torture. He looked behind him and pulled up a chair to sit. Her breasts were pulled from her body, most of the bulbous shapes turning a bright red, with the ropes at their bases forcing them through a small opening. Bent backward, her legs were bent under herbut spread wide. He could see the muscles in her thighs at full tension. With her arms chained close to the floor, her shoulders had been pulled back hard, and with the addition of her ponytail strap to her clit ring, her face pointed straight backward.

	After a moment admiring her taught and pain filled body, Jim stood and selected a cane from the implements nearby. Stepping between her knees, he lifted the brine soaked bamboo and brought it down hard on her engorged left breast. Cindy howled through the ring gag, yanking hard on her clit ring in reaction. Jim immediately followed the first stroke with a second to her right breast, then a sequence of twenty more. Cindy bucked from each stroke, the cries replaced by a low moan of primal pain. As Jim finished the first round of caning, he moved around to her face and, unzipping his pants, he pushed his already hard cock into her mouth, fitting it through her ring gag. Sliding it in, he could feel the head reach the back of her throat, cutting off most of her air flow.

	“I’m going to hold my cock down your throat. Your last breath will be making me cum, so get busy.” He brought the cane down again, this time finding a new part of her now nearly purple left breast. The low howl from her mouth felt amazing, and Jim kept up the caning as he began to fuck her throat. With her air mostly cut off, Jim was sure she was close to losing consciousness. Coming quickly wouldn’t be a problem though, so he picked up the pace with the cane and with his other hand, grabbed the rod between her nipples. Pulling hard on that brought a new level of screams from her throat and soon he was pumping cum back down it. He could feel her swallowing his load, and as he finished, he lashed the cane down hard on her right breast while pulling and twisting the nipple rod hard. With a final scream, Cindy lost consciousness, slumping in her bonds.

	Cindy woke in a soft bed, her naked body covered by cotton sheets.

	Trying to roll over, she found her body chained in a spread eagle. Looking up, she could see herself in the reflection from a ceiling mirror, but with the sheet in place, she could only see her head. Though she was held firmly, the tension wasn’t painful and she relaxed on the soft surface. She could tell she was naked, except for a wide collar locked on her neck and a ball gag in her mouth. For a few minutes, as she woke slowly, she was confused. The last nightmare she remembered, Jim was torturing her horribly, and she was certain she was going to die. Now, as the morning light warmed her cool body, she realized it had all been part of the plan.

	“Good morning, my slave,” Jim said from the doorway. Cindy tried to raise up, but fell back down on the bed. Jim sat down on the edge, slowly pulling the sheet off of her. Looking back up, Cindy was shocked to see her own body. Covered in lash marks and bruises, her breasts purple and swollen, Cindy knew now that her nightmare had been real. Jim ran his hand over her skin and Cindy winced each time he touched a mark. His fingers ran over her breasts, and for the first time she noticed the rings now mounted in her nipples. Looking down her body, she could see a ring mounted in her clit as well. Further examination told her that a similar ring was in her tongue.

	“I decided we should keep the rings for now,” Jim said, flicking the steel in her right nipple. “I wanted to give you a nose ring, too, but I thought that would be a problem for school.” Cindy felt a stir in her pussy from the thought of being humiliated like that, but the gag prevented her from voicing her wish that he would. Instead, she could only lay back and think.

	Jim constantly found ways to increase the intensity of their play, both in public and in private. Cindy had the perfect room to allow for nighttime play, with little danger of her parents intrusion. Her room was separated from most of the house, having been built on as an addition over the garage, with only a long hallway connecting her door to the rest of the upstairs.

	Shortly after she met Jim, she developed the habit of acting scared that she was up there alone, until her father encouraged her to lock the two doors at both ends of the hall to make her feel at ease. The result was complete privacy. After a few months, when Cindy was confident they were safe, she would invite Jim to sneak up the back trellis and spend nights with her. By the middle of their Junior year Jim had been spending three nights a week with Cindy, with Jim losing sleep watching the harshly bound Cindy beside him. The nights he couldn’t stay, he often came early, placing Cindy in some sort of bondage, only to return in the morning to release her. During this time, they experimented with more and more stringent bondage, until Cindy became accustomed to sleeping throughout the night in a heavily bound position.

	Toward the middle of their Junior year, Jim began to modify Cindy’s public appearance, or at least modify how she felt in public. She hadmanaged to hide both her nipple rings and clit ring from her friends since they were added to her body, and she hoped they would never know. The tongue ring was quite a bit more common, and though she was the talk of the school for having done that seemingly wild thing to her body for such a clean cut cheerleader type, the talk slowed quickly and the ring ceased to be a topic of conversation.

	Over the first months they were together, Jim had arranged a series of laser treatments to permanently remove hair from her crotch. While he was at it, he also removed any signs of hair from her under arms, legs and arms.

	Now, despite how long her bondage might be, he would not have to deal with it. Cindy wasn’t as pleased to find herself so hairless, but she also felt the glow of her submissive side knowing that her Master had made such a permanent change to her body.

	She soon began finding changes that Jim would make without her approval. One morning, she discovered all her flat shoes had been removed, in favor of several pairs of five-inch heels. Begrudgingly, she learned to walk in heels, and soon learned to enjoy how they made her legs look. As time went on, Jim made additional changes. All her slacks and pants disappeared, in favor of skirts, none reaching lower than mid thigh. At the same time, she was provided with garter belts, and stockings to wear. Over time, her full panties were exchanged with g-strings, and her normal bras with padded ones, further increasing the size of her chest. Each day she was forced to expose herself in the new and unfamiliar attire she felt further humiliated. But she knew she had no choice, and endured. Soon, even her panties disappeared, and she learned to wear none, the cool winter air both chilling and exciting her bare pussy.

	Waking one day in late February, Cindy found Jim already gone for the day. As she stood, naked and marked from the straps that had bound her to the bed for the night, she heard a strange jingling. Looking down, she found a short four-inch piece of chain connected to her clit ring, with a tiny bell dangling at its end. Moaning in embarrassment, Cindy tried to walk, noticing the subtle jingle regardless of what she did. Red from humiliation, she dressed for school. Throughout the day, the jingle followed her from class to class, the short chain even rattling against the wood seats of the desks as she sat. Though she got some strange looks, nobody could imagine that sitting next to them, a young girl had a tiny bell hanging from a ring mounted in her permanently hairless crotch. Cindy, however, knew it, and the thought kept a constant flush of humiliation on her face.

	Part 2 

	In March, as the weather began to warm, Cindy watched the sun rise across the body of her Master, lying under the sheets of her bed. Her entire body ached from not only the punishment she had received the night before, but the long term, painful bondage she was forced to endure all night. She found new tears spilling from her eyes as she realized that it was her 17th birthday today.

	The night before, Cindy waited excitedly for Jim. It was a Friday night; her parents had gone to visit a sick friend across the country for the week, leaving Cindy alone. Though it was her birthday the next day, she had convinced her mother that she was going to have a quiet night with some friends, and that they could celebrate it when they got back. The truth was that Jim had planned a week of fun for them, and Cindy was looking forward to some time with her boyfriend. As usual, she stripped naked before he arrived, kneeling in the middle of the room; wrists crossed behind her, knees spread wide, head bowed. She didn’t look up when Jim climbed through the window. Secretly she was glad he hadn’t brought over some new device, hoping they could spend some normal time together, though she expected some bondage to play a part.

	“Hello, birthday girl,” he said. Standing over her. She could feel his eyes examining her body. She made sure her back was straight, her large breasts pushed out, proudly displaying the nipple rings he had given her. He stepped away then, pulling out the small bondage table that doubled as a knickknack table in the corner. Returning, he grabbed a handful of hair and lifted her to her feet. Cindy tried not to cry out as he dragged her to the table.

	“Lie down on the table this way,” he indicated she lay her torso across the short side, so only her upper hips and stomach were supported, her legs and breasts hanging off. After binding her arms together at wrist and elbow behind her, Jim took a piece of thin cord from his pocket. Creating a slipknot, Jim pulled the loop over her left breast until it rested near the base.

	Tightening it down until it just began to squeeze, he fed the string over the opposite shoulder. Grabbing her right foot, Jim pulled it up, forcing Cindy to arch her back as her heel nearly touched her shoulder blades. Cindy yelped in pain.

	“I hope I don’t have to stay like this for long,” she said, smiling. “Just one foot like this and my back hurts already!” Jim smiled at her. Carefully, he looped the cord around her big toe, ensuring it wouldn’t slip off, then releasing her foot. Instantly, Cindy’s back tried to flatten, pulling on the cord and tightening the slipknot around the base of her breast.

	“Ow,” she said with a smile. Jim smiled back, then repeated the process for her right breast and left foot. As he released her left foot, she could feel the constriction increasing as she tried to pull back her feet. Jim pushed up her knees, arching her back harshly then one by one, relooped the cord around her big toes, taking away the slack. When he let go this time, she naturally tried to flatten her back, only to find that what little she did only tightened the loops around the base of her breasts. Quickly, the constriction became painful. Jim watched for a moment, then helped her push her knees up again to release some of the pressure, only to shorten the cords more. Cindy moaned in pain. Her back was arched heavily, her body pivoting on her hips. She looked down, watching her breasts begin to turn red from the lack of circulation.

	“I don’t think I can stand this for long, Master,” she cried.

	“Does it hurt?”

	“Very much, Master. My tits are already aching from the loops, and my back is really starting to hurt. How long will you keep me like this, Master,” she pleaded, tears already forming in he eyes.

	“Let me see what I can do about the pain, but first you have to keep quiet.” He selected a large ball gag. “Open up very wide.” She obeyed, and Jim pushed the rigid rubber ball into her mouth, forcing it past her front teeth to fill her cheeks. Cindy moaned from the pressure, her jaw already joining her breasts in an intense ache. Jim strapped it on, then returned to her bondage. He attached a strap to her left thigh, then pulled her knee wide before looping the end of the strap to the leg of the table. He followed with another strap to her right thigh. The result pulled her legs wide, exposing her crotch to him. With her knees locked down, the loops tightened around her breasts again as she was unable to keep her shoulders up in the severe bend of her back. Despite her efforts, her stomach slowly sank back down while the loops tightened further. Jim stopped to admire the effect. The base of Cindy’s breasts had been tightened to a 1/3 of her breast size. Already her breasts were turning a light shade of purple. Flicking her nipple ring elicited a moan of pain.

	“I want the next part to be a surprise,” Jim announced, before slipping a blindfold over her eyes. She listened, as he seemed to place something under her body, though she could feel nothing. Soon, she felt him lift her arms into a strappado position, her shoulders pulled to their extreme. She could tell he had attached a cable to her wrists and as he continued to hold her arms high, he pulled off her blindfold.

	“I wanted you to see this before I let go.” Cindy looked around, then down beneath her. A pair of curved metal half domes seemed supported by a rod just beneath her breasts. It took a moment for her to see the collection of sharp spikes that filled the inner curve. Looking up, she could see how the cable connected to her wrists went through a ring in the ceiling, down to the rod. Just then, Jim released her arms. As she naturally tried to drop them back to her back, she found that she was pulling the cable, and in turn, the curves were pulled up toward her breasts. Suddenly, her already sensitive breasts exploded in pain. The spikes inside the hoops sunk into her flesh like an array of needles. Quickly, she forced her arms back up, lowering the spikes again. She cried openly, both from the pain of the spikes as well as the predicament she realized she was in.

	“I’ve left the rod loose for now, so just either keep your shoulders up or lift those arms, or those spikes will sink into your tits again.” Cindy moaned again, desperately trying to obey. As she struggled, Jim began to whistle, simply going about his business. Selecting a waist cincher from her collection, he slipped the leather under her stomach, then began to lace it on.

	Soon, he had reduced her waist to 20 inches. Cindy moaned from the added pain. As Jim stepped away, he noticed how much gap there was at the back of the corset. Moving back, he began to tighten it again. Yanking and pulling, he soon managed to make it meet at back. Cindy’s ragged breaths were coming in short bursts as the corset cut her waist down to 18 inches.

	Slipping a wide leather belt around the smallest part of her waist, Jim pulled it to the last hole for the buckle, further ensuring her waist would remain constricted.

	As he finished, he felt Cindy’s body jump and she cried out from behind her gag. Though she had spent many hours in the past, nearly dangling from a strappado, her toes barely touching the ground as her arms, bound with elbows touching, were hauled to the ceiling, she still found it difficult to hold her wrists high above her back for any length of time, and certainly not high enough to avoid the sharp spikes. Jim smiled at the predicament he had developed, always pleased when he came up with somenew torture for his beautiful girlfriend. Moving around to her face, he reached to her gag.

	“I’m going to take this out now. You promise not to make a sound?”

	Cindy sniffled, then nodded softly, her tear stained cheeks quivering.

	Unstrapping the gag, he pulled it out with a pop. Cindy remained quiet; though he could hear a low moan escape her throat.

	“ I know you hate it, but I’m going to put in the expanding ring gag.”

	Cindy nearly cried out at the thought. The head harness held an oblong metal ring behind her front teeth. With the turn of an allen wrench, Jim could expand the size of the ring vertically, thus forcing her jaw even wider. She hated it because Jim always forced her mouth open to the maximum, despite her complaints. He quickly slipped the unexpanded ring in her mouth, wedging it tightly, her jaw already open to what she felt was the maximum.

	The inch wide straps laced onto her head as Jim pulled them tight. The side straps cut deep into her cheeks while two straps crossed over her nose and nearly covered her eyes. Cindy found the harness humiliating, since the straps were not placed for comfort or sight, but rather the most effective method to cinch down tight, which made her realize how she was simply a tool for bondage, not a person that needed to see. As Jim finished pulling it snug, she could just see around the straps over part of her eyes. Quickly, Jim reached into her mouth and began to turn the expander, and Cindy cried out as her jaw was pushed further and further open. Jim had told her his goal was to increase the vertical size until the ring was round again. With the width in its smallest position measuring nearly 3 inches, she was sure her jaw would dislocate before the vertical height matched.

	Jim increased the size until he could fit a plastic soda bottle he had brought through the hole. Cindy had begun to uncontrollably moan from the combination of the tortures, a steady stream of tears running down her face and dripping onto the spikes below. Selecting a final strap, he laced it through a ring at the top of her head harness, then fed the other end between her upper arms and to the belt around her waist. Pulling it tight, he lifted Cindy’s head up until she found herself staring at the ceiling corner.

	“That’s all the bondage, Cindy,: Jim told her as he admired her contorted form. “I’m going to do something to help you forget your tits.”

	Reaching into the closet, he pulled out his newest addition, a short single tail whip. Stepping behind her, he took careful aim, lashing the leather tip down hard on Cindy’s exposed pussy. A guttural scream erupted from Cindy’s throat and her arms immediately yanked down hard on the cable. The spikes shot up, sinking deep into her flesh, the curved forms of metal at their basenearly cupping the swollen orbs. Her sensitive tits were now impaled by the five-inch, needle sharp spikes. Cindy screamed again, her body shaking from the pain. Jumping up, Jim grabbed his digital camera, snapping shots of Cindy in utter torment. He watched for a moment as Cindy attempted to lift her arms again. For a second, the spikes sunk deep into her breasts failed to lower, until with the weight of the metal, they pulled out abruptly. Small drops of blood dotted the underside, though the deepening purple color of her skin masked the blood from immediate detection.

	Returning to his position behind her, he took aim again, this time for her sensitive anus, swinging down hard. A deep moan rose from Cindy. Jim stepped around her again, leaning down to see her face. Her eyes had rolled back and he could tell she was close to losing consciousness. Reaching into a drawer, he took out a vial and syringe. An addition provided by a dominant friendly doctor, the shot was a stimulant. It would prevent Cindy from fainting for at least two hours, with the dose he was about to give her. He carefully injected it into her arm, then waited for a response. Quickly, her eyes focused again, and the realization of her situation sank in. Tears began to flow again as she began to whimper.

	“I’ve given you a stimulant, Cindy. Now, despite how much pain I might give you, you won’t lose consciousness.” With little she could do to resist, Cindy stoically took the news with only a new flow of tears. Jim smiled, stepping behind her once more. This time, with only a moment to aim, he let go with a flurry of hard strokes to Cindy’s reddening crotch. Five, ten, fifteen… her skin began to turn a harsh red, her pussy lips swelling from the cut of the hard leather tip. Twenty, thirty strokes. Jim aimed for her sphincter, watching it turn purple from the abuse. Forty strokes, until all the sensitive skin between her legs was purple and swollen. Each stroke brought a whimper, until Cindy could only grunt and cry, praying for it to be over.

	Jim admired his work before moving to face Cindy, a nearby stool allowing him to sit at eye level. Her eyes were deadened from the torture, the leather straps over her face dampened from her tears. He watched her struggle for balance. Her ankles had sunk down more, thus decreasing the size of the loops at the base of her tits. They, in turn, had become even more purplish. She was still quaking from the whipping, while she fought to keep her wrists as high in the air as she could. Jim couldn’t avoid a smile, realizing Cindy was fulfilling his dreams. Reaching into his back pocket, he pulled out a new device.

	“Do you know what this is, Cindy,” he asked. She tried to shake her head, though she really didn’t care right then. “This is a punch used to givecattle identification tags.” Jim smiled at her, realizing she hadn’t gotten it quite yet. He figured she would soon, as he reached into his pocket again.

	This time, he pulled out a small grommet. Only a quarter of an inch wide, the metal sleeve had caps on either end. He pulled these off, holding them in one had, as he raised the tool toward Cindy’s nose. Suddenly she realized Jim was about to pierce her septum. She began to cry again, as Jim fit the punch into her nostrils, carefully positioning it half an inch from the end, but centered over the cartilage. Suddenly he squeezed the handles and Cindy bucked in pain. Unlike her nipple or clit rings, the punch was designed to cut out a ring of flesh, a far more painful prospect than the tiny needle used for normal piercing. Blood quickly began to flow as tears streamed from her eyes. She felt like she had just been punched in the face. She wished she could pass out, but the stimulant still coursed through her veins, and she could only endure the wildly intense pain.

	Jim slipped in the tube making up the center of the grommet, before adding the ends. Using his thumb and forefinger, he squeezed them together until the grommet was seated in the new hole. Reaching into his pocket once more, he pulled out a large, thick ring. Rather than the captive bead, the two ends joined in merged hook pattern, creating the effect of a seamless ring, while providing far more strength at the seam. He pulled the ring apart, then fit it through the new hole before bending it back together. The ring now rested against Cindy’s upper lip. The stream of blood from the hole in her septum had reduced to a trickle, running down the new metal, over her upper lip to pool inside her mouth.

	Jim took a few more snapshots of Cindy, particularly capturing the side shot of Cindy’s contorted body.

	“I’m getting tired, so I’m going to sleep.” Cindy let out a shriek, begging despite the huge gag. New tears began to stream down her cheeks as she realized Jim meant to leave her in this horrible position for eight hours.

	She’d only been bound for half an hour, and already she felt delirious from the combined pain. Jim was surprised at the sound of Cindy’s pleading, mumbled words combined with guttural cries. He was sure he was pushing her well beyond her limits of pain, but they had agreed that he had free reign over her, and could do anything that didn’t cause permanent damage.

	Checking over her bonds, Jim stopped to lift Cindy’s shoulders, only to shorten the cords once more. With only a slight bit of tightening, the base of her breasts already cut down to a six-inch circumference, her body arched even more. Jim patted her on the head and slipped his clothes off before sliding under the covers and clicking off the light. After 45 minutes, Jimcould hear the rod for the spikes slide up, and a scream shattered the darkness. In delirious mumbling, Cindy begged Jim to release her, the confused words combined with crying and moans. In the moonlight, Cindy watched as Jim simply put a pillow over his head.

	Jim slept until nine in the morning, leaving Cindy in her position for a total of ten hours.

	“Good morning, slave,” he said, stretching slowly before approaching her. She was frozen in pain, her eyes a distant stare at the ceiling, low level whimpers escaping her throat. Jim noted that her arms were against her back, having given up the battle to keep the spikes off. The metal curves rested firmly against her purple tits, the spikes sunk deeply into her flesh.

	“I’ll release you, but first I want my morning suck.” His cock was already rock hard, and he simply grabbed the harness on either side of her head, forcing her shoulders down to reach his cock. The pressure pushed her sensitive breasts down further on the spikes. He felt the moan as he pressed his cock through the ring gag, holding it deep into her mouth. After a moment, he felt Cindy’s tongue begin to move, stroking and sucking as best as she could. It took ten minutes for her to bring him to orgasm, but to her, it was only a continuation of the hell she had endured for what seemed like a lifetime.

	Part 3 Though released from her bondage, Cindy was still numb from pain.

	Jim had removed the gag harness and straps, leaving only the corset in place, before untying the cord from her toes. Rather than releasing her breasts, he grasped her purple tits and wrapped the cord tightly around the base. He set her on the floor, and as she lay limply, he carefully pulled out a heavy box he had kept in the closet. A month ago, he had ordered a custom set of heavy steel cuffs and collars, and now was the time to use them. A four-inch wide steel posture collar fit first. As he fit it around her neck, pushing the seam together, he admired the craftsmanship involved. The ends met perfectly, and only with close inspection could anyone see the line. A long thin rod fit down a small hole on the top edge. Once seated, Jim used a small tool toscrew it down to the bottom. Wide, heavy cuffs circled her wrists, ankles, upper arms and even her thighs, attaching in the same seamless manner..

	Thick chain connected the thigh cuffs, holding them within four inches of each other. Another six-inch piece of chain connected her ankles, with another length extending up her back, linking to the middle of her thigh chain, then to her upper arm cuffs, before ending at the back of her collar.

	Her upper arms were forced together, linking via rigid loops on the inside of each, locking to the chain as well. Another length of chain reached from the front of her collar, connecting to her thigh chain from the front, then joining to her ankle chain as well. Lifting up to her knees, Jim pulled her wrists down, the right cuff to the right thigh cuff, and the left to the left. With her elbows locked together, Cindy couldn’t help but push her abused chest out, displaying the purple globes for her master.

	With thinner chain, Jim connected a piece to her left nipple ring, then lifted the end to her nose ring. Cindy cried out from the pain of simply touching her breast. The second chain connected her right nipple ring to her nose ring as well. Jim stepped behind her, starting to lace her long, blonde hair into a ponytail.

	“Happy birthday, Cindy,” he said as he created a long tail. “Rather than a spanking, I thought I’d make your 17th birthday more memorable.”

	Slipping the long strand under her elbow bondage, he began to pull, forcing Cindy’s head back. The chains connected to her nose ring shortened immediately, and her tortured breasts were lifted up high. Her screams echoed through the room as Jim made sure her head was pulled back as far as it would go before tying the ponytail off. Moving around front, Jim chose a wood cane from the selection of whips in the closet.

	“I’ll give you 17 strokes to each breast.” Cindy cried out, new tears streaming.

	“I can’t take anymore,” she said in a cracked, defeated voice. “Please, Jim. Please!” Jim simply smiled.

	“You can stop begging, slut,” he said menacingly. “17 strokes to each breast. And if you faint, I’ll wake you with smelling salts, then start all over again. Here we go!” Cindy couldn’t see, but she heard the whish of wind as the cane cut through the air, before landing on the purple underside. Her world exploded in pain, and she screamed like never before.

	In the end, Cindy took 53 total strokes to her left breast, having fainted five times, and with 8 fainting spells, 82 to her right. The punishment had taken over three hours. Focusing most of his punishment on the exposed underside of each breast, the combined purple from the long term constriction along with the series of raised welts from each cane stroke, had made her breasts look like they had increased nearly twice the size. Delirious from the pain, Cindy had begun to mumble quiet pleadings to stop. Jim ignored them all, savoring his torture of his beautiful slave.

	Removing the chains connected to her nose ring and nipples, Jim exchanged them with a cable from the ceiling to her nose ring, tightened to hold her upright. He untied her breasts, and Cindy fainted from the pain as blood rushed back into her chest. As she dangled by the nose from the ceiling, her body slumping to the side, Jim unchained her wrists, placing a chain between them in front of her body, locked to the front chain running from collar to ankle. Placing cuffs just above her elbows, he wrenched them together behind her back, leaving her hands with limited motion. Lowering the chain connected to her nose ring, Jim set her gently to the floor, and for a moment admired her chained and punished body in front of him.

	It seemed to take hours but Cindy’s first task for her birthday weekend seemed nearly finished. After regaining consciousness, Jim had forced her to waddle down the stairs, dumping her on the kitchen floor beside a low bucket filled with soapy water and a small sponge.

	“I want this floor spotless,” Jim ordered. Cindy looked around her, rolling on to her side to avoid pressure on her punished breasts.

	“I can’t do much with my hands like this, Master,” she mumbled. Jim reached down and grabbed a handful of hair, shoving her face to the floor.

	“Use your mouth, slut,” he ordered. “And I expect that bucket to be empty when you’re done as well.” Cindy moaned, looking over the floor.

	She knew how most floors looked fairly clean when standing, but once at this level, she could see the buildup of dirt, hairs and grime that had collected. Her thoughts were interrupted by a sharp pain on her ass. Looking up, Jim held a long cane.

	“Get busy,” he ordered. “We have guests coming over tonight and I expect this to be done.” Cindy slid her body to the bucket, sticking her face into it to grab the sponge with her teeth. Lifting it out, she pressed the sponge against the floor, rubbing it back and forth to scrub an area, then putthe sponge back in the bucket. She quickly discovered it wouldn’t be easy to do without the use of her hands. A small puddle of water still remained on the floor. Clenching her teeth, she squeezed the sponge out in the bucket, trying not to gag on the stream of soapy water that seeped down her throat as well. Bringing the sponge back, she found that she was unable to completely dry the sponge, and as she tried to soak up the water, more of a puddle grew.

	Looking out in front of her, the kitchen seemed vast; she knew it was going to be a long day.

	Cindy could tell it was getting late, and she quickly moved to finish up the last spot she hadn’t cleaned. Her hair was damp from the dirty water it had draped into throughout the day, her face covered in combination of tears and soapy residue. She felt sick to her stomach as she finished the last round of cleaning. She dipped the sponge in the last bit of now-muddy water in the bucket, then brought it out onto the floor. Gripping it with her teeth, she pressed down hard with her face, scrubbing the spot. A crusted piece of old pasta refused to budget, and Cindy pushed aside the sponge to try and lick it off the floor. Though she had been tasting the soapy liquid all day, she still cringed at the flavor of the linoleum and dirt. Her tongue wouldn’t budge the piece so she pressed her face down, using her teeth to pry it off. New tears sprang to her eyes as her nose ring pushed against the floor. The piercing was still too sensitive to be banged. Finally free, she picked it up with her tongue and swallowed it down.

	Lifting the sponge with her teeth, she pulled it into her mouth, then sucked the dirty, soapy water out of it, swallowing the liquid. She had found many hours ago that it was the only way to squeeze the sponge enough. Her stomach turned over again as the vile water reached it, but she resisted the urge to vomit, certain she would be required to clean that up as well, and spit the sponge back out again. Pushing it around the floor, she dried off the last spot, then sucked the sponge dry once more, before dropping it to the side and licking the spot carefully, her tongue fully flattened as she pressed it against the floor.

	Finally, Cindy collapsed to her side, weeping in defeat, exhausted from her ordeal. The sound of Jim’s footsteps barely stirred her.

	“There’s still water in this bucket, slave,” he said. Cindy opened her eyes to look in. The bottom held a cup of dirty, brown sludge, a combination of hairs, shoe dirt and old food pieces dropped over the past months. Insucking the sponge dry, Cindy had tasted her share of that material, and had hoped it would be enough. Jim grabbed her by the hair, pulling her to her knees. Cindy cried out.

	“I’m sorry, Master!”

	“Open your mouth,” he commanded. Cindy did as she was told, but began to cry a she knew what would come next. Jim brought the bucket to her mouth, and poured the dirty liquid in. The taste of the material running over her tongue brought new stomach convulsions. Jim quickly finished pouring, then clamped her mouth shut, while holding her nostrils closed.

	Cindy could feel the bile rise, and her mouth quickly filled with her own vomit. But with nowhere to go, she knew she would be forced to swallow it again before Jim allowed her to breath. She forced herself to swallow, feeling her own stomach contents slide down her throat. Her stomach fought once more, but she managed to keep control, and soon Jim released her.

	Dropping Cindy to the floor, she moaned in humiliation and defeat, the taste of vomit entrenched in her mouth and nostrils. Jim pushed the bucket under her face.

	“Lick it clean.” Cindy looked down, seeing the remaining muddy sludge at the bottom. She began to cry again as she stuck her ringed tongue out once more to scoop up the wad of hair and dirt at the bottom.

	Part 4 Cindy broke out of her thoughts as she heard Jim’s car pull into the garage. She quickly shuffled up the stairs, struggling with the steps and the short chain connecting her ankle cuffs. Despite the lack of serious play, they still maintained a proper Master/slave relationship. During the day, Cindy remained naked and in chains. Heavy metal cuffs, designed to fit her perfectly, were locked to her ankles and wrists, with short chains connecting them. A wide collar remained around her neck. Only the glistening rings in her nipples, clit and septum broke the pattern of her otherwise bare body.

	The problem wasn’t that Jim didn’t want to dominate her, nor that they didn’t love each other, but rather that Jim loved her too much. After two years of amazing submission to him, his interest in the harsher side of BDSM began to trail off. Now, three years after they had begun their unusual relationship, they rarely played at all. Jim was still just as interested;he just never wanted to hurt Cindy anymore. She both loved him and hated him for that. She made it to the foyer just as she heard the keys sinking into the lock. She dropped to her knees, assuming the proper position for a slave.

	“Hello, slave,” he said.

	“Hello, Master,” she responded with a smile. He stepped to her, stroking her face before stepping away toward the living room. Cindy’s smile turned to a frown.

	After dinner that night, as Cindy knelt beside his chair in the living room, she tried to enjoy his soft, absentminded strokes of her hair as he read a book. As usual, he had allowed her to serve him dinner, then kneeled at his feet to eat scraps of food he would drop on the floor. She enjoyed that time the most, since he would tell her about his day as if she were sitting across from him. When finished, she cleared the dishes as he retired to the living room. She would then report to him, and he would modify her bondage to immobilize her arms behind her, by binding them together at wrist and elbow. She would remain like that until morning. She had made every effort to show her continued interest, and he still enjoyed seeing her as his slave.

	She knew he enjoyed that, but she also knew she wanted more. Lost in these thoughts, she almost jumped when Jim spoke.

	“Cindy, I realize things have changed for us,” he said, lifting her chin to look into her wide eyes. Just the use of her name shocked her back to reality. “For a long time I’ve struggled with the thought that I can’t give you what you want anymore, but I didn’t want to let you go. I think I’ve come to terms with that.”

	“I love you, Master,” Cindy said, quietly.

	“I love you, too. But I also want you to be happy. Remember when we played that time in my basement, when my parents were gone for a couple weeks?” Cindy did remember it, and though a shiver ran through her body from the intense pain he had inflicted on her, a smile also grew on her lips as the fond memory came back to her.

	“I do, Master,” she said. He turned from her, only to turn back a second later holding a pill in his left hand, and a glass of water in his right.

	“Remember how that all started? Take this.” He held out the pill. A thrill of excitement made her pierced nipples perk up. Cindy eagerly opened her mouth and extended her ringed tongue to accept the drug. As she swallowed the water he offered, she imagined another heavy session likethat one years ago. Maybe this was the start of a new phase in their relationship. She couldn’t wait to pass out, then to wake up in his sadistic control.

	“As that takes effect, let me tell you what is going to happen. I’ve sold you to a lady in Germany that specializes in training young women like you in full sexual slavery. I think it’s what you want.” Cindy was in shock.

	“You sold me?! I don’t want to leave you Jim! I love you!” Tears began to well up in her eyes at the thought of never seeing him again.

	“It’s what I believe you want. I can’t give it to you. So either you stay here and become even more unhappy, or this. I chose this for you.” A knock on the door surprised Cindy, and Jim stood to go answer it. Cindy couldn’t care less who was at the door. She had no interest in leaving, even with the promise of more intensity. She didn’t want to be with anyone else, to be dominated by anyone else! She only wanted her Master Jim.

	Turning on her knees, Cindy watched as two men carrying a square case entered. Jim shook their hands and motioned to Cindy. It was only then that she realized these strangers were seeing her not only naked, but bound like a slave. She blushed and tried to hide herself, but a wave of dizziness dampened her efforts. The drug was beginning to take effect. Panic rose in her heart. Once she lost consciousness, she would never see Jim again!

	“Master… Jim. Please. I don’t want to leave you. No matter what it seems I want. I want to be with you!”

	“It’s too late, Cindy. You’ll learn to love your new Mistress like you’ve loved me.” Cindy tried to keep her head up, but she was beginning to lose control.

	“But I don’t even like girls, Jim! I’m not a lesbian. I just want to be with you.” Jim crouched down in front of her, stroking her hair.

	“I guess you don’t have a choice, do you?” And with that she slumped to the ground, the last remaining tears streaking her cheeks.

	Cindy stood behind Lady Jessica, carefully brushing her hair as she did every morning. The process usually took half an hour, though she knew if her Mistress chose to enjoy her services longer she would need to endure.

	Over the past year, Cindy had been forced to endure many things, but all she could think of was Jim. She learned quickly that her interest in being dominated had required Jim in the equation. Now, though she wasexperiencing a level of submission and humiliation that she didn’t think possible, the sexual aspect was entirely gone. Not that she had a choice.

	Even as the thoughts traveled through her mind, she felt one of the sources of her constant torture start again. Between her legs, a small vibrator affixed over her clit began a random pulsing, while inside her pussy and ass, two dildos began to both vibrate and elongate randomly. The result felt like a tongue on her clit, while two men fucked her at the same time. For someone experiencing this for the first time it might be heaven. For Cindy, it had become as unpleasant as nails on a chalkboard. Over the year since she had been sold to Lady Jessica, she had worn the horrible chastity belt now locked onto her. A small sensor built into the thing monitored her heart rate, and when the sensor determined she was on the brink of reaching orgasm, the vibrators were abruptly shut off, leaving her frustrated. Day and night, she was brought to the peak of sexual pleasure, only to be denied the only thing she now craved, other than to be with Jim. Lady Jessica had visited numerous forms of torture on her during her stay, but this alone proved worse than anything she could imagine.

	Cindy struggled to maintain focus as her breath quickened and she felt the flush through her face. For a moment, her knees grew weak, and she nearly stumbled. Her ballet shoes made this event more possible, despite the fact that she had been wearing them constantly, and had ample, painful practice. Like her chastity belt, her ballet shoes were another part of her limited, and quite permanent wardrobe she was required to wear. In addition to her belt, she wore a harsh corset as well, her body adjusting to a number of revisions, until now, with her seventh corset cinched closed on her waist, she was measured at a scant 17 inches. The contrast of her now tiny waist and her breast size was even more exaggerated by Cindy’s ever-increasing bust. After the first few months, when she guessed she had grown from a 38DD to a 38EEE, she was certain Lady Jessica had been feeding her some sort of growth hormone, mixed in with the nightly gruel she ate from a dirty bowl on the floor. Now, as she glanced to her chest, she felt a wave of humiliation wash over her. When she was with Jim, she knew she had been graced with a chest that made men drool. Though she enjoyed the attention, she also felt conspicuous when they ventured out to the beach, or when she wanted to wear a tight dress to dinner. Now, it seemed her breasts had nearly doubled in size, their nearly basketball sized orbs projecting from her chest, obscuring her view of her own tortured feet. In the rare times when she was alone, and her arms were not in harsh bondage, she would lift her breasts up, feeling the weight in her own palms, knowing that she had been transformed into a freakish shape. In truth, though the corsets she was forced to wear hadalways been a painful and constant reminder of her submission, she was certain she would be unable to stand without that type of back support.

	Other than the ballet shoes that locked on at her ankles, she wore only a three-inch wide steel collar, locked seamlessly and permanently on her neck. Her Mistress had installed a thicker nose ring in her septum that dangled down to rest on her upper lip. Jim’s original nipple rings had been replaced with thicker, seamless rings. Her clit ring had become part of the intricate design of her chastity belt. When she was fitted with the horrible device, her clit ring had been fed through a slot in the crotch shield, then welded into position. The vibrating balls then fit on each side of her extended nub, giving them a better contact surface for the torturous stimulation. For weeks after installation, her clit ached from the constant stretch, until the pain had melted into the pantheon of global pain she began to experience on a day-to-day basis.

	Lady Jessica, Cindy came to understand, was a wealthy widow, living in Austria. With no children and no living relatives, and a penchant for the bizarre, she had spent her life surrounding herself with possessions most thought impossible to acquire. Though Cindy was the first American slave, and at the age of 19 the youngest, she was not the first. Four other girls comprised the “staff” of Lady Jessica’s household. The most distressing and humiliating element of her new Mistress was the fact that the entire household spoke another language. Cindy had taken some Spanish in high school, but could not decode the complex language she assumed was German. No attempt was made to educate her, and the one time she had attempted to speak the language, in the form of two words she thought she understood, she had been punished severely for her efforts. The result made Cindy feel even more lonely, and increased her humiliation as her role became clear. She was the lowliest slave, lower than an animal in the eyes of both her Mistress as well as the other slaves.

	Though she lived the lowest status of the house, Lady Jessica took advantage of the status owning a young, American slavegirl brought her.

	Just two weeks after she had been purchased, Cindy found herself being prepared for a trip. Her wardrobe already limited to corset, chastity belt and collar, her arms were bound behind her at wrist and elbow, with an added strap above her elbows to wrench her shoulders back painfully. Through example, the attractive Asian slave who was preparing her had her lace her fingers together. With wide, rubberized tape, the slave bound her hands intotight balls, removing their use. As added insurance, a thick rubber sack was stretched over her taped hands as well, compressing Cindy’s hands painfully, but reducing the her arms to useless forms. As the slight Asian finished, she jumped at the sound of Cindy’s vibrator’s activating. With curious interest, the girl dropped to her knees, examining how the chastity belt fit Cindy’s form so perfectly, preventing any contact with the length of her crotch. Resting her hand against the front panel, she could feel the clit vibrators pulsing viciously. Cindy gasped in excited frustration. After only the short time she had worn the belt, she found that she could be brought close to orgasm in seconds. But once again, as she began to breathe hard from the multiple stimulations, the device shut off again. Cindy cried out in pain and disappointment. The girl smiled, realizing the torture of Cindy’s predicament, before returning to the preparation.

	A huge rubber ball was forced between her teeth, jamming the foamy object deep into her mouth. Cindy’s jaw began to ache from the pressure, but she could do nothing to stop the slavegirl from strapping it onto her face.

	Dropping to her knees, the girl added a short, four-inch chain between her built in ankle cuffs, holding her toe shoes close and reducing her stride considerably. Cindy’s hair was laced into a ponytail that was left to dangle down her back.

	A cloak was draped over her shoulders, then buttoned with a single button at top. The hood connected to the cloak was pulled over her head and she was walked to the front door. Waiting there, Lady Jessica was dressed immaculately, in a fashionable wool suit from a Paris designer. She only glanced at Cindy, before clipping a leash to her nose ring. With a tug, she pulled Cindy out of the house.

	Living in a large house in some bustling city, Lady Jessica chose to walk to her engagement, and though she wore heels as well, they bore no resemblance in comfort to Cindy’s footwear. She had only been wearing the ballet shoes for the two weeks she had been there, and though she had been forced to practice nearly continually, her toes began to scream in pain from the first few steps. The hard cement of the sidewalk was unforgiving, and her toes quickly crushed down into the pointed tips of the shoes. Cindy stumbled, crying out in pain, but Lady Jessica only yanked on her tender nose ring. The sharp tug brought tears to Cindy’s eyes, and she struggled to maintain her balance. The short chain holding her ankles close only allowed for tiny steps, and though Lady Jessica was strolling at a leisurely pace,Cindy was forced to take a number of tiny steps to her Mistress’ single stride. Each step added to the increasing ache in her feet, but she had no choice but to bear it.

	As people passed by, Cindy was thankful for the hood. The cloak covered her bound body, save for a brief flash from time to time as the wind caught the fabric. Other pedestrians did take notice of both her unusual shoe style, as well as the chain that held them together. She could hear whispered comments, but Cindy could not understand a word. As more people passed her and Lady Jessica, she realized that the leash that disappeared into the hood was equally embarrassing, and she was thankful for the coverage her mistress had allowed.

	Part 5 Arriving at a doorway, Lady Jessica led Cindy into the building.

	Cindy could tell this was an exclusive restaurant. As her Mistress shed her coat, she peered around the wood lined foyer, barely noticing as her Mistress moved behind her. With a quick flick of the front button, Cindy’s cloak slid off her harshly bound shoulders. A flush of embarrassment crossed her face as she stood nearly naked, her bound, modified and tortured form visible to anybody. She felt a whine grow in her throat as her Mistress handed the coats off to an astonished coat check girl, before grabbing Cindy’s leash and pulling her by the nose ring further into the restaurant.

	The inner dining room was only half full of patrons. As Lady Jessica led her slave through the tables, Cindy assumed that the club they were in was part of the BDSM underground that her Mistress was active in. Though embarrassing, she figured that no one would take much notice, most likely quite familiar with the lifestyle. Instead, as they approached a table, an older man stood. Lady Jessica stopped, politely greeting the gentleman, then nodding to his younger female companion. Cindy glanced over to her, seeing wide eyed surprise and shock at the sight. A new wave of humiliation crossed Cindy’s face. The young lady, perhaps 25 herself, was dressed in an expensive, full length business suit, her hair perfectly positioned on top her head, with matching diamond jewelry sparkling despite the dim light. Cindy could do nothing but lower her eyes away from the beautiful girl’s amazed expression.

	As she stood patiently, her vibrators activated again. With the nearly constant stimulation, Cindy was being kept within seconds of an orgasm.

	Now, the terror she felt at being exposed as a slave seemed to heighten the pain of this new stimulation. Her eyes closed, squinting from the effect the belt had on her. Opening her eyes again, she was surprised to see the young girl standing close, examining her. Lady Jessica, though unintelligible to Cindy, was clearly encouraging the girl to look closer. Even Cindy, in her ignorance, could tell what was happening. The girl asked about the collar, noting the seamless, permanent nature of it, before examining Cindy’s nipple rings, then the size of her breasts. With further encouragement, she placed her small hands on Cindy’s constricted waist, amazed at how small it was. Crouching down, she examined the chastity belt, asking about the sound. Her jaw dropped at the mention of constant stimulation with no release, her eyes full of pity as she rose again.

	Through tear filled eyes, Cindy watched the gentlemen offer his card to Lady Jessica, who took it with a smile. A final tug on Cindy’s nose ring, pulled her away from the still shocked young girl. Almost mercifully, the vibrators shut off, leaving Cindy to her misery.

	The luncheon had gone on for what Cindy guessed was almost three hours. The cool afternoon air had caused goosebumps on her skin, and her pierced nipples were elongated from the cold. She had remained on her knees for the duration, staring at the cloud mottled sky above her. After introductions, and a similar examination of Cindy by her Mistress’ friends, she was pulled to her knees, then her ponytail had been laced through her elbow strap. With a sharp tug, Lady Jessica had pulled her head back severely, before binding it into place. The unrelenting collar bit viciously into her neck, but no attention was paid to her pain. Instead, her gag was removed, and rubber blocks were fit deep into her mouth, wedged between her top and bottom teeth on either side. The result was to hold her mouth open wide. Cindy had no idea why, until the ladies began to smoke. The first flick of ash struck her tongue with a shock, burning embers rolling down to burn the back of her throat. Moaning, she swirled the ash around quickly, extinguishing them. After the first hour, she realized that she would need to swallow the ashes to provide room. With her mouth so severely stretched, she had trouble finding the ability to swallow, but soon managed it. Tears filled her eyes to the brim as she felt more ash fall inside.

	After three hours of this, she thought perhaps the day was nearly over.

	She could feel the streams of tears drying on her cheeks. Despite her crying, she had been ignored, except when her chastity belt turned on and off. The ladies seemed fascinated by her plight, stopping their conversation when the belt activated, then watching Cindy clearly grow excited and near orgasm, only to be denied as the belt shut off. Through the three-hour lunch, her belt had completed this process 45 times, much to the pleasure of the women.

	Lady Jessica was clearly congratulated on her devious invention, and how it was applied to this young, American slave.

	After two years of slavery to Lady Jessica, Cindy’s life took on some semblance of nightmarish normalcy. The evening consisted of sexual servitude to the house staff. Before Cindy had been sold by Jim, she had never entertained the idea of a sexual experience with another girl. She had always been truly heterosexual, and considered the thought of pleasuring another woman repulsive. Lady Jessica had no concern for Cindy’s opinion on the matter. Through heavy punishment, Cindy quickly learned she had no choice. Each night, she was led into the dungeon, were each slave would come to visit, presenting their own hairless, pierced pussies and asses for her tongue. Though she had come to accept that tonguing another girl was no longer disgusting to her, she hated the process. Every slave knew that though Cindy was required to bring each of them to orgasm at night, she herself could never achieve orgasm. The irony was worse torture than any whipping, and Cindy prayed she could escape her nightly task.

	Once finished, she was taken to her cell, a six foot by six foot stone room set in the back of the massive dungeon. Inside, a bowl of her nightly gruel was dropped on the floor, and despite the taste, Cindy consumed it ravenously. She was fed only a bowl of the milky, sticky substance in the morning and at night. During the day, she was rarely given any food. She found herself hoping to be assigned to tongue cleaning the floors in the kitchen, if only to find a morsel of food dropped behind a chair, or to lick up spilled grease from the stove. Only on rare occasions were her arms unbound, and it seemed that as time passed, she was allowed less and less use of them. After months and months with her elbows touching, she had become quite able to hold it for weeks.

	After she finished her gruel, one of the slaves would install her into the box. Custom made for her, it measured a scant three feet long, two and a half feet wide and two feet tall, the size she folded up to when bound into astrict hogtie. Each night, she lay down in the frame work, on the base plate, her corseted waist fitting into half a steel band, followed by the other half, which was wrenched down with bolts on either side. Despite the heavy cossetting, the band still increased the pressure on her already constricted waist. Just above her knees, her thighs fit into similar steel half loops, which were combined with a top half, then bolted into place. Each loop both held her legs rigid to the bottom of the box, while locking them apart as well.

	Cindy could feel as the other slave screwed small bolts into the end of her ballet shoes. Each bolt had a ring in the end, which were quickly put to use The attending slave combined a leather strap with Cindy’s long blonde hair, lacing both into a tight ponytail. The strap was then fed through the left then right rings at the end of the painful shoes, and pulled. Placing her arm under Cindy’s shoulders, the slave pushed Cindy’s body up, bending her back and lifting her upper body, while continuing to pull the strap tight. Cindy could do nothing to stop the girl, and once the strap was laced on tight, Cindy moaned in pain. Her body was now bent back into a U shape, her shoulders off the floor. At the same time, her already punished feet were being stretched taught, increasing the speed and severity of the cramps in her calves. But the pain in both her neck and calves was nothing compared to the building ache in her back.

	Moving to her neck, the slave attached the front ring on her collar to a mounted ring in the base. Using a wrench, she began to shorten the steel band, forcing her body back down. Though some of the pressure was released from her back, the intense balance of the combined strain brought immediate tears to her eyes. Her arms were then untied, releasing her extreme elbow bondage and leaving her limbs limp from lack of use. Cindy would have liked to enjoy the moment were she could still use her arms, but she rarely was given the opportunity. Her wrist cuffs were quickly joined with a swivel bar, holding them just an inch apart. A cable was quickly fed through a ring at the back of her collar, then mounted to the middle of the swivel bar. The opposite end of the cable attached to a small winch connected to the framework making up the top of the box. Though Lady Jessica enjoyed keeping Cindy’s arms bound, Cindy knew that she wasn’t pleased with the method with which they were kept. For two years, each night while she suffered in the box, the small winch slowly and mercilessly pulled her wrists higher and higher up her back. After the many nights of training, Cindy’s wrists nearly met the back of her collar. The process was still painful, but less so than when she began the training. She knew that after only a short period of further training, her arms would be kept bound in the reverse prayer position. The slave rolled the winch until Cindy’s handswere halfway up her back, then turned on the automatic timer, which would pull them further up over the next hour, and hold them in the intense position for the duration of her “night”.

	The slave finished by attaching tubes to the base of Cindy’s chastity belt. The dildos in her ass and pussy were both hollow inside, with a mesh of holes along their length. The tubes would automatically cleanse her throughout the night, giving her a series of enemas and douches even while the vibrators kept her close to orgasm.

	Finally, a lower face mask was brought close. Projecting from a large padded gag , a stomach tube was carefully pressed down her throat, and Cindy was forced to swallow it, feeling it reach down to her stomach, while the gag pad slipped into her mouth, filling it completely. Tubes for her nostrils fit in deep, insuring her ability to breath, then the mask was strapped onto her face.

	Leaving her now, Cindy could only watch as the side panels were slid into place, so close they touched her shoulders and knees. The end plates fit next, and then the top, and Cindy was plunged into darkness. . She had been shown the view from outside when she had first arrived, seeing how the slave who now attended her had been kept in the box each night just like she was now. Once the panels were slide into place, long bolts were fed through the seams, then bolted into place. With an electric winch, the box was lifted, then lowered into a form fitting hole in the ground. The box came to rest ten feet below ground, and the winch retracted. A foot thick slab was then lowered to fit snug in the opening. The result was a nearly seamless floor in the empty cell, with no sign that a severely bound and isolated girl rest below the feet.

	With no vision, nor sound, Cindy was forced to focus on the growing pain in her back and arms. Without mercy, her vibrators would turn on, and her body would betray her as she panted through the small breathing tubes fed up her nose. With nightfall, and her confinement in the tiny box, the torment between her legs seemed to increase in intensity. She was sure it was a result of the lack of other stimulus, but this realization never made it less painful. As the vibrators brought her close to orgasm, then with enduring cruelty shut off, Cindy cried openly, knowing that in only moments, the vibrators would begin again. Even as she thought this, the fear and humiliation she felt lowered her heart rate enough to activate the device again, and she was brought back to the brink. It only took a handful of seconds to bring her close again, and thus shut off once more. The cycle was endless, she knew, and her thoughts were answered as the pulsing beganagain. The stimulation was no longer pleasurable, nor had it been since the first few days of constant stimulation. Now, despite her body’s response, the vibration on her clit felt more like sandpaper harshly applied to her sensitive nub, while the pulsing in her ass and pussy only added to her sense that she lost complete control of her life. No matter how she tried to convince herself that the device no longer merited a sexual response, her own nerves defied her, bringing her once again to the brink of release, only to stop short, again.

	Though Cindy estimated she had been owned by Lady Jessica for almost two years now, she knew it could easily be much longer. During the day, she often saw signs that time may have passed without her knowledge.

	She began to feel certain that the feeding tube down her throat was both for food as well as a way to feed her consciousness altering drugs. Even her limited knowledge of physiology told her that no one could suffer extended enclosure in a heavy leather corset, nor the chastity belt, without some relief.

	Cindy began to see signs that perhaps a night for her was not just a single night to the world. At times she would catch sight of things that implied time had passed without her. The length of her mistress’ finger nails jumping from a quarter inch to a half inch, another slave’s hair length, perhaps other things. She knew then that she had been kept unconscious for days extra.

	She had no way to prove this, nor any desire to. She only knew that her Mistress had removed Cindy’s ability to experience anything but the constant torment she had prescribed for her, regardless of health.

	 

	 

	 

	 

	
Visits

	by Thndrshark

	 

	Part 1

	 

	The Beginning

	"Hey, Mark," Jake said as he opened the door. "Thanks for stopping by." I shook my best friend's hand firmly, realizing I wouldn't be seeing him for some time.

	"I had to stop and say goodbye one more time. It's going to be weird not hanging out with you." For a moment, as I walked into their house, we both reflected. We had graduated from high school together a year ago, both having decided to take a year off, me to save money and Jake to setup his new house. That year had passed and now I was finally off to college across the country. Jake had bought a house out of town with the inheritance money his grandfather had left him, and had no plans of going to school, at least not yet.

	As he led me into the living room of the large wood and rustic home, I cautiously looked for Tawney, my little sister. Jake had practically grown up with her as well, though he claims he barely noticed her until his Junior year. She was two years younger than us, having just graduated from high school herself. I still felt weird that she and Jake had gotten together, though it turned out they seemed to be made for each other.

	As Jake motioned for me to make myself comfortable, and sat himself, he lifted a small bell on the side table, ringing it. I looked to the kitchen and watched as Tawney reluctantly approached. I had always thought my sister was cute, and as we both reached our teens, we had explored a little sexually together, but nothing to make the censors panic. Mostly innocent "you show me and I'll you show" stuff. I hadn't really thought of her as a sexy girl, though most of my friends did, and took extra effort to let me know how hot she was. I actually was sure that a few of the guys that hung out with me did so just to see her more often. When she and Jake started hanging out together our Junior year, I didn't notice much, but soon I realized they had something uniquely in common. As kids we used to play cowboys and Indians a lot, largely because Tawney would want to be an Indian maiden that I could capture. I remember her criticizing me for my rope ties, telling me she could get out too easy. I knew then that she was into bondage and when I discovered Jake was warm to the idea himself, they seemed perfect for each other. I just couldn't get over the idea that she had decided to become a real, fulltime slave to him.

	As she entered the room, I could see her fighting the urge to slink off, until Jake commanded her.

	"Stand up properly." She quickly obeyed. That was the first time I noticed her as someone other than my little sister. At 18 years old, she was a 5'6" brunette elf of a girl, petite. She wore a schoolgirl's outfit, with a very short skirt, sheer stockings, garter belt and very high pumps. Her legs seemed to go for miles in those shoes, disappearing into a barely-hidden round ass beneath the pleated skirt that seemed just a suggestion of fabric hanging low on her hips. She was wearing a tight white blouse that curved to the shape of her small 32C breasts, tying at the midriff to expose her flat, sexy stomach. I think the shirt was two sizes too small, with her breasts pressing hard against the fabric. The material was extra sheer as well, so I could clearly see how round and lovely her chest was. Around her neck she wore a snug leather collar with a tiny padlock holding it on. Her hair was in pigtails, with bows that matched her skirt.

	"Say hello to your brother, Tawney," Jake ordered. Tawney hesitated then dropped to her knees. It was evident that Jake had taught her a unique way to greet male guests, but the thought that it was her own brother made her hesitate. Jake wasn't pleased, reaching out to spank her hard on her exposed ass cheek. "What are you waiting for," he demanded. Tawney, her face flushing red, let her eyes drop as she crawled over to me. Her head pressed against my closed knees until I instinctively opened them. She pressed forward until her face was against my crotch. I was sure she could feel my raging hard on, and though I was embarrassed myself that this was my little sister, I couldn't help my own hormones. She cautiously yet firmly kissed my cock through my stretching jeans, then slid back and kissed my shoes.

	After greeting Jake in the same manner, she turned and kneeled at his feet, knees spread, back straight, her wrists crossed behind her. She was learning quickly.

	"When do you think you'll be back," Jake asked, absentmindedly stroking Tawney's neck.

	"I doubt I can afford many trips. Probably next summer."

	"You have to promise to visit. You can see how quickly Tawney is learning to be a proper submissive." I nodded, trying to hide my own excitement at the concept. I could see her face flush in embarrassment, knowing her brother would see her transformation into a slave. I also knew that she liked it. As she and Jake began to date, I had caught her in the bathroom one morning before school struggling to push an anal plug up her ass. After we both got over our shock, she had confided in me that it was more than just the bondage and submission, but also the humiliation and degradation of it all that turned her on. Jake was taking advantage of that early, commanding her to do things most of her classmates would find unbearable. At first he made her go to school without panties while wearing short skits. By our Senior year, when Tawney was still only 16 years old, Jake had begun sneaking her off to the city and hiring her out as a stripper, and soon he had her doing bachelor parties as well, leading her into a crowd of horny men in nothing more than a school girl outfit, on the end of a leash. He was fully controlling her by her senior year, and she loved every minute of it.

	Later that evening, after a nice dinner, which Tawney served to us in her little outfit, she was left in the living room with me while Jake went to pick out a couple good cigars. For what seemed like ages we just sat there, me in a soft chair and her on the floor, kneeling, her knees wide and wrists crossed behind her, chin lowered in that submissive pose. I'm sure she was told to avoid eye contact unless commanded, but that was probably a helpful rule now. I imagined she was feeling my eyes on her, examining her and wondering what she was getting in to. She was profile to me. I could see the curve of her body, her gentle, delicate, crossed wrists and her long, dark hair cascading over her shoulders, down her back. It was easy now to forget she was related to me as my lust for this submissive woman kicked into high gear. Just to interrupt my own stares, I broke the silence.

	"Pretty weird, huh," I said. For a second she hesitated, not sure if I was talking to her. But soon she felt the silence grow and realized she needed to respond.

	"What do you mean… sir?" I heard the awkwardness in her answer. I was her brother, just a couple years older than her and someone she used to spend hours harassing. Now her orders told her to refer to any man as Sir. I could almost see her face flush.

	"You becoming a real slave. I mean, are you really into this?"

	"You know how much I like all this, M--, I mean, sir."

	"Yeah, but Jake can get pretty intense. He and I have talked a lot about what his dreams are for a real slave girl. Whatever you agree to, he'll give you more than you can expect." I could see her thinking about this a little, her chin dropping a bit. Knowing she was breaking a rule, she turned her eyes to me. Her look was earnest and I had trouble looking back.

	"I've dreamt of this for years, Mark. I'm not experienced enough to know all the stuff that can be done, but I'm willing to take that chance with Jake. I want to push my own limits, too." She held her gaze just long enough to convey her need for approval, and a subtle nod from me gave her what she needed. She smiled lightly, then turned away, returning to her submissive mode. Jake's voice startled both of us.

	"I finally found these awesome Cubans I've been saving!."

	Year One

	The cab dropped me off at the gate and I slipped in when the door buzzed. I waited for a few minutes, wondering if Jake were coming down with a car, then just grabbed my one bag and headed to the house. The driveway was a lit path nearly 1/2 a mile long, which reminded me just how big their estate was. But the journey gave me time to prepare for seeing my sister. Over the past year I had talked to Jake only via email, and though I'd often ask how her training was going, he offered little detail other than a casual "fine", before changing the subject to a question about school. I wanted to strangle him for asking me such mundane questions when all I wanted to hear about was Tawney's slow transformation. As kids we had read many stories about extreme submission. All, we were quite certain, were fiction but the images they conjured up made both of us long for a beautiful young lady that would give herself to us. My search had failed in the short time I tried, but Jake had found his clay, so to speak, and I desperately wanted to know how the molding was going.

	The long walk up the driveway took 10 minutes, but soon I was at the house. I rang the doorbell, and quickly the door opened. Jake grabbed me and gave me a hug.

	"Great to see you, Mark! Come in!" He grabbed my bag and pulled me inside. I was glad to see him and tired from a long year at school. His house and his friendship were a welcome sight.

	"I'm sorry I didn't meet you at the gate," he said, pulling me into the living room. "I had to administer some punishment, as you'll see. I can't put these things off. Training, you know." I nodded in only partial understanding.

	"No big deal," I said, shaking his hand again. "I'm just glad to see you."

	"Me, too." We both just smiled a minute longer as we savored the moment, before he gestured to a chair for me to sit. "How about a drink?"

	"Sure," I said. Jake grabbed the familiar bell again and rang. This time, the sound of steps came sooner, though the walk was strangely slow, with the sound of jingling accompanying it. I looked to the doorway to see Tawney approaching, letting out a slight gasp of surprise at the sight. Gone was the cute little girl of last time, or of my childhood. Tawney was strangely tall and statuesque, and as I looked at her feet, I could see why. Formed into a severe en pointe position, the shoes she wore appeared seamless and form fitting. The harsh point they formed seemed to also mold her thighs and legs into a perfect shape. Wide steel cuffs, clearly custom fit to her ankles, held a short three inch piece of chain between them, limited her steps to tiny bits. Additional cuffs circled her thighs just above the knee. These were locked together; a tiny pivot between them allowing enough flex, but making each step even harder. Dangling from between her legs two rubber inflation bulbs stuck out from between her thighs in the back, hinting to more interesting things inside of her. Her waist was constricted by a harsh leather corset, reducing her already slender figure to a true hourglass shape. Jake caught my gaze.

	"17 inches," he offered. Her breasts seemed to have grown as well, perhaps double in size to last year, and the sharp contrast between tiny waist and larger breasts left a stunning image.

	"Even before you saw her last time, I put her on a breast hormone," Jake said. "She's now a 32DD." They were large for her body, their lovely shape bulging out to the sides, though unlike implants, these seemed to carry the lovely slope that made a woman's breast so wonderful. At the nipple, thick rings pierced the base, with shiny rods sunk halfway along their length. At the end, tiny rings pierced the tip, where similarly tiny bells dangled from short, delicate chains, making the pleasant jingling sound I had heard earlier. I couldn't see her arms at all, assuming they were pulled together behind her.

	Tawney made her way into the room and caught my eye. I guess my face said it all as my mouth hung open in awe. She blushed slightly, returning her gaze downward. I couldn't help but examine each lovely attribute my little sister now possessed. She was an amazing sight, both statuesque and beautiful while also so changed and obviously controlled. I could feel my head spin in excitement. Jake let me enjoy her for a moment, then stood.

	"Turn around," he ordered, and Tawney quickly obeyed. As she did, I could see that her elbows touched, locked together as closely as her wrists. A wide steel collar, matching the others, was locked snuggly to her neck. I was impressed by the craftsmanship as well as the seemingly seamless nature of the metal. Jake released her arms, chaining them back together in front of her with only a small piece of chain between. As she got on her hands and knees to crawl to me, I couldn't help but enjoy her new and amazingly lovely breasts that dangled below her body, the tiny bells jingling for additional attention. As she got closer, I caught sight of the thick nose ring fit into her septum. Her long, soft hair fell across her shoulders as she approached, pushing her head between my legs and kissing my once again firm cock. This time she lingered a bit more, gripping my rock hard member through the thin fabric of the dress pants I wore. I gasped audibly as she did, looking down to see my quite modified little sister with her head pressed against me. I could feel something more than just her tongue and though I didn't want her to stop, I reached down and pulled her chin up. I could see that Jake had also pierced her tongue, a series of seven studs down either side as well as a grommet near the tip, through which a thicker ring now dangled. I let go of her face and she returned to nuzzling my cock as I struggled to avoid releasing inside my pants. Thankfully (and disappointingly) she pulled away soon, moving down to kiss my shoes as well. As she crawled to Jake, I got a good shot of her bare crotch devoid of hair, the two inflatable dildos pressed firmly inside of her, and now sporting a ring from her clit.

	As she performed her ritual with Jake, I found my breath shortening and my face flushing. I wasn't sure I was supposed to be feeling these feelings of lust for my own little sister. But trained, controlled and clearly modified as she was now, I had trouble separating my passion for bondage and submission with the fact that my own sibling was fulfilling this passion.

	Once she kneeled beside him, I was grateful that Jake put a stop to the small talk. "Let's have dinner. I'm starving!" I nodded and stood, following my friend into the other room, fighting the urge to peek back at the clicking heels of my slavegirl sister.

	After a year of school I was glad that Jake had asked me to stay for a month. I dreaded going home to my family and though I couldn't escape for the entire summer, I could easily make an excuse to visit my sister and best friend. For obvious reasons Tawney hadn't kept in close contact with our family and I had become the go-between for them. She had always had trouble getting along with our parents, thus the situation wasn't unexpected. It wasn't until this visit that I began to realize it would become nearly impossible for her to call them anyway. In a brief attempt to talk with her in private, I discovered the extensive tongue piercings had modified her speech patterns to the point that she no longer liked to talk.

	Other than the idea that we had our own slavegirl to wait on us and entertain any passing whim, the time with Jake was wonderful. His property was expansive and I found I could just as easily take a long walk through the grounds with nothing to disturb me as much as lay out in the sun by the pool for hours on end. I found that Jake enjoyed my use of the pool area and found ways to provide distractions when he could. Often he would simply dress Tawny in several snug layers of transparent rubber, then attach her nose ring to an overhanging chain. As the sun beat down on her I would watch her both sweat profusely as well as moan in discomfort from the intense heat that tended to build up inside. Sometimes he would leave her unhooded and I could see the tears pour from her eyes as she suffered clearly for me, and other times he hooded her with rubber as well, adding to the torture. Then the entertainment was watching her dance in her ballet heels as she tried to turn away from the sun and its relentless pounding.

	On the first night of my visit, after we had enjoyed dinner, Jake had shown me to a guestroom, a lavishly appointed suite that rivaled not just my dorm room but nearly the entire dorm floor. It hadn't take me long to fall to sleep, not only from the comfort of the soft sheets but also from a year of intensive study that had lead me close to exhaustion. Sometime during the night I remember having the most wonderful dream, a continuation of short-lived experience at school with a sorority girl. But soon the dream woke me and I could feel that not all of it was my imagination. Beneath the sheets I could feel a pierced tongue licking my already hard cock. I pushed back the sheets to reveal Tawney. Still in corset and ballet heels, her otherwise naked yet pierced body was between my legs. Her arms were bound behind her, elbows touching as well as wrists, with her hands locked into a tight ball of rubber. Clearly she had crawled in to the room, then slid under the covers. As I looked down at her, she lifted her body up to look back. I could see a strange mixture of humiliation and submissiveness on her face and could certainly understand part of it. Here was my little sister, who only a few years ago seemed so young and innocent. Now, her body pierced and controlled, she was kneeling between my legs, sucking her big brother's cock. I could see her eyes welling up, and as we starred at each other, a single tear slid down her cheek.

	"Master ordered me to pleasure you," she nearly whispered, her voice now oddly lisping as the metal mounted in her tongue limited her speech. I knew from the pleading look on her face that she half hoped I would tell her to go away, so she could report to Jake that I had refused her. I smiled, stroking her cheek gently, before slipping my finger through her nose ring and yanking on it hard. She cried out in pain.

	"Then what are you waiting for, slut," I demanded. "And who gave you permission to be on my bed." I used her nose ring as a handle, dragging her off the bed. She sank to her knees in pain and fear. Releasing the piercing I slipped off the side of the bed, my legs now straddling her.

	"Now let's see you give your big brother the best blow job he's ever had." Tawney, her head lowered in defeat, sniffled back her tears and lifted her tongue to my cock. As she slipped the head inside, swirling the tip with her pierced tongue, I grabbed her hair on either side of her head and forced her face all the way down onto my crotch. She moaned in fear, but I could feel her tongue working feverishly. She knew she had no choice but to obey.

	 

	Part 2

	 

	Jake was pleased I didn't have a hang-up using Tawney sexually or otherwise. How could I? Despite the fact she was my little sister, she not only wanted all this, but was incredibly good at being a slave as well. I knew behind her tears and embarrassment, she actually was enjoying her life, or at least that is what I came to believe early on. Whether she ever imagined the depth of pain and modification she was enduring it's hard to say. A pang of doubt crept into my head, wondering if I should ask her in private if all this was too much. I tabled the question until later, not sure how I would do that or if I should.

	 

	Halfway through my stay, Jake announced he had a ritual to perform and he wanted me to be a part of it. Tawney was serving us breakfast at the time and I could tell she was not thrilled with whatever was going to happen. It was the first time I had seen her truly afraid.

	"Sounds like fun," I had said between bites.

	"Good. I think you'll find it exciting, to say the least." Jake smiled, making Tawney rush away on her ballet shoes. Further questions failed to reveal more, and I resigned myself to waiting until the night.

	 

	Later that night, after Jake had strangely served dinner for us himself, he told me to follow him.

	"I've had Tawney ready for this since about two o'clock this afternoon." I smiled privately, knowing it must have been horrible for Jake to have to serve himself. "I figure giving her time to think of her fate is half the fun anyway." I nodded, not really knowing what he was talking about.

	We headed into a large room I had never seen before. The dark walls and spotty lighting made it difficult to understand right off, but soon I found myself starring at Tawney. She was on her back on top of a sparse yet strong frame. Her lower back was supported by a padded surface, as were her shoulders, but little else held her up, giving her body a strange floating look. Wide leather straps circled her already corsetted waist as did a strap above her large breasts. Her wrist and ankles were chained to posts at forty-five degree angles from her body, forming a perfect X. She had been stretched taught to them, removing any ability to flex. Her head was pulled back and strapped at a harsh ninety-degree angle, forcing her to face the back wall of the room. She had clearlybeen crying, and now the soft remnants of her whimpers still escaped the large ring gag that was strapped to her face.

	"I discussed this with Tawney some time ago, and finally I got all the pieces in place," Jake said as he led me to a table on the side. I could see several items of shiny metal, all custom molded and uniquely designed. "As I think you know, Tawney has always been a glutton for humiliation. What you probably don't know is that she loves sex. She's probably the definition of a nymphomaniac, always wanting more, with one caveat; she hates anal sex. I think she's endured my back door penetrations because of our relationship, but I could really tell she doesn't like it." As he spoke, he unlaced her corset. Clearly it had been on so tight and so long that her body had form fitted to it. Tawney let out a gasp as it came off. Jake then selected a molded metal band and walked back to Tawney's waist. "I had wanted to come up with some sort of ultimate humiliation for her and I think I found it." I could hear Tawney begin to whimper again as she lightly struggled against her restraints. For the first time I started to think that Jake was going too far, that Tawney was no longer so interested in his crazy ideas. Instead of doing anything, though, I watched him fit the band around her waist, noticing how it was molded to her exact form just above her hip bones, creating a V shape as it dipped down toward her crotch.

	Returning to the table, he selected another item, this a curved plate with a slot near the top and a wider opening below. Holding it close, I could see a series of sharp pin-like protrusions on the bottom side as well as a ring of them extending into the upper slot. With a small tool he turned something, which slowly pulled the pins out from the slot. He handed it to me then began to remove Tawney's clit ring. Her moans grew louder as she seemed to be trying to speak, her head shaking slightly despite the straps. I could tell we had ventured into new ground for her, and whatever Jake was planning she not only aware of but no longer wanted. I couldn't help it; I was excited by the prospect. Knowing she was truly being controlled only made me more excited.

	Jake took back the plate and turned to me. "Would you mind doing something else for me," he asked.

	"Whatever you want," I said.

	"I think you'll like this. I'd like you to fuck her mouth while I do this." I heard her cry out again. I smiled at Jake. "How can I resist my best friend's request?" I moved around to her face, dropping my pants and releasing my already rock hard member. I pressed it against her tongue and shoved in, then quickly began pumping in and out. I had to catch myself and slow down, knowing I would come quickly if I weren't careful. Instead I began to hold my cock down her throat for a few seconds, feeling her studded tongue swirling obediently despite her continued whimpers.

	Jake returned to his preparations. He took another item and began to attach it to the belt she already wore. It seemed to be rubber padded metal bands that were riveted on to the belt in front, then stretched down to either side of her pussy. Later I could see a small connector held them close as it created a slight merge in the space between her pussy and her anus, then split back out to connect to the back of the belt. Though the front section of the bands were metal covered rubber, the metal ended at that bridge before her anus, with heavy bands of rubber alone stretching up to the back of the belt. Jake had to stretch them incredibly hard to reach the mounting rivets. The design would turn out to be amazing. Not only did the compression near her pussy help push her lips and clit outward more, but with the way the rubber bands stretched back, they actually pulled her ass cheeks open wide, providing easier access to her anus. In addition, the taught nature of the bands prevented any slack from emerging, despite the position Tawney was in. I would soon see how this made the device even more devious.

	"Ok. Here we go," Jake said. I wasn't sure if he was speaking to me or Tawney. "Oops. Almost forgot." He reached into a cabinet and selected three items that looked like futuristic glasses. Handing me one, he had me pull out of her mouth as he put a set on her face, covering her eyes. He flipped a switch, then reached to mine and did the same. For a second it was dark, but as he placed his set on his head, he turned something on and suddenly I could see through his eyes. Actually it was just a camera mounted on his set, but the illusion was wonderful. I knew Tawney could see the same thing, too. I peeked out from beneath them to get my cock back into her mouth, and then enjoyed the show.

	Jake replaced her clit ring with a very small rod, then, as he held her outer labia lips wide to expose the more sensitive inner set, he began to place the plate. He slipped the small rod through the slot at the top, then pressed the plate down. I could feel Tawney's scream against my cock as the small needle-like pins pressed into her inner labia, holding it in place. He twisted her clit rod 180 degrees then fit the rod into two small holders. It clicked into place firmly, locking her now stretched and twisted clit into position.

	Tawney was crying now, and her tongue had diminished in activity. I was feeling especially cruel as I reached to her nipple ring and twisted it hard, causing her to cry out again, but her tongue reacted appropriately.

	I could see through the goggles how the plate fit perfectly over her entire vagina, the larger hole at the bottom perfectly circling her pussy. The sides had holes in them that fit perfectly over a series of protruding rods extending up from the side bands. He placed small nuts over the ends once the plate was in place, screwing them down, before applying a drop of super glue to each. It was then I realized that this was intended as a permanent fixture. Suddenly Tawney's fear was justified.

	"Jake, why don't you tell me what this is," I said, trying not to sound too worried.

	"Sure," he said, focused on his work. "As I said, I wanted some sort of ultimate humiliation for Tawney. Licking toilets and such only goes so far." He chuckled as he lubricated a hollow but thick metal dildo, itself covered with a series of holes and nubs, before pressing it into Tawney's exposed pussy. She grunted at the size and Jake had to take it slow, but it slowly slid it's six-inch length inside. "I knew she liked one thing the most out of sex, and that was clitoral stimulation. As a matter of fact, she could come with very little time with a vibrator. That's what made her such a slut, which I liked." The dildo slid into place, the ends locking into a socket like fitting in the plate. He took the small tool once more and began to rotate the pins that now surrounded her extended clit inward. It didn't take long before they began to pierce the base of her clit and once again her howls of pain echoed through my cock. I was having trouble holding back now so I slowed down again.

	"The other thing I knew she hated, which I mentioned earlier, was anal penetration." He selected another plate, this slightly convex on one side while inside, near the top, was a new series of sharp pins. A fitting at the bottom seemed designed to connect to the end of the dildo now inside of her with some sort of gasket fitting on the outside. A small box of electronic components was fit snuggly against the inside between the two. Positioning it over the top, I could see how it completely overlapped the first piece, its intent to completely seal off any access to Tawney's pussy. He made sure the fitting was properly connected then pressed the top into place. Tawney screamed bloody murder as the small half dome of sharp needles pushed into her actual clit. Despite the bonds and the taughtness of her body, she still managed to buck a bit. Jake simply waited, listening to her pleading around her brother's cock. I was almost afraid as the weight of the device sank into my brain. I was in a strange dream, something combining my cute little sister with a sinister plot, all seen through these bizarre glasses. It made me question what was real for a moment, and what was pure fantasy.

	Jake locked the plate into place with a second set of pins extending up from the edges of the first plate. These were different in that he simply pushed it on hard and the pins disappeared into some secret hole beneath. A clearly audible "ting" sound told all of us it was locked down now. He used his little camera to reveal the entire rig. She now wore a very bizarre chastity belt, her entire vagina covered with metal and completely inaccessible. Only the fitting to her pussy disturbed the flow of the shiny metal.

	"So," Jake finished, stepping back. "I decided I would fit her with a permanent device that not only would remove any access to her clit and pussy, but also focus attention on her ass. The dildo inside of her is made of surgical steel, as is the whole device, so she can wear it indefinitely. The attachment is designed to pump water and disinfectants into her vagina, cleaning her out when she needs it. Oh, one more thing."He reached under the access port and turned a ring circling it. We could hear the click and Tawney screamed again.

	"I just activated the little spikes on the outside of the dildo. It can't move at all now. So, the upside for us now, is that we get to fuck her ass all the time and she has no choice!" He smiled as if he had just won a merit badge, and though I smiled back, I couldn't help but wonder what he had done. He walked over to me with a small remote device in his hand.

	"As a matter of fact, not only will she never feel any pleasure through her clit or pussy again, but I've set it up so I can administer pain to her clit anytime I want, or even at random." He flipped a switch and Tawney's body went rigid before she wailed around my cock, begging for it to stop despite the gag and my member. "That's voltage applied directly to the twenty needles that now pierce her clit hood and clit itself." He hit the button again and as she screamed once more. I myself had witnessed a new level of sadism that even I didn't think was possible. I was trapped between feeling terror for my sister and the growing feeling in my body. As he hit the button a third time I couldn't hold back, stifling her scream as she was forced to swallow my load.

	Part 3

	I only had a week left with Jake and Tawney, and though I knew the end of this bizarre and amazing visit was coming to an end, it was easy to forget. I found it easy to fall into the idea that I was living in this world of submissive, tortured women and dominant men, a world Jake and I had dreamed of but never thought possible. I was lounging in the sun, enjoying the massive backyard lawn that Jake kept, wondering how he managed to keep his secrets from his team of gardeners. Just ten feet away was Tawney, strapped to a device that seemed appropriate in my new found fantasy world. With her arms bound behind her in a reverse prayer, her wrists forced high up her back to nearly touch her neck, she was lying on a thin padded platform. Her ever growing breasts dangling from either side, their bases constricted by harsh leather cord. The other end connected to her knees, forcing her to keep them as wide as possible or risk further constriction of her already purple tits. Her tips of her ballet shoes were connected via small rings to her hair which was laced into a ponytail. The result held her face straight forward. The beauty was the two machines attacking her from front and rear, literally. Two machines, designed to pump dildos in and out of an orifice were penetrating her mouth and ass alternately. The one in her mouth was teaching her the art of deep-throating, and as I watched, it marched forward once more, slowly distending her throat like a snake swallowing a rat. She had little choice in the matter, with both her hair bondage and the huge ring gag that kept her mouth wide. The dildo seemed to have a life of its own, slowly sliding into her mouth and down her throat, then holding just long enough for her to panic for lack of air, before slowly and relentlessly pulling out. From time to time it would start to enter the back of her throat then suddenly begin to pump frantically, until finally pulling back enough to rest against her tongue. I'm not sure Jake had put sensors on it or not but it was clear Tawney thought there was as she kept her pierced tongue active on the rubber cock at all times.

	Behind her, she had endured a constant anal fucking for hours now. Jake had insisted she be trained when we weren't using her so she would learn she had no choice but to learn to enjoy the only penetration she could receive now, other than her mouth. I'm not sure which was worse for her, the constant mouth fucking or proof that she would only experience the one form of sex she hated for the rest of her life.

	As I watched her face, I could see her grimace from time to time, and often see new tears roll down her cheeks. I knew Jake had decided to leave the clit shocker on random at all times now on, and after a week of constant punishment it was a wonder she didn't cry all the time.

	I had been out here all day, staring at my little sister, now 19 years old, being abused as she was. It wasn't too hard for me to imagine her as she was, a demure young girl, small breasts and an innocent smile. I could almost imagine her in much the same leaning position, giving me a hard time about a date while she laid on top of our porch railing. But just as quickly the image dissolved into what I could seen now. That innocent face now tortured, a thick nose ring mounted in her septum, huge 32DD breasts dangling below her, the tiny bells connected to her nipples ringing lightly in the breeze.I couldn't resist a closer look as I approached her. She glanced up at me just as the dildo in her mouth began one of it's brutal assaults, as if some guy had decided to face fuck her within an inch of her life. I looked down at those pleading eyes, welling with tears, then the drool that had poured from her mouth throughout the day to puddle in the grass below. I stroked her hair from her face, but then let my hand move down her twisted arms, and to her breasts. They were a fair shade of purple; nothing to be worried about yet but certainly sensitive enough by now. I pulled on the leather strap connected from the base to her knee, enjoying the moan from her. Fondling her nipple ring and rod, I found myself twisting them to see how loud a scream I could elicit. I soon found myself watching the dildo pounding in and out of her weary ass. It was lucky they were self lubricating. Jake had designed both her mouth unit and the anal cock to essentially ejaculate every few minutes. The feeling, accompanied by the requisite deep penetration and hold, created the feeling that she wasn't just getting penetrated but actually fucked by the machines. Her anus was red from the punishment, with lubricant seeping out of her like come. I found myself questioning her choice to become a slave, and wondered if this is what she expected. Moving back to her face, I crouched down beside her.

	"Tawney," I said softly. She tried to turn but the dildo wouldn't allow her to. Her eyes tried to see me, though, through the tears. "I know you really wanted to be a slave when you got together with Jake, but I'm worried he's starting to do things to you that even you couldn't imagine, or want." I paused as the dildo went into a renewed frenzy. There was something really hot in watching it relentlessly fuck her mouth for almost five minutes, before pulling out of her throat to mechanically orgasm on her tongue. As she recovered from the assault, I tried again. "I'm getting the impression you might want all this to stop, to make Jake let you go so you won't have to endure this anymore, or whatever he has in mind for the future." Again she tried to see me, and though the dildo had begun it's motions again, I thought I might have seen a nod of assent. "Do you want me to talk to Jake? Try and make him slow down?" Again, was that a nod? I wasn't sure.

	"Hey, Mark," Jake yelled from the house. I stood up to answer.

	"What's up?"

	"I thought you and I could go into town, get a real steak for a change."

	"Sounds great!" I glanced back to Tawney. "We'll talk later, ok?" I didn't wait for an answer, turning to Jake as he approached. "What about her?"

	"She'll be fine. We'll be back by midnight and it's been warm in the evenings." I marveled at the thought. Glancing at my watch I noted it was only three o'clock. As I grabbed my towel and began to follow Jake, I glanced back at my sister. Nine more hours, for a total of fifteen hours on the machine. I shook my head in amazement. As we got to the house, Jake used his remote, pointing it in Tawney's direction. I watched as the machines picked up their paces, commencing a much more fevered session of anal and mouth fucking.

	"That'll keep her occupied," he said. As I followed him through the door, I could hear Tawney's screams of anguish muffled only by the staccato punctuation of the dildo sliding down her throat.

	Part 4

	Amy was enjoying the pool when the doorbell disrupted her thoughts. It was late May, school out and time to enjoy the summer. She had been fantasizing about being Mrs. Mark Pender, not only because he was one of the most eligible bachelors on campus, but also because she liked the pool. She had to admit she was a catch as well, a psychology major who looked more model than student. Her long blonde hair cascade down her back, framing a soft face and full lips. She enjoyed the attention her 36D breasts gave her and she worked hard to keep her body trim and athletic. She had been seeing Mark for nearly six months now, ever since they met at a club in the city, and though things were going well she had always felt there was something missing from the relationship.

	She was still trying to tie on her bikini top when the door rang again.

	"I'm coming," she yelled. Finally making a knot, she whipped open the door to reveal a startled delivery man. For a second he just smiled, staring at the beautiful blonde in a tiny bikini. Amy didn't want to be rude, and actually liked the attention, just not really from an unshaven man with questionable job skills.

	"I've got a delivery for a Mark Pender?" The guy held out his clipboard and Amy glanced at it.

	"You've got the right place," she said with a smile. "What is it?" Amy followed him back out toward the truck idling in the long driveway. She quickly signed the form, mimicking Mark's handwriting to the T, a skill she thought might come in handy one day.

	"A crate. That's all I know." A helper appeared from the cab, a younger man less shy about his advances.

	"Wow! This is the best delivery this week," he whistled, trying to charm Amy. She winked back at him, then slipped the wrap she had been carrying over her shoulders. She glanced at the lift gate as the first guy wrestled a two foot deep, three foot wide and six foot tall box onto the dolly. As the box banged against the side of the truck, Amy prayed quietly that it wasn't fragile, whatever it was.

	"I'll give you guys an extra $20 each if you carry it into the den." They looked at each other and nodded, lowering the gate and pushing the dolly across the cobblestone drive.

	 

	That evening, as Amy sipped ice tea and watched the fire, she couldn't help but glance at the crate now dominating the room. She stood and pulled the packing slip off the side, trying to determine once more what was inside. Mark had often spoken of his mysterious friend Jake, a rich classmate who often would send fancy gifts for birthdays or holidays. The house she sat in was almost a gift from Jake as well. Mark had reluctantly agreed to live in it after his friend purchased it as a tax write-off. It was probably more than luck that it was in the same town his best friend was going to college, but Amy had eventually convinced Mark to accept. The place was nearly a mansion, set back from the street on acres of land, private and secluded. Mark had often spoken rather vaguely about Jake's place at home, claiming it was easily five times as large as this house, but Amy had trouble imagining that. It had come down to money. A struggling yet promising student like Mark couldn't turn down an offer like this.

	Amy couldn't tell much from the packing slip other that it had been shipped in a bizarre fashion. Though it appeared to originate somewhere in the southeast, it seemed to have taken the slow, random boat; New Orleans to Nassau to Bermuda to Cape Cod to Boston to here. The box had been in shipping for over two weeks now. As she put the slip back on top, she shrugged. Mark wouldn't be back for at least another week. She supposed it could wait until then.

	 

	Her carefree attitude lasted all of a day. By the next evening, Amy was dying to know what was inside. Home for the evening, she selected a crow bar and began to pry at the front facing. After some struggling, the wood came free, revealing a solid mass of black foam.Amy puzzled over the shape for awhile; wondering what could be inside, but suddenly afraid to look further. She cleared away the wood around it then carefully lowered the solid rectangle onto a long side before leaving it once again.

	 

	With her busy schedule, Amy managed to avoid the strange solid cube for another three days, but finally she found herself home on the weekend, and despite her self control, she just had to examine it closer. The smooth rubbery substance was slightly springy to the touch, but seemingly seamless. As she felt around the edges, she found a hole. Reaching inside with her fingers, she could find nothing except endless tube that reached down into the mass. Examining it closer she found a similar tube on the opposite side. Now even more curious, Amy decided to lift the cube up again to allow further study of all sides. Struggling to put it up on end, she noticed an enveloped taped to the back side, something she had missed the first night in the dark. Ripping it open, she found a note. It read:

	 

	"Since you couldn't make it to me this summer, I

	thought I'd send you a little gift. Make sure you read

	the instructions inside.

	 

	Jake

	 

	Amy felt embarrassed now, realizing it was a present from Mark's old friend. But now she just had to know more. Feeling along the sides, she found what appeared to be a seam. She laid it down once more and with the help of the pry bar, popped it open. At first, she could only see a black form. Much like a familiar character cast in carbonite, the female form seemed mounted to the back of the case. She moved closer, eager to examine this strange statue. It seemed to be made of some sort of shiny rubber, latex she thought it was called. The casting was remarkably lifelike, though the shape it represented was hardly realistic. The female shape had impossibly long legs, aided by a strange snub-nosed shoe instead of feet that created a ballet en point look. At the crotch a strange lump formed. Almost like a codpiece it made the form look more like a Barbie doll than a real woman. The waist was tiny, compressed seemingly by some sort of corset device. The form's breasts were the most amazing, the size of basketballs, or even larger. Reaching the face, she could see how the illusion was broken by a perfectly smooth head and no modeled eyes. At the mouth there was a lump that disturbed what looked like exaggerated lips. Reaching out, Amy touched the large breasts. The shape moved beneath her hand. Shocked, Amy pulled away, unsure if she really saw it move. Soon she reached in again, touching the rubberized face. Once again it moved, and through the tubes that now were visible, leading to the encased head, she could hear the most subtle moan.

	 

	 

	Mark stumbled into the house exhausted from the trip. He dumped his bags at the bottom of the stairs before seeking out Amy.

	"I'm home," he pronounced. He could just hear the TV on low in the den as he headed that way. Rounding the corner, the first thing he could see was the back of Amy's head as it lay on the cushions of the couch. Figuring she was asleep, Mark crept up slowly. As he got close, a low moan erupted from Amy, startling him. He reached the back of the couch and peered over. Dressed in only a short bathrobe, Amy was stretched out so her legs spilled off the edge of the couch. Her naked body was writhing in ecstasy. Between her legs, seemingly attached to her crotch was a black form. Straps connected to it held the shape pressed firmly into Amy's crotch despite the wriggling she was doing. As she seemed to be rising to orgasm, Jake could see something in her hand, a remote of sorts. She jabbed at a button and the feminine shape at her feet let out a muffled scream, but the results must have been to Amy's liking. She cried out in orgasm before collapsing on the couch, the strange form still clamped to her pussy.

	A note on the side table caught Mark's eye and he quietly opened it, reading his friend's words. He looked down in shock, realizing who the form was, before seeing another sheet of instructions.

	 

	"Tawney the Rubber Doll"

	 

	The title spelled it out clearly. The instructions were fairly plain. His little sister could not hear or see. She had been coated in a rubber substance that allowed the skin to breathe but removed any sense of touch. Her arms were useless bound in a reverse prayer under several layers of the latex, her hands in small sacks to prevent use of her fingers. Mark carefully took the remote that had dropped out of Amy's limp hand, then read the instructions again. It had eight buttons which activated any number of electric shocks that she had been painstakingly trained to obey. Button one was suck or lick, two would have her walk forward, three was for stop. Four was turn right and five turn left. Button six would have her kneel on the floor, then put her rubber clad head to the ground to present her ass and pussy for penetration. Mark glanced at the rubberized girl still strapped to his girlfriend's pussy. Button seven put her in kneeling slave posture while eight had her lay on her back. He pushed button one and could immediately tell her tongue had gone into action by the surprised reaction by Amy. Her eyes flicked open, catching sight of Mark, but just as quickly rolled back as another orgasm rushed through her body.

	 

	"This is your little sister," Amy asked in shock. Sitting at the kitchen table they both stared to the kneeling rubber form at their feet. Mark was still shocked at the quality of the coating. Except for her mouth and nostrils, her head appeared like a formless mannequin, no evidence of ears, eyes or even hair. Her head was a smooth, featureless globe. A thick nose ring dangled from her septum and a glint of metal from inside her mouth were the only things on her head that didn't gleam with shiny latex. Her body was also coated perfectly, as if she were a doll. Mark was amazed at the size of Tawney's breasts, especially in contrast to her tiny waist. Thick rings penetrated the rubber at the base of her nipples with the familiar rod and small ring up the length. On closer examination, they could see where a corset had been placed under coating, constricting her waist to tiny proportions, with a second one added after the latex application. Straps from the front disappeared between Tawney's legs, framing the bulge that was most certainly her permanent chastity device. Pressing the sixth button, Tawney responded immediately, pushing her rear in the air. Mark could see how the straps served to pull apart her ass, exposing a plugged and rubberized anus. The illusion of no arms was stunning. Only on close examination could they see the slight bulge at mid back where her elbows were, and her lower arms climbing up toward her neck. Her feet seemed to be permanently en pointe, yet with no visible heel or shoe. It appeared some inner device held her toes in the severe position.

	"I guess so," Mark answered finally. "It's not how she last looked, but I'm pretty sure it is." Mark had figured he would now have to explain his interests in bondage, as well as those of his sister and friend, since Amy was now exposed to it. He watched her closely unable to see if she was shocked or excited. "Let's call Jake, find out how long she's been like this."

	 

	"The training was the most difficult," Jake said through the webcam. "It took about three months to get her to obey perfectly." Mark and Amy looked at each other, but Amy asked the question that was on their minds.

	"How long has she been like this, Jake?"

	"I'd guess about six months now," he replied, pondering it. "It took a month to get her fully coated and geared up, then three months of training. I kept her for just over a month to test her out and have some fun, then it took about three weeks to ship her to you."

	"Is she ok," Amy asked. "I've never seen anything like this." Mark watched her, still unable to tell what she was thinking, but he knew she had already tested the merchandise. Mark figured it was safe to keep her in the loop.

	"She should be fine, as far as slaves go," he said with a chuckle. "Mark can tell you just how kinky his little sister is, so she's probably loving it." Mark thought back to his aborted conversation with Tawney on the lawn, wondering just how much she was really loving it.

	"Is she really unable to use any of her senses," Amy asked.

	"Well you can tell she has no skin visible, so she can't feel anything that way. The rubber is about four layers thick, totally close to a quarter inch, so it's thick by skin standards. The nipple and nose rings go into flesh, so if you twist them she'll feel that. If you look in her mouth you can see a few things. First, the rubber coating goes inside as well. Her tongue is fit into a thin membrane of the same material, and her tongue rods that run down the length of either side of her tongue lock it on, so she gets no sense of taste at all. Her nostrils are coated as well, up about halfway up her nose. I actually had breathing tubes mounted in her nostrils into her lungs to ensure she could breath. What you can't see is the soft rubber tube that goes down her throat. It's mounted to the back of her tongue coating so it's locked in place. The concept is that anything put in her mouth she swallows. She has no choice. She can't breathe through her mouth anymore. It also serves to block her vocal cords so she can't even speak."

	Amy was frozen in what appeared to be shocked amazement. She wasn't used to Jake's strange affinity for this work, and even Mark was a bit overwhelmed. He could only imagine what was going through Amy's mind.

	"I think Amy is still taking it in. We've never talked about the scene at all," he said cautiously.

	"Mark! I'm surprised," Jake added before stopping himself. "I guess you two have some stuff to talk about." He glanced at Amy, still frozen in shock.

	"I guess we do."

	 

	The summer had seemed especially long to Amy. The first month had been bizarre as both she and Mark had become accustomed to having the strange rubber doll, his little sister, available to them. At first, after their conversation and her understanding of Mark's affinity for extreme bondage, both of them had come to enjoy dominating the helpless form of the young girl. Even Mark seemed to get into the act, overcoming his feeling of guilt at abusing his sister in favor of a fevered and often harsh excitement over penetrating Tawney's mouth or ass.

	After only the first week, as they both lay in bed fondling Tawney's helpless form, Amy's hand had run down to the girl's crotch. She felt the lump and turned to Mark.

	"What's this," she asked.

	"It's a permanent chastity device," he answered.

	"How do you mean, 'permanent'?" Mark explained the device how it not only prevented any vaginal pleasure, isolated her clit completely but also administered pain in the form of electrical shocks to further destroy any sense of pleasure. Amy's hand moved to her own crotch, a flushed look on her face.

	"It's permanent? You mean she'll never again be able to orgasm?"

	"Unless she learns to orgasm through anal penetration. I guess Jake could remove it if he wanted to, but I doubt he will."

	"How long has she worn it now?" Mark thought back to the previous summer.

	"I guess about a year now." Amy was quiet after that, her own hand at her crotch as she contemplated the seriousness of the device.

	 

	As the weeks went on, Amy began questioning Mark about being a slave. Her interest was peaked and Mark was more than happy to fill her in. He had secretly hoped she would show signs of submission but had figured it was wishful thinking and he would one day have to break up with her in favor of someone who was into the scene. He often did imagine her long blonde hair laced through his fingers as he yanked her head back, or rings through her lovely nipples. So one night, as Tawney stayed strapped to her crotch, her questions suddenly got interesting.

	"Have you ever thought of making me a slave," Amy asked as her breathing quickened. Mark had control over the remote and was having fun controlling his sister's tongue on her clit.

	"Of course," he responded. "But I didn't think you were submissive."

	"I'm not sure," she said. "I'd like to try, though." Mark hit the button twice quickly, which they had learned would get Tawney's tongue going very fast. He could tell Amy was getting close. He hit the button again which made Tawney stop, then watched Amy groan in disappointment.

	"We can try something now, if you want." Mark watched her face as a smile grew on it.

	"Ok. Don't move." Like a giddy school girl he ran off.

	 

	By morning Mark was exhausted but it had been worth it. Amy was still bound in position. Chains ran from either side of a thick collar to the upper posts of Their bed, holding her in the middle. Much to his pleasant surprise, her elbows had gone together easily last night and now they and her wrists were still hidden behind her body. Mark had taken a cue from last summer and tied straps around the base of her large breasts, then connected them to her knees as he pulled them toward her chest forcing her to keep them up or pull on her discolored and tender breasts. Thinner strap wrapped around each big toe and held her feet upward to the canopy above, ensuring unobstructed access to her pussy.

	The night had started that way, with Amy bound in position. Mark watched as she experimented with her bonds, quickly realizing she was unable to escape. As he strapped Tawney to her clit again, he looked into her eyes.

	"Now you agree to try this, and not hold it against me in the morning, right?" She nodded, already excited.

	"Bring it on," she said with a gleam in her eye.

	"There's something you'll come to understand, Amy. Even the most wonderful thing can become torture eventually." She just smiled, then opened her mouth as he pushed in a ball gag and strapped it in place.

	It was only 9:30pm when they started, and Mark supposed from the excitement of the bondage, Amy orgasmed fairly quickly. By 11:00pm she had come six times, and each was taking longer. He took her until midnight, after five more orgasms, before stopping Tawney and unstrapping the gag.

	"How does it feel now," he asked as Amy worked her jaw.

	"It's starting to get a little uncomfortable, but it still feels good. I could come a few more times but I'm probably done after that." Mark smiled and replaced the gag to continue.

	By 12:30am Mark could tell that Tawney's tongue was more abrasive than pleasurable. Amy was grunting from the contact, unable to resist. As Mark looked into her eyes, he could see a flash of anger in them.

	"I told you not all things are as nice as they start out being, but as my slave for the night, you will have to endure." Mark reached to the floor and lifted a heavy leather hood he had stashed. Amy saw it and screamed, trying to avoid it. It was easy for him to walk behind the bed, though, grabbing a handful of hair and forcing the hood on. He positioned the eyepads over her eyes, and the inner ear plugs over her ears before pulling hard to stretch it taut over her face. The plugs slipped into place and Mark began lacing it on. Once the lacing was complete, Mark pulled a connected strap over her eyes, pushing the inner pads tighter against her face, before buckling it on. Another strap covered her exposed ball gag, pushing it deeper into her mouth. Finally, a strap circled under her chin then over the top of her head, further silencing her. Mark finished by adding a length of strap from a ring at the top of the hood to a ring in the headboard, pulling Amy's leather encased head back hard and further immobilizing her. With two quick punches of the button Mark set Tawney back in motion. Even with the first of her metal studded tongue against Amy's clit, Mark could see his girlfriend flinch in pain. He could tell she was trying to struggle, but the bonds held her firm and soon she became motionless, trying to avoid added stimulation to her already abused clit.

	 

	By 10:00am, Mark snapped awake. Looking down to the remote, he realized he had been holding it down. He pulled Tawney away, who let out an small moan as her mouth settled closed again. Mark could imagine how difficult it had been for her. He marveled once more at Jake's ability to condition his little sister so well that she would keep her tongue active for the entire night. Part of him thought it could be because she was truly living the life she wanted, and thus her dutiful acceptance, but he also knew it could easily be the threat of torture that kept her going. Either way she had no choice.

	Amy's clit and pussy lips looked red from too much stimulation but his larger concern were her breasts, which had now turned a light shade of purple. It was clear that Amy had given up on holding her knees up as the pain of Tawney's tongue had made her forget the pain in her chest. Mark untied the straps and released her breasts. A howl erupted from beneath the hood as blood coursed back into them.

	Mark decided to take Amy's release in increments, starting with her breast bondage and followed by releasing her elbows. He had never bound her like this for so long, and though he could tell her circulation was thin, he was pleased to see her arms hadn't discolored. Thoughts of longer bondage bounced in his mind. After another half hour, he decided to take off her hood, and as he peeled the leather off of her, he could see the inside eye pads were drenched in tears. Removing her gag, she lay motionless for a moment, her eyes still shut. Finally, they peeled open, catching sight of Mark.

	"You fucker," she mumbled, a slight smile on her lips.

	"I told you being a slave isn't all roses. I figured I should show you the reality so you could forget your ideas of being a slave. I don't think you're up to it." Amy smiled a little more, then closed her eyes, dangerous thoughts fluttering behind her eye lids.

	 

	Mark was trying to focus on the tv but was having trouble. He couldn't help but to glance down frequently at the rubber encased head of his little sister between his legs. There was something sublime about her rubber coated tongue and the mounted metal rods stroking against his hard cock. Shortly after her arrival, Mark had discovered a bizarre twist to Tawney's tranformation. At the time it was shocking, bringing home the fact that his little sister was gone, replaced by the ultimate slave. Enjoying a blowjob at the time, he noted that despite her grip at times, he never felt teeth. Upon closer examination he found that Jake had crowned all of Tawney's teeth in a unique way. Each tooth had been filed down near the gum, then caps had been fit over the nub. Though the connection was firm, the actual section that extended from her tooth was no longer rigid. Each tooth was now capped with soft rubber nodes. Mark had found it shocking at first, realizing even her teeth had been all but removed, and replaced with something solely devoted to her performance as a slave. He began again to wonder how far Jake could go in transforming Tawney.

	It was still early August and he was getting far too used to having a rubber doll at his disposal, despite the reality of who was inside. It was Amy who interrupted his bliss. Slinking in wearing a seethrough teddy, she kneeled down beside Tawney, pulling her lips from Mark's cock and pushed the rubber tongue down lower. She smiled up at Mark and dropped her own lips to his member while pressing her hand against the back of Tawney's head, forcing her to tongue Mark's balls. It only took a few minutes of this intense stimulation before Mark began to orgasm. Keeping her lips on his cock, Amy pulled Tawney back up, then switched his cock to Tawney's, letting her finish the job. Both had been using Mark's cum as one of Tawney's two meals a day and she hated to deprive the poor girl of nourishment.

	Once finished, Amy slid up beside Mark as he hit the button directing Tawney to assume slave posture.

	"I didn't want you to forget my lips," Amy said, stroking his deflating member.

	"How could I? I think you give world class blowjobs." Amy blushed, looking demure.

	"Why thank you, sir."It had taken a couple of weeks for Amy to get over the torment Mark had put her through. She had admitted she wasn't mad at him, but rather had to deal with some conflicting emotions she was going through, that being her first intense bondage experience. Now, she seemed back to her old self and Mark could sense something was on her mind.

	"I think I'd like to try being a slave," she said, trying to look in Mark's eyes. He lifted her chin with a hand.

	"What do you imagine a slave's life is like?"

	"Well, I don't really know, but I think it would be fun! I love sex, and the torture stuff doesn't scare me. Besides, I endured your little clit torment, right?" Mark shook his head.

	"I don't think you have any idea what it means being a slave. Look at Tawney," he motioned to his sister on the floor. "This would be your life. Living only to serve. Now I agree she's an extreme case, in that she is literally living to serve, but slavery is pretty serious."

	"Yeah, I thought of that," Amy said, looking at the rubber girl at their feet. "I think it would be a good challenge, at least for a little while." She reached off the couch for a bowl filled with slips of paper. "I put a length of time on each of these. We can random draw and whatever we got would be how long I'd have to be your slave." Mark glanced at the bowl, noting a few exposed pieces with the words 'six weeks' or 'eighteen weeks'.

	"Amy, I can't do this with you. I get the impression you think it's a game, or maybe a challenge. It's not."

	"Can't we have some limits?"

	"That's not my style. I would never want to permanently damage you but there's a lot of leeway in what I'd want to be able to do, and I don't think you understand that." Amy was beginning to get mad. She dropped the bowl on the couch.

	"I thought this is what you wanted! I'm willing to give it to you and you won't accept it?"

	"It's not some sort of gift, Amy. Tawney really wanted to be a slave. She had been dreaming about it for years; deep, dark fantasies that scared even me at times. And look at her now. Can you imagine being with sight or sound, unable to feel anything for almost nine months? And who knows how much longer Jake will keep her this way! Look at her. Do you want to be that?" Mark was getting angry as well, realizing that Amy had no idea what she was asking. He finally calmed himself, taking her hand. "I love you, Amy. I want this to work out, but I want you to be who you are. Sure, I wish you were as submissive and masochistic as my sister, but you can't pretend to be that way."

	Amy began to cry, rushing out of the room as Mark watched her go.

	Part 5

	Nearly two years had passed since that fateful argument. As Mark rode in the back of the sedan that had picked him up at the airport, he thought back to Amy. Shortly after their fight, she had moved out, then left school. Mark was devastated but knew it was for the best. He knew that despite how much he cared for her, she would never be able to satisfy his own dark cravings. His own depression had kept him away from Jake and his sister as well. After shipping Tawney back in the crate, he had managed a last minute transfer to a European university to finish his degree, and stayed for some post graduate work as well. But finally he knew he had to rejoin his life, and he thought he'd start with Jake.

	His friend had tried to track him down after he had missed the first summer and his standard visit, but Mark had avoided contact, simply sending back confirmation that he was ok and would contact him soon. Mark figured his friend and slave sister could stand one summer without him around. But now approaching the second summer, he knew he couldn't stay away. As the car pulled up to the speaker box, he waited for the sounds of surprise. He had decided this trip would be a surprise.

	"Yes," came the sound of a young woman's voice.

	"Master Pender is here to visit," the driver said in a slow British drawl.

	"One moment, please," responded the voice, then went silent. Just as Mark was about to ask the driver to try again, the gates opened. Taking the cue the driver pulled in and up the drive.

	 

	As the car pulled away and disappeared back toward the gate, Mark stepped up to the door. He touched the bell, and though he couldn't hear the sound, the door pulled open almost immediately, revealing the cutest rubber maid. Dressed in layers of transparent latex, the girl stepped gingerly on towering pumps, connect by a short few links of chain. Her body seemed form fitted in the rubber, with no part of her body exposed except above her neck, where a youthful and beautiful face was framed by long, soft curls that cascaded down her back. A thick nose ring dangled low enough to touch her upper lip, and he could see that it was a seamless, and most likely permanent, addition. Mark could see that the girl was experiencing one of his and Jake's fantasies, namely a lovely girl in several layers of rubber. What was most astounding was her tiny, corsetted waist in contrast to her large breasts. She looked to be only about 16, and Mark wondered just how old she really was. She seemed happy with her role however, flattered by Mark's stare, blushing as she stepped aside to let him in.

	"Master asked that you wait in the drawing room. Will you follow me?" As she closed the door and gracefully stepped to the adjoining room, Mark followed with pleasure. Each step of her amazingly long legs was accompanied by a swish of rubber stroking rubber. It was all transparent latex, and though he could tell she was wearing at least three layers of the tight substance, he could just see her pale skin beneath it all. The rubber seemed painted on, form fitting to every perfect curve of her young body. It seemed she wore a body suit which covered to mid thigh on her leg, and mid forearm as well. Long transparent gloves overlapped the sleeves, just as rubber stockings matched to the legs, held in place by a rubber garter. A tight rubber corset fit smoothly to what looked like an 18 inch waist, ending just beneath her breasts. Over it all she wore a skimpy rubber maid's dress, the tiny skirt which covered only to the top of her thighs, revealed two inflation balls between her legs, their tubes disappearing into snug panties.

	After sitting, then blissfully watching the maid move off again, Mark sat quietly. Almost immediately, but from another direction, the maid re-appeared.

	"May I offer you something, sir," she asked after a curtsy. Mark was still surprised at her quick movements, unable to respond. "Master wants to extend any luxury of the house while you wait. Might I suggest a drink and perhaps I can orally pleasure you?"

	"Uh, a drink would be fine," Mark mumbled. "Can I ask you something?" The maid curtseyed once more.

	"Anything you desire, sir," she said, looking down submissively.

	"How did you get around so fast? I can't imagine it's easy walking with such a short chain between those tall heels."

	"I'm sorry, but I think you must mean my sister." She looked to the other door, where she had left only moments ago, and there stood her mirror image. Mark smiled: Twins, another fantasy of Jake's.Mark watched as they moved to stand together in front of him.

	"Aren't you both young for slaves?"

	"We signed lifetime contracts when we turned 18, sir. That was a year ago last March."

	"What are your names?" The second one spoke first.

	"I'm Blush and this is my sister Pout." They both leaned in to each other, touching heads and giving the cutest smiles. "Do we please you, sir?" Mark tried to hold back from yelling "hell yeah!" and instead smiled.

	"Very much so. Twin slaves has always been a fantasy of mine." The two girls smiled again in unison.

	"I love my sister very much," Pout said as they turned to each other. Blush began kissing her sister, a deep, long event with lots of tongue. Mark felt a surge in his pants as he watched these twin sisters, rubber slaves, making out in front of him. He could see peeks of their identically pierced tongues, small rings near the tips fed through grommets, with additional rods down either side, disappearing down their tongues. They broke apart enough to look to Mark. "May we suck your cock together, sir?" Mark broke into a huge grin again, until the boisterous sound of his friend shocked him out of it.

	"So now you show up," he said, mocking. "Blush, Pout, stop teasing the poor man. He just got here." Mark stood and returned a hug, just know realizing how he had missed his friend.

	"I needed some time. I'm sorry," Mark blurted out, feeling obligated to explain.

	"Nothing to be sorry about. I was just surprised, is all. Not that I didn't have fun!" Jake motioned to the other door. "You wanna see? I think you'll be surprised." Mark smiled, wondering what more he could have done to Tawney. Part of him was still eager, and he could feel the familiar stir as his kinky side was fanned like a flame. They headed out of the room, leaving Blush and Pout behind. Though Mark couldn't help but to look back at the twins, he found he was more eager to see Tawney. Jake led Mark down to the basement, which clearly had been remodeled sometime since his last visit. It seemed larger than the house above, with two underground stories, vaulted ceilings and the dread of a real dungeon throughout. They passed numerous rooms, some of which had strangely kinky sounds emanating, but Jake continued on, reaching another staircase down. This one seemed to project further out from under the house, but lead down to a single door some three stories beneath the ground. As they reached the damp bottom of the small staircase, he pulled out a single large key and opened the heavy wood door.

	Mark stepped in to a room seemingly hewn out of old stone. There wasn't much in the room, including light, but he could just pick out a heavy winch above the middle, where a hook projected up from the floor. As his eyes adjusted, he watched as Jake hooked the winch to the ring and hit a switch. A huge slab of stone, nearly two feet thick, lifted from the center of the floor, revealing a steel plate in more stone beneath it. The stone chunk, some five feet square, was set to the side and the winch attached to the metal plate.

	"We monitor her constantly via infrared lighting and cameras but she has no sense of it. It's really full isolation down there." Jake pulled aside the plate, which in itself was some four inches thick, before reattaching the winch to a chain hooked just inside the square hole. "The hole, as we call it, is climate controlled at an exact 72 degrees so there's no sense of time passage. There is just a touch of light around the base, enoughto keep the eyes healthy but not enough to provide much information or input."

	"How deep is that," Mark asked as he tried to peer down into the darkness.

	"About fifty feet down to the final plug, then another ten feet to the bottom, where she is," he said. "I showed her this whole thing before she went in the first time, sort of giving her the full impact of just how isolated she would be." Mark could imagine, seeing the process of extracting her. He watched as the chain pulled up another slab of rock that seemed to just fit in the whole. "It rests snuggly in a thick rubber gasket about ten feet from the floor. We could fill the middle tube with water if we wanted to and it wouldn't leak into the bottom." The final slab had another chain connected to it, which Jake then attached to the winch.

	"Ok, here she comes!" Mark was amazed at the whole thing, unable to fathom what Tawney was thinking.

	"How long has she been down here," mark asked.

	"Well, the first time was about four months, before we realized we couldn't find you and you weren't coming to visit. We pulled her out then and I just kept training her. She was pretty shaken up by that length of time, and made a pretty good slave for awhile. I figured you wanted me to continue with the heavy training, so I started making more permanent modifications after that. More hormone training, permanent piercings; the works. You were right, she was pretty rebellious, but I didn't falter. In late August she managed to kick me in the groin so I put her back down. She begged and cried but she got what she deserved. Besides, it's something you asked for anyway." Mark was just processing that she had been in this pit for ten months before his other words began to sink in.

	"What do you mean, 'I was right'?"

	"You're letter told us she'd resist heavily, but to ignore it," Jake said as he watched the hole. "I still can't believe she actually wanted to be this severe of a slave, but I figured you'd know her best. At first she was very eager but then I think it sank in and she wasn't so eager anymore!" Mark's head was swimming in confusion. Before he could understand, he heard scraping and looked down to see a steel box rise from the hole, trailing three hoses from below. Jake wrestled the box to the side, setting it down on the stone floor.

	Barely measuring three feet long, two feet high and two feet wide, the heavy steel sides, nearly three inches thick, had no holes or gaps except for a small slit on one end, at the very bottom. The three thick tubes were attached to the box, two at one end and the other, on the side of the slit. Jake stepped up to the end of the box and twisted the end of the single rubber tube, detaching it from the box. With a small tool he made a change to the gasket, unlocking it from the plate. Moving to the back of the box, he performed the same task with the other two tubes. Finished, he pulled a long rivet from the edge, then with the help of the winch, lifted the end panel up out of a snug slot, before setting it down to the side. Reaching inside, he used a key to unlock something, before pulling open a thick barred cage door. Reaching back inside, he grabbed the end of a heavy chain, from the sound of it, unlocking this from somewhere inside, before he pulled. The thing inside resisted, unwilling to leave the strange metal box. Jake pulled hard and soon something emerged. What came out looked nothing like Tawney, though the sweaty, naked figure was clearly female. As she crawled out without the use of her hands, her huge breasts brushed the ground, the heavy nipple rings and attached chains clinking against the bars at the bottom of the cage. She squinted from the light unable to handle even the dim lighting in the room.Mark could now see the three tubes were for waste and feeding, a tube dangling from her gagged mouth and two from the chastity belt behind her. With sudden realization, Mark stepped back in shock, not sure what he was seeing. Despite the massive changes to her, it was clearly Amy at Mark's feet.

	Jake had to steady his friend as the world spun into place. It took a moment, much of it staring down at the strangely tortured body before him.

	Jake had truly transformed the lovely Amy.Her head was shaved smooth, as were her eyebrows, not in a shaved way but in a truly hairless style that denoted permanent removal. Her body was covered in chains, with snug, heavy steel cuffs around her neck, upper arms, ankles and thighs. Thick, heavy chain connected her neck to her thighs, ankles to each other, and upper arms to ankles, with additional chain forming every possible option for connection. The weight alone must have been amazing and the result kept her in a near fetal position on her knees. Her arms had been folded into a reverse prayer, her hands disappearing into a single rubber bag that seemed sealed around her wrists. A ring at the end of the bag connected to the back of her collar in what appeared to be a welded fashion. It was clear she had been locked in this position for some time.

	Mark could see a wide series of piercings covering her face and body. A thick nose ring now dangled from her septum, resting against her upper lip, with a second ring set inside the first.. Her lips themselves were ringed along their lengths by what looked to be nearly 40 rings, creating a bizarre metal maw. Beneath her beach ball-sized breasts, Mark could see elongated nipples with several other rings or rods in each. Her waist was clearly corsetted, reducing her once slim waist to an incredibly small circumference. Without truly seeing it, Mark could tell she now wore a similar chastity device to Tawney's. Still unable to open her eyes, her mouth flexed open and closed, revealing a heavily pierced tongue.

	"She can't talk. I had tubes put down her throat and nostrils so she wouldn't try and choke on food or strangle herself." Mark was speechless.

	"How did this happen," he managed to croak out. "You said I had something to do with this?" Jake smiled, then looked concerned.

	"I'm confused. Didn't you send her to me?" Mark stammered something, his eyes unable to leave the transformed Amy.

	"We better talk," Jake said, leading Mark out of the room.

	 

	 

	 

	Epilogue

	 

	Mark practically lived in the entertainment room for the first two months of his stay. Jake had documented everything, from Tawney's early wishes as a slave through her training and transformation, and all of Amy's experiences. Once he got past the initial shock, he learned to enjoy it all. It didn't hurt to have Amy's rubberized mouth mounted to his cock. He had felt bad for a short time after Amy had been brought to realize that Mark had returned, but that she was going to stay as a permanent slave. It took Amy nearly a month to recover from nearly a year in the Hole. Mark feared she had been reduced to a broken form, but slowly she began to respond. Jake kept her sedated most of the time, so it wasn't until one morning that he and Mark decided she could handle the real world. They put her in bed with Mark and let the sedation wear off through the night. She was naked, but still with her arms in reverse prayer, corseted and pierced. She was laid in bed, her collar chained loosely to the headboard. Mark woke before her, waiting for her to respond. Slowly her eyes fluttered open, as if from a nightmare, seeing Mark beside her. She smiled.

	"Hello, Amy," Mark said gently. "How do you feel?"

	"I had a bad dream," she said softly, still partially asleep. "I dreamt I was turned into a permanent slave." Mark smiled, touching her cheek.

	"You are a slave, Amy," he said, watching her face turn to confusion. He pierced tongue slipped out of her mouth, running across her lips. She could feel the rings that circled each lip. Panic began to rise inside of her. Mark pulled aside the sheet covering her and her eyes rose to the mirror over the bed. Gasping, she took stock of her body.Her breasts stood out first, like basketballs on her chest, highlighted by a thick ring at the base of each nipple, a rod through the middle and a small ring near the tip. She was completely hairless, even her eyebrows gone. Her waist had been reduced to 17 1/2 inches, and the chastity belt was now a permanent fixture on her body. The vibration device responded as if on cue, stimulating her clit. Amy began to cry.

	"This is what you used to look like," Mark said, holding out a cute picture of the old Amy in a bikini. "Of course, you look nothing like that now. You can't grow hair on your body anymore, that chastity belt is permanent and both your breasts and waist are changed forever." Tears streamed down her face. She struggled to roll over, seeing her arms folded useless behind her. "I think that's permanent, too. So much for that psychology degree." Mark was enjoying this, his dark side shining through. He got out of bed, unlocking the chain from the headboard and yanking hard on her leash.

	"Get off the bed, slave," he said. She struggled to comply as she continued to cry, realizing what was happening. "That'll be the last time you're allowed in a real bed. You sleep on the floor or in some less comfortable accommodations we have for you. Now assume a slave posture." Amy obeyed, getting on her knees, legs spread, head down, back straight. She watched as her tears began to puddle on the floor in front of her chastity device.

	"So, I guess you thought it would be fun to be a slave after all?" Amy was silent. "You may speak, slave."

	"Yes… Master," Mark smiled.

	"You faked my handwriting and set it all up, assuming I'd be visiting Jake over the summer, so you'd only have to endure slavery for a couple months?"

	"Yes, Master." Mark reached down, playing with her nose ring, spinning it in what seemed to be an inset grommet in the cartilage of her septum. He found no seam in the ring. It was quite permanent.

	"I guess you couldn't have imagined the Hole, could you?" Amy began to cry hard again, probably thinking back to her collective year plus in the cage… "Tell me what that was like?" Amy tried to collect herself but it was a struggle.

	"It was horrible, Master. It was worse than anything I could imagine. I'd rather die than go back in there!" She wailed again in response to the thought.

	"You better behave, then, shouldn't you?"

	"Yes, Master, I promise! Please don't put me back there!"

	"Well, you made Jake very angry when you kicked him. He let you out so I could see you, but I'm pretty sure he'd just as soon put you back in for a long time." She leaned down, resting her head on my bare foot as she pleaded. I couldn't help admire how restricted her arms were, forced up her back.

	"No! Please, no, I promise to be good, I promise! I'll do anything."

	"Hmmm, anything? I hear Jake wouldn't mind making you a toilet for the house. Would you do that to avoid going into the Hole?" Amy looked away, trying to conceal her revulsion at the thought. Her answer was almost a whisper.

	"I am your slave. I will serve you any way you wish, just please, not the Hole." She looked up at him with wet eyes, pleading.

	"I'll tell you what I want," Mark said. "I want you to be my rubber doll."

	"You mean like Tawney, Master?"

	"Yes, like Tawney. Fully covered in rubber, no sight, no sound, no sense of touch except what you can feel through the rubber. I've always wanted my own rubber doll." Amy was panting. Mark wasn't sure if if the vibrator had turned on again or she was panicking. It wasn't much of a choice, considering both were fairly severe forms of sensory deprivation. She began to cry again. "It's rubber doll or the Hole again. Decide now, but this will be your last decision, maybe forever."

	"May the slave ask one question, Master?"

	"Yes, you may."

	"How long would you keep me as a rubber doll?"

	"As far as you're concerned, it might be permanent. But at least you'll get to please me, which is what you live for now." Amy cried openly now, nodding,

	"I would choose to be your rubber doll, Master," she whispered, resigned to her fate.

	 

	Upon returning to the surface after his experience with Amy, Mark had met another shock, namely Tawney. She was still Jake's rubber doll. He quickly came to realize that Tawney had been kept like that for over three years now, her small form still coated in head to toe rubber. Still Jake was reluctant to release her,but he agreed that after years in sensory deprivation, it might be wise to see if she still was sane. Mark found the whole concept otherworldly, and though he knew they were talking about his little sister, he found it hard to believe it was really her.

	Jake had admitted he thought it strange when he had received a letter from Mark the spring after Tawney had stayed with he and Amy. He found it even more curious that Mark was asking him to train Amy. The letter was quite specific in essence, in that he wanted her to be "put through her paces" and that Jake should "pull out all the stops," with little reference to actual training methods. It had made specific reference to isolation and control. The note had said that she preferred to fight, enhancing the feeling that this was all non-consensual. In Mark's own hand it had said, "the more she struggles the more she likes it." Considering what the letter suggested, a skeptical Jake had carefully compared handwriting to ensure it was really Mark, and after repeated attempts to call him, Jake had put it out of his mind. It wasn't until mid April that he had received a crate with a zip tied Amy struggling inside. In an envelope with her she had written a letter stating she wished to become a slave, to be trained fully by Jake until Mark joined them. Jake had happily complied.

	Clearly Amy had no idea what she was asking. Mark had only referred to Jake in vague terms, and her experience with Tawney as their rubber doll had seemed simple. She hadn't envisioned what it would be like to be encases as Mark's sister was. It was her ignorance, as well as Mark's prolonged disappearance that had sealed her fate. Mark was watching the first DVD, with Amy stretched taught in a back bending position. Her body was in a stringent spread eagle, facing up. The device was designed to stretch her wide, then push a bar into her back near the base, forcing her to bend backward. The wrist and ankle supports would move down at the same time until her body was nearly at a 90 degree angle. She was completely immobile, her head strapped back so she faced the opposite wall. Tiny rivulets of sweat moved across her rigid body. The camera stayed on this image for some time. After watching for 10 minutes, Mark was about to fast forward to some action, when a soft click echoed from the tape. Amy groaned. It was then that Mark looked closer, noticing how the system was designed to slowly stretch its victim more and more. The click was a ratchet system connected to her wrists and ankles, pulling her one inch tighter. His eyes dropped down to the time code at the bottom of the window. He noticed how it now showed hour eight when before it had said hour three. As he watched, it jumped again, this time to hour fourteen, and Mark realized that Amy had been in this position for at least eleven hours. Another click echoed in the chamber. Mark was now fascinated, watching closer. Over the next fifteen minutes, the time code jumped five more times, and as he saw Jake enter the room finally, he realized that he had just witnessed an intense thirty two hour stretching session.

	Jake moved to Amy, stroking her tortured abdomen. Her skin was as taught as an inflated balloon.

	"What a treat," Jake said as his hand caressed Amy's bare skin. "I wish I could thank Mark now for this opportunity. I think you'll make an excellent slave." He let his hand move down to her exposed pussy.

	"Thank you, Master," Amy whispered. Mark could see even on the video that Amy was trying to prove she could endure, but he could also see the fear in her eyes. Jake's fingers entered her pussy. Amy gasped. Soon he pulled out, letting his damp fingers reach her anus. With the lubricant he was able to push into her ass quickly. She grunted again, and Mark could see a small tear forming in her eye. After a moment, Jake pulled out and moved to her face, presenting his fingers to her mouth.

	"Lick," he commanded. Amy looked at him in revulsion.

	"No, Master. Not that," she pleaded. Jake reached his other hand to her nipple, twisting harshly.

	"I didn't ask you, slut," He barked. "You're a slave now. What you want or don't want is of no concern. You are here to serve me, Mark, and anyone else we command, and in any way we see fit. Now lick my fingers clean." He presented his fingers again and twisted her nipple harder. Amy's mouth flew open and she sucked eagerly, tears rolling down her face. Jake soon pulled his fingers free, leaving Amy to endure the horrible taste, while he continued examining her. His hands groped her breasts.

	"I think some hormone treatment to grow out these breasts, coupled with waist training, should do you some good," Jake said. "I think we can grow these 36D's to a 36 triple F in about six months." Amy had begun to cry, but didn't react until his next comment. "I've got a new design on my permanent chastity device. It's now designed to stimulate you enough to keep you on the brink of orgasm at all times, with no release. I think that's far worse than no contact, don't you?"

	"Please! No! Don't do those things to me! I don't really want to be a slave!I just wanted to prove to Mark that I could do it! Please stop. Call Mark. He'll tell you!" As she continued to plead, Mark calmly grabbed a ballgag, then walked around to her face, before kneeling down to her eye level.

	"So you don't really want to be a slave," he asked, stroking her hair.

	"No! I wanted to try it for a little while, but only until Mark came to visit. I wanted him to be proud of me, but I never wanted anything permanent! You were just kidding about that stuff, weren't you?" Amy's pleading eyes searched Jake's face.

	"You experienced Mark's sister Tawney, didn't you?" Amy nodded. "Do you think that, after receiving a letter from Mark telling me that you wanted nothing more than to be the ultimate slave, I would let him, and you, down?" Amy began to panic again, new tears running from her eyes.

	"It was a prank, just a joke," she mumbled. "I only wanted to show Mark I could do it…" Jake continued to stroke her hair, before suddenly shoving the ballgag into her mouth. It was huge, filling her jaws. He strapped it on as tight as he could pull.

	"Mark said you'd fight," he said has he as he went to a tray beside the table. He tapped a hypodermic to make sure no air was trapped. "I'm gonna be nice and knock you out for awhile, Amy. When you wake up you'll officially be a slave." Amy screamed behind her gag, trying to struggle, but the table held her firm. Sheer panic covered her face as she fought what she knew had become her fate. Jake calmly used a alcohol swab on her arm before sticking the needle in. Amy was frantic, and Mark could just imagine the sheer terror that she was going through. He was certain the true weight of slavery to Jake had set in.

	As the drug began to take hold, Jake stroked her hair. "We'll start with permanently removing all this lovely hair." Amy's eyes went wide and with one final whisper of protest, she lost consciousness.

	 

	Mark looked down at his rubber doll Amy, practically indistinguishable from Tawney, except for the larger breasts and heavier piercings. He watched her rubberized tongue work over his cock, her newly capped rubber teeth creating an additional warm sensation as they touched the shaft. He stroked her smooth rubber head, noting the lack of any sign of eyes or ears. Only the heavy titanium ring dangling from her septum broke the seamless form. With the remote he turned the DVD carousel and selected a new sequence.

	The time stamp said it was only three weeks later. The image was of a mirrored room. In the center was Amy. Hairless now as Mark had seen her taken from the cage, with her extensive piercings as well, though her breasts seemed to be still original size, or nearly so. She was kneeling on the floor, her body naked except for the gleaming metal of cuffs and collar, as well as the chastity belt and corset. Her hands were trapped in what appeared to be tight rubber bags, with her wrists pulled wide from her body. Heavy chain locked them to rings in the floor. Similar chains attached to each side of her collar and then to the walls, holding her upright. She was forced into her kneeling position with these chains, along with another that extended from her nose ring to a ring in the floor in front of her.

	Mark watched closely as her only input, that of her chastity belt, attacked her clit. She clearly had been enduring this for several weeks, but he could still see her breathing quicken. She closed her eyes as the machine brought her close to orgasm when suddenly her face twisted in pain. New tears followed the trail of many past as she groaned in despair.

	After fifteen minutes the vibrators clearly started again, this time taking longer but resulting in the same. Mark recalled Jake's proposed modification and quickly realized what his ex-girlfriend was experiencing. Fully automated, the unit over her clit would not only vibrate but pulse as well, quickly bringing its victim close to orgasm. A newly added feature detected when she was on the brink, shutting off the vibrator and replacing it with harsh shocks to needles sunk into the base of her clit. Not only was Amy not allowed to orgasm, while being kept near the brink at all times, but each close call was rewarded with a strong electric zap.

	A panel opened revealing Jake. Closing the mirrored door behind him, he admired Amy's chained form.

	"How are you doing, Amy," he asked, touching her smooth skull. Amy, weakened and humiliated by her torment couldn't even look to him.

	"Please let me go," she mumbled, unseen piercings on her tongue disrupting her speech. "I don't want any of this. Please stop." Mark just smiled.

	"Oh, I don't think so. Mark's letter was quite clear, and you agreed to anything I wanted to do. You set no time limit nor any limits on modifications, permanent or otherwise."

	"No! I wrote that letter! It wasn't him," she cried. Mark grabbed her hips, lifting her up on to her feet. She had to bend over to avoid yanking on her nose ring, creating a perfect target for Jake.

	"I'm sure you'd say anything to stop now, wouldn't you? Considering you probably expected being tied up and abused, maybe fucked. But that's not what I'm about, and Mark knows that. He may not seem like it, but deep down he's just like me. He used to dream about a pain slut like you, that he could torture and abuse. I think you'll fit that bill just right." Jake lowered his pants and lined up for entry. "Now let's work more on your anal skills. Remember, you'll never experience vaginal penetration again, so you better learn to like this!" He pushed in hard as Amy cried out, unable to resist.

	 

	Mark switched chapters, finding a familiar view, a fixed camera in the small room leading to the Hole. After a moment, Jake entered, pulling a terrified Amy behind him via a chain to her nose ring. Mark had to admire his ex-girlfriend in this image, even though he knew that she was being transformed against her will. She was still naked, with only piercings, corset and chastity belt on her body. A new addition of ballet shoes had her prancing on her toes despite the two links of chain holding her ankle cuffs close. Her arms were locked behind her at wrist and elbow, the upper arms cuffs literally connected together, forcing her shoulders back, with her wrist cuffs merged as well. Both hands now disappeared into a single rubber bag.

	Mark could swear Amy's breasts had already grown, their already lovely form rounding out a bit. Amy was gagged, tossing her head in defiance against the leash that Jake tugged on. The ballet shoes highlighted her long legs. Mark couldn't help but get excited seeing her controlled like this. He placed his hand on the back of her rubberized head and pushed his further expanding cock down her throat. With the feeding tube in place and nose tubes for breathing, he could literally fill her mouth, evenpressing deep into her throat. Obediently, Amy held the new position, letting her tongue swirl around his shaft. Jake's voice brought Mark's eyes back to the screen. Jake pulled off the ballgag.

	"Are you enjoying being my slave, Amy," Jake asked as he caressed her pierced nipples.

	"No, Master," Amy said quietly.

	"Well, you now live for Mark, and for myself, so it doesn't matter if you're enjoying yourself." A shudder moved through Amy's body and Jake reached down to her chastity device, patting it gently. "How do you like your new friend?" Amy's eyes lowered further, humiliation spreading across her face.

	"I don't like it, Master." Jake laughed as Amy began to pant again.

	"I think my modifications are working well. I thought Tawney's device was good in that it goes on immediately when she's calmed down. Yours seems to be much more torturous in that it is much more random. It may turn on five times in a row, followed each time by that shock to your clit, but sometimes it may not turn on for a couple days. It prevents your body from just learning to endure. Instead, you can be brought close to a real orgasm before it punishes you." Just as he finished, the belt shut off, pumping electricity into her clit. Amy cried out in pain. "Do you find that worse than Tawney's?"

	"Yes, sir," she gasped. "It hurts. Please make it stop!"

	"I'm sorry to say, but it's permanent, Amy. You'll experience that for the rest of your life." Amy moaned again, tears rolling down her cheeks.

	"I don't want to be a slave," she cried softly. "I don't want to be modified. Please, let me go."

	"I can't do that, Amy. It's too late. You've just experienced a little of the changes I've got in store for you. Now I want to introduce you to a new feature of the house. Let's get you ready." Mark attached her nose leash to a dangling chain before reaching for the winch. As he started lifting the slabs and steel, he explained. "We call this the Hole, and you'll be the first to experience it. I've always been fascinated by sensory deprivation and the Hole is sort of the ultimate answer." Amy watched with wide eyes as the first massive slab lifted up, then the metal plate, and finally the second stone. As the cage raised up, she began to pull away, stopped by a painful twist on her nose ring. She was beginning to guess her fate. As Mark lifted out the steel plates that closed off the small box, revealing the tiny cage inside, he could hear her whimper.

	"The concept is ultimate sensory deprivation. You go in that cage, chained in place, with attachments for feeding and waste removal. Then you're lowered in the hole, which is about sixty feet deep, by the way, then sealed in with these thick slabs." Amy was in shock now, standing rigid as she stared at Jake, tears pouring down her face.

	"Wa… what happens to me down there?" Jake unhooked her nose chain, leading her to the edge of the Hole.

	"Well, nothing, actually. There won't be any visible light, no sound. I keep the temperature constant. Food will be put directly into your stomach so you won't eat, and waste will be taken away as well. I guess all you'll have to focus on is your belt." Amy looked to Jake, then fell into him.

	"Oh, please, Master! Don't put me down there! Please, I beg you! I'll do anything you ask, I'll never do anything wrong again, just don't put me down there! Please!" The desperation in her voice made Mark wince until he remembered that it had already happened. Her knees had collapsed as she rested against Jake. The fear had nearly made her lose consciousness.

	"Let's just get you in position. Maybe I'll only keep you down there for a few hours, just to see how it is." Amy seemed encouraged by this, though Mark could tell Jake was lying. She was so desperate for any hope she was unable to see it.

	"Let's get you prepared." He pulled her to the cage, forcing her to her knees. A heavy bag of chains were dumped out beside her and he began to attach them. The first chain, from collar to newly placed thigh cuffs held her in a bent position. Loose chains from ankles to wrist cuffs, as well as to elbow cuffs, began to weigh her down. Somewhat lighter chains, though still heavy, attached nipple rings to nose ring. Reaching behind her, Jake used a special wrench to tighten her severe corset further, causing Amy to burst into tears while trying to find breath, despite the considerable compression. Jake then coerced Amy into the cage. From behind, Jake pushed a rubber tube and its gasket against the fitting for her vaginal dildo until it clicked into position. A long anal plug was greased then slid into her anus, locking to a fitting at the base of the belt. Another tube connected to it dangled out.

	"Open your mouth," Jake ordered. Amy, terrified, obeyed. Jake pushed a rubber mouth mold into her mouth.The mass fit to the inside of her teeth, pressing her tongue to the bottom of her mouth. The design fit perfectly, removing not only Amy's use of her tongue but effectively gagging her. Like a spring, the rubber resisted flexing, only pushing her mouth back open again as she struggled to close it. Mark ignored her whining protests, selecting a long tube and sliding it through the hole at the end of the mold.

	"Swallow," he ordered. Amy fought it for a moment, but soon the relentless pressure combined with her body's instinct, forced her to comply. As the tube reached her stomach the end in her mouth clicked into position, locking it in place. Without delay, he pushed the larger tube into her mouth until it clicked into the back gasket.Final chains connected to her neck, holding her face in the middle of the cage, before he winched in the two end plates. Once placed, Jake attached the feeding tube line to the gasket in the metal plate, following suit with the vaginal and anal tubes. There was enough slack to allow Amy to move without pulling or bending the tubes. He finished placing the top, side and backside plates, sliding the rivets into place on the seams to hold them firmly. Amy was beginning to panic, unsure what she was facing. Jake faced her from the side.

	"Ok, you're set. The anal and vaginal tubes will provide enemas and douches from time to time. The feeding tube will provide nourishment on regular intervals. That's about it." Amy was crying quietly, her pleading eyes asking the obvious question, "I'm sorry, but I lied. I'm gonna keep you down there until Mark shows up, which at this point should be about two months or so. That is, unless something happens, then it could be longer!" Jake chuckled as Amy screamed despite the feeding tube, trying to fight against her bonds. "Don't bother struggling, Amy. You're helpless. You're not getting out of this. That's what being my slave is about. You got to see how Tawney lives now, and you're no different. You think this is bad, just wait. I can do worse." Amy's cries turned to panic stricken fear as Jake lowered the last panel into place. Three black rubber tubes extending up from the Hole were fit to the appropriate attachments extending from the metal prison and quickly Jake was lowering the cage down to the bottom. After moments, the final plug was in place, leaving Amy to her torment.

	 

	The DVD's went on and on. Mark watched as Amy was taken out after four months in the hole. He could see her breasts had grown, though they still were somewhat reasonable. She seemed almost catatonic as he pulled her out of the cage, unsure if she was dreaming or this was reality. Jake wasted no time in making further modifications. Amy, though subdued at first from her horrible experience, still had enough fight to cry at Jake's announcement that he was going to remove her teeth in favor of the rubberized caps like Tawney wore, and to make her piercings permanent. Another section showed the twins using Amy as their toy, sitting on her face and teaching her to lick their asses, before putting on strap on dildos and taking turns between Amy's mouth and ass. Mark wasn't sure when it had happened, but he noticed during one of the sections that Amy's arms had been trained to reverse prayer. Over the two weeks he watched as Amy was flogged, tortured and bound, but she still maintained a sense of defiance in some way or another. Eventually he got to her kick to the crotch. Jake was furious, and didn't hesitate in dragging her back to the Hole. At that point Amy was frantic, trying to apologize, offering her mouth, her ass, anything to prevent a visit to the Hole. Jake ignored her completely, forcing her back into the tiny cage. Before sealing it up, he shared his only words with her.

	"As you probably figured, Mark isn't coming. That means you're mine. I'm sick of your attitude and have other things I would prefer to deal with. So this time you're going in to the Hole for years, maybe permanently. You may spend the rest of your life down there, thinking about how you should have just accepted that you're a slave. Goodbye." Witha clang he dropped the final panel in place and lowering her down. Her screams slowly diminished.

	 

	 

	Mark was enjoying the tandem tongues of the twins on his cock and balls, watching them lick up either side, then kiss with his shaft in between. Both girls had been fitted with their own chastity belt as well, and though they were very willing submissives, the intensity of the belts made them all the more eager to please. Whether an attribute they already had, or if it was learned once they had no choice, both had learned to orgasm with only anal penetration, and had even learned if they tongued each other's asses they could come as well. For the first few months they came more times than in the previous years combined, largely because their belts helped them get close to orgasm, and a sister's well placed tongue finished the job. Even the shocks that accompanied that proximity added to their pleasure. Jake had to come up with something different that might slow them down. The first was to disable the belts all together, so they received no stimulation at all. Despite this, the girls still managed to bring each other to orgasm, perhaps with longer sessions, but nonetheless in defiance to Jake's wishes. He considered removing their tongues, but both men agreed that would be as much a punishment for them as to girls. In the end a small amount of electronics manipulation served them both. The belts were adjusted to return to their original state, in keeping both girls on the brink of orgasm only to deliver shocks to bring them back down. Now, however, if the girls tried to pleasure each other, both belts would deliver an extended and increased amount of shocks to their clits.

	Mark and Jake enjoyed watching the first discovery of this feature via the closed circuit TV system. Left alone, Blush and Pout began to fondle and kiss each other until Pout moved behind Blush to begin licking her anus. On first contact, both bodies jolted in pain, pulling apart and writhing on the floor as they grasped their concealed crotches. The shocks lasted ten minutes, pulsating to increase the intensity. After the electricity shut off, the girls, panting from the pain, tried it again, this time Blush to Pout. Once again they found themselves experiencing the harsh shocks.

	"I had it rigged so it has a proximity sensor. If they kiss or touch above the belt, or even below the knees, it's fine. But anywhere around the crotch they'll get those shocks." Mark smiled at the devious ploy.

	 

	As Mark enjoyed their tongues, he watched Jake practice his single tail whip on one of the new slaves. A tiny asian beauty who had answered an ad, she had turned into their practice canvas. As she stood on her ballet shoes, her head fully hooded, her body was crisscrossed in scars and welts. Jake was adding more to her large breasts, her body bucking in response to each stroke. Unlike the other girls her breasts had been squeezed out by metal bands at their base. Mark had watched Jake put them on, the thin metal spikes sinking into her skin to hold them in place. The result pushed her breasts out, forming a better target for the whip. She had signed a five year contract, though after the fist three months had begged for release. Jake, as usual, ignored her. Soon, the girl came to accept her fate, and now challenged Pout and Blush regularly for most obedient and most masochistic member of their household. The fourth member, a tall redhead named Carrie, was standing rigidly in the corner, her body cast in clear plastic resin. Jake had loved the idea of a slave completely controlled, yet able to experience time, unlike the Hole. He had devised the encasement for long term use. Tubes, like used in the Hole, kept Carrie alive, though their more high tech design make them far less evident. What was left was a naked, pierced and corsetted girl trapped in perfect and stringent spread eagle, like a bug in clear plastic. She had no ability to hear or speak, of course, but her eyes remained alive as she watched the world go by around her. The difference between Carrie and the other girls is that she chose this fate, signing up for the role, then picking her own date of release through random draw. A two sided clock set into the resin near the top edge, visible to both the room and to Carrie, counted back, while another date remained the same. She had a little less than six years to go.

	Mark wondered when they were going to bring up Amy and Tawney. It had been three years since Mark had made Amy his rubber doll, and only six months after that when he realized that he was bored with her. Three months before that, Jake had announced he was going to put Tawney in the hole. He had removed her from the rubber doll role as Amy had replaced her, and it took her two months to return to some sense of normal. It was Tawney who heard about her coming stint in the hole. She had only recovered for three days when Jake had told her, and though tears streamed down her eyes, she didn't argue. Even as he fitted her in the cage, she was quiet. Mark knew then that she had accepted her fate.

	Jake suggested they put Amy away as well, while they focused on the twins and new girls.A second Hole was created and after a year with Amy as his rubber doll, he put her in the cage and lowered her back down. Both Tawney and Amy had been stored away for over four years now, and though they were kept alive with machines, Mark was sure that Tawney might be permanently affected. Amy, though rubberized, must have realized what had happened,, considering her immobility and lack of use. It wasn't until she was down there for a few months that Jake admitted Mark could activate a speaker in her ear plugs and talk to her. Mark jumped at the chance.

	"Hello, Amy," he said into the small microphone, watching the infrared camera outside the box. It only showed the steel, but it helped for him to have something to look at. "I bet you're wondering what happened. Well, I know I promised one or the other, but I lied. I did make you a rubber doll, as you know, but I got tired of you. You're in the Hole now, in case you couldn't tell. Jake and I are going to keep you down there for a long time. It's sort of an experiment, really. You see, we don't think you've truly been broken. We think you are resigned to being a slave, but haven't truly accepted it. So we're going to give you some years to think about it, alone in the Hole. When we take you out, we may just have to keep you as a rubber doll since you may not be good for much else, but at least you'll be broken. Don't fret. You can live alone down there with the knowledge that you have company. Six feet through the stone behind you is my sister Tawney. Jake decided to store her away as well. Now just relax and enjoy your little metal box. I won't speak to you for a long time, if ever again. Just remember that I warned you back at school, that slavery to me and Jake wouldn't be easy. Now you realize I was right." He flipped off the switch, plunging her back into silence.

	He could almost swear he hear a blood curdling scream before he switched off the camera.

	 

	 

	The End

	 

	 

	 

	 

	The Stage

	 

	I was contacted by a young lady who asked me to write her a story that dealt with her fantasies about forced enemas and bondage. I wrote this for her, but after sending it along, she never contacted me again. Thanks a lot! Anyway, I love the story and hope you do, too.

	 

	Corri tried to shift in her bondage but found little room to flex. She had been kneeling on the stone floor of her cell for two days now, unable to move at all. Her arms, bound behind her until her elbows touched and wrists where tight together, could no longer help her struggle. The wide collar around her throat had been connected to an old, heavy ring in the floor by a piece of strong chain. Her ankles had been strapped to her thighs to prevent her from standing. She could not even cry out with the large ball gag filling her mouth. The only food she had had in the last two days was the cum the owner, Mr. Tyrle forced down her throat as he made her suck him off repeatedly. Corri still had no idea what she was doing here or what had happened.

	"Come in, Corri," Mr. Tyrle offered as he held the door open for her.

	"The ad said you are looking for floor talent. Is that much like a waitress," she asked as she took a seat at the empty bar. The club, housed in an industrial area, was empty this early in the morning. New to town, Corri hadn't heard of it, but she needed the job and wasn't being particular. As Mr. Tyrle handed her the application, Corri shifted her legs more suggestively. Though she abhorred using her body to gain favor, she wanted this position regardless of what it entailed. This was her fifth interview and, despite her experience when in Missouri, there seemed to be no immediate positions available. Mr. Tyrle had convinced Corri that he was definitely hiring and would love to meet her.

	The form was typical until it got to the bottom. She reluctantly filled in her measurments. She was proud of her good body and her 34C breasts. With her blonde hair and dark eyes, she knew she would not have trouble in life. She was determined to use those attributes now to get this job. Maybe it's for a uniform, she thought as she moved to the next section. Even more unusual where the questions about her personal life. She had no family in town nor any friends yet, making the section simple to complete. She brushed off the strange questions and turned her best smile to Mr. Tyrle.

	"What can I do to convince you that I'm the right girl, Mr. Tyrle?" As soon as she said it, Corri regretted it. She didn't want to have sex with him but that's how it came out. Regardless of her beautiful smile and beautiful body, she was somewhat of a prude and proud of it. She sat nervously as he looked over the application, ignoring her strange offer. Finally, he looked up and smiled.

	"Can I offer you a drink? Coffee?" He jumped over the counter and began pouring two cups. Corri took the moment to glance around the club. It was quite unremarkable, with a low stage dominating the center of the main room. Tables seem to cover the floor, leaving no room for dancing. As she turned back, her cup of coffee sat before her. To be polite, she sipped it as Mr. Tyrle made small talk about Los Angeles. It only took a moment before Corri began to feel dizzy. Mr. Tyrle was there to catch her as she fainted and slumped to the floor.

	After the long period in darkness, the stream of light that poured in as the door was opened caused Corri to squint. Hands grabbed her roughly, unhooked her collar chain and unstrapped her legs, leading her out of the room. Corri, afraid and disoriented, could hear a large crowd nearby as she was led down the hall and into a large room filled with stage pieces and props. A temporary shower was turned on and Corri was pushed underneath the cool water. Hands scrubbed her body as others untied her arms. She was carefully washed, then dried with large towels. Corri took the moment to look around her, wondering what was going on. The harsh overhead lights back stage prevented her from seeing to the distance; she could only see the people immediately around her. Two girls dried her, the jingle of chains drawing Corri's attention down. She could see the girls had cuffs and heavy chains holding their ankles and wrists close. Wide collars where locked around their necks. Before Corri could react, she was led out of the shower area. Her wrists where raised above her head as wrist cuffs where strapped on her. A matching set of ankle cuffs connected to rings in the floor held her legs apart. The two girls quickly and expertly shaved her pussy clean then turned their attention to the rest of her body. By the time they where finished, she was clean shaven below her neck. Already trimmed somewhat, the cool air on her bare clit felt strange. Released from her standing bondage, wider, tighter cuffs where attached to her ankles and her her arms where retied behind her. Once her wrists where bound and the strap around her elbows had pulled her lower arms together, she could feel a new strap circling her arms just above the elbows. The strap was pulled tight, forcing her shoulders back even farther, pushing her breasts out as her back was forced straight. The ball gag was rechecked and the collar removed as she was led out through the curtains.

	The stage was lit with bright lights but Corri could still see the huge crowd of people amassed before her. She tried to stop and turn, embarrassed to be seen naked and bound like this in front of others, but firm hands pushed her forward. She could make out a simple contraption at the end of the stage. A three foot tall pole stuck out from center stage. At its top, a half ring of wide leather with attached end straps stood empty. Split wide and slightly further down stage where two tall poles joined at the top by a crossbeam. The poles, separated by six feet, held two cables with clips at the ends, with the other ends joining at a small winch. Corri was led to a position between the poles and forced to kneel. She was ashamed at this public exposure, hanging her head in shame. All hands left her then and she could sense the crowd hush as a man approached her. Mr. Tyrle rested his hand on her blonde hair, stroking it as he spoke.

	"Ladies and gentlemen. I bring you a new act tonight. This is Corri. She has been captured for your pleasure and we will train her as a slave tonight. The goal, as you all know, is to break her will on stage." The crowd roared in excitement at this concept as a chill ran through Corri's bound body. Panic set in as she listened to Mr. Tyrle. "We have a new dominatrix tonight, who uses some unusual techniques to break her slaves. I think you should all enjoy her, as well as the participation she will ask of you.”

	The crowd applauded as Mr. Tyrle left the stage. Corri could just turn to see a tall woman approach from backstage. She was a blonde beauty, at least 6 foot tall, covered in tight latex. She walked over to Corri and leaned to whisper in her ear.

	"At the end of this evening, you will be a willing slave," she said softly. "Don't do me any favors and give up early. Because I won't let up. I will continue until I feel you have endured enough pain and humiliation." With that she snapped her fingers and two of her slave girls ran out. Unlike the simply chained girls who had washed Corri, these had obviously been through much more. Both girls walked on stage wearing ballet point shoes strapped to their feet. Both had been pierced multiple times and branded just above their assholes. Corri shuddered to think what other tortures they had endured and that she was just about to endure.

	Corri's ball gag was pulled out and replaced with a head harness of straps that laced tightly around her head. The gag forced between her teeth was an O gag, holding her mouth open. She was turned to sit just in front of the small rod and forced to bend over until her neck rested in the leather cradle. The straps where attached in back of her neck and pulled until the new collar held her tight. She could only feel as the cables where attached to her ankle cuffs and the winch turned, lifting her legs into the air. The crank turned until she was pulled painfully taut. Her body was now at a 45 degree angle, her ankles lifted high and wide in the air. Her newly shaven pussy and ass where displayed toward the audience. Corri was helpless. Her neck was held tight to the pole by the collar, her arms bound mercilessly behind her. She was exposed completely to the audience. Even her large breasts dangled beneath her, available to the mistress.

	"Ladies and gentleman," the mistress said, addressing the audience. "This evening, I will train Corri as my new toilet slave." Corri was unsure what this meant, but she was sure it couldn't be good. "Thank you for your assistance throughout the evening. Your deposits will prove to be a most helpful tool." Corri watched as the two slaves rolled over a covered cart. The towel was removed to show a clear glass container of greenish yellow liquid. Corri knew that it was urine from the patrons of the club.

	"First, I will start with some torment to bring Corri around." The mistress brought a riding crop up hard on Corri's clit. The O ring could not stop the scream that escaped her mouth as Corri yelled from the pain. She was unable to escape the torment as another and another stroke landed on her pussy. The crowd began to cheer with each scream of pain the whip stroke brought out. After a few moments, as Corri began hardening to the pain of the crop, the mistress switched to a rubber stranded whip. Now, rather than focusing only on the upward strokes destined for Corri's pussy, the whip was now brought up and down, alternately punishing her clit and her asshole. The new pain brought Corri back to life and the crowd began clapping with the strokes. The torment continued for twenty minutes as the mistress varied her stoke between her clit, pussy and asshole, pausing every five minutes to tighten the winch, removing any motion from Corri's body. Once finished, the mistress ordered one of her slave girls to lick Corri's tortured crotch. The girl's tongue began arousing Corri despite her recent punishment and new sounds, now soft moans, began escaping her.

	As her slave pleasured Corri, the mistress selected two rubber straps and kneeled down beneath her. A loop was slipped around the base of Corri's dangling breasts and, without preamble, was yanked tight. The sudden pressure caused Corri to break from the feelings of pleasure and refocus on her chest. The strap was pulled so tight that the base of her breast was only four inches in diameter. The greater portion was bulging out in a ball of tight skin, slowly turning red from the limited circulation. Quickly, the other breast was similarly bound, leaving two tight red orbs dangling beneath her body. Slowly the pain built. The whistle of an object through the air gave little warning as the mistress brought a bamboo cane up hard onto her bound breasts. Corri bucked and screamed in agony as another stroke landed across her nipples. The pain was excruciating as her punished breasts, increasingly sensitive from their bondage, where marked with the heavy marks of the bamboo. After a short time the whipping stopped while the mistress applied sharp nipple clamps to Corri's abused nipples. The sharp teeth felt as if they where cutting off her nipples as the chain that held them together was weighted down with small pieces of lead. Corri could not stand the intense pain as the mistress resumed her canning, lacing careful welts across her purple breasts.

	Close to fainting, Corri could sense that the punishment was finished for now and she tried to regain her senses. Her breasts, still bound and stretched by the heavy lead weights, where ebbing from the marks the cane had left behind. Her attention was refocused as one of the slave girls attached a strap to a ring at the top of her head harness and, threading it through her elbow strap, yanked back hard, forcing Corri's head to tilt up severely. As the strap was tied off, Corri could not push her head forward at all. She was now forced to look straight forward. She could feel a new pressure around her ass. The mistress lubricated a special butt plug then forced it deep into Corri's ass. Corri gasped in pain. She had never had anything placed there and the shock and embarrassment brought tears to her eyes. She could feel as the mistress adjusted something on the outside base and the ring just inside her anus grew seemingly sharp extensions, holding the plug inside her despite any efforts to force it out. The plug had a small valve control and a connection for a tube. The slave girls rolled the large vat of urine between Corri's legs. A hose connected to the base of the container was attached to the butt plug and the container raised high. The patrons' urine began filling up Corri. The enema was large, the three gallons of urine completely forced inside. Corri's eyes began watering as her distended stomach brought a new pain to her. A squeeze pump allowed the mistress to force the last few ounces into her victim and the small valve was closed to hold it in.

	Corri was having difficulty staying conscious from the pain of the obscene enema. Part of her wanted to vomit from the concept of having the waste of so many strangers forced inside her, but she knew she would gain no sympathy from the mistress.

	A slave girl returned to Corri's head harness and attached a new device. The gag fit precisely into the O ring, feeding a wide tube into her mouth and positioning it toward the throat. The wide end held her tongue to the base of her mouth while helping to hold her mouth wide. Wide rubber straps held the contraption in place.

	"Ladies and gentlemen. Now we will commence the final test of our newest slave girl." Corri could feel something being hooked to the butt plug then fed underneath her. She saw the slave girl attaching a tube to the new gag in front of her. She had little interest in this new torment as the pain from the forced enema was a suitable distraction. She could feel the mistress lean in to her.

	"Corri, even if I haven't broken you yet, I will. You will never escape me for the rest of your life. I will train you to service my every need, and any other person as well. Welcome to slavery." The words cut deep into Corri's soul. She knew in her heart she would never be released, and would serve this woman, or anybody she was sold to, forever. But she still wanted to resist, hoping it was all a nightmare.

	"I will now release the valve," the mistress said to the crowd. "Corri must hold her bowels to prevent your enema from entering her mouth. We will, of course, encourage her to forget her self control.”

	Corri nearly panicked and lost that control as her new mistress made the announcement. She was in such pain from the pressure inside of her. She was sure she could not stem the tide of the urine she held in her bowels. She felt her mistress twist the valve on the butt plug and she quickly clenched down on her anus to hold the flow. It took all her effort and, with little practice at it, prevented all but a slight trickle to escape. The clear hose revealed a couple cups of yellow liquid slipping out of her ass, running down the hose and to the gag. The audience cheered as the urine disappeared into Corri's mouth.

	Corri nearly choked as the urine entered her gag. The gag was designed to filter the liquid around her mouth before she was forced to swallow it. Her gag reflex clamped her throat tight but the two cups alone where enough to fill her cheeks before forcing the vile fluid down her throat. She knew better than to inhale, knowing that if she where to drown in the enema the crowd would only cheer louder. Corri fought the urge to throw-up and swallowed the urine. The thought of drinking not only enema water but the piss of a crowd of strangers brought new feelings of defeat. Corri slumped in her bonds in near collapse. Unfortunately, her slight distraction allowed even more urine to escape her ass before she frantically forced herself to clamp it off. Again she let the fluid fill her mouth before forcing herself to swallow. She would not allow herself to relax again.

	Without warning, the mistress began laying heavy stripes from a hard leather whip across Corri's bound arms and back. The shock of the strokes caused Corri to nearly lose control, but she had learned her lesson and steeled herself for the onslaught. She was determined not to give in to this woman and the sadistic audience around her. After 100 strokes, the mistress switched whips to a 9 stranded rubber whip with knots in the end and refocused her attention on Corri's bound and punished breasts. She had almost forgotten about her breast bondage, but the first stroke of the horrible whip brought the pain back. Her breasts, already purple from the tight rubber strap around their bases, seemed to be splitting as the knots struck the taught skin. The nipple clamps held tight despite the strokes, swinging the lead wide hard beneath her and pulling the teeth tighter. Suddenly, a hard lash on her pussy caused her to jump. One of the slaves was now bringing a thin, flat leather paddle up from below, striking Corri's clit so hard the force lifted her body. The pain from both whips was so intense, Corri began losing consciousness. Her throat, raw from screaming behind the tube gag, only squeaked now as each blow sent a new ribbon of pain through her body. Tears now streamed down her cheeks freely. The third slave had brought out a tray of tools and quickly raised a tool up to Corri's nose. She could only watch as the small teeth fit into her nostrils and clamped down on her septum. With a quick squeeze, Corri could feel the tool cut a hole through her nose. The pain was excruciating. The slave removed the tool and slipped a heavy nose ring through the hole. As the two ends where joined, she took a hot soldering iron and permanently merged the two pieces of metal. As the ring was made a permanent fixture of Corri's face, a side effect began creeping up the ring. The heat from the soldering iron began overheating the metal. As the intense heat reached her septum, it cauterized the new wound. Corri howled as her flesh was burned by the hot metal and the crowd cheered. The tube was gushing with the enema fluid, coursing quickly from her ass into her mouth. Corri fought away the pain and swallowed quickly, unable to turn back the tide of her release. Finally managing to stop the flow, she drank the rest of the liquid, nearly choking as she discovered a few solid pieces, no doubt her own feces mixed amongst the urine.

	It took only two piercings of her tortured nipples and a brand new clit ring before Corri had emptied her enema into her own stomach. The crowd, ecstatic from the show, gave the mistress a standing ovation. Corri, still bound tight in place, had passed out finally from the pain. The slaves removed the butt plug then unlashed her ankles and removed the neck collar, pulling the unconscious body up and to her knees at the feet of her new owner. Slowly, Corri regained consciousness. But something had changed on her face. A sense of defeat now covered her once proud features. Her head, slumped forward, gave away the mistress's success. As the crowd continued to cheer, the mistress attached a leash to Corri's new nose ring and led her off stage to her fate.

	The End

	 

	 

	 

	 

	Endrance 

	By Thndrshark 

	Part 1

	Slipping off her bathrobe, Samantha found her hands caressing the skin of her stomach and up to her breasts. She looked hard for proof of her age, finding little but confidence in her eyes. Even she would be hard pressed to believe she had just turned 40. Years ago, when she was just starting out in the business world, she had been a striking brunette, who used her beauty and charms to get what she wanted. Now, 20 years later, she found she had everything she had set out to achieve. Her position of Vice President had been earned both through her own sweat as well as the blood of not just a few contemporaries, men and women alike, who stood in her way. The office gossip had always involved the she-bitch Samantha Bennet, someone you didn’t want to lock horns with. Samantha enjoyed the reputation, and enjoyed instilling fear in her employees. The combination of her now striking beauty and steely attitude created a bubble of intimidation around her.

	Now, standing naked in front of the mirror, she knew that she had been fortunate to avoid the typical signs of age someone might expect. Her breasts hadn’t sagged, but were still perky and round. When dating years ago, men had assumed she had had a breast job. The 38D size, coupled with a nearly perfect shape, was easy to mistake for fake. She let her hands run over them, cupping the flesh, holding their weight, before pinching her nipples that sprang out in response. Gasping in delight, she released them. She had always wanted someone to pierce them for her, but her reputation attracted more submissive men rather than the strong dominant she craved. Dropping her fingers down to her waist she pressed in with her hands, feeling excitement as she constricted it. She had maintained a 20-inch waist for years, which made her chest look even larger when wearing a form fitting dress. She dropped one hand to her crotch, feeling her small patch of pussy hair that she kept trimmed close. For a moment she thought she might let her hand drop further, but quickly caught herself, a wry smile reaching her lips.

	Tossing her long, dark, wavy hair, she could feel it nearly touch her lower back, as it cascading off her shoulders. She reached back and began lacing it into a ponytail, making sure that she kept it as flat as possible at her head. Quickly finished, Samantha took one last look at her still tight 5’7" frame, before slipping the long cloak over her shoulders and grabbing her bag, before heading out the door.

	As she pulled into the back of the club, parking in a spot under a tree, she watched as various couples and singles walked to the concealed door under the awning. Most were dressed in rubber or leather, and a few men led women on leashes. As usual, a thrill of excitement coursed through her body before she began a night of adventure. For a moment she frowned, remembering how she felt now, in comparison to the disappointment she usually felt when she went home alone in the evening. Despite her efforts, she had yet to have as much fun as she always imagined before she went in. Shrugging it off, she slipped off her cloak before diving into her bag. First, she selected a pair of 7" heels, slipping them onto her feet. Even without standing, she could already feel the strain on her calves from the extreme angle. Bending sharply at the toes, the heel forced her feet to bend at a painful angle. Reaching back into the bag, she fit cuffs snuggly around her ankles, with an added strap that went from the side of the cuff, under the shoe and back to the other side of the cuff, where it locked on. A short, 4-inch piece of chain connected the two cuffs, holding her feet close. Additional leather cuffs fit around her wrists, including a 5-inch wide set placed above her elbows. Slipping off the cloak, Samantha stretched her mouth wide, and fit her custom mouth piece in. Designed by a kinky dentist friend, the rubber device was formed to fit her mouth perfectly. The mold covered her teeth with a soft rubber padding, while wedging hard blocks at the back of her teeth, holding her mouth open to the extreme. She felt her tongue slip into it’s pocket, effectively coating her tongue with rubber while giving its surface a bumpy, pleasurable texture. As the piece fit in to the final position, she gagged a touch. The rubber over the top of her tongue extended down her throat a touch, helping complete the feeling of a latex-coated mouth. She pressed the rubber in more firmly, feeling her now rubber coated front teeth. She tried to close her jaw a little but quickly found the device did it’s job. It was exactly what she wanted, but it took a minute to get used to. As she felt it settle it into place, her jaw began to ache from the extreme pressure holding her mouth wide, but she ignored the pain as she oriented the custom-formed ear plugs to the proper ear, pressing them deep into her ear canals. The noises outside were immediately reduced to a distant hum, barely audible over her own heartbeat. Once seated deeply into her ears, she twisted the end, activating the white noise generators inside. The effect was immediately disorienting. Though it had appeared all sound had been locked out before, the white noise generators suddenly and shockingly removed the small remainder, leaving Samantha totally and completely deaf. It was the first time she had worn the devices, and was shocked at their effectiveness. Snapping her fingers, she couldn’t hear even the faintest vibration. Though excited about her sudden and total loss of hearing, she hesitated. Losing a sense so completely made he feel even more defenseless. But only a moment of hesitation lasted, before she continued the process. The soft putty designed to fill the remainder of her ear canal seemed overkill, but she decided not to cut any corners. She molded it into place, covering the earplugs and sealing them into place. As she finished, she thought about her single test with the white noise plugs. Shortly after buying them, Samantha had accidentally left one on. Three weeks later she had come across it, only to find that it was still working. The manufacturer had stated that a battery would last three months. She now believed them.

	Two small rubber stoppers were next, the center hole through them fit with small tubes. Pressing one into each nostril, she pushed the small stoppers deep into her nose, ensuring the other end of the tubes reached past her sinuses. The opposite end of tube extended just short of the nostril end, concealing the ends. Breathing through her nose, she could suck air through the tubes only. It was difficult, and air came in small amounts, but the purpose was more emergency than ideal. With no ability to respond, we wanted to ensure she would be able to breathe despite what was shoved in her mouth or down her throat. Selecting a rubber hood, she held it out to face her. The shiny black material had only nostril and mouth holes, with a built in gasket that fit in her mouth, rubberizing her lips in the process. She knew once she slipped this on she wouldn’t turn back. With an excited breath, she pressed the mouth piece against her lips, forcing the hardened rubber to fit around her lips and into her mouth. Pulling the hood up, she stretched it over her smoothed hair, pulling the ponytail through a reinforced hole at the top. The pressure of the thick, rubber hood on her jaw only increased the ache, and the sudden darkness gave her a new thrill. She carefully positioned the soft rubber pads built into the hood over her eyes, then made sure similar pads fit over her ears. Feeling her nose, she made sure the rubber inserts that reached up her nostrils were fit in correctly, then felt around her mouth to ensure the gasket was in place. Samantha wished she could see, knowing that her entire head now appeared to be made of rubber, including inside her nostrils and her mouth. Already she had begun to sweat, beads running down her neck and onto her bare body.

	Next, she felt in a large jar for the kidskin leather hood that was soaking in a salty brine water. Wringing it out, she lifted it up and carefully slipped the dampened leather over her head. As she stretched it into place, it fit snuggly even before it was laced. Once again, small nostril flaps fit inside her nose, though the mouth was left unobstructed, leaving her lips alone in their rubberized glory. Again she carefully placed the hood, feeling the even thicker pads settle over her eyes and ears. She knew she was overdoing it. With both the noise canceling earplugs, the putty holding them in, and the ear and eye pads inside the rubber hood, she was already effectively deaf and sightless. The heavy padding inside the leather hood only served to further guarantee the effect. Reaching behind her head, she grasped the extra long, leather and wire laces and began to pull, cinching them tighter and tighter, using every bit of strength she could muster. Laced with thin aircraft cable wrapped in soft leather, the lacing was nearly impossible to cut with any conventional tools. The kidskin, soft and pliant from the dampness, slowly formed into a smooth, skintight surface of black leather over her head, and despite how hard she pulled, left a small gap between sides. Already she felt her head was being crushed by the leather. The hood actually fit down over her neck, forming a loose collar. Hooks built into the base of the hood allowed her to pull the lacings snug, then bind them in position. A small metal clamp fit around the final cross over, and with the careful application of a wrench, she bent the metal together, locking the laces in place, with no chance of slippage or accidental unlacing. Finding the metal, she slipped a special tool, designed for cutting high-tension wire, around the remaining lace, then clamping down hard. It took nearly five minutes to cut the cables, but in the end, the lacing was finished, locking the outer hood on. The pressure on her skull was beginning to effect her, a small, claustrophic panic building. Her hands shot up to the hood for a moment, feeling the seamless surface where her eyes used to be, then touching the nostril and mouth area. Samantha fought the fear, finally taking control of it, before making herself relax.

	A small, cigarette lighter powered hair dryer was next, and Samantha reluctantly began drying the hood on her head. Quickly, the thin leather began to react, slowly shrinking more and more. Unable to bear the pressure, Samantha quickly shut off the dryer, but despite her quickness, the process had begun. A wail of pain escaped her open mouth, but she heard nothing. Finally, learning to live with the slowly crushing leather, she grapped a gag from the bag and slipped it in her mouth. A long, thick cock gag, it reached far enough bag to tickle her throat, while filling her already wide mouth with its rubber base. Strapping it on, she tried to feel it with her rubber coated tongue but could only feel a shape. She felt inside the bag once again, pulling out the wide leather posture collar, before fitting it over the base of the hood and around her neck. Three buckles helped lace it on snuggly, before Samantha fit locks through the rings that would hold the straps on.

	Finally finished, Samantha felt for a leash, attaching it in front, before reaching for the headlight switch.

	Marco stood stoically by the club door, watching his more junior bouncers check bags and admit people into the club. It was always an interesting group, and he had no problem staring at the hot chicks and bound submissives that were often led into the club. The flashing of car lights caught his attention, and he turned to see the dark sedan parked under the tree nearby.

	"I’ll be back," he said to his next in command, before making his way across the parking lot. As usual, he found the naked, heavily hooded woman kneeling on the ground outside the open driver’s side door. Five hundred dollars sat on the seat. Marco grabbed the money, shoving it in his pocket, before moving behind the girl. With his strength, it was easy for him to force the girl’s arms together behind her back, then link together the wide straps at a point nearest the elbow. Her shoulders wrenched back, pressing her large breasts out. He could almost hear a groan from the wedged open mouth. Attaching her wrists together was easy. The cuffs had a pin and socket design which, when pressed together, locked into place. Her elbow cuffs had four of these links, though he only used the bottom most pin. There seemed to be no perceptible way to separate the cuffs. The pin slid into s socket on the opposite cuff, merging the two together tightly. He knew where she hid the thin little key, more of a pin really, that slid into a seam, releasing the lock. But the look was flawless, and he enjoyed it immensely.

	Grabbing the girl by the shoulder’s he lifted her to her towering heels, again detecting a moan as her weight rested on her feet. For over a year now, nearly every Saturday night, he had fulfilled his end of the bargain this unknown woman had made with him. For five hundred dollars, he was to finish her arm bondage, then lead her into the club, placing her into a dungeon as a toy for any dominants who cared to use her. He was to encourage people to play with her in any way they chose, as long as, at the end of the evening, he rescued her and returned her to the car. He had no idea who the woman was, but from the looks of her body, he would have guessed she was some rich snob 25 year old, looking for a kinky thrill. She certainly had all the equipment, and dared to make herself available to any crazy in the club. Usually, around closing time, he would find her alone on her knees. He’d lead her back to her car, use the tool to unlock her arms, and leave her. By the time he finished cleaning up, her car would be gone.

	Marco’s rough hands ran up her body and over her breasts. "Maybe I should take a piece of this," he always thought. But of course, he never did. He moved behind her again, admiring her perfect ass. Damn her, he always thought. This time, in anger, he reached up to her upper arm straps and pushed hard to force the cuffs even closer together. A scream erupted from the girl’s mouth as he forced a second, then a third pin into the corresponding slot. Before he could press hard enough to send the fourth home, he stopped, realizing he might dislocate her shoulders, if he hadn’t already. He ignored her cries, grabbing the leash that dangled from her collar, yanking her after him as he led her to the club.

	Samantha was struggling to handle the pain of her arms and shoulders as she kneeled in what she assumed was one of the dungeons. She had to fight to remain focused. The perfect effect of both being blind and completely deaf was new to her and the lack of two senses so vital to life made it difficult to not simply fall over and curl into a fetal position. She stayed on her knees, however, in the perfect slave posture, knees spread, back straight. Some nights, she was left alone, and though her extreme bondage was a turn on, as was her exhibitionist nature, she was always disappointed. Now, she could sense people moving around her, and though she was excited from anticipation, she had already begun to hope for the end of the evening. Her arm bondage had created an intense ache that traveled from her hands to her shoulders. Combined with the pressure of the hoods on her head, she fought to avoid panic.

	As she struggled to stay focused, she felt hands running across her smooth head. "Finally," she thought. Her mind began to assume the typical scenario; some fondling, some spanking, maybe a flogging, and maybe a forced blow job. Though she was eager to take what she could get, she still dreamt of the ultimate master to take her and truly use her. The hands continued to caress her head, then across her body, before pulling her to her feet. She moaned quietly at the pain in her toes, wondering how long she would be made to stand. She knew she could manage a few minutes, and figured she’d be bent over something shortly anyway, and thus the pressure would be relieved.

	To replace what she assumed would be a pending disappointment, Samantha began fantasizing about her ultimate master. Living a life where she was the ultimate dominant at work, she craved the absolute opposite in her private life. To find a man who would use her, modify her, humiliate her, torture her; that was the dream.

	Curtis ran his hands up the slave’s body again, this time firmly tweaking her nipples. A slight moan escaped her throat but she remained disciplined. She was quite the beauty, he thought, admiring her thin waist and long legs, along with the heavy hood concealing her head. Her arms had already begun to turn a shade of red from the intense position. He imagined she was close to dislocation, and a smile crossed his face at the thought. Yanking the chain in his hand, he tugged the little Asian girl at his feet closer. She was being a bit of a snivelly brat, he thought. They had met at another club that night, and she had professed her interest in being his sex slave for the night. He was more than happy to oblige the little thing. She was only five-foot tall, with pale skin and long dark hair, which framed her round face and delicate mouth. In most unusual fashion, she had somewhat large breasts, an oddity for her size and nationality. He quickly tired of her flaunting them, and began to devise a plan to punish her for her discretions.

	Once he had gotten her to this club, he had ordered her to strip naked in front of a crowd, then bound her wrists behind her with a harsh rope. Stepping behind her, he chose a large, 2 1/2 inch rubber ball gag, which he pressed against her lips, letting her head rest back against his chest. The ball was easily an inch and a half too big for her, but he pressed hard, forcing it in despite her wail of pain and the tears that sprang from her eyes. He locked a snug collar around her neck, then laced another piece of rope from her wrists through a ring at the back of the collar. Grabbing a handful of hair, he pushed her to the floor, then straddled her kneeling form, pulling her supple hands up her back into an inverted prayer. She had screamed from the pain, but again Curtis ignored her, pulling her wrists up until they nearly reached her collar, before running the rope back down her back, under her arms and between her legs. Forcing her to stand again, he laced the rope around her tits, forcing them to bulge out, immediately turning purple. He grabbed a handful of hair again, yanking her head back so she faced up toward him. The added bend to her body pulled her tits up more, stretching them down while tightening the rough rope.

	"That should tide you over for a little while," he said to her, watching her scream behind the gag. "Later I’ll find a way to cause more pain, my little sex slave." He shoved her back to her knees, letting her fall onto her face, before attaching a leash and forcing her to crawl through the amazed crowd toward the dungeon.

	Now, the little Asian girl was struggling to find a way to relieve some of the pressure off her arms, breasts and neck. He could see a trail of tears cut across her cheeks. Turning to the new girl, he looked around for her master or mistress, catching the eye of Marcos.

	"Is this one with anybody," he asked. Marcos looked up, seeing that the little rich girl had a bite for once.

	"No. I brought her in. She’s looking for a Master or Mistress," he replied.

	"Is she for sale?" Marcos hadn’t thought of it that way, but the idea seemed to strike a cord.

	"Maybe. Why don’t you have some fun with her in the private dungeon and we can talk later.”

	"Any limits," Curtis asked. Remembering his frustration earlier, Marcos answered.

	"Nope. Whatever you want," he replied. Curtis nodded, thanking the bouncer, before tugging the leash toward the door at the end of the public dungeon. Marcos watched him go, leading the hooded form of the girl and the little asian into the room.

	End of Part 1

	 

	
Slave Time

	by Thndrshark 

	Part 1

	"I'm supposed to fit in that," Sarah asked as she looked at my new cage. The darkness of the basement enhanced the mood, but it was the smallest one we'd both seen, only three feet long, two feet tall and the same wide. The intimidating factor was not just the size of the cage, but the thickness of the steel bars and the array of attachment points along its length. The harsh overhead light of the single light bulb hanging above provided a more ominous image as well. I knew Sarah hated the basement since I had finished the remodel. Gone were the hardwood floors and pastel walls, replaced by stone and darkness. You could almost hear the dripping water or the screams of other tortured souls in the thick shadows.

	"You will fit in it," I said, pulling open the heavy top entry and pointing. Reluctantly, but obeying, she stepped in. She had been my slave for six months now, after years as friends and more recently as lovers. She had always loved submission and bondage, but never had the chance to live a life full of it. When we connected, she wanted to live out the fantasy, and agreed to be my fulltime slave.

	As I watched her figure the tiny cage out, I admired her for the millionth time. A small frame, her waist was trained for corsets, reducing easily to 17 inches, in contrast to her 34D chest. With pale white skin and long, wavy blonde hair she was my image of the perfect woman, not to mention my dream slave.

	She had finally figured out that her knees fit in on specific padded plates on each side, and her feet nearly stuck out the end. Before she tried to bend in, I stopped her.

	"Let me do your arms," I said, reaching behind her. She was already wearing an array of thick leather cuffs, all locked on, along with a tight corset and a variety of electrical pads with wires harnessed together at her back. I’m sure she knew what they were for, but I refused to explain anything to her. I simply pressed her elbows together until I could slip a small lock connecting the two rings on the inside of the cuffs in place. She flexed her shoulders, adjusting to the new position. One of my major goals was to train her to be able to withstand touching elbows for an indefinite period. I had succeeded, but it wasn't without pain. We discovered after six or eight hours, her shoulders would begin to cramp painfully, and after a week and a half they might go numb, though we had achieved three weeks without any damage. The sadist in my enjoyed that, and I'm sure the masochist in her did as well. I locked her wrists together as well then put my hand on her head.

	"Bend down." I pushed until her head was inside, nearly touching her knees as she squeezed into the tiny cage, then reached down to the bottom to pull a short chain up to the ring in front of her wide collar. I could let her head go then as she was officially locked inside. I took the next ten minutes locking her ankles wide to the sides of the cage, then her knees as well, connecting her ankle cuffs right to the metal rings hard mounted in the bar. I closed the cage top, making sure the pins that locked it in place clicked home. I could tell Sarah was getting nervous as I added four more chains to her collar, two from the sides and down to the bottom sides, then another two from the same sides of the collar to the upper corners. The result locked her head in an immovable position. I then slid a long round bar through the side, so it fit under her elbows. As I moved to the other side and lifted the bar up to slide into it's slot on the other side, the bar forced her elbows up so they nearly touched the top of the cage. I heard her grunt at this, since her head was locked in place this forced her to try and lift her body, despite her legs being locked down.

	I reached inside and slipped a heavy chain around her waist, locking it on snuggly, then pulled her wrists down to meet that chain.

	"Master," she asked in her tiny voice. I knew she was getting pretty uncomfortable and very nervous.

	"Yes, slave," I responded.

	"How long will I be kept like this?”

	"As long as I decide," I said. She groaned at that, knowing that answer could mean a long time. The last time I had said that, she had learned that she could stand having her elbows touching for over 2 weeks.

	Our short time together had been a series of experiments in submission. When we first discovered our common interest in the world of slavery, Sarah had been more than eager to truly experience training. But despite her eagerness, she had little understanding what she was asking for. Having been a bondage model at most but never a real slave, Sarah had a lot to learn about what it's like to live in submission. For the first two weeks, she tried to accept the concept of living to serve me, and though she wanted to do that, she had also assumed she'd be able to live some semblance of a normal life. Having talked to others who lived in a Dom/sub relationship, she had come to understand that a real life at times was fairly normal, though what I intended was much more. We had talked about it, and she had confessed that she wanted it my way, to live the fantasies of an ultimate slave. So, she learned the basics of the role early on.

	For those first two weeks, she experienced what I would consider mild control. She wore her leather cuff set, including ankle, knee, thigh, wrist, and elbow cuffs, with a wide, tapered waist belt cinching her tight. I kept her knee hobble locked on at all times, and a very short chain between her ankles. Wrists were either locked in front of her with a short chain between them, hobbled to her waist, or behind her. I began to experiment with the duration of her elbow bondage. I tried to keep them touching as much as possible. Each time, once everything was locked on, I showed her as I put the keys into a new combination safe I had brought in. She could see she wasn't going anywhere unless I let her.

	On that first day, once I had put her in her bondage and put the keys way, I put a gag harness on her head, forcing an oversized ball between her teeth, then lacing it on snuggly. I attached a leash and pulled her to her feet, walking her to my office.

	"Kneel down," I commanded, helping her get down. She was still excited about her new role, so immediately assumed a good slave posture, chin down, back straight. She couldn't spread he legs for the knee hobble, but that was ok. I tied the leash to the leg of my desk, then chose a piece of thin strap from my pocket. Running it through the ring at the top of her harness, I laced it through her elbow bondage, then lifted her elbows away from her back while pulling her head back with the lacing. Soon I had her neck bent harshly. I tied it off and watched her struggle for a minute. I could tell it would get painful quickly and already she was moaning from the combination of the bend of her neck and her aching shoulders. I patted her on the head and went to work.

	The biggest difference between casual bdsm play and the real thing is a matter of perception. When you play, the whole thing usually revolves around what the sub wants. You fondle, flog, bind, torment and possibly fuck the slave, then let her go and clean up. The real thing is very different. Four hours later, as Sarah cried openly from the pain in her neck and shoulders, I knew she was realizing this. I leaned over and pinched her nipple hard.

	"I bet your neck is really sore. Blink once to answer yes," I said. She blinked. "And your shoulders are aching?" Another blink. "Are you enjoying your first day as a slave?" No blink. "Now you're experiencing real slavery. It's not about having some fun then returning to normal. This IS normal for you. I own you and control you. I'll do whatever I want to with you, for however long I chose. Now YOU live for ME. Do you understand that?" I watched new tears well up in her eyes, her reluctant single blink forcing them to stream down her face. "You've been like this for four hours now. Have you had enough?" Another blink. "I don't think you have. I'll leave you for another two hours then find something different for you." I kissed her forehead and left the room. As I walked away I could hear her crying behind the gag.

	I checked over all the connections, then lowered the cage top, letting the pins that locked it in place ring loudly, just to drive her captivity further home. I smiled as Sarah whimpered slightly. Fitting medical gloves on my hands, I lubed up and began to invade her ass and pussy, getting them ready for intrusion. The thick dildo slipped easily into her pussy, followed by a wide butt plug. She grunted as the wider end slipped past her anus and seated itself firmly inside of her. I attached a rubber strap to the back of her waist cincher, then slipped it down between her legs. A small slot allowed a tube from the butt plug to slip through, as well as a similar tube that escaped her dildo. Another tube extended from a pouch area in front; she would be able to urinate freely. The tube ended into a bag kept outside the cage for easy changes. I pulled the strap snug up to the front of the cincher, ensuring both plugs were held firmly inside. The tubes attached to longer pieces, which extended toward the front of the cage.

	I returned to the front of the cage, reaching in to stroke her hair. Then, I began pushing the cage. To her surprise, it slid backward easily. She hadn’t noticed the rails the cage was mounted on. Quickly she began to slide into a form-fitting hole in the stone wall. It only took a moment for her to realize her fate.

	“Master,” she cried. “What are you doing?” I pushed until the cage seated about a foot behind the wall front.

	“I decided it’s time for you to learn how to be a real slave,” I said with a smile. “I’ve mentioned psychological training, and this is the first step. The cage is just a way to keep you focused during your lessons. As she tried to look around, to understand her predicament, I calmly detached the tubes and wires and fed them out the front of the hole.

	“Please, Master,” she begged. “It’s so dark and tiny in here. I don’t think I can stand it!”

	“You’ll have to manage,” I said. “But the sooner you learn your lessons and your new role in life, the sooner you’ll be let out.” I fit two nipples near her mouth, mounted to the front of the cage, their tubes extending out of the hole as well. “One of these is water, the other is a pasty substance that will keep you nourished. If you suck on them they’ll activate.” I didn’t wait for an answer. I reached to the side and unlatched the thick steel door. Designed to fit flush to the wall, it was thick enough to press against the cage on the inside, removing any sense of spare room in the tiny hole. Sarah would feel completely enclosed, with no light or sound from the outside world.

	As the door clanged shut, I could hear a muffled scream from inside. It made me smile.

	I attached the enema and douche tubes to my machine I had rigged, along with the electrical harness. The catheter tube, for lack of a better term, fit into a colostomy bag by the door. I took a seat and activated the infrared cameras. She had no idea I could see her, so her reactions to her new prison would be very honest. As her first image came up, I could see her wide, terror filled eyes, tears streaming down her face, as she tried to deal with her situation.

	She had come to understand that I took her slavery seriously. I’m sure she had no doubt she was to be kept in the tiny cage, locked in her stone prison, for as long as I wanted. Though I had always been severe and undaunted with her, it wasn’t until our third week together that she began to realize how I intended to use her.

	It was a normal day for her, a Thursday, which meant a visit from the electrolysis lady. Since we started, I had insisted that she had all hair removed from her body, begrudgingly allowing her hair on her head. At first she thought I was teasing, but soon discovered how serious I was. Typically I would bind her in a standing spread eagle in the dungeon, pulled taught and rigid prior to the arrival of the hair removal lady. At first Sarah hated this, being naked and helpless when this seemingly normal Asian lady came in. But she got over that and this day, for some reason, I didn’t even gag her. The process was painful but Sarah had learned to grit her teeth and keep quiet, fearing punishment from me.

	I happened to walk in near the end of the session, and was shocked to hear Sarah talking to Weih Ling.

	“I kinda like being hairless below the neck. It feels nice and makes life less of a hassle.” Weih Ling was packing her stuff away.

	“Mr. Randall seem very strict,” Weigh Ling said. “I’m surprised he not take hair off your head, too.”

	“Oh, he’d never do that,” Sarah boasted. “He loves my hair and knows it would upset me.” Weih Ling simply clucked disapprovingly. I slipped back into the living room and let her out, not admitting I heard anything. I waited a good 30 minutes before coming back to see Sarah, both to let her suffer but also to let my anger drop to a dull boil. When I came back in, I had gathered a few items.

	Sarah dropped her eyes appropriately when I entered, having not been given permission to speak at all. I moved to the winch. She probably expected me to let her down but instead I cranked her tighter. She cried out in pain.

	“Vanity is a horrible attribute in a slave,” I said in her ear. I stroked her long, blonde hair. Her eyes closed, not understanding my anger, just enjoying the touch. Suddenly a sound filled her ears and she felt cool steel against her head. I ran the sheers from forehead down to the back of her neck, and a thick wad of her beautiful hair fell to the ground.

	“Master! What are you doing?!” I made another swipe, ignoring her, as she began to cry. She tried to turn her head away but I grabbed her chin and held it firm, then yanked her to face me on the side.

	“You are here for my pleasure, not for your own.” I pushed her head forward and continued removing her hair. She simply cried quietly as she watched her long, blonde hair gather under her body.

	It took another 30 minutes to shave her closely, then remove her eyebrows as well. She ran out of tears by then, simply staring blankly at the mirror I held up for her. She looked like a mannequin, and I realized I had removed the one major thing that kept her in touch with her former independence. As I fit a special ring gag into her mouth, holding it wide, I spoke to her.

	“I think you need time to reflect on your role not just as a slave, but as an object. I’m going to keep you as a little sex doll for awhile, hooded, sightless, no sound, but an open mouth. I’ll have access to all your holes, just like a sex doll. But here are the rules: Anything I put in your mouth you better suck, lick or swallow if you can; you won’t get anything to eat otherwise. Also, you will be taken to the bathroom once in the morning and once at night. If you have an accident, you’ll stay another week like this.” I saw her eyes widen, realizing how serious I was as well as how long she would be kept. “When I let you out, I’ll have Way Ling finish the job on your head and make it permanent.” That was a bluff since I liked her hair, though one day I had intended on removing it. The new tears in her eyes showed I had an effect, which is what I was going for.

	I originally planned for one week in her hood setup. But after it was all said and done, she was in it for three weeks. I had to admit it was pretty hot, even though I’m sure it was both intense and boring for her. It was a simple setup; ear plugs, ring gag, a thick rubber hood and steel collar. Her upper arms had snug metal bands around them, connected by a rigid steel rod. A waist cincher around her waist also held her cuffed wrists to her sides, with each hand in a ball sack.I added steel cuffs on her ankles and a chain between them, and that was it.

	Seeing her simply bound form like that, laying on the floor, helpless, was pretty awesome. I used her mouth a lot, enjoying the limited ability she had to suck. The ring gag was a new design I had fabricated. An oval rubber band fit behind her teeth, holding her mouth wide. Attached rubber channels fit over her teeth to soften them, while rings mounted to them arched out to the sides, holding her cheeks out while also connecting the upper channels together. Ultimately it served to hold her mouth very wide open, but because of the rubber she could slightly close her mouth to facilitate better sucking.

	When I got tired of her mouth I’d simply flip her over the end of the couch and mount her. I’d vary it between pussyand ass, just for fun and variety, though I never got tired of fucking my helpless sex doll. Part 2

	As I watched her face on the monitor, I could tell she was terrified. She had been alone in there for almost 30 minutes now. I turned up the volume to hear the chains locking her in position rattling slightly. A low moan escaped her as well. I figured it was time.

	The program was originally designed to teach foreign exchange students everything from the English language to the constitution. It combined voice recognition software with essentially a feedback response system. In the original deal a wrong answer or mispronounced word caused a red light to go off and an X to appear on a screen. I sorta modified that. Now, any wrong answer created an increasing series of shocks to random areas. With pads at nipples, clit, thighs, soles of her feet and ass, she would certainly get the message.

	I wanted two things to happen. First, I wanted her to be able to repeat a list of rules, almost a mantra, which she would live by. Second, I wanted her to acknowledge herself as a total slave. The program was designed to last eight hours a day for two weeks, slowly diminishing its prompts until she was required to answer on her own with minimal prompting. The downside was if she missed three answers in a row, it would start all over again. I hit the start button and I could hear the soft, feminine voice begin, startling Sarah in her cage.

	“Repeat after me,” it began. “I am a slave.” The program waited five seconds, and with no response delivered a shock. Sarah screamed in pain, bucking her chains as she began to cry. The quiet voice began again. “Repeat after me. I am a slave.” This time, Sarah tried to croak out a response.

	“I… I am…” but she didn’t respond in time and another, more intense shock struck her body. Again she jerked against her bonds, wailing in pain.

	“Repeat after me. I am a slave.” This time Sarah responded in a low whisper, sniffling back tears.

	“I am a slave.” I could barely hear her, and the program agreed. Another shock hit home and Sarah screamed,“Please, Master! Make it stop!” She sagged in her bonds, realizing her fate.

	“Louder please. Repeat after me. I am a slave.” Sarah, appropriately punished, cleared her voice.

	“I am a slave,” she said loudly.

	“Very good. Repeat after me. I am my Master’s property.”

	“I am my Master’s property.”

	“Very good. Repeat after me. My body is my Master’s to use as he wishes.” With fresh tears pouring down her cheeks, Sarah stared straight ahead.

	“My body is my Master’s to use as he wishes.”By the fifth week I was starting to miss Sarah. The house was quiet without her and I was getting pretty horny. I could only whack off so many times to the image of her helpless body before I wanted to fuck her for real.

	She had done pretty well in her training, with only two big mistakes, which had lead to two restarts. Early on she had made several little mistakes, and quickly learned how the program restarted, so when she blew it three weeks in, and the all too familiar voice paused then said, “Repeat after me. I am a slave,” Sarah’s tears of frustration were very real. She knew at that point she was destined for another long path to the end of her training.

	I slipped downstairs and slid into my chair, flipping on the cameras and microphone. I liked to look at the heavy door, sealed flush with the wall, which had locked away my subdued slave for over a month. She couldn’t have known, but she was literally about 24 hours from being finished. I was eager to see her progress. I could hear the program as it simply called out numbers.

	“Rule Number 1,” the machine said. Sarah launched into it, having learned that even hesitation could restart the machine.

	“This slave understands it is a possession, living to serve its Master in any way he wishes, ” she said. I knew, before this experience, she had trouble thinking of herself as an object, which is one of the main reasons I chose this verbage. Anything to break down her confidence as a free woman, I say!

	“Rule Number 2.”

	“This slave understands that as a possession, it may be bought, sold, loaned or given, for any length of time, to anyone Master sees fit, and that this slave will obey its new Masters or Mistresses in the same manner it obeyed its first Master.” I could hear a bit of fear in her voice with this one. I don’t know that the thought had occurred to her, until this time, that she could be sold.

	“Rule Number 3.”

	“This slave understands that it’s body and mind exists for the pleasure of its Master, and it’s Master may change, modify, mark or augment any part of it as He sees fit.”

	“Rule Number 4.”

	“This slave understands that an orgasm is a gift and is not allowed unless Master gives permission.” The rules went on, up to 15, at which time it repeated. After the third time through, it stopped saying rule number whatever, and simply started with, “What are your rules?” Sarah launched into them without hesitation.

	I listened for a while, hoping that she didn’t mess up, just so I could have her out the next day. The second time around she hesitated on rule 9, the one about honoring my bodily fluids or something, and the shocks hit her hard. I was worried the step current would knock her out but she stayed focused, and looked relieved when the program started back from just the “what are your rules” part. I listened to two more runs and she was perfect. I glanced at my watch, noting it was 1:25pm, and planned to be back by 11am to take her out. I was giddy with excitement.Sarah moaned quietly as I tightened the ratchets, making sure her body was stretched taut. Like a good slave she didn’t say a word, but I assumed the gag made it difficult anyway. I moved around the rig, making sure everything was set correctly. She was held firmly on her back, her hips slightly higher than her shoulders, her knees held up and wide by leather straps, with ankles chained to another strap around her thighs, then pulled to the base. Her crotch was fully exposed, and just at the right level as well. Arms were pulled wide and slightly down to each side, forcing her chest out slightly, but pulled taut as well.

	A rigid steel band, form fitted to her body from the base of her neck to lower back, was held tight to her body by leather bands that circled her waist, lower chest and above her breasts. A strap in her ponytailed hair was pulled firmly to the base, forcing her to face backward. I stuck two fingers in her mouth and obediently she tried to suck, her lips lightly caressing my fingers as her tongue swirled around them.

	The gag was version three of my newest invention, this one an upper and lower teeth guard connected by a set of partial bands along their lengths. The goal was to keep her mouth wide but give her the ability, with some efforts, to close her mouth enough to actually suck. The teeth guards softened them to avoid any inadvertent damage.

	With everything tight, I turned my attention to setting out the hors d’oeuvre trays Sarah had prepared earlier. Guests were expected any minute and I wanted to be ready. I straightened my bow tie, brushing off the lapels of my tuxedo just as the doorbell rang for the first time. With Sarah naked and fully bound in the center of the living room I went to answer the door, eager to get the evening started.

	Sarah adapted well to life again after the cage. Other than aches and pains from her strict position for so long she showed little effect that wasn’t recoverable with rest. I could tell the long term conditioning (brainwashing is such a horrible concept) had taken an effect on her, and despite her conscious uncertainty, she still found it nearly impossible to disobey. I truly enjoyed testing her training. It was one thing to, on command, have her repeat her rules, which I did often. From across the room I would ask her, “What are your rules,” and she would begin reciting them with out error.

	Specifics I tested by practice. She was flawless on rule 12, which required her to drop to her knees anytime I was within 15 feet of her. I know she hated rule 8 but she still obeyed. Offering her mouth to my guests, particularly during a day of watching football, wasn’t her idea of fun, but she did as she had been trained and sucked enough cock that day to last her a lifetime.

	Only once did Sarah fail to repeat a rule, and though the hesitation might have been due to other reasons, such as carrying a tray of food when I walked close by, I wanted it to be clear there would be no exceptions. The terror in her eyes as I dragged her to the cage again almost made me soften, but in the end two more days under training would only solidify her role as a total slave.

	Often, as she recited her rules, I could see tears welling up in her eyes. I’m sure she was very aware of what she had become, and the humiliation was almost too much to bear. It was that part I enjoyed the most.

	The guests had all arrived, milling about her helpless body as if she were furniture. She kept quiet as she was trained to, but the trail of tears running from her eyes was continuous. The list of guests was filled with old friends of both of ours, fellow models, photographers and riggers she had worked with in the past. The difference was this was the first time most of them had seen her as a full slave. For years she had been their friend, their co-workers, their fellow performers. Now, though, as they moved about her in long gowns and formal wear, she was the only one helplessly naked and displayed.

	I clinked my glass lightly, gathering everybody’s attention. “Thank you for coming tonight. I wanted to share this eventful evening with all of you as we set a milestone in Sarah’s new slavery.” I watched Sarah’s chest heave in anticipation. “First off, let me welcome our specialist for the evening, Mr. Doward.” The crowd turned to see a strict looking man with a kind of medical bag. He bowed gently and approached Sarah without hesitation. As he set his bag on a nearby table and began selecting tools, I continued to address the audience.

	“As many of you know, Sarah was formerly a model but recently chose to become a fulltime, life long slave. I am the lucky Master who is training her, and tonight I intend to take her to the next level.” I watched as Doward selected his forceps, laying the cool steel on Sarah’s chest, before dousing a cotton ball in rubbing alcohol. As he touched her left nipple, she let out gasp, a slight whine escaping her throat as she finally understood what was to happen. “Tonight’s ceremony will take the form of three steps. First, our Mr. Doward here will mark Sarah’s body with the first signs of a true slave.”

	As if on cue, Doward locked the forceps tight at the base of Sarah’s nipple, then slid the sharp piercing needle through. Sarah screamed as the needle slipped into her flesh.

	“As many of you know,” I continued in my casual voice. “Sarah has always avoided any body markings. Her success as a model was partially due to her flawless skin. But now, as a slave, she understands that she is no longer in need of beauty for beauty’s sake, that she lives for my approval only, or that of any future Master or Mistress. Let me show you.” I watched as Doward slipped in her first ring, a seamless style with no captive ball, but rather a form fitting segment that clicked into place, leaving nothing to interrupt the beauty of the ring. As he moved to the next nipple, I reached to Sarah’s mouth and extracted the gag.

	“Sarah,” I asked gently. She licked her lips, keeping her eyes forward.

	“Yes, Master,” she said.

	“Rule number 3,” I said. “And loudly so all our guests can hear.”

	“This slave understands that it’s body and mind exists for the pleasure of its Master, and it’s Master may change, modify,” a slight hesitation as her voice was replaced by a small scream, just as Doward plunged a needle into the base of her right nipple. But without fail, she picked right up, despite the fresh tears running down her face. “…mark or augment any part of it as He sees fit.”

	By the time Doward had finished with her nipples she sported a ring at each base, along with a rod closer to the tip. I intended to stretch her nipples sometime and the two piercings would allow just that. As Doward turned to her face, Sarah’s eyes lit up huge and wide. Since I met her I had joked about a nice thick septum ring for her. For a slave, I felt this would be the perfect addition, both marking her as a true slave while giving me a humiliating connection point for leashes, tethers and the like. Sarah was terrified of the concept, probably because it was the one thing so far that would modify her to the outside world. All other marks could be covered, including her new nipple piercings, but a nose ring could not be concealed. As Doward attached the device against her septum, preparing to punch a hole through the cartilage, Sarah began to panic.

	“Please, Master,” she begged quietly. “Please don’t!” I leaned in closer to her, whispering in her ear.

	“Don’t embarrass me, Sarah,” I said sternly. “You chose this life, not me. There’s no turning back now, and if you don’t obey your training there are worse things than the cage.” I nodded to Doward who, without hesitation, clamped the tool down hard, punching a hole in Sarah’s septum. She screamed in pain then began to mumble incoherently, or so it seemed. I leaned in closer and began to just pick out her words as she repeated them over and over again.

	“I am a slave now. I am a slave now. I am a slave…”

	Part 3 

	The crowd returned to socializing for a bit, some spending time admiring Sarah's new additions or just marveling at the turn she had taken from top fetish model to total slavery. Several models asked about her smooth skin and I shared with them her hair removal technique. Knowing that she would never again grow hair below her neck was just another element proving her total submission.From time to time I'd catch people tentatively touching her exposed pussy or ass, gently caressing her stretched skin. I could tell, watching Sarah's expression that being so helplessly on display added significantly to Sarah's sense of humiliation.

	Every once in awhile some of the more sadistic guests, or perhaps some that had dreamed of Sarah like this, would walk by and twist a nipple rod, making her scream. One model that had worded with Sarah stopped me near her with a question. Sideling up close to me, pressing her large breasts against my chest, her hand reached down to my already hard cock. I peeked out of the corner of my eye to see Sarah watching.

	"What are these rules you have her repeating," she asked softly. So I told her about the cage, the five weeks, the machine. I found myself stumbling over my words, trying to focus on the story while this beautiful brunette tried to give me a hand job through my pants. I had to admit, I had always had a crush on Julie. Next to Sarah she was so totally different but still equally stunning. Dark ideas began to walk through my brain.

	"Wow! So you sort of brainwashed her," she said in amazement.

	"I don't like that term. I like to think I conditioned her to be a slave," I responded with a laugh.

	"How many rules are there?”

	"15," I said. "Would you like to hear them?”

	"Sure," she said with enthusiasm. I leaned down to Sarah.

	"What are your rules." Sarah's eyes clicked to me and, with new tears rolling down her face, she started.

	"Rule Number 1 - This slave understands it is a possession, living to serve its Master in any way He wishes.

	"Rule Number 2 - This slave understands that as a possession, it may be bought, sold, loaned or given, for any length of time, to anyone Master sees fit, and that this slave will obey its new Masters or Mistresses in the same manner it obeyed its first Master.

	"Rule Number 3 - This slave understands that it's body and mind exists for the pleasure of its Master, and it's Master may change, modify, mark or augment, permanently or temporarily, any part of it as He sees fit.

	"Rule Number 4 - This slave understands that an orgasm is a gift and is not allowed unless Master gives permission.

	"Rule Number 5 – This slave will provide any service commanded, regardless of outcome, as a true sign of its devotion to its Master.

	"Rule Number 6 – When this slave is not completing a task or duty as required, it will take a proper slave posture and await further orders.

	"Rules Number 7 – This slave understands that proper slave posture is on its knees, legs spread to expose its Master's pussy, wrists crossed behind back and head bowed.

	"Rule Number 8 – This slave will offer its mouth as pleasure to any guests its Master entertains.

	"Rule Number 9 – This slave understands that her Master's bodily fluids and secretions are a gift when offered, and that it will cherish any and all of them.

	"Rule Number 10 – This slave understands that it does not own its body. Master owns and decides the use of its mouth, pussy and ass at all times.

	"Rule Number 11 – When allowed, this slave will maintain a clean body, externally and internally, at all times.

	"Rule Number 12 – This slave is not allowed to stand when Master is within 10 feet of it. Unless bound in a position that does not allow it, this slave will drop to her knees and assume a submissive posture.

	"Rule Number 13 – This slave understands that all Masters, Mistresses, guests of Master, or other slaves are to be treated as superior to it, and at all times this slave will submit to any and all of the above at all times.

	"Rule Number 14 – This slave understands that it will remain a slave for the duration of its life, which will be determined by its Master or Mistress.

	"Rule Number 15 – This slave understands that it is allowed to interact with Masters, Mistresses, guest or other slaves at the mercy of its Owner, and that if its Owner chooses, it may remove such ability to interact by bondage, sensory deprivation, or caging, either temporarily or permanently.”

	I could tell Julie was turned on by the intense series of rules, and impressed how effortlessly Sarah repeated them. I felt her hand on my crotch again, stroking me as she whispered in my ear, but just loud enough for Sarah to overhear.

	"I've always wanted to feel her tongue on my ass," she said with a smile. I looked down to Sarah.

	"I'm sure that can be arranged.”

	After a bit I stood up beside Sarah again, clinking my glass. Everyone turned, eager to see what was next.

	"Ladies and gentlemen, it's time for phase two of the evening." I let my hand stroke down Sarah's body, admiring the new rings, then over her taught stomach. Soon I reached her hairless pussy. As my fingers touched her clit, she gasped in response. I smiled, turning back to the audience as I continued to play with her. "As most of you might agree, casual slaves often misconstrue their play time as just penance between orgasms. For those just ‘playing', this is fine. But in this world, where slavery is real, there is no play." I had Sarah gasping now, clearly rising close to an orgasm. I leaned down to Sarah.

	"What are you, Sarah," I said. She gasped, her eyes clamped shut as I flicked her clit gently.

	"Your slave, your property, Master," she said.

	"For how long?”

	"Forever, Master," she said softly. As she came close to an orgasm, I stopped playing with her clit. She almost groaned, but caught herself, realizing that any sign of disappointment would not obey the rules.

	"Would you like to orgasm, Sarah," I asked her, flicking her clit, keeping her on edge. She hesitated a second as she felt something cool on her waist, then focused on the question again.

	"If Master allows," she said properly. I flicker her clit once more before my helper slid a catheter tube into her, making her gasp in surprise. Then the custom chastity belt slid into place over her crotch. A stainless steel dildo, with irrigation holes covering its surface, slid deep inside of her and quickly the crotch band locked into perfect position.

	"As you can see," I said to the crowd as my helper tightened the connectors making sure it was fit correctly. "The chastity belt is designed to be unmovable. The front is affixed via the thick, long dildo fit inside of her, with the back band connected with heavy rubber both at the perineum and up to the belt. The anus is left unblocked by a stainless steel ring surrounding it, and held in place by the flexible band. The front plate is convex, leaving space over and around the clit and pussy. The outside has two gasket ports, one near the top that connects to her catheter and the lower one for a connector to allow flushing of her vagina. The goal is to ensure that the clitoral and vaginal area cannot be touched at all, no matter what position Sarah is in." I think the device sunk in to Sarah before most of the crowd, though she was a little unsure.

	"As you probably can gather now, I have decided to permanently affix this belt on Sarah to remove any ability to achieve clitoral or vaginal orgasm. Her anus is left to provide interested parties a hole for penetration, but as you might imagine, Sarah does not enjoy anal sex and thus will doubtless hate being limited to this type of sex." I peeked over and saw new tears streaming down her face. "As Sarah has learned to become my slave, she has also learned that she lives for my pleasure, or those around her, not for her own. This new addition to her lifestyle will force her to focus on that simple fact for the duration of her enslavement." Sarah was crying openly now, unable or unwilling to try and hide the humiliation and defeat she now felt. I stroked her hair, leaning in to her once more.

	"For how long," I asked again. She sniffled back tears, looking me in the eye.

	"Forever, Master," she said in a whisper. I kissed her forehead and stood, turning my attention back to the stunned audience.

	"And now, I'd like to encourage all of you to take advantage of Sarah's mouth and ass as you wish for the duration of the evening." I reached down and fitted the gag back in her mouth as she reluctantly began to accept her fate with more tears.

	I suspected that Sarah had been pleasuring herself secretly prior to the belt. Unlike her other lifestyle changes, her personality changed dramatically from day one. She remained obedient, but there was a sadness about her at first, which slowly was replaced by an almost obsessive dedication to servitude. I could tell she still hated anal sex, but she endured it as she knew she must, while enhancing her oral sex skills remarkably. Perhaps this was her way of trying to avoid anal penetration, by showing off her skills with her tongue, lips and mouth. It didn't work for me or for any guests, who always wanted to take advantage of her dainty and quite available ass.

	After six months, I began loaning her out to friends, sometimes for an evening, a day or even a week. Often she would simply be a serving maid to a mistress friend, though at times she might come home with severe cane marks across her body, something I discouraged but didn't prevent. The only rule her temporary owners had to abide was no permanent damage. For the most part the rule was obeyed, though from time to time a particularly heavy Master or Mistress left subtle marks across Sarah's body that never fully faded.

	I would visit her sometimes, usually during her longer stays as much out of curiosity as fear. My friend Charles, a particularly sadistic dominant friend, borrowed her several times, and each time Sarah discovered she was going back, tears would fall down her face. He would always have inventive ways to torture her, none that caused lasting damage but all were horrible. The first time I showed up after a week to pick her up, I quickly discovered she wasn't ready to go. Charles showed me downstairs. In the center of the large, stone lined room, I could see a naked Sarah, dangling from her wide spread wrists, her legs pulled wide as well with only the tips of her toes touching the ground. A fucking machine was mounted below her, slowly pumping in and out of her ass. Charles announced that she'd been there since day one, when she hesitated at offering herself for anal penetration. Charles had decided to break her resistance by six days of continual and unrelenting ass fucking, via machine no less.

	Another time, when visiting mid week, I was left in another room with a center room fireplace, a six foot wide round pit with a roaring flame. Above it, rotating on a spit, was an oblong steel tube, pinched on both ends and wider in the middle. A motor rotated it slowly. I watched it for 20 minutes before Charles joined me, taking a chair to my side. We both watched the fire for a short time without speaking, as I sipped on wine brought to me by another slave.

	It wasn't until a solid 30 minutes after I arrived that I watched Charles stand, slip on heavy insulated gloves, stop the rotation, slowly pivot the tube from over the fire, then begin unbolting one long panel on the top. As he seemed about to pull it off, I stood up to look in. I found myself looking down on Sarah. Naked except for the chastity belt, she was stretched taught inside the tube. Tight leather straps bound her wrists together, connecting them to a steel ring at one end, and her ankles bound similarly to another ring opposite the first. Though she was pulled tight, the weight of her body still allowed her to sag. I could see an array of burn marks on her ass, hips, tits and shoulders. Her body was coated in sweat, her hair matted and dangling around her face in a tangled mass. Clearly she had been inside the steel torture device for a long time.

	I reached in, pushing aside the hair from her face. Slowly, she opened them, locking eyes with me for a moment. Slowly, I ran my hand down her body, feeling how tense her muscles were to avoid slumping against the metal. Her back and stomach were drum taught, as were her legs, each muscle standing out for my touch. As I pulled out my arm, I accidentally touched the edge. I pulled away quickly, looking at the burn rising from my skin. The metal was very hot. I caught her eyes again, trying to ignore the pleading look in them. Charles made her drink as much water as she could hold, then lifted the panel back up. Sarah began to cry, and I listened to the sizzle of her fresh tears against the hot steel before she was obscured from view again.

	As he began the rotation again, then pushed the tube back over the fire, he admitted Sarah had been in there for two days, and would most likely endure another 24 hours. I marveled at his intensity, but said nothing. After all, she was serving him now. I only wished I could be as devious.

	The most memorable weekend was remarkably a bachelorette party thrown by a friend of a friend. I knew this girl was fetish friendly, though not particularly kinky herself, and she was vouched for by a close friend of mine. On top of this, she promised to videotape the party. How could I resist?

	I popped in the tape and pulled Sarah closer, pressing her face to my already hard cock. We both had developed a pattern of this nearly every night. I'd pop in a video or watch TV as she sucked my cock. She had learned to keep me close to orgasm for a long time, then give me final release with a tap to her head. At first it was impossible not to come quickly. Just seeing her blonde hair pressed between my legs, her arms bound at wrist and elbow and the chastity belt on her made me want to burst. But after a few days I managed to control myself.

	As I felt her tongue slip down my shaft for the first time I hit play, and could see a group of 10 girls in a large living room area. It looked like a slumber party, with each girl in nightgown or sweats, looking comfy though not too sexy. After a moment the camera tilted up to reveal Sarah. Unlike the other girls, she was naked except for the chastity belt and a pair of seven-inch pumps that were locked onto her feet. Steel shackles (my steel shackles) were locked on her ankles, holding them close via a short piece of chain. Her wrists were also shackled, and my wide steel collar was locked on her neck. Bells on dainty pieces of chain dangled from her nipple rings, jingling lightly as she walked.

	She was carrying drinks on a tray, carefully offering them to each girl. At first the girls were almost polite to her, until the guest of honor, Liz, slipped a finger in Sarah's nose ring and yanked her down hard, before giving her a hard spank to her inner thigh. I could see Sarah's face go red with pain but averted her eyes and spoke, "Thank you, Mistress," before returning to the kitchen. A few of the girls turned to Liz, incredulous.

	"Are you her Mistress," they asked.

	"Tonight we are all her Mistresses, so have fun with her!" They laughed, clinking glasses. One of the girls persisted for more.

	"Is she really a slave?”

	"A fulltime, life long slave," she said with a smile. The other girls oohh-ed and aahhh-ed and as Sarah returned, the girl who persisted reached up to a nipple rod, giving it a harsh twist.

	"My drink is getting warm, slave," she said. "Why don't you come down here and make it up to me." Sarah winced in pain but as the girl pulled harder on the rod, she forced Sarah to her knees. Grabbing her head, the girl pushed Sarah's head under her nightgown. It quickly became clear that Sarah's tongue was taking effect. The girl smiled, throwing her head back, as the other girls laughed and applauded together.

	The video cut several times, showing the other girls getting into the act as Sarah was passed around the room. Somewhere along the way Sarah's arms had been wrenched behind her harshly, her elbows touching tightly, her hands in a tight ball, covered in some type of tape. But it was clear her tongue was getting a workout. Finally, it cut again, showing Sarah kneeling beside Liz in proper slave posture. Someone turned on music and the camera turned to find a male stripper stepping into the ring the girls had formed. Fortunately, the camera tended to focus more on the girls rather than the guy, as they cheered him on. Pieces of clothing flew out into the crowd, and Liz was pulled up once to dance with him. It wasn't until near the end that the camera took interest again in they guy.

	I had to admit, he was quite impressive. His form was chiseled like a body builder, but what was most impressive was when he pulled off his thong. It hadn't occurred to me until then (I never notice these things... I wonder why?) that the "package" the guy was carrying was particularly large. Dropping his shorts I could see why. I thought he had a snake in his pants! He pulled out the thick cock, stroking it until it hardened. Ever seen a horse? Ok, it wasn't that big, but close.

	I'd guess I was looking at a true 12 inch cock, with an equally impressive three inch thickness. Like I said, a horse. The girls giggled like high schoolers as he leaned back on the stool and continued to stroke it hard. Quickly, the camera panned to Liz who lifted Sarah's chin to watch for the first time.

	"Why don't you help him out, slave," she said with a smile. Sarah, her eyes wide in shock, crawled slowly to the guy. He smiled down at her, then slipped a finger into her collar ring and pulled her up to the shaft. With a bit of hesitation her tongue slipped out of her mouth and she began to lick his cock.

	A sudden smack made Sarah jump and the camera panned to Liz, holding a wood paddle. "Suck it like you want it, slave,' she commanded. Sarah obeyed, putting some effort into it. It was nearly impossible for her to get her mouth around the shaft, much less in her mouth, though the stripper tried to force it. Putting the tip against her lips, he grabbed the back of her head and pushed, forcing the head into her mouth. It was barely scratching the surface. Her jaw looked close to dislocation and she moaned in pain but she obediently kept her tongue moving.

	After a short time, when it was clear that she couldn't do much more than lick his cock like a lollipop, Liz stood again and dragged Sarah to her feet. She whispered something in her ear, a look of shock chasing across Sarah's face.

	"No, please, Mistress," I could just hear her beg. Liz gave a terse reply and sat back down.

	For a moment nothing happened. Sarah appeared to be wrestling with a dilemma, but soon she slowly bent over, pushing her exposed anus toward the stripper.

	"Please fuck my ass," she whimpered.

	"Louder, slave," Liz commanded.

	"Please fuck my ass!" She screamed the request as she began to cry, clearly not happy but doing as she was commanded. The stripper, finding this all too humorous, stepped up behind her, his hard cock now an inch from her ass.

	"I'm not sure it will fit," he laughed, bumping her with it. It was pretty clear that he could just fit through the opening in the chastity belt, but her anus looked microscopic next to him. I could see Liz make eye contact with Sarah, ignoring her pleading looks.

	"Please make it fit," she said. "Please fuck my slavegirl ass." Sarah was doing well, and I stroked her hair in my lap. I could feel tears on my balls as she sucked.

	Needing no further encouragement, the stripper let some spit drip down from his mouth onto his cock, then smeared it on the tip as well as over her anus. Then, slowly, he began pressing. Sarah immediately rocked forward but he quickly grabbed her hips and pulled her back. The camera pulled back then so I couldn't see the actual penetration, but from the look on Sarah's face it was painful.

	It took a good 10 minutes before the stripper was sinking his huge cock deep into Sarah's ass, stroking in and out like a pro. Tears streamed down Sarah's face as she cried openly. I almost felt sorry for her for a moment but my cock betrayed me as it swelled in Sarah's mouth.

	The video cut suddenly, and now I could see that Sarah was on her back, her arms still bound behind her. Liz was sitting on her face, holding Sarah's ankles high as the stripper was shoving his cock up her ass again. Sarah's muffled screams were a response to several girls' attentions to her nipples and body. I was impressed that the lack of proper equipment wasn't stopping them. One girl was on each nipple, with one being twisted and pinched hard, her nipple rings being used as unfortunate handles. The other nipple looked like it was being sucked, but as the camera moved in close I could see the girl was biting it, almost chewing on it, her sharp eye teeth cutting in harshly. Two other girls had found a use for thick rubber bands, holding them over Sarah's stomach and stretching them up hard before releasing. The sharp smack of the rubber on Sarah's stomach brought out a scream from between Liz's legs and the series of angry welts on her stomach gave proof to the girls' continued torture.

	I lifted Sarah's face from my crotch. As she lowered her eyes, I wiped the dampness from beneath them before lifting her chin. Here eyes met mine.

	"Have you learned to enjoy anal penetration," I asked. She sniffled, her eyes catching sight of the video still playing.

	"No, Master," was her response. "Will I ever be allowed to have my pussy penetrated again?”

	"I'm afraid not, Sarah," I replied. "You better learn to like getting your ass fucked. I plan to keep you this way for a very long time, if not forever." She whimpered, her eyes dropping again. "Now suck my cock while I watch this guy fuck your ass." She slipped my cock back in her mouth and began to suck as I turned the volume up again.

	End of Part 3
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				By ThndrsharkMarcus knew his dark mansion was foreboding. That's one of the reasons he had bought it when his first successes made it possible. The land it was set on was one of the largest parcels available in the Santa Monica Mountains, bordered by state land off limits to hikers. Planes couldn't even fly overhead for fear of dreaded updrafts from nearby cliffs. The result was one of the most secluded residences in Southern California. Most felt it wasn't out of order. Marcus, in years past, had quickly become one of the most successful grunge rockers in the world. With that came the largest fan group of any contemporary, and thus the need for security and privacy. None would have imagined that he and his girlfriend had chosen to make it an unusual home for some of their more avid fans.
Nicky and Marcus had met three years ago, just as he had begun to rise in success. She had been only 19 to his 28, but her beauty alone drew his attention. Her 5' 10" frame was topped by long, dark hair that feell down her back. Dark green eyes and a round face made her attractive to men; 38D breasts and mile long legs made her hot. Marcus could hardly hold himself back. After several dates, it was Nicky that opened the door to bondage and S&m. She encouraged Marcus to tie her up that first time, and soon she had convinced him to use her more frequently in bizarre and severe ways, even to the point of packing her in a crate and shipping her to their European tour date. Despite both their love of the scene, quickly they both tired of the games they played. Marcus learned that caring for someone made it difficult to truly abuse Nicky. He wanted to, and she wanted him to, but soon they both realized it wouldn't work. It only took a short time before they both realized that there were other ways to have fun.
They had been in a big city touring. Instead of the typical hotel room, Marcus had arranged a house in the country to rent. The privacy was greater and the accommodations far more comfortable. The other band members chose to stay in town, and knew that he and Nicky wanted to be alone. So nobody minded. They were certain nobody but their tour manager knew the location of the secluded house. But on that last night, as they headed home after a Thursday night date, they found a surprise. Nicky noticed first that the bedroom door was closed. Both were concerned at first, since they had left their bondage toys in an open bag inside. She motioned for Marcus and together they slowly opened the door to look inside. Perched in the center of the bed was a young girl. Wearing only a small cotton g-string, she was kneeling, her knees spread and head bowed. A white satin scarf was covering her eyes. Both watched for a moment, wondering what to do. Neither had ever been faced with something like this, and though it was obvious what the girl wanted, neither knew where to start. Nicky glanced to the side table, noticing a video camera connected to their TV, and a simple note on top saying "play me." They both walked in and Nicky hit play.
The video was mostly point of view, and narrated to the voice of what they assumed was the girl. At first it was obvious she was looking around the room and, to their surprise, looking through their toy bag. After a moment, the girl set the camera on the dresser and pointed it at the side of the bed, then stepped back. She seemed to be fairly young, maybe only 16 years old. She was a beautiful girl, about 5' 7", a thin 110 lbs, with long legs, a thin waist and long blonde hair. She smiled at the camera and began taking her clothes off. After a moment, she slipped off her bra and panties, and posed. Marcus could see Nicky subconsciously licking her lips. He knew she was enjoying the view of both the girl's ample 36D breasts, as well as her hairless pussy. The video abruptly cut off and both turned to look at their new playmate.
That first night revealed a lot about their relationship and the world they had available at their fingertips. They had immediately gagged the girl, noticing she had used their handcuffs, locking her wrists behind her back without knowing where the key was. Even if she wanted to escape before they returned, she would have to do so nearly naked and cuffed. This girl had wanted Marcus to take her. Nicky left the room as Marcus went to her and removed the blindfold. He lifted her chin.
"You know who I am?" the girl nodded vigorously, her eyes gleaming as her apparent dream was coming true. "I want you to tell me some things about yourself or I'll unlock you and send you home, ok?" Again, a nod. "Be honest with me and we can have some fun, lie to me and I can tell, and this whole thing will end before it gets started, and I'll have you arrested for breaking and entering." The girl's eyes grew wide and she shook her head in fear. "Do you're parents know where you are?" A no. "Do they expect you back tonight?" Another no. Marcus glanced down to her jeans, then began looking for some form of identification. He found none. Something in his mind clicked, and he decided to press it home. "Did you run away from home?" A nod. Hmmm. "Is anybody looking for you?" No. "How about friends, wouldn't they belooking for you?" A big no. "Are you even from this town?" Another no. "So nobody knows you are here?" Another no. "Ok, more importantly, are you 18?" Hesitation, then a nod. "You're lying. I'm sending you home." As he moved to unlock her, she whined, then shook her head no. "Ok. One more lie and I send you to the cops. Are you 16?" A nod. "That's what I thought. Ok, now I need to know what you are here for. Are you hoping we will fall in love?" A no. Good. "Do you want to just have sex?" Another no. "But you do want to do things for me? Sexually?" A nod. Marcus smiled. This was going to be fun.
It had been just over 2 months since that girl had appeared on their bed. The first night had been fun, as Marcus had used her as their slave. The biggest surprise was her aversion to women. Apparently she never thought that Marcus might have a girlfriend, nor was she thrilled that he made her service Nicky as well. He could tell it was disgusting to her, which made it even more fun. That first night began easy, but with the apparent fact that the girl had no family nor any person looking for her, it was an easy decision to keep her. To get her home, Nicky borrowed a large equipment case from the roadies then, with the addition of straps and extra latex, wrapped the girl into a tight ball and wedged her inside. Despite the large gag, the girl was panicked at the thought of being shipped home like this. Nicky simply kissed her on the forehead.
"You're in for quite a ride, little girl," Nicky cooed. "And I don't mean the trip home..." The girl's cries slowly muffled as she fit the thick foam over her form, then Nicky fit the heavy metal top on. With the addition of some locks, there was no way to know what was inside.
Once home, she became their canvas, the first girl they could experiment with. She quickly learned that she was in for more than she ever bargained for. For those first weeks, as he and Nicky decided what they wanted to do with their first slave, Marcus had constructed a large dungeon in the basement of his house. Finally complete, the girl was given in injection to knock her out, then brought into the hidden chamber. Waking up, spread eagle, suspended by her wrists, she felt disoriented. The previous year had been both a dream come true and an unexpected nightmare. She had been so excited that her idol Marcus had decided to keep her as his slave, she had hoped it would turn into something more traditional, as if slavery could be anything like that. But her forced servitude to Nicky, his girlfriend, and the shocking forms of bondage and torture she had experienced was more than she thought possible. It had taken four days to get home in her crate. Before then, the longest she had ever been in bondage had been two hours, and that was in soft rope and handcuffs. After her journey home in the back of the semi-trailer, she had never been in such pain, nor as scared. But instead being released into freedom, she had been injected with some drug, knocking her out, and woke in heavy chains, locked to a ring set in a stone floor of a windowless cell. On her knees, her ankles spread wide and a heavy collar locked around her neck, then attached to the floor, her arms spread wide and chained, she was unable to resist any advances. For a week she remained there, forced to endure the humiliation of repeated penetrations that both Nicky and Marcus could offer. Twice a day she would be given a huge enema, then fed a mixture of gruel that tasted like dirt. She never imagined that the great Marcus would treat her like an animal, and abuse her so horribly. But, as the days went on, with no relief in her position or status, she feared that her hopes for a classic and romantic life as a celebrity's sex slave, had turned into a nightmare.
Now, as she woke, she could feel cool air on strange parts of her body. As the drug wore off, she could tell she was in a new room. Her arms and legs had begun to ache from the harsh spread she had been bound in, and as her eyes focused, she could see a large mirror placed across the room. Despite the huge gag, she wailed through it as she could see that they had removed her long hair, shaving her head bald. Her face looked alien without eyebrows as well. After a moment, she was able to focus on something else new. A dull ache seemed to ebb from several parts of her body, and despite the humiliation of her now hairless body, she focused on the gleaming points now on her. A shiny ring now adorned her clit, with matching rings in her nipples and septum. As she dangled in the dungeon, she knew she was going to regret her seemingly harmless idea to surprise Marcus.
Now, 2 years later, the girl most certainly regretted her decision. As Marcus waited quietly in his living room for the visiting journalist, he absentmindedly reached out to find her on her knees beside him. He remembered back to those early days, working with Nicky to find what they could do to this helpless girl. In the process of discussing the shaving, Nicky had discovered a European treatment that would permanently prevent hair growth. Thus, the shaving became permanent. Of course she made sure she told the girl everything they would do to her, if anything to see the humiliation and pain cross her face. It only took a month or so before the girl was convinced she would never have body hair again. Even her eyelashes were removed, leaving her a look of a mannequin. She learned just how permanent the piercings were from Nicky, but also from the lack of seams in the rings, their ends soldered together permanently. They liked to do things to her as she slept, drugging her without her knowledge, then allowing her to wake from what she assumed was a single night, to discover her new modification. Within that first month, the girl woke to find the gag in her mouth gone for the first time. She worked her jaw, enjoying the freedom, then, as she went to lick her lips, found she couldn't move her tongue. Marcus had added thick, small rings to the tip and down the side of her tongue, then used a small dental drill and enamel glue to lock the rings to her teeth. A series of five rings down each side connected to the base of her teeth, welded into position, while the tip of her tongue was similarly welded to her front teeth. Nicky again took pleasure in explaining that this was just the start, and she would never speak again. It was at that point that Marcus realized something.
"You know, Nicky? We don't know her name?" They both laughed at the realization. She hadn't been ungagged since that first night nearly a month ago, and neither had thought to ask her name at that time. Those simple facts seemed to humilate and break the girl's spirit far more than anything else.
Over the years, they had added other modifications, slowly reducing the girl's ability to interact with the world. Every night they cuffed her arms behind her back, then attached a ceiling chain to them. With the aid of a crank, they lifted her wrists higher and higher, allowing her own weight to force them up her back. In the evening, as they left her alone, she would be perched on her tip toes, moaning in pain as her shoulders began their nightly ache. By morning, she would be standing flat footed as she had adjusted to the strain. By the second week, Marcus had devised a mechanical device that would automatically maintain tension. Now, the mornings found her still on her toes, crying in pain from a night of torture, but her wrists much further up her back. By the end of the third week, her wrists were at shoulder blade level and her elbows were touching. Just to be cruel, Nicky insisted on keeping her in training for another five days, enjoying the sight of her on toes throughout the night. When they were ready for her next step, her arms could maintain a reverse prayer indefinetely. The girl cried the entire time Marcus and Nicky added their latest modification. Her arms, accustomed to being bound together so her elbows touched, were unstrapped to free her wrists only, and the girl could feel Nicky wrapping her hands into tight balls with electrical tape. Soon, she was unable to move her fingers at all. Tight rubber covers were stretched over the fists until the tape was covered with seamless latex. The ball-like gloves reached halfway up her forearms, where the snug rubber was sealed with cement. It would be nearly impossible to remove them without danger of cutting the girl's wrists. They took a moment to show the girl her hands, making her realize how useless they had become. "No more hands, I'm afraid," Marcus chuckled. Nicky loved seeing the stream of tears on the girl's cheeks, but was eager to continue. He quickly attached the custom cuffs that fit her wrists perfectly. The ends met seamlessly and Marcus slipped the steel pin down a small hole traversing the width of the connection point. The rod was screwed into the base, ensuring the cuffs were connected tightly. With the help of a wrench, he gripped the end of the pin extending beyond the hole. Twisting it hard, the metal snapped just below the edge. "That'll never come off now," Marcus murmured, making sure the girl heard. As he repeated the action with the other cuff, Nicky unstrapped her elbows and Marcus removed the girl's leather collar, then applying a wide metal collar to match her new wrist cuffs. As he screwed the pin in place, he made sure it was tight, then broke it off as well. The cuffs were joined by a ring with two pivot mounts on either side, and he now pulled up to a loop at the back of the collar, slowly inverting the girl's wrists until they climbed up her back. The rings slipped into a mount and locked into place. With a slight wiggle of her new stumps, the girl could tell her useless hands were now mounted just behind her neck. As she thought about this, Nicky attached two more cuffs to her arms, just above the elbow then, with Marcus' help, they forced her elbows back together until the two cuffs met. A final click told them that the pin on one side had slipped into the mounting hole on the other side, holding her lower arms together. Once again, they held up a mirror to show the girl her new bondage.
"I hope you like this. We spent a lot of time training you to withstand this bondage," Nicky whispered in the girl's ear. She stood behind her, caressing her exposed breasts and showing her how her arms were practically invisible. "Everything is riveted in place, I'm afraid. No more hands, no more arms... ever." The girl began crying again.
As time passed, they had added other modifications. A dentist had sanded down her teeth, then capped all of them with soft rubber teeth mounts. Regular saline injections from the first day of her arrival had slowly, and painfully, increased her breast size from the nice 36D they already were, to a massive 40FF. Combined with harsh waist training, reducing her down to a tiny 15 inches, the two combined made her body look distorted, but somehow exciting to Nicky. The girl no longer could live without a corset, however, and soon they had a steel spring waist cincher made for her. To increase her discomfort, the rubber-coated stainless steel was created to close to 10 inches, an impossible size. But the constant tension would provide a life long crushing pressure on the girl's waist. Marcus looked down now to admire the girl's feet. Long ago she had been trained to wear ballet shoes, forcing her to learn to walk on her toes only, until removing the shoes became far more uncomfortable than leaving them on. Soon, custom work had created a smooth rubber shoe that, with the aid of steel bands that locked around each toe, would be permanently mounted on her feet. The added bonus, for Nicky and Marcus that is, was the lack of a heel. The point of the shoe forced the toes into a painful pinch, and no support behind the shoe forced the girl to rest all her weight on her tortured toes. Despite the horrible modifications she had already experienced, the girl cried freely as they placed the new shoes on her. She knew the finality of the pins slipping into the mounting holes meant that the shoes would never leave her feet again.
Marcus again thought about the girl beside her, sitting mute and motionless at his side. He remembered fondly the time a year ago when they made their final modifications to this first slave. They had strapped her into a metal chair, ensuring she was motionless, her arms and legs held wide and her head pulled back, forcing her to face up. A large mirror was mounted over her and, as they prepared for her, the girl could only stare up at her own reflection. She could just barely remember what she had looked like back when she had naively and innocently decided she wanted to be Marcus' slave. She had been actually only 15 at the time, but developed for her age. She had hoped her long blonde hair, large breasts and good looks would attract her idol into taking her in his possession. But now, as she looked over the strange creature she knew to be herself, tears began to form as puddles in her eyes. She hated the large nose ring that dangled over her top lip, as well as the rings through her top and bottom lips, circling them like a spiral binding. But the shocking difference most evident was the difference between the size of her new breasts and her waist. The harsh leather and rubber corset that had been mounted on her body now crushed her waist to a tiny 17 inches. The constant and incredible pressure the spring steel built into it exerted on her waist was a constant reminder of her permanent submission. As the days and months went on, she found her breath coming harder, and soon she learned to live with the short pants available as her lungs were crushed along with her ribs and waist by the mechanism. Just above the end of the corset she could see the massive mounds of flesh that were her breasts. Before, even at 15, she had been proud that her breasts offset her 24 inch waist nicely. She certainly could attract men with ease. Now, she felt more humiliated than proud. The bulbous shapes actually weighed her down so much, that she was somehow thankful for the harsh corset; without it, she would be unable to support the considerable weight of her chest. Mounted in her nipples she could see the thick and quite permanent piercings. A large ring was hung just at the base, with a rod placed through the middle of the nipple. Though she could see past these as something even her goth friends would sport, it was the final ring dangling from the tip of her nipples that made her feel more humiliated. Months ago, she had awoken to find this newest addition, and the wail she made at their discovery echoed through the dungeon. Later, Nicky had explained what she found. A long, 5 inch rod with a small plate and ring mounted to the end, had been pressed through the tip of her nipple, down through the breast and deep into the mound. With a twist at the tip, a series of sharp barbs were released down the length of the rod and, as Marcus had pressed the rod in hard then pulled back out, the barbs sunk deep into her own flesh. The result was a steel rod now permanently mounted through her breasts, capped off with a ring dangling from the very tip of her nipple. The rod would never be removed, nor could it, except with extensive and destructive surgery on each breast. The mountings had proven very effective. Often, Nicky would hang as much as five pound weights from the tips, pulling her breasts into torpedo shapes. She found that the rods didn't even budge under this incredible stress.
She continued to stare at her bizarre body, brushing over the lack of hair across her body, the heavy clit ring, her ballet shoed feet and the appearance of no arms. She tried to wiggle her fingers behind her neck, hoping to find some motion. Not surprised, she could not move them at all. For weeks she had cried at the permanent loss of her arms and hands. She was placed in a room with a mirror for a wall, another idea Nicky had to increase the girl's humiliation. Despite her aversion to the modification, the girl could not help but look. She had long since cried herself out at the loss of her beautiful hair. Now, the bald, doll look was something she knew she would see for the rest of her life.
Finally, Nicky stepped in front of the girl and showed her some new items. First, a liquid.
"We decided that it's time to do some final changes to you," she cooed. "This is a wax like liquid. We pour it into your ears and it seeps all the way in, then hardens. It's designed to make you absolutely deaf. Oh, and it's permanent." New tears swelled in the girl's eyes and she struggled, testing her bonds, wishing she could end this nightmare. Nicky could see her trying to struggle, but her already modified body was far too helpless to make a difference. Instead, she settled down, unable to fight her horrible fate. Next, Nicky lifted a latex hood in front of her. She made particular note that the hood lacked eye holes. The girl wailed despite her tongue bondage, knowing she would now lose her sight as well. Nicky didn't say anything further, realizing that the girl was aware what was to come. Marcus wheeled in a TV, placing it in front of the girl and hitting play as Nicky went to work, first on her ears. Marcus touched the girl's hairless head.
"We thought you might want a final image of what you use to be, because you will not only never be this innocent again, but you will never see or hear anything else either." The snow went away, replaced by the image of the girl in their bedroom that first night. Quietly, the girl watched herself, with long blonde hair and her innocence, as she undressed before the camera so long ago. Her body quaked with sobs as she saw the person she once was. Her body quaked in fear and dread, knowing that the last remenants of that kid was about to be taken away. She moaned and cried, wishing she would wake up, to find that she had only been dreaming, to return to her life as a child. Instead, she watched in utter horror as Nicky approached with a syringe, enjoying the moment as she approached.
"Did you ever imagine that you would become this animal you are now?" Nicky wanted to rub it in, make the girl suffer for her own fantasies. "You were such a nice young lady. Now look at you. You've been reduced to a thing for us to use, a group of holes and a body to make scream. And now, we're going to remove your hearing and sight permanently, dropping you into a world of silence and darkness for the rest of your life." Her body tense with a passion to make this end, she barely reacted as Nicky injected the liquid into he ears, letting it seep down deep. She moaned and a stream of tears began down her cheeks as the second ear was injected, and her hearing disappeared forever. She could only stare now, until Marcus pressed two thin rubber pads covered with glue, over her eyes, forcing them shut.
Marcus spread an organic bonding glue over the inner surface of the rubber, and then the hood was stretched easily over the hairless head of the girl, smoothing it carefully to remove any folds or creases before the glue could set, It was sealed shut behind her, forming a seamless skin over her face. The image left was a nearly featureless head, with only an open mouth and nostril holes. The rubber slipped into the nose as well, coating the inside of them halfway back. Marcus slipped in long breathing tubes, carefully pressing the long rubber tubing up and through, making sure they entered her lungs deep down her throat, then used rubber fitted mounts to lock them in place at the back of her nostrils. Added tubes extended them out of the nostrils, providing continued breathing through her nose.
Together, the two began slipping a wide, long tube into the girl's mouth, pushing it until the girl involuntarily swallowed, allowing the tube to enter her stomach. The wide rubber fitting at the end mounted at the back of her mouth, locking into place like a gasket. After a moment, they watched the girl realize she could only breath through her newly tubed nose, and that she had no control over what went into her stomach. Holding her mouth open wide, Nicky pushed a plug in, blocking off the stomach tube. As a final adjustment, Marcus reached in again and, with a solvent, removed the mounting points that her tongue piercings were connected to. For the first time in nearly two years the girl was able to move her tongue. What she soon found, however, was that the tube now mounted down her throat also prevented her vocal cords from working. Now, she would not only not be able to speak, but her ability to make any sound had been removed.
Releasing the girl from the chair, they helped her stand and Marcus led her over to side of the large room. With Nicky holding her upright, Marcus had to strain to stretch thick rubber bands over her breasts, seating them at their base, then releasing the band. The girl went rigid as she felt the thick rubber constrict the base of her breasts, forcing her mounds out even farther. After applying the second band, they watched for a few minutes, making sure that though the breasts would redden and swell with the tension, they would still maintain circulation. The result would increase the sensitivity through her breasts, without causing danger. To test, Nicky took a pin and sunk it into the girl's left breast. Though no sound came out, nor could they see tears any longer, they could tell that the girl's breasts were incredibly sensitive by the way her body went rigid in pain.
Helping her into a large, shower like enclosure, Marcus lifted the girl up onto braket-like cones. The ballet shoe tips clicked into place as the mounting held them in place. Nicky began attaching a series of rubber straps connected from the sides of the enclosure to her various piercings. Above and behind the girl, another strap stretched out toward her head. With extra effort, Marcus managed to clip the ring at the end to her nose ring. The result pulled the girl's head back and up severely. Straps from either side stretched her breasts out, and a final strap reached out and connected to her clit ring. Soon, she was held rigid between them in the middle of the clear walls. The straps needed to be pulled tight to hold her in place, and each piercing seemed to be under heavy tension. They knew the girl would be in incredible pain, but from the outside, they could see no evidence. Nicky slipped a dildo like device into the girl's pussy, stretching it wide and causing the girl to shudder. The dildo was actually hollow, with small mesh strips forming three lines that extended down the length. The end of the nearly twelve inch shape ended in a cap. A flange at the protruding end connected to her clit ring, holding it in place. A second dildo, nearly as large, slipped with some effort, up her ass. As this shape began to press past her anus, the girl twisted in defiance, but each motion yanked hard on a piercing, adding to the pain in her anus, and Nicky continued pressing it in. As it seated in place, her sphincter grasped an inset ring at the end, holding it in place.
Finally, Nicky forced her mouth wide open and pressed two wide rubber blocks between her back teeth, forcing her mouth open wide and holding it in place. Attaching her breathing tubes to tubes extending from the top of the booth, Nicky stepped out of the room and closed the door behind her.
With a push of a button on a control console, Marcus activated a series of nozzles on the inside of the room. A dark mist of liquid spread out across the girl's body, coating her with a fine layer of black. The nozzles shut off, and a light fan helped dry the material. After ten minutes, the nozzles turned on again. Marcus took Nicky's hand and led her away.
"Let's get something to eat," he said as he drew her away from the site of the tortured soul in the chamber.
After four hours of processing, the machine shut down, leaving the girl standing motionless in the room. The strain in her legs and feet was intense, but she had no choice but to endure. With every slight shift she made, she felt the pain of a piercing being tugged on. If she could, she would have cried out, but instead was forced to stand mute and deaf. She could tell something new had been done to her, as her body tingled from some new application. She ran her tongue over her modified teeth, feeling a strange texture in her mouth. For what she was sure was days, she simply stood, wondering what was happening around her, and what had been done to her. She knew in her heart she no longer should care, but she found that she did. The images of that video from her first night seemed imprinted on her now useless eyes. From such an innocent dream as a young girl, she had now been changed into an almost inhuman form, with her only use that of further torture and service. She strained to hear something, anything, but instead only heard the echo of her own thoughts. She wanted to cry, to moan, to do anything to fight this intense constriction, but found no release. Instead, she found herself slipping into the ultimate form of humiliation and submission, despite the spirit that still lived within her.
Without sight or sound for a year, Marcus began wondering what went on in the girl's mind. He reached down again, running his hand over the shiny, smooth surface of her head. After the six coats of liquid rubber and the subsequent twenty-hour drying, they had returned to find their slave a vision of rubber. Gone was any evidence of skin, replaced by a smooth, seamless and gleaming latex coating. Nicky had carefully removed the girl's mouth wedges, then carefully pulled out the two dildos. Now, even her mouth, pussy and ass were coated in rubber. Marcus had found that the smooth coating felt much nicer on his cock, and Nicky pointed out that the coating removed any pleasure from his penetrations. They both wished they could tell this to the girl, adding to her humiliation, but would have to enjoy that fact herself, and let it be something the girl figured out herself. As planned, her rings and cuffs had not taken to the latex, their material designed to reject the bonding. Now her nose, nipple and clit rings all gleamed in sharp contrast to her black, shiny skin.
They had continued with her breast treatment, enlarging them even more, and finding that the latex stretched nicely along with them. They kept her busy, as they always had, enjoying her mouth on their bodies, or her other holes. She was fairly useless for chores, but she made an excellent tool to scare new slaves. As the security camera showed the reporter's car approaching the gate, Marcus used the remote to open it, hoping to avoid anyone seeing her arrive. She had always been an annoyance, this Tish Campbell. From day one she acted friendly, but he knew she just wanted to find a way to tear him down. An ex-model, she was still looking for her big break, and unfortunately had stirred up the pot too much in her search. Marcus and Nicky knew that they had to conceal their unique hobby from her eyes above all else.
Nicky entered the room, having seen the monitor in the kitchen.
"Let me take her now," she said, gesturing to their slave. Marcus nodded and moved to the door as Nicky pulled the girl to her feet and led her off to her holding box.
Tish admired the house as she winded her way up the long road. She knew she should be excited about being the first and only press person to ever make it into Marcus' home, but she refused to allow herself the pleasure. She knew there was something questionable about Marcus, something she could splash across the front page of her magazine and gain instant stardom in her own right. She had been studying him as best she could for some time now, and despite the rumors of devil worship, cross dressing and worse, none could be backed up. The one thing she was sure of was that Marcus liked women. Only a week ago, she had gotten an interesting lead that claimed he was into S&m. Not too far off for a grunge rocker, but still unfounded. Maybe she wouldhave to drop some hints and see if he bit. Well, she would do what she could to get into his confidence, then trash him. That was her job, she felt, as she pulled to a stop.
"It's good to see you, Tish," Marcus said as he motioned for her to come in. He thought briefly about checkout out the grounds, to see if anybody saw her enter, but laughed at himself for the melodramatics. He knew there was no one within miles. The closed the door and watched her from the back as she snooped around. He had to admit she was a lovely sight. He preferred younger girls, but even at 30, Tish was a looker. "Can I take your coat?" She looked back at him and smiled, shrugging it off into his hands, then continuing forward. The light was just right to reveal the ghostly shape of her nice figure through her thin dress. Long legs, long, red hair, soft skin; Marcus had to fight to remember who he was drooling over. He led her to the living room and offered her a seat and a drink. As they finally sat across from each other, wine glasses in hand, Tish found she didn't know where to start.
"I only have a few minutes, so go right ahead," Marcus urged.
"Thanks for having me over. I'm fascinated by how well you managed to keep your personal life out of the public eye.”
"Nicky and I have always been private people. We like to have our time alone together.”
"You know there have been rumors going around that associate you with a lot of odd practices." Marcus laughed.
"Like what?”
"Well, how about that your actually gay?”
"I'm not gay. Not even close. I like women way too much, Tish!" Marcus let his gaze linger a bit longer than usual, hoping she caught it.
"But you're telling me you're just a normal guy, then," she was still fishing, but she leaned forward a bit, showing off her cleavage. Even if he weren't working on a plan, Marcus would be hard pressed not to look.
"I have my hobbies," he said, coyly. "I may enjoy my women in particular ways.”
"That sounds intriguing, Marcus," she was outright flirting now. "Are you more of a dominant personality?" Marcus smiled, glad she had gotten to the point quicker than he could have hoped.
"Very," he replied, staring deeply into her eyes. "It's the only way to fly."He could see Tish perk up internally. He decided to pick up the point. "Do you enjoy any games?" Tish was sure she had him, but knew she had to push the point home if she was going to get inside.
"I happen to enjoy games. The heavier the better." She feared she had gone to far, but was tired of playing the game. Let's get to the point, she thought.
"So, you're kinky?" Marcus seemed to have read her mind. She stammered for a second, but couldn't back down now.
"I'm pretty kinky, yes," she said, cautiously.
"I never would have imagined. Well, I would love to play with you sometime, if you're interested. Then maybe we could get to know each other better.”
"I'd like that a lot," Tish said. She had him. But she had to have more proof. The story was forming in her mind. 'I was a slave to Marcus' or something like that. If she could get him to actually do something with her, maybe leave some mark, she would have enough evidence to get a major story out of it!
"How about now?" Tish smiled and nodded, and Marcus stood, taking her hand, their glasses and leading her out of the room.
The bedroom seemed far too normal for what she expected. She was worried suddenly that he would use a scarf on her or something equally lame. That would make a horrible story! She needed him to get a little rough with her. He sat her on the end of the bed, then pulled up a chair next to her, offering her wine glass.
"You know what you're asking for," Marcus asked.
"Yes, I do. I want you to dominate me." The words felt alien. She took a quick sip of wine to calm herself.
"Tell me you're serious about this.”
"I'm very serious.”
"I like to role play a lot, master/slave stuff. Are you up for that?" Tish smiled.
"I want to be your slave, Master," she said. "I want you to punish me. I'll do anything to please you. I want to be whipped and spanked, or anything you can think of!" She watched him, hoping he would respond. He simply smiled. She took another long drag off her wine, finishing it. It only took a moment for the drug to take effect. She quickly slumped to the floor, unconscious.
As Marcus walked through the house, he tugged on Tish's leash. The reporter, now six weeks as his newest slave, gave a feeble tug back, but knew she would have to obey or face increasingly horrible torments. As it was, she could feel her face burn red again from her embarrassment. Now, forced onto her hands and knees as she tried to keep up with her new master, she cursed her beauty, or what was left of it. The leash tugged hard again on her new nose ring, the thick steel now permanently mounted in her septum. The huge ring gag in her mouth allowed her feeble moans to escape, but provided a mouth unable to refuse any cock. To add to the humiliation, she found she could not help drooling. The three piercings in her tongue didn't help, nor did the bell that hung from the center ring, pulling her tongue out of her mouth, preventing her from uttering any real words. She had been formed into a pet from day one, left on her hands and knees through the clever removal of her ability to stand or sit normally. Here long, curly hair had been braided into a tight, single strand, along with a leather strap, which now connected to the waist cincher locked onto her waist, pulling her head back harshly. Her already small waist had been reduced to 15 inches, making it difficult to breath. Her hands now formed a tight ball at the end of her arms, useless for anything but supporting her weight, while her ankles her been strapped to her thighs, then an added, wide leather strap forced her toes into a painful arch, with the opposite end also connected to her corset. A spreader bar connected to mid-thigh straps, holding her legs wide, and kept her now permanently hairless crotch available for use. Her large breasts had received special consideration, and their torture helped keep her on her hands and knees. Steel bands had been riveted around the base of her breasts, locked into position and prevented from slipping with the help of a series of sharp spikes on their insides,that now sank deep into her flesh. A metal rod connected the two, its length forcing her breasts wide apart from the base. A single, thick rod had been pierced through the base of her nipples. Balls on either side of the nipples held the rod in place. Since it too was used to push her breasts apart, her tits now pointed nearly sideways, a painful and humiliating addition to Tish's bondage. Small chains from her thigh straps connected to rings at the ends of her nipple rod, preventing her from standing upright. A final humiliation was the bell that now dangled from her new clit ring, jingling as she was forced to walk behind Marcus.
The morning she had awoken in her strange new bondage, she found Marcus staring down at her. She was a ball of pain, unsure of what part of her sudden transformation hurt worse.
"I hope this fulfills your dreams, Tish," Marcus said with a laugh. "You'll stay as my pet for a few years, then I might make you into something else." He laughed as he tugged on her then new nose ring, making her learn to heel at his feet. Her anger was clear on her face, but she could do nothing to resist.
Nicky had argued with Marcus about how to handle Tish. She had gone to great pains to arrange a buyer overseas, and when Marcus had announced he wanted to keep her, she had to break the deal. The buyer was understandably angry, but Marcus was set in his mind. For three weeks Nicky had expressed her anger at the rebuke. Waking one morning, Nicky found herself chained in the stone cell. Again, a wide collar locked her face to the dirty floor, while chains held her arms and ankles wide. The result forced her ass into the air. As Marcus entered, trailing Tish at his feet, Nicky screamed.
"What the fuck do you think you're doing, Marcus," she yelled, dust clouds swirling from her breath.
"You were right, Nicky. Those buyers are tough customers. So I've decided to send you to them instead." Nicky froze in shock, then fought hard to break free.
"You can't do this, Marcus," her words were now pleading. "I thought we were a couple!”
"I think it's time for a new girlfriend," he said. As she began to cry, Marcus smiled and turned away, leading Tish from the room. Besides, he thought as the thick door clanged shut behind him, he could have a lot of fun training slaves for these buyers. The sounds of Nicky's crying began to fade as he started to climb the stairs up.
The End

		

	

	 

	 

	Abda's Girls 

	by Thndrshark 

	Part 1

	I rang out the sponge and stopped to check the kitchen. I had just finished cleaning it and wanted to make sure nothing could be found that I had missed. It was at that second that I thought about my last ten years of marriage.

	I knew that being married to a blonde hair, blue eyed model-like woman was highly sought after in the Arab world. I will admit it was something I was very aware of, and though I also was attract-ed to the dark, middle eastern look, I also liked the idea of marrying in to a rich, Arab family.

	I had known all the stories about marrying into an Arab culture. I had seen Abda's family friends and known that they believe strongly in a core traditional family value. I had seen the women fully covered in burkas, their darkened eyes the only part of their body allowed to show. As we got closer, Abda insisted I do the same, and I was ok with that. It was somehow glamorous to me, even sexy, to be so covered. I guess he had explained to me enough times how different his group of friends and family were, just how strict the men could be, and how subservient the women were expected to be. At first this just sounded like the staunch christian families I'd heard about and I wasn't daunted. But as time went on, I began to wonder what just exactly this sect was all about.

	During our entire courtship, I hadn't been invited to any private family gatherings. At first I didn't notice, but slowly became aware of the strange discrepancy. I had attended a few public events, and it was then that Abda told me that I would not only need to wear the full burka, but also would be required not to speak unless directly spoken to, not to look at any people in the eye, and to walk three feet behind him. I'll admit, it was weird, but my kinky side found it erotic as well. I thought it was playful of me to suggest that Abda decide what I wear under the burka, and though he smiled a devilish grin, he didn't seem to act like it was some profound exception that I would do so. The first time we went out together, he laid out only four things: A pair of towering six inch heels, a silky pair of seamed stockings, a lacy garter belt, and a jeweled butt plug. The last I was most surprised about. So far our sex life had been very basic, almost non-existent, something I was hoping would change as we got closer. So the suggestion of an insertable, and an anal model as well, took me by surprise. Yet as I walked out of the bedroom dressed, Abda motioned for me to raise my burka, revealing the heels and stockings. He put a hand on my back pushing me over further, then pressed the plug in firmly. I gasped, but maintained my silence. What I did notice was just how wet I had become.

	As our relationship got stronger, he revealed to me that if we would marry, I would essentially become a princess in his family. It was the perfect thing to say to me! I could imagine being rich and glamorous, something I had always dreamed of.

	So as Abda introduced more and more unusual elements in to my and our lives, I tried to take them in stride. I caught a glimpse of myself in the hall mirror, remembering how it had all come about. It had all started simply. I think it was I that suggested botox for my face, and in the process I met Abda's plastic surgeon. It was easy to get carried away with ideas, and just as quickly Abda was joining in, making suggestions as well.

	The multiple surgeries to enhance my breasts from my original, respectable 36C to the huge 36DDD started as my idea, but soon became Abda's, as he pushed my size larger and larger. The removal of a rib to decrease my waist size was suggested by my surgeon, and seemed to make sense at the time. The piercings in my nipples, clit, tongue and septum were Abda's. I should have seen that, from the beginning, his idea of a piercing was more utility than decorative. I remember having my eye on a lovely set of nipple rings in gold, but was told that he had chosen a titanium shackle set already. Each of my piercings were not simply thin holes, but after some time and healing, were holes held open with steel channels. Even my septum soon held a grommet through it, something hidden but just as humiliating.

	My eyes had been adjusted to be more round, my nose was shortened slightly, then thinned, my lips enhanced. I barely recognized myself anymore. I looked artificially young, almost pixie-like. I was 35 now, but I still looked about the 22 years old I was when I had first gone to surgery. Almost nothing on my face was real anymore. I touched the long, wavy blonde hair falling across my shoulders, reminiscing to the time when it was real, too.

	Six months before our wedding ceremony, Abda was relaxing in the living room. As I brought him his evening drink, he asked me to kneel at his feet, as he often did. I had, by then, not been permitted to use furniture unless specifically told to. Though humiliating at first, I had grown accustomed to it. I dropped to my knees beside him. As my eyes dropped to the floor, as I had also become accustomed to, he began to tell me of one further modification that was required of the women in his particular belief. I was nervous, wondering what further could be done to me. My breasts were so large that I could not see the floor in front of me, and the cold steel of the piercings still reminded me of their humiliating hold.

	When Abda told me that all my body hair was to be permanently removed via laser treatment, it didn't dawn on me that he meant my head as well. At first I was excited. I had maintained a closely shaved pussy since I was young, and shaving was always difficult and painful. Yet when he men-tioned that I would be allowed elaborate, and very expensive wigs when necessary, I felt the tears fall down my cheeks. I had grown my hair since childhood and it currently reached my waist. I prized it more than almost anything, and would be just as shocked if he had asked me to cut it to shoulder length, much less shave it all off. He asked if I really wanted to get married, and I hesitat-ed, but I knew that this is what I wanted, and couldn't turn back now.

	Now, as I looked at myself in the mirror, I found it ironic that the very wig Abda liked me to wear matched my hair before he had it removed. The blonde curls fell down to my waist, and my fingers twirled the bottom strands. I turned to admire my long, lean legs. Even though I was only 5'5", I had been required to wear the highest heels possible since those early days, making my legs look impossibly long. Even now, as I cleaned the kitchen, I was perched on my toes, wearing mycustom 6 1/2 inch heeled pumps. I wasn't wearing stockings now, but Abda required me to wear the sluttiest outfits he could find around the house. Today, I was wearing a mini skirt that barely covered my ass, and a bikini top that covered only part of my breasts. Often I would wear a tiny baby-doll, transparent and silky but fully revealing. I was wearing full makeup, as was required, includ-ing drawn on eyebrows and full red lips. I was always dressed like this, or something similar, whenever at home. Outside, dressed in my burka, was something different.

	If only some of my friends I had invited to my wedding knew the truth. The ceremony was very strange, mostly involving me jingling a bell to answer pointed questions. Abda was only asked if he wished to take this unworthy creature under his control and guidance. I know that caused some murmurs in the non-arabic crowd.

	But under my burka was a whole different story. I was essentially naked, my arms bound behind me severely so that my elbows touched firmly, my wrists strapped together as well. I was gagged fully, my mouth stretched wide with foam that had been forced in until I cried in pain. My ears had been filled first with small, white noise generating ear plugs, then soft wax to seal out all sound. A leather hood had then been stretched over my bald head, locking the gag in further and cutting out all light. My breasts had been strapped at the base with thin cord until they ached in pain and turned a soft purple. The only other item I wore was a metal butt plug connected to a small receiver. The bell I was to ring was held in my bound hands. I had been trained that when I received a shock in my ass, I was to ring the bell briefly.

	I had been hooded and bound for 24 hours prior to the ceremony, and kept in a small wood box, folded in to a tight ball. I learned later that the ceremony was inspired by the ancient slave trading of western women to the Sheiks in Abda's transitional land. The idea was that I was to travel across the land in bondage, at which time I was to be given to my new owner. Though very ceremonial, I knew in Abda's world it was very serious. I was not told what my vows would be, not what the ceremony was to be like. I was allowed to invite a few people, but I would never see them. It was this way that I accepted my life as a wife and as property to Abda.

	After the ceremony, I was led in to a back room where my burka was removed and I was put in a kneeling position. My hood was removed and my arms unbound. I kept my eyes down. The final ceremony started with my husband handing me a thick, wide collar. It was custom made to mold directly to my neck. It was nearly three inches tall, made of titanium, and was designed not to come off except with the use of a special tool that only my husband kept. The collar was humiliating, as it marked me more a a slave than as a wife, but I knew its symbolism was important to Abda. I opened the collar wide, then set my neck into one side before slowly closing the collar. It was in-credibly snug, and for a moment I panicked that it would strangle me. But as I pushed it closed and heard the firm click of the pins as it locked on, I swallowed carefully and relaxed. My husband then added similar wrist and ankle cuffs, symbolizing my life as property. Short five inch chains were welded to the cuffs, limiting my mobility. I knew that it was unlikely that the collar and cuffs would ever leave my body, that I would need to learn to live with them for the rest of my life.

	As the ceremony ended, Abda attached a leash to my septum shackle then told me to stand. He then led me around to meet the other men. I was not allowed to look at them, nor to speak, but they were allowed to touch me. Many a hand felt my still-strapped breasts or my hairless pussy.

	I could just see the other women, who like me were mostly naked and hairless. I felt a rush of camaraderie for the first time, seeing other women living the life I had just started. From what I could see, there was a wide variety of looks, from the elegant women with long see-through gowns, to others more heavily pierced or modified than me. Some wore chastity belts, which I knew was part of the beliefs. Those women most likely were never allowed to take them off, and were used only anally and orally. Abda hadn't put me in such a belt, but he did suggest that it might be in my future. I shuddered at the thought.

	Almost all of them stood demurely 3 feet behind the men, with a leash connected to their septum rings, the other end clasped in the men's hands. Some had their arms bound, some were hooded. I was desperate to talk to all of them, but knew that would never happen. Not only were we not allowed to speak in public, but we weren't allowed to socialize. Our role as wives was to serve our husbands as they saw fit.

	I was then led into an empty room and I was lifted up on to a padded platform, placed on my back. My arms were pulled over my head and toward the floor. My wrists were pulled down hard and strapped into place, My head was hanging off the end of the table, and soon a strap circled my bald head and was pulled back so I faced the wall. a blindfold was tied over my eyes. My ankles were pulled up high, then spread as wide as my ankle chains would allow. A strap compressed my waist, holding my hips down. I could just feel the edge of the platform I was laying on ending at the base of my spine. I was left alone, but soon I heard men's voices entering. I heard Abda's voice in my ear.

	"Now my brothers wish to welcome you to the family. You are my wife, but belong to all of us if I so choose. You will be anally penetrated by all my brothers, and they will deposit their seed only in your mouth. I expect you to swallow obediently, and please my brothers." I gulped, tears welling in my eyes. I had only been used anally a few times by Abda, and it wasn't my favorite thing. One of the reasons I was so terrified of being put in the chastity belt is that I would be used anally all the time. I didn't look forward to it. Now, however, I was going to be more than I bargained for. Abda had 65 "brothers" in his sect, and I was certain they were all at the wedding.

	Abda left the room, and for a moment I was left alone. Even though it was warm, I felt myself shudder in fear. I subtly tried my bonds and quickly realized I couldn't move. The door opening made me jump, and soon I heard the sound of a zipper opening and pants dropping. I felt some fumbling, and soon the pressure of something against my anus. Whomever it was had not used any lube, and I fought back a scream as he forced his hard cock in to my ass. He pumped me twice, and luckily, came quickly. I realized he hadn't come in my mouth, but I wasn't going to say anything. I obediently opened my mouth and the boy put his cock in. I sucked it clean, tasting my own anal juices along with his jism. He didn't stay long, pulling out of my mouth before yanking his pants up and running out of the room.

	The next customer was much older. He also didn't offer lube, but the younger man's come was lubricant enough for now. This man's cock was also much larger, and I stifled a scream as his head pressed past my anal ring. Soon he was pumping my ass furiously. It was painful. But soon he pulled out and moved around, pushing his cock in to my mouth. Unlike the boy, this man wanted to enjoy my oral ability. He pushed his cock in deep, letting it slide down my throat. I was careful to avoid a gag reaction, swirling my pierced tongue around the shaft has he slowly fucked my throat. I realized though I could not appear rushed, I should make the men come as quickly as possible. Ifocused on my technique, and soon felt him tense. He shot a huge load into my throat, his balls pressed against my nose.

	The night seemed endless. I tried to be obedient, to suck cocks well, to swallow all the come I was offered. Soon it was a blur. My asshole felt torn and gaping, with come dripping out of it.

	Come had also dripped out of my mouth, coating my cheeks and my bald head. I was delirious, half awake, simply focusing on my tongue technique, hoping it would be over. In the end, Abda told me I had serviced 73 men over a period of 8 hours… and I had made him proud.

	I had to realize she wasn't my daughter anymore. She had been married off to another man, and was expected that her loyalty was only to her husband. I tried to keep my attention on her husband's cock as I sucked it, but the sound of the sharp canning behind me made it difficult.

	Sarah was dangling from the ceiling in the middle of the room, the chain between her wrists pulled up by another attached chain. Her legs were held wide open and off the ground by chains that reached from rings mounted in the floor to the side. Her husband was a particularly cruel man, a fact that made me cry when she was given to him by my husband last year. As with all of us, her body was permanently hairless as well. She also wore a skin tight leather hood. I knew that her husband often kept her in the hood, accompanied by a heavy gag and noise canceling ear plugs, plunging her in silent darkness for weeks, and sometimes months on end. I couldn't imagine being kept in silence and darkness like she was, but I had no say in the matter.

	Other than the hood, she was naked except for the chastity belt she had worn for a year now. I was sad that her husband had chosen to forbid her vaginal penetration or clitoral stimulation. I understood that he wanted his wife to focus on his pleasure only, but she had only been allowed three orgasms before she had been locked away for, what I assumed, would be the rest of her life. And those orgasms had come via a machine and vibrator, forced from her while in bondage over a short 30 minutes, before she was locked away. She had not had the pleasure of a man's cock inside of her, nor it would seem would she ever. But in his cruelty, her husband allowed her to experience the pleasure for a brief moment, then take it from her.

	"Should I focus on her tits again, Uncle," the young man welding the cane asked my daughter's husband? If I could look, I know I would see hundreds of harsh red welts criss crossing Sarah's body from neck to feet. Calla had been caning her for about two hours now. I had seen her body before she had been suspended, and before I was told to suck the huge cock I now ran my tongue over. Her body had been used for pain before; her soft white skin was covered with old welts and bruises from many other sessions under the cane or whip.

	"Focus on her inner thighs, boy," Mehnal suggested before pressing his hand on the back of my head, pushing his cock in to my throat. I used to struggle after losing breath, but had learned that if he wanted to suffocate me, it was his right. He would only have to pay my husband a small amount of money in compensation. So as I felt my consciousness sliding away, I tried not to hear the hard strokes of the wood as they landed on Sarah's sensitive inner thighs.

	Finally, Mehnal let go, and I tried not to gasp openly, but rather return immediately to running my pierced tongue up his long shaft. Abruptly he stood up.

	"Lower her down, Calla," his uncle ordered. I turned obediently, staying on my knees, my head bowed and shackled wrists on my thighs. I spread my legs as I was trained, exposing my hairless pussy. But I could still see enough to have to fight back tears.

	Sarah's body was bloody and bruised. It was difficult to see an individual cane mark, there were so many. I could see her chest heaving, her huge breasts quivering. Mehnal had increased her breasts from the lovely 34C that seemed to perfectly fit her 5' 1" frame, to a massive 34DDD. on top of that, he had banded her breasts, putting metal cuffs at the base that squeezed them enough to make them stand out. The diminished blood also made them sensitive. Calla had spent extra time on her breasts, bounding them harshly with the cane. I couldn't see Sarah's face beneath the hood but I'm sure she was in eternal anguish.

	Calla lowered her down so that her feet touched the floor, then more to allow her to bend at the waist. Her arms, weak from the hours of suspension, were pulled over her head and back, her fea-tureless head dangling down between them. Menhal motioned to me.

	"Come here, pet," he commanded. I crawled over obediently, stopping so I was behind Sarah. I could see the chastity belt that fit snuggly on her body. The belt was designed to remain firmly attached at all times. As I understood it, a stainless steel, hollow dildo filled her pussy, locked in place and held motionless. A fitting at the end, protruding slightly from the belt, allowed for an attach-ment so her pussy could be flushed. The band split just past her vagina, forming an oval that pushed her ass cheeks apart, then rejoined beyond her anus. A thick band of rubber attached to the metal then, stretching up between her ass cheeks until it split in to a Y and joined the back of her metal belt. The belt was held firmly against her, unmovable, and unremoved. Her entire crotch was covered now, the large anal plug, with its own fitting, was mounted on the belt, filling her anus.

	"Your daughter hasn't had the luxury of this plug out for three months now," he said. Menhal reached forward and with a twist, released the butt plug, pulling it out. The base was thin, as I might hope for a young girl's anal ring, but as he pulled, I could see the plug widening quickly until it was stretching her ring harshly. Even through the gag and hood I could hear Sarah's muffled scream before the plug came loose. He pushed it toward my lips. "Clean this," he commanded. i lifted my shackled hands, taking the thick plug from him. It was damp, with some streaks on it. I tried not to show my revulsion, licking up the length of the huge plug. The balls mounted in my tongue clanged against the stainless steel plug. It was all I could do not to gag. I finally slipped it in to my mouth, stretching my jaw wide as I sucked it clean. I handed it to Menhal. He pointed to Sarah's anus.

	"Why don't you tongue her and get her wet for me," he said with a chuckle. My face flushed red and both Menhal and Calla laughed. I'm sure the thought of a mother tonguing her own daughter's asshole was amusing to them. I knew I had no choice. I had once refused an order from one of Abda's "family". It was six weeks after my marriage, and Abda had invited a friend of his to stay the weekend. I had been offered to the guest as a gift for the first night, and when the guest told me to clean his ass, I had refused. Abda was furious, hooding me for two weeks, save my mouth. I was required to not only clean the bathroom floor and toilet with my tongue constantly, but also serve as toilet paper. I was punished severely for even the slightest hesitation. It was 2 weeks that lasted a life time, and is something I hope to never experience again.

	I move forward, sticking my tongue deep in to Sarah's reddened anus, flicking it to burrow deep-er. I could taste her feces, and I wanted to gag, but I forced myself forward, sucking and licking firmly despite my revulsion. After a few minutes, Menhal pulled me back, then pushed his cock intomy mouth. I dutifully licked it, making it damp, then pulled away. I lifted my shackled hand and grasped his cock carefully, guiding it toward my daughter's anus. Menhal pushed my face close, so my cheek was pressing against Sarah's butt cheek, giving me a closeup of my daughter's penetration.

	Menhal took his time, penetrating Sarah slowly and deeply. He would pull out slowly, then put his cock in to my waiting mouth. I sucked it clean, dampening it again, before helping him push back in to Sarah's ass. After some of this, he held his cock in deep, and began moving Sarah forward and back.

	"Suck my balls and asshole," he ordered. I moved behind him and ran my tongue from his balls to his anus, licking eagerly, as I had been taught. I hated the taste of anal excretions, especially those of a man, but I knew better than to show anything other than excitement. I pressed my face in deep, holding it there, licking and sucking as if it were my sole job in life. The added stimulation made Menhal come, and once spent he pulled out. I moved around again, taking his cum and feces stained cock in my mouth again, licking it clean eagerly. "Suck the cum from your daughter's ass," he then ordered.

	I pressed my face against Sarah's punished anus, licking and sucking the white and brown liquid that was escaping. I fought back the tears as I realized once again what my life had become. I had never imagined being used so vilely, nor being ordered to sexually interact with my own daughter. I was glad Menhal couldn't see my face as I buried it further in to Sarah's crotch.

	Soon I finished, only to be greeted by Calla's cock, ready to repeat the process.

	 

	End of Part 1 

	 

	 

	My god

	by Thndrshark

	Her 30th birthday had come and gone much like the others, with little event. Just like the 12 before, she spent her day in this little room. Well, there was that time early on when she was taken out, but she had beenhooded, without sight or sound, and didn't really get to see any part of the world she was beginning to doubt existed any longer. Now, like most of the other years, she could only stare at the shrine her god had put up for her across the small six by six room. Despite the years of staring at her own shiny face in the photographs stuck to the wall, she still found tears rolling down her eyes. At only 18, she had been so eager, so excited about jumping into the world. Her birthday was in February and, once she became an adult, she ran away, heading for New York and the future she knew was so bright.

	Her god seemed so friendly, so nice. Even looking at the pictures now, taken by him before the day, she could see love growing in her own eyes.

	She had been so beautiful then. Her long, curly brown hair had fallen across her shoulders so gently, surrounding her large eyes and warm smile. She had never thought of herself as a looker, but she knew she was cute. Her self consciousness about her body didn't help. Despite encouragement from high school boyfriends, she always felt her body wasn't good enough for display.

	Her wide shoulders made her 34C breasts seems small and her long legsstayed hidden behind baggy pants. She felt disproportioned. But her god didn't think so.

	Her eyes dropped from the ancient pictures to the mirror strategically placed for her review. New tears welled up just as they always did when she was forced to compare what she used to be, to what she had become. She couldn't help but examine her kneeling form, as she had done the thousand of times before. Gone was the wavy hair, replaced by the harsh ugliness of her own bald skull. She remembered trying to fight her god off when he had begun to cut, then shave her hair. It only took moments as he removed every trace of hair on her head, even shaving her eyebrows and plucking hereyelashes from her eyes. She could still feel the dull moan that escaped her throat as he applied what would be many coats of hair depilatory to her head.

	She knew she would never be allowed to grow hair again. Her crotchreceived similar treatment, though her god had chosen the more painful route. The hot wax yanked the hairs out by the roots and the depilatory stinged horribly as it was applied. Now, as she looked over her body, like a baby she could see no hair.

	She tried to look down herself, but the wide steel collar prevented her.

	Glancing back into the mirror, she could remember when he had applied it.

	When she was younger, she couldn't even imagine something permanent on her body. She had shied away from tattoos and even avoided the concept of piercing. But shortly after her immersion, she learned what permanent truly meant. The collar, a full three inches wide, had been custom molded for her neck from thin yet strong stainless steel. She still could feel the cool ring touching her skin for the first time, and the finality of each rivet locking into place in back. Her god had told her it would never come off without cutting off her head, and she knew he was right. Barely a file's width separated her skin from the steel; the grip around her neck a constant reminder of her fate.

	She found herself sobbing again, a common reaction to this frequent personal analysis, and her own focus was shifted by the weights on her chest. No longer 34C, her breasts had been painfully enlarged to a 38D.

	From the beginning, her god had injected each breast with a series of saline injections. The burning pain had often caused her to lose consciousness, and when she awoke again, her breasts seemed no larger. But after a few months, she could notice the change, and after five years, she knew she would be permanently deformed by this horrible torture. Two years ago, her god had decided to add a unique adjustment to her breasts. Bands of steel with small spikes around the inside ring, had been forced around the base of her breasts.

	The sharp steel set deep into her flesh, holding the bands in place and, with equivalent finality to her collar, her god had riveted them into place.

	Immediately, her large breasts began to discolor slightly, and increase in sensitivity. She knew the bands had been carefully calculated to provide enough circulation to keep her intact, but decrease it enough to make torture more reactive. One of the first canings to her enlarged breasts still showed scars, as did the numerous puncture wounds from knitting needles and other sharp implements forced through her breasts.

	As she continued to sob, she could hear the light jingle of her bells.

	Like a cow, her god had affixed small cow bells to her nipple and clit rings, reminding her of them constantly. Despite the distance from the mirror to her body, she could clearly see each ring permanently embedded in herbody. Like the collar, they had been added in the beginning and would never be removed. Each nipple carried four piercings, three rings and a rod. Herclit, pierced now 12 years ago, no longer provided any feeling when she was used. She knew that since the ring actually punctured the clit, and not just the hood, she had lost all feeling, and all pleasure, derived from her clit. She could also feel the ring pierced through her sphincter and out through the space between her pussy and ass. And finally, her face would always bear the large silver ring through her nose. Dangling from her septum, she could feel it bounce against the steel grommet holding the hole wide. This, of all things, made her feel most degraded, most humiliated, though her mouth restriction proved a close second. Since her first day her mouth had been held open at it's widest, using a variety of devices. For six years a wide ring gag forced her jaw wide, followed by metal spreaders between her teeth and now, with the rubber wedges between her back teeth. The hard substance prevented her from closing her mouth even the slightest. She stared at herself in the mirror, almost overlooking the wide mouthed stare she got in return. This final adjustment proved most popular and was made permanent with a set of holes drilled through her back teeth and tiny brackets that held the rubber wedges into place.

	She had tried, over the years, to find ways to end her own life,knowing she would never escape otherwise. She had no use of her arms, her hands having been taped into small balls, then covered in tight rubber sheaths early on, then cuffed behind her back with permanent cuffs. Many years ago, her arms could not stand to have her elbows touching for too long, and they would be released to provide circulation. But after time, her circulation adjusted and her god found that she could hold that position permanently. She no longer had use of her arms. At first, a single, heavy chain had held her on her knees in her home, and she had tried to knock her head against the floor. But the padded rubber flooring provided no sharp edges and her god had soon discovered her attempts. Now, a chain held her to the floor and another locked to the wall behind her, holding her immobile.

	During use, she had tried to inhale the cum or urine she was required to drink, hoping to choke. But she was inexperienced and only created acoughing jag that disappointed clients and brought down harsh punishment on her. She vowed to try it again one day, waiting for the right moment.

	Unfortunately, she had waited to long. Six months after her attempt, her god visited her with a new apparatus. A long tube was fed down her throat, into her stomach, affixing itself at the back of her teeth. At the same time, breathing tubes were fed up her nose and into her lungs. She found she no longer had control over what went down her throat. Her god tested this with a long stream of urine that found itself easily past her tongue.

	She stared again at the hairless, ringed animal that kneeled before her.

	She knew this had become her fate and she would be a servant to her god until he chose to dispose of her. The familiar clicking of the lock to her small dungeon broke her thoughts and she dropped her eyes to the floor as she had learned long ago.

	"And this is my living sex doll," the familiar voice said. She could hear gasps from the other members of the group as they were led into the room. "Have your way with her." With that her god disappeared and left her to her life.

	The End

	 

	 

	
Choices

	by Thndrshark

	Part 1

	Unlocking the door to the lower bedroom, I slid inside, trying to minimize the amount of outside light that reached into the room. I was being over cautious since the hallway was kept intentionally dim. Carefully shutting the door behind me, I could feel the soft whisper of air escaping the gasket that helped keep all outside sounds out. Once closed, the room was deathly quiet, as if there was actually a sound vacuum in the room, sucking even the slightest noise away. Instead, small speakers shared a more interesting noise to anybody inside the room. The slight clink of chains announced a minor shift by my slavegirl Trina in the middle of the room.

	She was unaware I was there at all. The box she was kneeling in was made of two way mirrors, with the reflective surface facing inward. With little or no light on the outside of the box, she could only see the reflection of herself in front and around her.

	I approached the box and took a seat in one of the plush chairs placed there for just such a purpose. Though she had been kept in her box for almost six weeks now, I still loved spending hours staring at her. Naked and hairless below the neck, her body was a perfect form befitting a model or cheerleader; 5’6", 120 lbs, measuring a lusty 34DD-20-34, with long, wavy red hair and soft features. Her arms where held over her head by aircraft cable connected to clamps around each of her thumbs. The cable reached up to twin pulleys, then back down behind her to her feet, where similar clamps were attached to her big toes. Balanced between the two, she rocked gently.

	Under her knees, the bottom of the box had a series of harsh ridges projecting up like small A’s. Her sensitive knees were forced against the edges, making any motion in her body painful. Between her legs, a metal rod extended up to her crotch. Splitting six inches before her body, the rod broke into two metal dildos, one sunk deep into her pussy while another fitted into her ass. A spring mechanism pushed the pole up against her body, ensuring the dildos remained deeply entrenched inside. Keeping her legs apart, two bars extended from either side of the pole at mid thigh level. At the ends, aV of two sharp metal spikes pressed slightly against her inner thighs, prevented her from bringing her legs closer.

	I admired her body, marveling at how her chest heaved in excitement from her predicament. A click broke my attention, and I realized the control unit had been activated. Her body jumped in shock, literally, as the computer controlled system flashed a series of electrical impulses to her crotch, while also attacking the wires to her nipples, clit, feet and thighs. Pads were glued to her inner thighs, the space between her anus and pussy, and the bottoms of her feet, while wires connected to her clit rings, nipple rings and the two dildos completed the array of attachments. I marveled as the series of shocks continued and though the pain was evident, I could also see her grind on the two dildos in excitement.

	Soon, the pulsing stopped and she slumped in her bonds. She was a vision of beauty and torment to me. I stepped up to the glass, peering at her closely. After a moment, her eyes opened, and though she couldn’t have known she was being watched, she gave a weak smile.

	We met through a mutual friend, and we both discovered our interests in bondage and submission together. Trina enjoyed being experimental, and though she really had no interest in bondage before we met, once we began experimenting with it, she seemed to take to it like a fish in water. I encouraged her. Hell, I was thrilled! We all dream of a girl who actually wants to be our slavegirl, but I didn’t think anybody would actually get their wish, especially me! But here she was. Once we moved in together, I encouraged her to stop working. I was quite able to support both of us, and she really hated it anyway.

	"So I get to be your live-in slavegirl," she asked, smiling. I pulled out my check book and signed over a few thousand dollars.

	"Why don’t you use this to buy yourself some proper slavegirl attire," I said with a smile. I figured she would go out and buy some sexy lingerie.

	Boy was I wrong.

	Nothing much happened for a week or so except that she tried hard to be my little pet when I was home. She brought me my slippers, made me dinner, kept the place clean and made sure I was fully satisfied sexually. I felt pretty sexist, but she insisted she was thrilled to be serving me. So I played along. The second week after our conversation, I came home like normal, dropping my briefcase at the door and waited for Trina to appear.

	My jaw dropped when she did. Though she would always show up at the door in some skimpy nighty, this time was even better. Dressed in a sexy maid’s dress, the skirt was shot and flaired out, with an array of lace filling it out underneath. Dark stockings fit up her legs, the tops clearly visible and held up by a garter belt. Her chest seemed barely contained at the top, where an opening let her breasts bulge out nicely. The dress had slightly poofy shoulders, and she had short little lace gloves on her hands. Trina had put her hair into a cute little ponytail, with a little maid’s hat on her head.

	Almost best of all was the wide, stiff collar on her neck.

	She walked seductively up to me on what looked like six inch pumps, then with a smile dropped to her knees and unzipped my pants. I looked down as she slipped my already hard cock into her mouth, the lace glove soft against my skin. She looked up and smiled again, before giving me one of the best blow jobs ever.

	It turned out that giving Tina access to a credit card worked best. She was showing less and less interest in going out of the house, and after the second week, I found that she had given all of her old clothes to charity anyway. I asked her about it.

	"It makes it more fun if I don’t have a choice but to wear my slavegirl attire," she said with a twinkle in her eye. I couldn’t agree more, but felt strange how Trina was so quickly making the change.

	So, without going out, I wanted her to be able to order anything she wanted. I showed her a few fun sites, gave her a short list of some of the things I liked and let her go. We had spent some time early reading kinky stories, and though she was shocked at the intensity of the stuff I showed her, she seemed to pay close attention. In the end, I shared with her some very intense things, such as extreme rubber, sensory deprivation and fairly harsh bondage just to see what she would say. I didn’t get much of a reaction, so had no idea what she thought.

	After the third week of her becoming my slave, I couldn’t wait to come home. Each night seemed to hold a new and amazing discovery. At first it was new gags, or sexy outfits, but as time went on it started getting better.

	Usually I got home about six but every once in awhile I’d have to stay late for some meeting or another, and would get home much later. I hadn’t thought about it, and since Trina had moved in I didn’t think it had happened yet. But finally it did. I rolled home one night around midnight, exhaustedand ready for bed. I had called to let Trina know I would be late, but the machine had picked up and I assumed she was in the shower or something.

	But as I rounded the corner and stepped into the living room, I realized it was something far more unusual.

	Kneeling on the floor, Trina had managed to put herself in one of the more extreme situations to date. I often came home to find her cuffed in bed or something, but this was different. She was leaning over a heavy coffee table case, her wrists held high in the air, forcing her chest down onto the box. I walked closer, and could hear her crying. Behind her, a machine was pumping a fairly large dildo in and out of her, and as I got closer I realized it was fucking her ass. The more I examined her, the more amazed I was. She had found some way to pull zip ties around her wrists, holding them behind her back. Her elbows were forced together the same way, which I knew was painful. The thin zip tie was cutting into her skin harshly and her arms were fairly purple. She had used a long leather strap around the entire box to strap her knees wide, with her feet doubled up. Rope circled her big toes and was pulled taught to a tight ponytail, pulling her head back hard. Another rope was attached to the ceiling, holding her arms up in a severe strappado.

	Following the rope, I could see she had devised a counter weight to the rope, a heavy barbell that dropped from the top of a table when two small ice blocks under the legs of the table slanted the top enough. If she pulled hard she could lift the weight, but in her position it must have felt like trying to lift a car. Her shoulders must have been screaming in pain.

	It was lucky that the dildo machine was self lubricating. Looking closely, I could see a timer, set to go off at 5pm. Now I knew one of the reasons she was crying. Until she met me, she had never had anal sex, and even after, we had only played a little with it, mostly with thin toys and fingers. I had told her how I felt my slavegirl would learn to orgasm by anal sex, threatening to lock her in a chastity belt for a long time, with only anal sex as an option. She hated that idea, but I knew she wanted to make me happy.

	The timer had gone off at 5pm, beginning an unrelenting pumping of her fairly virgin ass with a good sized dildo. It was now midnight. Seven hours. I sat down on the floor in front of her, face to face with her tear filled eyes. I had never seen her look so submissive as I did then. Her mouth was filled the biggest ball gag we owned and the tears that ran down her face coursed over her stretched cheeks.

	"I called. I was gonna be late," I said with a smile, stroking her face.

	She tried to smile, but the pain was too much. "I’ll shut off the dildo for youbut I want to take advantage of that lovely ass of yours." Trina groaned. I stood up, slipped off my clothes then turned off the dildo machine, pulling it away. Stepping behind her, I crouched down and pressed my hard cock against her ass. I could feel her tense. The dildo was a good size, but not as big as me. She could tell it would be a stretch and she was bracing herself for the additional pain. The lubricant from the machine made it easy for me, and I pressed myself all the way in. I could hear a scream from behind the gag. For a moment I pressed against her body, feeling myself filling her up, before pumping in and out for a moment. It felt great. Looking up and seeing her purpled arms and severely bent neck made me even more excited and I could have easily finished then, but I got an idea. I pulled out, then moved the machine back behind her, but lowered it a bit. Pushing it forward, I pushed the dildo into her pussy. With the forward stroke, she would be fucked deeply. I hit the switch and Trina cried out from the new penetration.

	Straddling the machine, I pressed my cock back into her ass, feeling the dildo through the thin wall of flesh separating her two orifices. Trina was crying again, probably from her first dual penetration experience. I began pumping in and out of her, loving the tightness of her ass and the concept of fucking this toy I now owned. Life couldn’t get much better.

	After that night, I thought Trina would want to slow down. Even though she was a little shaken and a lot sore for the next few days, she went right back to being my little slavegirl. I tried not to let things fester, and after a day I talked to her about it.

	"Maybe we should communicate better, just in case I work late again," I offered. Trina, who I had left chained in bed by her collar, allowing her to rest for the day, sat up on her elbow as best she could.

	"I don’t think so, Master. I think it’s more fun not knowing what I’m getting myself in to." I liked her calling me Master. That was cool.

	"I know it was pretty intense for you," I said. "I just don’t want you to get into something dangerous.”

	"I promise to be careful. I won’t do anything that might hurt me bad if you don’t come home to save me, ok?" I stroked her hair.

	"Ok. I liked that a lot, but I want to have you around for a long time, ok?" She smiled, kissing my hand.

	"Yes, Master.”

	Though Trina was more careful from then on, she still wanted to push the envelope. Each day it seemed something new arrived for us to try, and though she had custom ordered most of it, even I worried that one day we would go too far. She didn’t seem to have that worry, and soon I just relished the thought of my ultra-submisive, masochistic slave.

	I started setting about goals for her. When we had first got together, her elbows would only touch if I really forced them together, and though she never complained, I could tell it was extremely painful from the tears that rolled down her cheeks. Over a couple months, I slowly trained her shoulders to allow her arms to be bound together, and soon I would leave her all day, with a wide strap locking her elbows tight to each other.

	After we began this type of training, she no longer had the ability to wear most of her cute maid clothes. Instead, I kept her naked. It was next to impossible for me to leave each day as I looked back from the door to see Trina crawling around on the floor, her arms strap behind her, a heavy chain from her wide collar to a ring I had mounted in the floor. She only had enough range to make it from the silver dog bowls filled with water and kibble and to the cat box I made her use in the corner.

	End of Part 1

	 

	 

	Transformed 

	By Thndrshark For E.

	Pet stayed bent over as she was trained while Steven pressed the stainless steel butt plug back up her ass, holding his cum inside of her. He pressed firmly but slowly as Pet squirmed slightly from the pressure, but did not move perceptibly, knowing that she was expected to simply endure. A butt plug was a familiar and constant invasion she had worn for nearly two years, as her Owner expected. Other than the still sensitive issue of pressing the thick plug section past her sphincter, she barely felt the plug itself when she wore it. As he seated it, he twisted it until it locked in to position on her chastity belt.

	Once done, with her anus filled with the steel, the round base pressed firmly against her skin, she sat back on her knees, holding the proper position as he stroked her hair. She expected that she would soon be placed in her cage in the basement for the night, as she usually was, or if she were lucky, led to the bedroom where she would be chained on the floor beside the bed. Instead, her Master took a seat on a stool in front of her and pushed her head to rest on his leg.

	It had been two years since Steven and Pet had begun to date, and nearly the same amount of time since he had offered her an answer to her dream, a two- year unlimited slave contract. For years she had sought an Owner who understood her desire to serve as a real slave. Boyfriend after boyfriend had disappointed her.

	Despite starting well, many of them did not have the resources to keep a real slave, and most of them would, after some time, fall in love with her. Though she wasn’t adverse to some romance between her owner and herself, her past partners had slowly reduced the intensity of her training over time, claiming they didn’t want to hurt the woman they loved any more. It didn’t take long for her to break off the relationship after that, and thus she hadn’t stayed with any former Master longer than a few months.

	As she felt Steven stroke her cheek, letting his fingers move over the form fitted titanium collar around her neck, she let her eyes close, a smile on her lips.

	Steven had been different. He was charming and wealthy, but she soon discoveredhe was also intensely kinky. They quickly found they shared a passion for serious issues such as body modification, long term bondage, sensory denial, and best of all, true slavery. After only a few dates Steven had asked Pet to sign a contract. She immediately agreed.

	Immediately, she was given a basic set of rules. She was never allowed to look anyone in the eyes. She was not to speak unless specifically given permission.

	And any order given by Steven must be obeyed immediately, and with enthusiasm, or she would face severe punishment.

	As her head rested against her Owner’s leg, Pet glanced down at her body, following the heavy chain connected to her collar down between her large 34Gbreasts. She could just see her corset, and beyond that her chastity belt. She often wondered what normal people might think of her and her life of slavery. All she cared was that Steven had lived up to his promise of serious and uncompromising ownership. Before they had met, she was a fairly regular 22 year-old, with a thin yet curvaceous body, blonde hair and average, 34B breasts. Shortly after signing her contract with Steven, he had started making changes. First, he had insisted on a name change, taking away Diane in exchange for Pet. They had even taken legal steps, officially changing her name. She loved that she wasn‘t even allowed a last name. The process had helped immerse her into the state she had dreamt of, being an object, and though it was scary to think that even her driver’s license now read Pet (the picture included her wearing her collar), the effect was just what Steven wanted.

	Her first true experience of body modification was a surprise that both excited and scared her, and came the night she signed her contract. After signing, and her new Owner ceremoniously locking on her thick, seamless titanium collar, she was offered a toast, and she excitedly clinked glasses with Steven. It didn’t take long before she began to feel woozy, and soon she was slumping to the floor.

	Waking again, she found herself on a thinly padded bed, strapped firmly in place, only her head able to move. Shaking off the effects of what clearly was a sedative, Pet looked down across her naked body. She could feel the cool breeze over her skin, but something was different. Soon, the ache in her chest helped her focus. Instead of her small, 34B breasts, she could see she now had massive breasts, nearly basketball sized, obscuring her body. Though she was aroused that her new Owner had so quickly modified her, she also felt a wave of fear through her body, as she realized that Steven intended to do exactly as he pleased.

	It took weeks for Pet to grow accustomed to her new breasts. She had always imagined being given a breast job, and her fantasies imagined they would be large, but she never thought they would feel this large. She found herself looking in the mirror often, both shocked and admiring of her new form. She felt humiliated, which only made her more wet. She especially loved that from behind, her breasts still were visible as they peeked out on either side of her torso.

	She was almost thankful that her Owner began her on waist training during her recovery. With the weight of her new breasts, she could already feel her back beginning to ache. But she also quickly found that wearing a corset nearly 24 hours a day was difficult. She had always thought her 23-inch waist was attractive, but after Steven laced her to 19 inches the first time, she could see the amazing figure she was given. Though the constant pressure was disconcerting, she was excited to see how body was being further modified.

	Shortly after recovering from her breast augmentation, Steven pierced Pet’s body extensively. She was very excited to see that none of them were intended to be decorative. Now, two piercings rested in each of her nipples; a thick rod connected to a U shackle at the base and a smaller rod, vertically pierced, near the tip. Rather than standard piercings, both holes were actually held open by stainless steel channels. Similar channels fit snuggly in her ear lobes. She wasn’t allowed earrings, leaving channels through her lobes empty. Her septum had been lined with a custom plate on either side, riveted through the cartilage, with a wide channel holding open a piercing closer to the base. She now wore a thick, heavy seamless nose shackle that dangled on to her upper lip. The metal plate, now permanent inside her nose, proved to enhance the strength and usefulness of her septum ring, as she had been forced to discover over several nights while in ballet shoe training, her septum being used to balance her.

	Her tongue had been pierced seven times, and now a small shackle fit through the channel near the tip of the tongue, while three rods fit snuggly against her tongue down each side, ball ends on top and a flat plate on the bottom. She knew these were solely to pleasure her Master, a fact that excited her even more.

	Early in her contract, as they settled in to a life as Owner and property, Steven had taken her out on various outings. Sometimes, she was required to shop for various personal items on her own, and twice she had attended fancy dinners.

	Both events left her humiliated. Steven had ensured she had just enough clothing to wear outside and not get arrested, but he didn’t make any effort to hide her modifications. On her shopping outings, she was given six-inch heels, blackseamed stockings, a garter belt, a knee-length hobble skirt, a tight blouse and, of course, her metal butt plug. She was never allowed panties and was only given shelf cup bras. When presented with her outfit, she reached up to touch the wide titanium collar that had been locked on her since she had signed her contract. As her finger found the ring dangling from the front, she realized her Owner had no intention of taking it off. It would be clear she was a slave.

	At first she assumed Steven didn’t have her new breast size down correctly, but she soon understood that the tight blouse size, with the straining buttons and her pierced nipples pressing against the fabric was all part of his plan.

	Her first venture out, when she was sent to buy a particular type of ball point pen Steven preferred, she had to visit four different stores. Her first cab driver nearly crashed watching her in the rear view mirror, and she could feel every eye in the store on her as he walked precariously on her towering heels. She could only take small steps, the skirt holding her knees close, and her nipples, constantly rubbing against the fabric, were hard, and very visible.

	She caught sight of herself in a mirror at one store, stopping her in her tracks. From the side she was thin from ankles to hips, almost slight. That is until her eyes rose to her breasts. She looked bizarre, top heavy, her 34G breasts practically bursting from her blouse. She turned to face the mirror, and gasped. She had been wearing the corset constantly for several weeks, and she knew her Owner was lacing her down to 18 inches now. The contrast was shocking. She realized her measurements were literally 34G-18-32, a stunning hourglass she had only seen in kinky cartoons before.

	So conscious of her body, Pet forgot the thick shackle dangling from her septum. The ring, resting against her upper lip, was to large to miss, and when a young lady mentioned it, Pet could feel her face flush in embarrassment. When the same girl commented that it matched her collar, it was all Pet could do to not run away and hide.

	The first dinner she attended with Steven felt like a glamorous affair. She was allowed to put her hair up, and even wear lipstick, but her outfit was the same.

	Regardless, Pet was excited. As she was handed in to the limo that had arrived at the house, she forgot about her markings of slavery.

	But as they pulled up the driveway at another private house, her Owner asked her to take off her clothes. She felt tears form in her eyes, but she tried not to hesitate, and before the car stopped, she was naked except her corset, stockings and heels. Steven told her to stay, walking around to open her door. But before hehelped her out, he reached in and attached a chain leash to her septum ring, tugging on it to encourage her to follow.

	The cool breeze raced across her naked body. Though the corset provided a modicum of coverage, her large breasts and hairless pussy were still exposed, not only to the air but to anybody’s eyes.

	As Steven stopped her at the door, he released the leash, letting the cool chain dangle between her breasts, before moving behind her. She felt a strap circle her elbows, suddenly pulling them together until they touched. Pet gasped, her shoulders pulling back, her chest pushing forward even further. A second strap lashed her wrists together as well, and soon Steven as re-grasping the leash and ringing the doorbell.

	In the brief moment between the door bell ringing and the door opening, Pet assumed this would be a Master/slave dinner, with other submissives roaming about. But as the door opened and she was led in, she quickly discovered the she was the only slave. Guests roamed the entry hall dressed in suits and tuxedos, the ladies in long, elegant gowns. Pet could feel the rush of blood to her face as she could see she was the only exposed person there, much less the only pierced, collared and modified guest. For the first time she was truly thankful for the rule that she could not look people in the eye. She would have been unable to avoid crying to see their faces as they examined her form.

	She obediently followed Steven through the crowd, meeting new people and greeting old friends. Many times she was simply ignored, though some were quick to ask about her. Steven was dismissive, telling them that she was his property, that he had began her program of modification, then promptly pointed out her piercings, breasts, and waist. A few were intrigued by her nose ring, and she endured a close examination of the plates now lining her septum. Perhaps the worst was when she was told to bend over so that a man could examine her butt plug.

	The conversation that ensued, as the man pressed the metal more deeply in to her anus, involved a special chastity belt her Owner seemed to be designing for her.

	Words like “permanent” and “orgasm denial” echoed through her mind as she endured the humiliation of a stranger touching her plug.

	Only months after she had moved in, Steven had started laser treatments to remove all body hair bellow her neck. The process was painful and time consuming, but after eight treatments over 18 months she knew with excitement that she would never grow hair on her body again. It was this kind of commitment she had always craved, and felt she had found in Steven.

	When her hands were free, she often touched her own skin, feeling the smooth, silky feel. It was erotic, luxurious, but also extreme. She didn’t think she’d get tired of it.

	It was almost a disappointment when her Owner had introduced her final corset, because it would cover so much of her skin. A spring steel lined rubber and leather device, it had no laces. Instead, the corset was designed to close to 15inches, an impossible size for Pet. But once installed, it held her at a constant 17inches, with a continual pressure that would never let up.

	It was after the laser treatments that Steven also introduced the custom chastity belt, an item that she was not expecting, despite her extreme fantasies. He had brought Pet to the basement dungeon, connecting wrist cuffs to chains spread wide to the ceiling, and similar cuffs chained wide to the floor. With the winch, Steven pulled Pet taut until she grimaced.

	She had always been surprised that her Owner, after giving her heavy piercings in most other places, he had never pierced her clit. For all his intense ideas, he had always assumed he would find some way to torture her most sensitive of areas, yet he had never even mentioned it.

	Now, as she strained against the chains, he reached up and pulled out her butt plug. Further confused, she had only had the plug removed for her daily enema or for sex, but she didn’t seem to be in a position for either. Soon, she understood why. Her Owner opened a box resting on a nearby table and removed the belt. He brought it to her, and soon she couldn’t see what he was doing. There was some fumbling at the front of her corset, then she felt the cool touch of metal.

	With a gasp, she felt her Owner insert something in to her urinary track. She quickly assumed it was some sort of catheter. Something cool then touched her vagina, and with another gasp she felt a large dildo-type device press inside of her.

	It was only after she was released that her Owner told her what she was wearing. As she kneeled at his feet, her wrists crossed behind her, she tried not to cry.

	The design was elegant. A rubber panel connected to the front of her corset, followed by a stainless steel panel that extended between her legs. A convex area was set over and around her clit, preventing any contact. The steel panel ended at her vagina, where a thick dildo pressed inside of her. Steven explained that the dildo had no end, and was perforated along its length, and was designed not to move.

	At the base of the dildo, and the end of the vaginal opening, the stainless steel panel split, forming a rubber lined gasket around her anus. The ring literally pressed aside her buttocks, framing her anus perfectly. At the opposite end of the ring, the steel ended and a thick rubber panel started, stretching up before splitting and then joining in two places on the back of her corset.

	Before she had been released from her chains, Steven had pressed a new butt plug deep inside of her. Once it was in, he twisted it. He explained later that the plug was removable.

	Her Owner carefully explained the rest. Her catheter was connected to a valve on the outside of the belt. He would now control when she could empty her bladder. Additional valves, one at the base of her vaginal dildo and the other at the base of her butt plug, would provide a way for Steven to flush her out without removing the belt or the plugs.

	It was quickly evident that the belt and at least the vaginal dildo were designed never to come out. Tears spilled from Pet’s eyes as her Owner made the final declaration: Pet would no longer be allowed vaginal penetration, nor any clitoral stimulation... ever. Though her Owner had used her anally for the most part for the past 18 months, she had always assumed he would use her vaginally when it suited him. Now, she realized that she had just become an anal slave, and not only would she not be used vaginally, she would not be allowed to orgasm again.

	Now, two years after she signed her contract, Pet felt her Master’s hand run down her back, touching the small folds of skin that seemed to be inevitable when her elbows were bound together, as they were now. She had been trained to endure nearly limitless arm bondage like this, until she felt little pain, and her circulation was unobstructed. She appreciated that her Master was cruel and imaginative, but she was also glad he was sane. She knew that despite what Steven decided for her, he would ensure that she was safe, like a prized possession.

	Since the beginning he had treated her as such, and though he could be kind, he was also unafraid to make it clear she was owned. The contract she signed had stated from the beginning that she would no longer be known by her own name Andrea, but rather be called Pet. She loved it and eagerly waited the moments he called her by her new name. She practically jumped as she heard it this time.

	“Pet,” Steven said quietly. “I’ve got something to ask you.” Pet lifted her head, not sure how to react. She kept her eyes down, knowing she wasn’t allowed to look her Master in the eyes.

	“Our two year agreement is almost over,” he said seriously. Tears began to fill her eyes. Her mind immediately thought that he was tired of her. “I think we need to make a change.” He paused. “You may speak.” He saw her hesitate. She hadn’t been allowed to actually speak for the two years, under severe penalty, and even now she had trouble even activating her vocal cords.

	“I... I,” she croaked, her vocal cords vibrating for the first time since she signed her contract. She cleared her throat, fighting back tears in her eyes. “I’m sorry if I displease you, Owner,” she said softly. Steven smiled, stroking her cheek.

	“You don’t displease me, Pet,” he responded. “I think you misunderstand me. I want to marry you.” Tears did flow now from Pet’s eyes, but they were tears of joy.

	The plans were simple. Steven had told Pet that he wanted enough time to prepare for a proper Master/slave wedding, with guests and custom clothing and some special surprises. Something was odd about it all. She knew it was customary for the bride-to-be to make all the arrangements, or most of them, but she was happy to give Steven her heart, and if he wanted to plan the rest, that was ok with her.

	Often, as he sat at the table choosing catering over the phone, or working on invitations, she was kept under the desk dutifully sucking his cock. With the removal of orgasms, she had learned to use her mouth expertly on her Owner. She had come to understand that he wished her to live for his pleasure, not for her own, and given no choice, she had accepted her fate.

	The only involvement in the wedding preparations came early on, a week after she accepted his proposal. Two forms sat on the dining room table, and as Steven led Pet into the room, she was surprised to find that he wanted her to sit on a chair. As she sank to the surface she felt strange, somehow wrong, and the feeling increased as she felt Steven un-strap her arms, releasing them for the first time in weeks.

	It took nearly 30 minutes before her arms were back to normal and Pet was able to use them, but she noticed how the process was not painful, as if her circulation was unaffected. She did note, however, that she had lost muscle in her arms, largely from lack of use for nearly two years. They felt heavy and cumbersome. Steven sat next to her and flipped through the paperwork, finding the signature page.

	“This is a full power of attorney,” he said, showing her the first form in the stack. “Signing this gives me full legal rights over you.” He set the form aside, choosing the next.

	“This is your new slave contract,” Steven said. “You can read it if you want but it really says one thing.” Steven pulled the form forward so Pet could see it.

	“This is a no-term contract. That means there is no expiration date. You will be a slave for the duration of your life. In addition, you give me full executive control over everything, including the right to sell you, loan you or trade you to anybody.”

	The idea of being sold brought tears to her eyes. “The point is that there are no limits, no safe words, no way to stop or get out of it. I can do anything I want to you. Do you understand?”

	“I understand,” she said quietly.

	“I just want you to know that from this point forward you will have no control over your body, your future or your life at all. If that’s ok with you, sign here.” He pointed to a line at the end of the paperwork. It took a moment for Pet to take the pen, then to remember she had to sign her legal name, Pet. She also signed the power of attorney, and after only a moment, it was done. She was now a real, slave. She couldn’t help the small smile on her lips.

	Shortly after the date was set, still a year away, Steven introduced two changes. First, much to Pet’s dismay, she was sent to the laser hair clinic once again. Her first shock was when she was taken to the front door of Steven’s house, naked except for her corset and belt. She was unaccustomed to standing, and felt unsteady in the towering heels he had placed on her feet. He slid a cloak over her shoulders, tying it in front, then leading her out the door. A cab awaited in the driveway.

	At the clinic, she was laid out on a padded table and straps were pulled into place, locking her body immobile. A gag harness stretched up over her lower face, covering her from chin to nose, pushing a large ball of rubber deep into her mouth.

	She felt them strap it on tight, locking her head to the table as well, with no ability to move.

	Pet was confused by her visit. She knew that she no longer grew hair on her body, and was unsure what the newest treatment was for. It wasn’t until the staff began to clip away her shoulder length hair that she understood. Cries of dismay leaked from the gag but were ignored as the emotionless staff first cut away the long hair, then ran clippers over her scalp, leaving only light stubble. She soon felt the familiar sting of several lasers as more than one assistant began the long, yetpermanent process of killing each follicle and ensuring she would remain bald for the rest of her life. Despite the humiliation in her heart, the true impact of how she was being changed sank in only as another assistant efficiently trimmed down her eyebrows and began the laser treatment on them as well.

	As soon as she returned from her first visit to the laser treatment center, she prepared for part two of Steven’s dramatic changes. He brought her to the dungeon, and began by removing the cloak Pet had worn on her trip. She was still reeling from her return, being forced to walk in public with her newly hairless head. She could feel eyes on her as she moved to the cab waiting at the curb. She was already humiliated by the lack of hair, but the clinic had provided a subtle added torment, but one that seemed to increase Pet’s already growing dehumanization; they had methodically plucked her eyelashes as well. The brief glance she was allowed in the mirror unnerved her even more as she felt she was looking into the face of a mannequin rather than a living person.

	In the basement, her Owner fit her feet with a pair of rigid ballet shoes.

	Designed to connect to titanium ankle cuffs fitted for her, a thin plate connected to the back of the cuff, covering the sole of the foot and ending in a toe cup in the shoe. She was unable to flex her feet flat again. The design forced her en pointe.

	Her Owner added custom wrist cuffs, then walked Pet to the middle of the room. After a few moments, he had attached a series of chains to her wrist and ankle cuffs, holding her arms and ankles wide as she balanced on her point shoes.

	For the first time in two years, Steven removed her collar. With the loss of her hair and now the naked neck, Pet felt a chill run over her. But soon a new collar was put on her. This one, taller than the first, had rings on the sides, front and back.

	Even more snug than the first collar, Pet gulped as her Owner closed it over her neck.

	Added chains to the sides of the collar helped hold her up. Her Owner then began removing her shackle piercings, including her tongue rods and shackle, leaving all the channels and grommets in place. A rubber mouth piece was pushed in her mouth, Pet having to spread wide to allow it in. Her tongue slipped in to a rubber sleeve, and the rest seemed to line the inside of her mouth. Her teeth, strangely, were allowed to stick through the inner bladder. She gagged slightly as the back portion seemed to line down her throat slightly, but she quickly fought the reaction. The outside of the mouth bladder circled her lips, pressing flat against her upper lip, chin and cheeks.

	Two added rubber pieces fit in to her nostrils. Long pieces, ending in a sort of gasket, seemed to line the inside of her nose, leaving holes for her septum grommet, and extending out of her nose to circle the outer nostrils.

	Steven began winding a rubbery material in the form of bandages around her feet and legs, working slowly up to her waist. He pulled the somewhat stretchy material taught, winding it tightly and carefully so that it compressed Pet’s body, creating an even covering over all of her skin. Round and round, he overlapped the material until she was a gleaming black form. At her crotch, he carefully covered the chastity belt, then the corset. At her breasts, he ensured that they weren’t compressed, but rather perfectly molded in the material. Despite her discomfort, Pet was amazed at the material. She could tell it was not sticking to her skin, to the belt or the corset, but it was bonding with itself, forming a smooth, seamless surface that seemed as smooth as the rest of her body.

	Soon, Steven had covered her arms, and then her hands, and finally moved to her head. The rubbery substance circled over her collar, he neck and up her face.

	Pet had the feeling of drowning, as the black material climbed up her face. She could see that the mouth and nostril inserts were made to bond with the wrap as well, becoming part of the same material. Soon the material covered her eyes, and finally the rest of her head.

	Once done, Pet could do nothing but stand there. For what she assumed was about 30 minutes, nothing seemed to happen, but soon the material started constricting, tightening over her body. She felt a constant and unrelenting pressure over her entire body, from toe to finger. Even her corset increased its pressure on her waist.

	Pet wanted to moan from the constant discomfort, but she was afraid of being punished for upsetting the bond to her mouth coating. But soon, the pressure became bearable, and the material started to solidify. Within minutes, Pet found that she had become a rigid form, unable to move any part of her body. The absolute bondage began to panic her, but she could do nothing about it.

	After awhile, Pet was certain she had been locked like this for hours, if not days. Blind, unable to hear, unable to move, Pet thought that perhaps she had been forgotten, and she desperately tried to move, to some how signal that she was still here, but soon discovered she couldn’t. Instead, she tried to rest, hoping her Owner would release her from her nightmare.

	In the end, she the material was allowed to cure for 24 hours, and Pet was released. Though her wrist cuffs were removed, and her piercings replaced, her new collar was left on her, as were the point shoes.

	As she was allowed to recover on her knees, her Owner gave her a drink, which she greedily took. But after a few moments she began to feel a familiar dizziness, and soon realized she was about to experience another level of modification.

	Waking again, Pet assumed a day or so had passed. At first she couldn’t tell what had been done, but soon felt a dull ache in her feet, hands and her nose. It would be several days before she was released, and the bandages on her hands and feet removed. She stared at her hands first, trying to figure out what had been done, only to suddenly realize that Steven had surgically removed her nail beds.

	Examination proved that the same had been done to her feet. She was unsure the purpose, but regardless, felt she was being taken down a trail of submission and modification that even she had never expected. It was later that she discovered her nose had been fit with breathing tubes, positioned deep in her nostrils. For the first time, Pet had doubts that she had made the right decision to become a piece of property.

	Pet’s life became a constant humiliation of laser treatments, anal penetration and oral servitude. While her arms could stay with elbows touching behind her indefinitely, and often were kept as such, her Owner had begun training her arms in reverse prayer. A complex machine that locked her on her knees, then with cables pulled her wrists up her back, while at the same time pushing her elbows together, was used on her daily, for hours on end. The machine would firmly pull her wrists up, holding them in the middle of her back for an hour, before allowing them to relax, only to repeat the process after 15 minutes of rest.

	The first few months of orgasm denial was difficult, but Pet didn’t dare complain. In the middle of the night, as she crouched in her tiny cage, she cried, the weight of what she assumed was a life long denial weighing heavy on her.

	Often, during those long nights, as she kneeled in her cage, bent over into a tiny ball, she pondered her changes, wondering what else he could do to her. Already she was losing identity, finding it difficult to remember her life as a normal person.

	To her, life had become change, modification and humiliation, and she could barely remember anything else.

	Pet was hardly surprised, then, that she woke on the padded bed once more.

	It was only a few months before the wedding, her body was now officially hairless.

	She had learned to walk in her point shoes, balancing precariously on her toes without the benefit of heels. Her arms could be kept in reverse prayer now, her hands fit in to flat mitts that fit at the base of her neck, her elbows nearly touching.

	She could hardly imagine what had been done now. She tried to feel the change, discover by feeling what had been done. She could only feel a slight ache in her head, and a larger one in her mouth. She soon could tell her head was wrapped up in bandages, though her eyes were uncovered, and her mouth was filled with gauze.

	After some time, her Owner visited, and began unwrapping her head. Once done, he seemed pleased. Pet, still confused, could only detect that he hearing seemed a bit odd. Steven soon brought a mirror to her, holding it in front of her face. Pet turned her head slightly as tears began to roll down her face. Soon, she had seen enough, laying her head down and closing her eyes, pressing the final tears from them.

	Steven examined the work, admiring how successful the plastic surgery had been. The entire outer ear had been removed, leaving only a hole in to the middle ear. There was no longer anything protruding from skull, leaving a smooth, hairless head.

	He then turned to her mouth, pulling out the gauze slowly, until her mouth was empty, though had the taste of cotton. She was numb, barely able to feel her tongue, though she was somehow thrilled she still had one. She couldn’t imagine what could have been done inside her mouth other than something as drastic as that. Steven held her mouth wide, examining something, even reaching in to touch her numb mouth, before nodding with approval. As her tongue began to recover, she ran it over her teeth. Something was different. Where she should feel solid teeth, she now felt something soft. At first she thought there was still gauze in her mouth, until her Owner held up the mirror again. She was relieved to see teeth, yet as Steven reached in, he ran his finger over them. She could see that they flexed like rubber nubs. Confused and somehow shocked, she wasn’t sure what had been done, but she was sure it was permanent.

	Pet’s Owner wasn’t finished. Before she was released, he fit custom hearing aids deep in her ear canal, then sealed them in place. The remote control devices allowed Steven to turn her hearing off and on, as well as feed audio in to her ears.

	He began a program of feeding white noise in to her ears at night, and keeping her ears off during the day. He could tell Pet was disconcerted by the lack of hearing,but Steven enjoyed the level of control. She was truly at his mercy now, and soon he would be ready for the final touches to make her the perfect bride.

	It came as no surprise to Pet that she was the entertainment at her own fiancé's bachelor party. It was more of a surprise that she was told at all. Steven seemed excited about the party, which made Pet excited, but she was unable to help. Her role seemed to be seen not heard, and be available to be used when her Owner saw fit. He bustled about as she kneeled in the living room, white noise being fed into her ears. She had learned to sit patiently, eyes down, accepting that she was not allowed to speak, look or hear. She ran her tongue over her teeth again, feeling the strange nubs where her teeth used to be. Steven had began putting her in a new and humiliating device. A metal band was strapped around her head, circling from forehead, over her former ears, and to the back of her head. Threaded mounts in the band were positioned about where her ears where. Her Owner screwed handles in to the threads, and often used these as a way to control her oral pleasuring. Pet was humiliated that the handles reduced her even more in to an object. Steven was not satisfied, or did not care to give her the responsibility, to pleasure him correctly. Instead, he used the handles to fuck her face at his own pace. Pet, with her newly soft “teeth” and her breathing tubes, could withstand nearly unlimited deep throating, something which Steven enjoyed immensely. She knew that since she was wearing her handles now, she was certain to be used by the guests in some way as well.

	As some sort of experiment that Steven seemed very excited about, he had dressed her that day in a custom rubber top that was made with no arms. Pulled tight over her body, she could tell it was made specifically for her simply from the fact that her huge breasts perfectly filled the space provided for them without any compression, but still giving a skin tight look. There was no zipper or lacing; the top extending from her neck down to her hips was closed with a seam. Steven applied what Pet assumed was an adhesive, and within minutes there seemed to be no evidence of an opening. As Steven shined the rubber, he placed her in front of a mirror. The look was shocking. With the combination of her reverse prayer and the skin tight rubber top, t truly appeared as if Pet had had her arms removed, the effect so effective. Only upon close examination of her upper back could you see the bulge of her arms.

	Kneeling in the middle of the room, the guests began to arrive. Most she didn’t know, though some seemed familiar, at least as far as she could tell without looking at them. Several examined her, touching her head, her rubberized breasts,her septum ring. She was clearly a fascinating attraction. But despite the attention, she knew this was not her purpose.

	The triangle of girls surrounded Pet, who was chained on her knees in the middle, with only enough room in the chain to reach each girl. She had expected her involvement in the bachelor party would not be ordinary, even by slavery standards, and Steven did not disappoint.

	Now, in the dungeon, she was left with three other slaves, each of which were bound firmly, their asses exposed. A thick steel dildo filled their pussies, then attached to a padded steel strip that extended from the dildo up to their heads. The strip crossed their faces and ended at the top of their heavy leather hoods, holding them rigid and immovable, their hips slightly lower than their heads. A set of leather covered steel straps wrapped around their bodies to hold them tightly to the strip of metal beneath, with a wider cincher pinching down their waists to tiny proportions. Each of their arms were bound behind them at wrist and elbow, with their wrists locked to the back of the cincher. Then their elbows were pulled harshly up into the air by chain. Their legs were pulled forward, chain connecting to ankle cuffs to pull them to a ring in the floor beneath the girls' heads. It was a strenuous position, with no motion possible and their muscles pulled to breaking, but no sound escaped the girls' mouths. Pet assumed they were harshly gagged as well. The few times they were all alone together, all she could hear was labored breathing from the tiny nose holes, but the girls were motionless otherwise.

	Each girl was mounted for one and only one purpose, namely to be penetrated anally. Pet wasn't sure where the girls had come from, but they were about the same size and looked to be anal virgins. She imagined the worst, that her Ownert had found the girls through some innocent modeling agency, then tricked them into this predicament. She doubted he would do something so harshly illegal, but if she had learned one thing about him, he liked things extreme.

	The door in the distance creaked open and a man entered. Pet kept her eyes lowered, awaiting use. After a moment a hard cock was pushed in her face.

	Dutifully she licked and sucked. The man grabbed her hairless head by the handles, pushing her mouth down hard on his cock, forcing it down her throat. She knew better than to fight. The man's hands came off her head but she was proud of herself for not moving. She kept her tongue moving, trying to pleasure what part of his cock was in her mouth, not down her throat. Finally, he pulled away.

	She didn't notice at first as the man chose one of the girls, then with one smooth and firm motion, slid his spit soaked cock deep into the girl's ass. Pet could see ashudder, and thought she could hear a heavily muffled scream, but the only evidence of discomfort was the fingers of the girl clenching tightly in response to the anal attack.

	The man fucked her ass hard, then with a grunt, came deep inside of her. He immediately turned to Pet, presenting his cock for her.

	"Clean," is all he said. Pet immediately opened her mouth, her pierced tongue licking off the cum left on his shaft. She wasn't allowed to deep throat him this time, instead forced to only lick, which forced her to taste any remnants of the anal fucking on her own tongue.

	Once satisfied, the man pulled away. Pet looked to the girl who was just fucked, and slid over to the length of the chain. She knew what was expected of her, even though this was the first time her Owner had ever required it of her. She just knew deep inside of her, that she was here to perform just this service. Though it brought tears to her eyes, she pressed her tongue against the now- reddened anus of the girl and began to lick the cum trickling slowly from it.

	Hours passed as Pet did her duty, cleaning the cocks of endless men and eating the cum from the girls' asses. It had been long enough that she could tell that some of the men were returning multiple times. She became a connoisseur of their cocks, as she did of the girls' asses. She found herself feeling more sorry for the girls than for herself. She had accepted a life as a tortured and tormented slave. She was convinced that these girls not only did not live as slaves, but also had no idea what they had gotten themselves in to. She could see that their bodies, though trim and shapely, had never been punished by anything harsher than a hand spanking.

	None of their skin was bruised or marked in any way.

	Finally, the visits became less frequent and soon Pet was led out of the room.

	She tried to glance back at the girls but could not pull against the nose ring leash.

	Instead, she had to struggle forward on her knees to follow her Owner.

	Pet kneeled obediently in the office, away from the festivities of the bachelor party.

	The pastor that would marry them was a guest as well, and he had requested a private moment with the slave bride. Pastor Lewis was, of course, fully aware of the unusual situation he had agreed to preside over, he himself being a rubber fetishist and a sadist to boot. He found it amusing that though he was still a “man of the cloth”, he was still just as kinky as Steven, at least in his own way.

	Lewis was enjoying the view for the moment, as the slave named Pet kneeled before him. She was well trained, he could see, her slave postureimpeccable. Her knees were spread wide, exposing not her bare pussy but instead the steel of her seemingly permanent chastity belt. Her constricted waist was next, then her largish breasts with their rings and rods, followed by her hairless head. He reached out, caressing her smooth scalp, admiring the way her skin glistened.

	Reaching down, he lifted her chin, noting that she kept her eyes lowered away from his. The hair removal had been complete and total; her mannequin appearance was accentuated by her lack of both eyebrows and eyelashes.

	He took a moment to examine her facial piercing. The thick, U shaped nose ring that dangled from her septum was clearly mounted in a steel channel, less like decoration than utility.

	Grasping the ring at the front of her wide, seamless collar, Stevens pulled Pet forward to examine her arm bondage. Steven had mentioned she could endure the reverse prayer almost indefinitely now, with her current stint two weeks and counting. He couldn’t see her hands as they disappeared into a small leather sack that, in turn, was chained to the back of her collar. He elbows almost met in this configuration, with only a few links joining the cuffs mounted just above them.

	Soon, he pushed her back to kneeling and lifted her chin again.

	“I’m here to discuss your pending marriage to your Owner,” he said. “Steven has said that you may speak to me.”

	“Yes, Sir,” she said quietly, her words lisped by the series of piercings through her tongue.

	“You can be open with me, child,” he said with a smile. “I understand you are Steven’s slave, but he has asked me to give the marriage my blessing and I would like you to share your thoughts with me.” Pet hesitated for a moment, her tongue licking her lips. Lewis could see the ring near the tip as she extended it out of her mouth. Like her septum, the U shaped ring was set through a metal grommet. He marveled at the utility of this slave’s modifications.

	“I know I want to be a slave,” she said carefully. “But I’m a little afraid, father.” “What are you afraid of, my dear?”

	“I guessed I didn’t expect to be so changed, an it all seems so permanent.”

	Pet hesitated, her words somewhat jumbled. Lewis leaned forward, curious why. “Open your mouth, little one,” he commanded. Without hesitation, Pet’s mouth opened wide. Stevens could see the array of three grommets down each side of her tongue and the single grommet at the end, the shackle ring extending from it.

	He reached into her mouth, running his finger across her front teeth. To hisamazement, what appeared to be rigid tooth bent easily to his touch. He felt all of her teeth, noting their softness.

	“Did your Master replace your teeth with implants,” he asked as he removed his finger. Pet nodded in response, her chin lowering as tears welled up in her eyes.

	Lewis smiled, turned on by his friend’s kinkiness. He lifted her chin again, a serious expression on his face. “Are you having second thoughts about becoming a permanent slave?” With only brief hesitation, Pet nodded her head.

	“I don’t want to see anyone unhappy, my child. I will speak to your Owner and see what I can do.” With a smile on her lips, and a sense of relief on her face, she said, “Thank you, Father.” But just as quickly, Pastor Lewis pulled her closer.

	“But you must maintain your role for now. I’ll speak to him tomorrow when we can be alone. Until then, you must be a good slave,” he said. He reached down and unzipped his pants, letting his rock hard cock free from his underwear.

	“Now come her and thank your pastor.” Pet was shocked, hoping that shis kindly man would treat her differently, but instead she was still an object, even to him. She crawled forward and slipped her lips over Lewis’ cock, obediently sucking and licking. He rested his hands on her bald head, encouraging her motion as he marveled at the soft nubs of her teeth and the cool metal in her tongue.

	Only a few days until the wedding, Pet found herself anxious. She had hoped that Pastor Lewis would get back to her about her concerns, but so far she had heard nothing. She agreed that she had to maintain her role as a slave, but she desperately wanted Steven to know she was having second thoughts.

	Now, she found herself back in the dungeon basement, standing on her toe shoes. Steven had removed her septum ring, nipple piercings and her tongue piercings, but otherwise left her alone. She waited patiently as he bustled about the room, flipping on lights and preparing items on a rolling cart. Pet found it easy to fight the urge to peek. After all that had been done to her, she doubted what came next would surprise her in the least, nor turn her into any more of an object.

	Soon she felt Steven’s hand on her hairless head, tilting it up. She looked in front of her to what looked like a deflated female form made out of absolute black.

	The form, from the front, was seamless, and Pet quickly realized that it was a suit designed for her. She could see where her massive breasts were designed to fit, and marveled at the tiny waist. Other details were hard to detect, since the form was so pitch black that it all appeared to be one shiny form.

	Application took hours, as Steven was forced to do most of the work. Pet tried to help, despite her fear of what this new suit meant, but could do little. Her body sprayed with a lubricating fluid, she was able to slide her feet into the leg portions fairly easily. The open seam for each leg was on the inside of her legs, though only extended to just below the knee. They were forced to wiggle her feet and calves into the legs by shear effort. She soon felt her point shoes slide into the bottom, her foot immediately molding into a second ballet style shoe.

	Steven spent time lining up the flushing gaskets, butt plug and catheter release on her chastity belt. When he stepped away, Pet could see that the gaskets were now mounted in the suit, though the chastity belt was completely obscured.

	The suit continued up her body, fitting perfectly over her corset. Obscuring her folded arms, soon only the hooded section was left. She could see how the ankle and wrist cuffs, while covered under the rubber, allowed the attachment rings to stick out. The same seemed to be for her collar. As her Owner carefully pushed the mouth piece in place, fitting it over her rubberized teeth, making sure the tongue fit in to its pocket, a dawning realization began in Pet’s mind. Steven continued fumbling in her mouth, replacing the snug rods through the matching holes in the rubber sleeve over her tongue. He then pushed the nostril pieces in, making sure the ends of them, deep in her nose, fit to the surgically implanted breathing tubes, before replacing her septum ring through the matching hole built in to the rubber nose piece.

	Then, Steven hesitated. He lifted Pet’s chin.

	“Look me in the eyes,” he said. Pet hesitated. She hadn’t looked anybody in the eye for 3 years. It seemed foreign, and wrong. “Look at me,” he commanded.

	Her obedience overrode her fear, and her eyes clicked up. He smiled, then kissed her on the forehead, before stretching the hood over her face.

	There were no eye holes. Pet finally realized that Steven intended to keep her in this suit indefinitely. The realization made her panic, but she knew it was too late. The remainder of the rubber hood stretched over her, and soon she could feel her Owner sealing the rubber seams together. Within minutes, the process was complete, and Steven stood back to admire his new rubber doll.

	A gleaming, armless shape faced him.

	Pet, now plunged into silence and darkness, could do little but wallow in her ignorance. Everything her Owner had done was designed to this end. Of course she had to be hairless, and removing her ears made the hood fit firmly without an issue of circulation. Her fingernail and toe nails had been removed so they would not grow. She no longer had control over her hearing. One the suit was in place, Steven had pushed a feeding tube into her stomach, the upper end designed to lock in to the end of her mouth piece. The device could be capped, and thus shut off, unless she was being fed. At all other times, thanks to her breathing tubes, her mouth could be used for other people’s pleasure. Even her tongue had been coated with rubber, removing her ability to taste, probably her last sense that had not been taken from her. She realized quickly that she would live her days as a rubber doll.

	Even she had to admit the idea was extreme, and she would laugh at it if it hadn’t just become her reality.

	The End
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	Part 1

	By Thndrshark

	For the first time in her life, Charlotte felt like she had found what was missing. For years she and her friends had commiserated about lost loves or the lack of success in Manhattan. Charlotte had made particular noise about the issue. Of the four ladies, she was hoping to marry first. But she was also known as the prude of the group, embarrassed to talk about even a simple blow job. She had always felt that the perfect relationship didn't require anything special, except mutual love and compatibility.

	It wasn't that she had trouble meeting men. Her trim 5' frame and long dark hair offset her bright face. She knew that she was attractive and though she didn't usually wear formfitting outfits, she did take advantage of what she had with the most stylish and cut clothing. She was proportional for her size, her 34C breasts offset her 22 inch waist and 32 inch hips. She was pleased with her looks but still couldn't see why she couldn't find the right man.

	Marcus seemed to be the perfect answer. He was a wealthy real estate developer living on the upper east side. His house, a double brownstone, was impressive from the outside, and cavernous on the inside. After the first two dates, Charlotte was certain that he would meet most if not all of her criteria, and that of her friends. Yet, despite the seeming perfection, there still seemed to be something lacking. It wasn't until the third date, the first time they made love, that she discovered something new.

	In the lengthy conversations they would have over dinner, Marcus had made mention of his controlling instincts. They would laugh it off, proclaiming him a true Leo, but the subject would come up again.

	Charlotte could tell there was more to it than she could see. It wasn't until they made it to his bedroom for the first time that she discovered what that meant.

	The room was massive, as were many of the rooms in his home. It was difficult to see past the iron canopy bed anyway, and no lights illuminated the room beyond. As she suspected, Marcus was sensual, standing her by the bed and carefully removing her clothes, kissing and touching her. A thrill ran through her spine and a smile across her face as she felt her nipples perk up to the attention. Once naked, Marcus turned her toward the bed and leaned in.

	"Do you trust me," he asked in a soft yet firm tone. Charlotte felt a chill course through her, but she knew it was excitement.

	"Yes," she whispered back. In answer, his strong hands gently pulled her arms behind her until her elbows met. The arm position was unusual to Charlotte. She could feel her breasts being pushed out from her body and her back arch. Her yoga and years of dance as a young girl made her quite flexible, but she had never experienced this. She wanted to protest as she felt a wide leather strap lace around her elbows and carefully bind them together. Any past boyfriend who even suggested tying her up would have been greeted with a slap and a quick departure. But Marcus' touch seemed to calm her and she found the restriction somehow exciting. So caught up in her thoughts she almost missed her wrists being bound together in a similar fashion, locking her arms behind her back, useless.

	For a moment his touch disappeared, but when it returned, she felt his hand pull her chin up, then press a wide leather collar around her neck. Moving her hair, Marcus buckled it on; snug yet not uncomfortable, and Charlotte could hear the telltale sound of a small padlock clicking into place. Her face was flush with embarrassment and excitement. Turning her, Marcus kissed her deep, then lifted her onto the silk sheets. Reaching to the head of the bed, Marcus pulled a heavy length of chain up, locking it to the front of Charlotte's collar. The chain, only 3 feet long, allowed her some movement but not too much. Charlotte felt detached from the experience, the unusual feeling of leather around her neck, holding her snug, and the loss of her arms behind her felt strange. For a moment, she panicked, thinking that Marcus might be some type of crazy, taking advantage of her, abusing her then who knows what. But despite the frightening thought, she could feel a tingle between her legs as she imagined these things.

	Rolling over turned out to be more difficult than she imagined without the use of her arms but she could feel Marcus towering over her at the side of the bed. She lay on her back, watching him examine her like an object, and a stir moved through her heart. For a moment she realized she should be mad, embarrassed, but the more she watched him watch her, and the more she felt how exposed and vulnerable she was, the more excited she became. Finally, Marcus undressed and joined her, making love to Charlotte with more energy and enthusiasm than she would have imagined. With strong hands and decisive moves, Marcus took advantage of her, and Charlotte enjoyed it, imagining she was a captive maiden and this was her master. Well, she thought, maybe there's more truth to that than fantasy.

	After a long session of love making, Marcus finally rested, pulling Charlotte's head to his chest. She had no choice, but enjoyed the sound of his heart as he held her helpless body. She could feel the flush of excitement leaving her face finally. She had never orgasmed so much in a single night. The combination of the helplessness with the passion Marcus showed her created a feeling Charlotte had never experienced before. After a few moments, Marcus rose and she assumed it was to untie her. Instead, he returned quickly with two items. First, she was shocked when he pushed a huge red rubber ball into her mouth, wrenching her jaw wide. She tried to complain but the ball stifled any sound quickly. Despite the passion, she felt this was too much. As he laced the strap tightly, forcing the ball in deeper, she began to panic again, fearing that she had allowed herself to be totally at this man's mercy. Then, a blindfold covered her eyes, small padded circles forcing them shut and blocking out all light. As his hands left her, Charlotte moaned and struggled, feeling the harsh bondage of her arms, the heavy chain holding her to the bed and the gag keeping her mute. She tried to scream in complaint, twisting and fighting the bonds, but she also noticed that her pussy was damp again. It couldn't be, she said to herself as she continued to struggle. But despite the unchosen helplessness, Charlotte found herself calming and, without much warning, drifted off to sleep.

	The next day was a confusion of emotions. She had awoken free of the bondage, Marcus having untied her while she slept, but she still could remember the feeling of the bonds. He could sense her troubled mind, but left her to the thoughts as they kissed. Rather than pushing him away, Charlotte found herself clinging to him even tighter, his strength somehow helping comfort her.

	She wandered through the day, unable to resolve the conflict in her head. She knew that the bondage was wrong and dirty. She would never have consented to it if she knew what he had intended. Yet as she thought about it, she found herself with a slight smile and a thrill she hadn't felt before. When Marcus called late in the day and asked Charlotte to dinner at his place, she quietly accepted. Despite her fear, she knew there was something that Marcus had that she needed. As she set the phone back in the cradle, she secretly hoped that her own discovered passions could remain in check.

	Unlike a typical dinner after an uncomfortable experience, Marcus was quick to bring up the events of the night before. As they sat in his exquisite dining room, he broke the awkward silence quickly.

	"I want to talk about last night," he said, his strong gaze piercing her. Charlotte tried to swallow the salad gracefully.

	"Ok," she said, the fear in her eyes clear.

	"I'm sorry it was so abrupt, but from what I could see, you enjoyed it.”

	"Well, it wasn't what I expected," a blush. "But it was very exciting." Charlotte had to admit it. Even thinking about it now was making her excited. She was shocked at her quick response, struggling to control these new feelings.

	"Charlotte, I think we could have a lot of fun together. I think you would enjoy even more of the same." His pause spoke volumes as he leaned in to her, taking her hand in his. "I think you would make a wonderful submissive.&#8221; Charlotte wasn't sure what that meant.

	"What would happen?" "I would continue exposing you to different forms of bondage, ways to control you." Charlotte's heart was racing. She was more excited than ever, but her mind wanted to run from the room and never look back.

	"And what is your goal?" Marcus paused, taking her hand even stronger.

	"To make you my slave." Charlotte didn't know what to say. This wasn't anything like she had dreamt of all those years. She had always wanted family and stability. Instead, this man she could love was offering her enslavement. It couldn't possibly be real.

	"Is this real," she asked. "I mean, what would happen in the end?”

	"That's a long way away, Charlotte. I'm suggesting we explore a side of you that you seem to enjoy, despite what your head says. I'm suggesting we play some roles and see what happens.”

	"Will it hurt?”

	"I'll be honest, depending on how far we go, there are times it might hurt.”

	"Like when?”

	"If you disobey me, I will punish you. Some bondage can be painful as well." Charlotte's body was betraying her, her pussy wet with excitement. She wanted to put her hand there and pleasure herself but she didn't want to reveal the effects of Marcus'; words on her body. "If we go far enough, there are ways I would like to modify your body that would be painful, but would enhance your experience.”

	"Are there rules?”

	"The only rule is that you must obey me at all times from this moment forward. If you do not, I will punish you. There are no safe words or ways to stop the training. We can set a time limit and after that time, see how you are feeling, but until then, I am in control.

	Do you understand?”

	Charlotte nodded. She didn't know what to think. Her mind went to her friends and how they would react. In typical fashion, Samantha would say go for it, Carrie would worry and Miranda would want to know more. The unfortunate part was that she was usually the sensible one of the group. Now, with her own senses encouraging her to do it, she had no one to go to for logic. She found herself looking into Marcus' eyes and nodding.

	"Alright," was all she said.

	For the first two weeks, life for Charlotte remained fairly normal on the outside, though her love life with Marcus became increasingly unusual. At first, he introduced her carefully to the art of submission, teaching her how to kneel at his feet, spread her knees and avoid eye contact when they were alone at home. To her it was a game, something that sent a thrill through her each time she was with him. Marcus also insisted on nudity at home for her, except for a snug and wide leather collar locked to her neck, as well as cuffs on wrists and ankles. Charlotte found her shyness would not be tolerated and she quickly became accustomed to her new attire, for fear of the strap he liked to use on her. She had not enjoyed her "corrections", as Marcus liked to call them. With each mistake she made, she would receive five lashes from his 2-inch wide leather tarse. Despite the intense pain, she knew she deserved the punishment in their game of slavery. She also knew that after each stroke, her heart raced with excitement and her pussy grew more and more damp. She slowly began to crave his harsh treatment, despite her fear of where her passions might lead.

	After only a few days, she found that Marcus would no longer allow her to sleep in bed with him. Instead, she was chained by her collar to the floor at the foot of the bed. Even though humiliation coursed through her body the first time he forced her to the floor and locked her in place, she also found her body tingling with exhilaration.

	Almost continually, Marcus kept her arms locked behind her back, wrist and elbows touching, as he had bound her that first night.

	Though the location remained the same, he found ways to increase her discomfort each night. Larger ball gags soon made way for inflatable gags that wrenched her mouth so wide she thought her jaw would dislocate. Eventually, harsh harnesses were used to pull her head back severely, as a strap connected the top ring to her elbow bondage.

	Soon, her ankles were pulled up to meet her elbows as well, bending her body into a tight U, then a strap connected her ankles to her head, increasing the severity ten fold. The first Saturday night after agreeing to submit to Marcus, Charlotte found herself being prepared for something different. Her arms still bound behind her harshly, Marcus removed her collar. Fitting a leather waist cincher, he began to lace it tightly. Charlotte began gasping as her waist was cruelly constricted beyond anything she had ever experienced. Soon, Marcus tied off the lacing and held up a small mirror for her. Her already small waist had been reduced to almost 18 inches, she guessed. Though the look was somehow erotic, she found herself nearly panting from the pressure.

	"Spread your legs," Marcus commanded. She did as she was ordered, still horrible aware of the hairless nature of her crotch. On her second night with Marcus, he had insisted she apply a special balm to all her skin beneath her neck.

	"This will permanently remove all hair from your body, Charlotte," he had said. "This will be the first of many permanent changes you must accept to be my slave." Charlotte hesitated only briefly before applying the cream. She felt a tingle, then simply wiped her skin clean. As the final evidence of hair on her pussy was removed, Charlotte felt more exposed than ever. And the thought of being hairless like a child for the rest of her life brought new meaning to submission.

	As she remembered the experience, she felt Marcus attach something to the back of her waist cincher. She nearly jumped as she felt a long metal dildo slip into her pussy. Seemingly endless in length, it filled her fully. Soon, another began pressing against her anus and she bit her lip as the second metal penetrator slid deep into her ass. A wide strap was pulled up between her legs, then attached to the front of her corset, holding both dildos in firmly. Macus ordered her to lay down on a black, rubber object, and he began strapping her tightly into a heavy rubber body bag. The latex stretched tight up her already bound body until it cocooned her in a thick, pliable material.

	Soon, wide leather straps circled her body as well, removing any ability to flex. At one point, she could feel him working at her feet, then slowly, a pressure forced her toes into an en pointe position. As Marcus locked a strap in position, cramping had already begun in her calves, the unusual position of her feet making her muscles rebel.

	Charlotte began to panic as claustrophobia set in, her controlled and restricted body fighting against the harsh bondage. As he finished with her body, Marcus turned to her head, stretching a tight latex hood over it. The compression of the strange material increased her sense of helplessness, as tears began to streak down her cheek, then across her rubber covered skin. The mouth-less hood pressed the massive ball gag even further back into her mouth. As the ball attempted to stretch her mouth wider, the tight rubber pressed back.

	Charlotte moaned in helpless frustration. Assuming he was done, Charlotte's eyes grew wide as Marcus reached for another object.

	Holding the new piece of rubber in a ball, he pushed out two tubes that began to slip up into her nostrils. Halfway up their length, rubber stops began to slip into her nose, blocking off the nostril.

	Soon, Charlotte could feel the strange sensation of the tubes slipping toward her throat, making her choke. But the stoppers fit snuggly, deep in her nostrils, stopping the intrusion. She found it quite easy to breath, despite the unusual device.

	"Can you breath," asked Marcus. Charlotte nodded, and Marcus went back to work. Releasing the ball of latex, he began stretching a much smaller, heavy rubber hood over her head. As she saw the purpose of the additional hood, Charlotte tried to struggle, panic setting in.

	She had forgotten to tell Marcus how claustrophobic she could get. She tried to make a sound, but the combination of huge gag, rubber hood, and the addition of the second layer made sound nearly impossible.

	Soon, despite the fear growing in her heart, it was too late. The rubber hood stretched beneath her chin, then was forced up and over her face. She watched through tear filled eyes as rubber stretched over her, removing all sight. With some additional struggling, Marcus soon had the hood fit snuggly over the first hood. Sealing the ends, he then fit a wide posture collar around her neck, hiding the base of both hoods and creating a nearly perfect form in bondage.

	Marcus stood back, enjoying the sight of his new slave in complete and utter bondage for the first time. He reached into his pocket and took a small remote control device, clicking the on switch.

	Charlotte, already lost in her own nightmare of immobility, pain and fear, jumped as both dildos in her came to life. With a combination of vibration and motion, they assaulted her orifices mercilessly. She moaned behind her gag, unable to fight the onslaught. Her ass began to burn, unaccustomed to any intrusion, much less the combination of pulsing and writhing. Almost without warning, she found herself climbing to orgasm, as she bit down hard on the gag. The scream of her climax sounded like a distant cry to Marcus, who got into bed with a smile.

	Charlotte was certain she had been forgotten, locked away in total bondage. She had not slept much at all, not only due to the restriction, but also from the series of massive orgasms she had experienced. Considering the pain and fear she was still experiencing from her bondage, she was surprised that she could become so aroused.

	Instead, she felt panicked, on the verge of hysteria, as she desperately tried to move any part of her body. But the leather straps and rubber held her firmly. Instead, she could only focus on the onslaught between her legs, as another wave of passion began to overtake her.

	 

	Part 2

	 

	Marcus was certainly well connected, and Charlotte found herself attending some of the most extravagant parties, enjoying drinks with statesmen, celebrities and the idle rich. For the first party she was provided an elegant long gown that both clung to her shape while also flowing off her shoulders. She had never worn anything so wonderful and beamed as she entered the party on Marcus' arm. After a few hours, he had taken her to a curtained off portion of the house and began kissing her passionately. Charlotte melted in his arms, feeling a passion for a man like no other in her past. But instead of continuing, Marcus pulled away after a few moments, and held out an unusual object to her. It took a moment to register, but finally Charlotte could see it was a pair of transparent latex panties with inflatable dildos for both her pussy and ass. With a single questioning look, she could see that Marcus would not entertain an argument. Instead, she lifted her dress and slipped off her panties.

	"Wait," Marcus said, then unfastened her dress at the waist, allowing it to unwrap from her. Charlotte glanced around, noticing for the first time that they were not in much privacy. The area was simply a corner where the curtains covering the walls had overlapped. Anyone could stumble upon them at anytime. As her hands went up to cover her naked breasts, Marcus slapped them to her side.

	"That will cost you," he whispered curtly. Charlotte lowered her arms, a red flush covering her face. She slipped off her lacy panties and dropped them on the floor, then took the rubber invaders. For a moment Charlotte stared at the device, wondering what she had gotten herself into. She was so typically a proper girl, always the moral center of herself and her friends. But she was now standing naked at a party, her boyfriend forcing her to humiliate herself further. She wanted to run away, to stop this game and never see Marcus again. Fear enveloped her and she stood frozen. Suddenly, Marcus' firm grip took her wrist and pulled her attention to his eyes.

	"Do it now, Charlotte," was all he said, his face a solid sheet of intimidation. She began to slip them on. "Suck on them first, for lubrication." Charlotte slipped them back off and ran her tongue tentatively up the shaft. She had never been a fan of blow jobs and to date, Marcus had not requested that of her either. She enjoyed more traditional sex and, despite the fact that she was usually in some form of bondage now, her love life with Marcus remained fairly normal.

	Now, as her tongue lubricated the two rubber dildos, she felt further humiliated.

	After a few moments, they seemed wet enough and Charlotte slipped the panties up her legs. The dildo for her pussy was easiest. Despite her fear, she found herself somewhat damp and, with the addition of her saliva, she slipped it in easily. It was large, though, and filled her up fully. She held it in as she took hold of the other dildo.

	"Hurry up," Marcus whispered sternly. Charlotte pressed the tip against her sphincter, feeling the resistance. Pushing, she could feel the pain immediately, and backed off again. Marcus could see her hesitation and, slapping her hands away, took the dildo and shoved it unceremoniously into her. Charlotte bit her lip and suppressed a scream of pain as her ass was truly violated. It seemed huge and unending as he pushed it further in. Tears streamed down her face.

	Once again, she had reached a depth of humiliation she thought she would never see. As Marcus stood her up straight and pulled the panty up around her hips, she could feel the two inflation bulbs dangling between her thighs. He quickly grabbed them with both hands and began to pump. Immediately Charlotte could feel the rubber phalluses growing inside of her. He continued to pump until she was moaning in pain, her sphincter stretching despite the tapered nature of the dildo. Finally, Marcus lifted her dress to her.

	"Let's go, slave," he smiled. Charlotte slowly slipped her dress back on, adjusting it back to normal. She knew she would look quite normal, but she could feel the pain and fullness inside her, a reminder of her status in the room. She was now fully aware that she was the only slave girl at the party.

	Time for Charlotte seemed to blur by. Her life with Marcus continued, her training as his slave a continual part of their time together. During the day, she tried to focus on her work at the gallery, or spend time with her friends, but she always drifted off to her life at night. Now, all the conversations she took part in, no matter how raunchy they got, never seemed to affect her. She knew that her experiences to date would make even Samantha's pale in comparison.

	After the fifth week, on a quiet Friday, Charlotte got a curious call from Marcus in her office.

	"I made an appointment for you with my doctor," he said. "It's during your lunch hour so it shouldn't be a problem.”

	"Sure," she answered, shivering just from the sound of her lover's voice.

	"Make sure you do as you're told, Charlotte," Marcus warned. "I don't want to hear he had a problem with you.”

	"I promise," she said. She jotted down the address and noted how long it would take to get there, then went back to work without any further thought.

	The doctor's office was quite typical, though the waiting room was unusually empty and the receptionist seemed far more bimbo-like than usual. After only a moment, she was led into a typical examination room. Within seconds a nurse joined her in the room.

	"You'll have to disrobe completely, Charlotte," she said casually. Charlotte had no idea what type of doctor this man was, but she assumed Marcus wanted her to be fully checked out. Must by a physical, she thought as she dropped the thin sundress on the chain and unhooked her lacy bra. Marcus had begun insisting that Charlotte dress more provocatively, and though this was a far cry from her usual conservative fair, she knew he wanted her to go further. The sundress was thin and showed her bra and panty set through it if you looked close enough, and the bra she wore more cupped her breasts then covered them. The thin material only barely concealed her nipples. The panty was a French cut thong that slipped up against her crotch tightly, unlike the loose underwear she used to wear.

	Once naked, the nurse unceremoniously opened the door and ordered, "follow me." Charlotte was embarrassed, but remembered Marcus' words. She attempted to cover herself as they made their way down the hall.

	The new room she was let in to was much larger, and covered in white tile. Dangling from the center of the room seemed to be a chain.

	Charlotte's heart jumped as she realized this would be no normal examination. The nurse grabbed her wrist and pulled her under the chain, then clamped two steel cuffs around her thumbs. A motor began to turn and Charlotte's arms were raised. Stopping the winch, the nurse attached cuffs to Charlotte's ankles and lower thighs, then fit two bars between them. With a crank, the nurse spread her legs wide, until she felt like she was doing the splits. Again, the winch turned and she found herself on her toes, spread wide and exposed. The nurse examined her, making sure she was properly situated, then left her alone in the room. The thumb cuffs not only began to hurt, but Charlotte quickly found them much more humiliating than cuffs. With cuffs, she could always grab the chain for support, but the thumb cuffs prevented this, further adding to her vulnerability.

	After hanging in the chill room for fifteen minutes, the door opened and a doctor entered with Marcus. Charlotte's eyes dropped reflexively, not wanting to make eye contact with her master, but her humiliation grew inside. She had only been exposed like this to Marcus. Now, with strangers seeing her as a slave, she could feel a warm glow fill her cheeks, despite the cool air across her body.

	"You have a fine specimen here, Marcus," the doctor commented as they approached. His soft hands reached out and felt her thighs and ass. "So, what did you want to do today?" Marcus didn't even try to make eye contact, and instead spoke about Charlotte like she was cattle.

	"I want a ring through both nipples, one through her clit and let's start with a grommet through her tongue, centered, an inch from the tip." Charlotte was shocked at the thought. She had never even considered piercing anything, and now they were talking about it so casually. She desperately wanted to scream, to stop this game, but she knew she couldn't. They had agreed on six months and she knew it had only been just over one. Tears began to well up in her eyes as she thought of having metal mounted in her nipples and clit, not to mention the pain. She quickly forgot the pain in her thumbs in exchange for the humiliation of her master's wishes.

	Marcus' hands laced into Charlotte's hair and yanked her head back hard. A groan escaped her throat but she was ignored, as were the stream of tears running down her cheeks. "Let's do the grommet through her septum as well," he said. The doctor snapped his fingers and the nurse returned with a selection of gags. The doctor chose a large ring gag and had the nurse force it into Charlotte's mouth, then strap it behind her head. The ring fit behind her front teeth and wrenched her mouth open wide, but as the strap tightened, the ring pulled back farther, forcing her jaw to the limit. Now, the pain in her jaw distracted her from her thumbs. She could feel the nurse doing something with her hair and, after a few moments, she could tell it had been laced into a ponytail. Without warning, her head was yanked back hard as the strap the nurse had laced into her hair was pulled down to a ring in the floor. Charlotte moaned in pain. Staring at the ceiling, she could almost see the back wall. She was certain her neck would snap if pulled any farther, but the nurse gave the strap an added tug, then locked it off.

	Charlotte didn't think she could feel anymore vulnerable, but now, with her head pulled back harshly, along with her mouth held so wide by the unusual gag, she felt her body was completely exposed. She could feel the streams of tears running off her face, and the moaning that seemed to well up from her throat. She wanted to get away, but she realized she had no control.

	"I'd like to consider full hair removal at a future date," Marcus mentioned offhanded.

	"No problem. Eyebrows and lashes as well?”

	"Of course. Total hair removal. How about teeth removal? Is that viable now?”

	"Yes, we just replace them with rubber inserts to hold the shape of the jaw, but it forms a low, flat surface where the teeth were, at gum level. You might also consider mounted breathing tubes through the nose into the lungs, and a feeding tube mounted at the back of the throat.”

	"Is that permanent?" "Very. The nose tubes have fittings that you can attach to. They are hidden inside the nostrils. The feeding tube blocks the throat completely, removing any speech as well. You have to have the nose tubes if you opt for the feeding tube, of course!" Marcus laughed.

	Charlotte couldn't imagine being treated like this, like an animal!

	Remove her teeth?! She knew it must be a way to shock her. The tubes sounded impossible as well! Despite the seriousness of her submission, she still felt deep down that it was a game, something not intended for reality. How could these things be done to a person? How could anybody do them? She knew that Marcus must be trying to scare her. But she jerked in shock at his next comment.

	"Go ahead and do the breathing tubes. I'm taking a long vacation soon and want to leave her in total sensory deprivation.”

	"That's fine. You know, of course, they are permanent?”

	"As long as the fittings are mounted up her nostrils, I don't have a problem with that." Charlotte wailed through her gag. The weight of her situation began to settle in and Charlotte knew she would never be the same.

	The elevator ride back to street level left Charlotte alone in her thoughts for the first time. She felt totally exposed in her sundress. She had not been allowed to wear her panties or bra, for fear of disturbing her new piercings. Instead, she could feel every breeze under her short skirt. Her clit and nipples still ached from the piercings and, as she stared into the mirror reflection of the elevator door, she could just make out the rings in her bare breasts.

	The fabric seemed to help conceal her crotch, though she couldn't be certain in the dim light of the elevator. If she looked closely, she could see the one-inch ring through her clit. Her face was still numb from the piercings there, the weird feeling of metal mounted in her tongue much more immediate than the metal hole punched through her septum. She carefully pushed up her nose, trying to see the grommet affixed there. The metal had been coated with black rubber, which helped it disappear inside her nostrils. Thanks for small favors, she thought. She tried to see the ends of the tubes mounted in her nose but knew they were too far inside. She could feel them, though. Her nose was sore up the bridge, and she could feel a tickling in her head and down her throat. It felt like some large obstruction was trapped in her sinuses, but she had no difficulty breathing. As a matter of fact, it was easier than ever to breath. But that discovery was tempered by the fact that she had bee permanently modified to allow for more cruel punishment in training, in her life as a young slavegirl. She knew this was perhaps the most degrading and horrible thing that had been done to her, but she had trouble feeling bad. Out of sight, out of mind, she figured, though the weight of such a permanent fixture in her head was not lost on her. For a brief moment, Charlotte began to consider what else he might have done to her, if this type of modification was considered "beginning stages". But she put it out of her head quickly, not wanting to consider something she couldn't even imagine. She felt for the septum grommet again, finding the quarter inch hole she now had through it. Marcus had been kind enough not to fit a ring through it, but warned that at any time he might require her to wear one to work. Charlotte nodded respectfully, hoping that day would never come.

	The walk to the office proved to be uneventful, though Charlotte was convinced that everyone on the street knew her new secret. She tried not to hold her dress close to her body to fend off the effects of the wind for fear of pressing the cloth too close and making her rings visible. Once back in her office, she quickly closed the door and rushed to her chair, exhausted not from the walk but from the emotional fear of being in public. As she relaxed in her seat, slouched in her high back leather chair, she could feel the breeze from her open window reaching under her thin dress and tickling her crotch. For the first time, Charlotte was intrigued by her modifications. Slowly pulling her dress up, she ran her hand up her leg, noticing how odd it was not to feel stubble, or even the peach fuzz so common. Her fingers were in direct contact with her very skin and, as she slid them up to her pussy, she jerked in surprise at the increased sensitivity. Though the ring through her clit was still sore, she couldn't help playing with it. She had seen art pictures of clit piercings before, and other than finding them repulsing, she remembered how small and thin the ring had been. As she lifted hers up, she could see it was much thicker than that, and much larger in diameter. Despite the aching, she found the movement somehow arousing as well, stirring something inside her body she didn't know was there.

	Charlotte lifted her dress farther, exposing her nipples and the new metal that adorned them. A flash of humiliation crossed her face again as she saw the rods that had been added at the last minute to compliment the rings. For some reason, the thick rings at the base of her nipples seemed somehow acceptable. Now, with a thick rod running through the middle of her nipples as well, she felt even more controlled. She quickly found she could turn the ring through her nipple and, after some examination, found an ingenious grommet design to her piercing. A sheath of mesh like metal filled the hole, holding it open and allowing the ring to float freely. As she flicked it, she could hear the metal-upon-metal tinkling sound it made. Even that added to her embarrassment. Turning the ring completely through, she could find no seam or method of opening the ring. The thoughts of how permanent the rings were settled deeper into her stomach.

	Her thoughts caused her to miss the telltale ruckus created by her friend Samantha as she burst past Charlotte's receptionist and into her office. It was all Charlotte could do to pull down her dress and collect herself before her flamboyant friend stood over her.

	"I thought we were going shopping," Samantha asked. Charlotte smiled sheepishly, wondering what her friend had seen. As usual, Samantha had the knowing look of a woman who's been around, her half smile always suggesting she sees more in everybody than most. The problem was, it was always about sex. Charlotte couldn't do much about what her friend had or had not seen, so she sat forward in her desk and tried to act normal.

	"I'm sorry, Samantha. I've been so swamped. Can we do it tomorrow?" Her friend smiled, understanding, then sank to a chair to talk.

	"You've been awful busy the past month. Between your work and your new boyfriend we never see you!" Charlotte was shocked! She hadn't told anybody she was seeing Marcus. Samantha let her stew for a second, then cut in before she could say anything. "Come on, honey.

	It's obvious. That glow in your cheeks, the fact that you aren't wearing a bra. You've got sex written all over you!" Charlotte tried to cover her surprise, wondering what else her friend had seen.

	"Stop it! I didn't want to jinx it," she said. "Please don't tell Miranda or Carrie. I want to make sure it lasts before I make a big deal." Charlotte tried to remember her old self, and how she always spoke of love and relationship. As the words spilled from her mouth, she found herself thinking of submission and bondage, and the new jewelry now mounted to her body. Samantha took a moment, then nodded.

	"Of course. Your secret is safe with me," she said, then leaning in, "So? Is he hot? Do you have a picture?" Charlotte couldn't resist.

	She was falling in love and she was proud of her handsome man - or master, as she secretly thought. She reached into her desk and pulled out a small picture she had taken from his desk. Charlotte whistled, no doubt thinking nasty thoughts, then handed it back.

	"Nice. Does he have a brother?" Charlotte laughed with Samantha, but for different reasons. Despite her friend's promiscuity, she had a feeling that Samantha would be no match for Marcus.

	"No, no brother.”

	"Too bad. Well, I have to run then." Samantha stood up quickly, moving around the desk for a hug. Charlotte moved instinctively, then caught herself, but realized that she couldn't avoid the hug. As the two girls embraced, she could feel her hard nipples and the steel mounted in them pressing against Samantha's chest. But as they parted, Samantha made no comment, and Charlotte, alone again, collapsed in her chair.

	 

	 

	 

	Part 3

	 

	That weekend passed without Marcus commenting at all about the piercings. At first she figured he had to wait until they fully healed, but she soon found he would not hesitate to use them, at least in minimal fashion, right away. As she sat on her knees beside him at the dinner table that Sunday night, it was all she could do not to stare at them as she kept her head bowed in the proper fashion. Her face was still streaked with tears from the torture she had experienced over the weekend, all in the name of training. Now, though still in pain, the quiet moment seemed like a vacation. A slight motion of her head made the bell attached to her nose ring jingle slightly. The bells still hanging from her nipples and clit joined in the chorus, though she fought to remain motionless. She had been warned about making noise with her bells, and after the last two days, she was truly fearful of the consequences Marcus' punishment might bring.

	Immediately upon her return home that Friday, Marcus had fitted a large ring through her new nose grommet, allowing it to dangle over her top lip. Charlotte began to cry as she felt him affix the seamless ring into place. The addition of this single piece of jewelry proved to be the most humiliating. As the metal touched her face, she imagined she had become simply an animal, a cow or worse. Attaching short pieces of chain to her nipple and clit rings, he had fit small bells to their ends. Now, as Charlotte was helped to her feet, she rang with each step. Charlotte dropped her head in shame as Marcus linked a chain leash to her nose ring and, with a tug, pulled her into the adjoining room.

	Charlotte followed dutifully, but found herself glancing to the side to see her reflection in a hall mirror. She found a familiar girl, but being led in a most humiliating fashion by a new nose ring.

	The gleam of the metal seemed to tease her, as did the jingle of the bells. Her still tender nipple rings ached as the weight of the bells tugged on them, as did her clit.

	Reaching the other room, Marcus pushed a large ball gag into her mouth, strapping it on behind her. This she had grown accustomed, though the device sometimes changed. Some days it would be a blow up gag, or a spreader, or even a long dildo. As she stood waiting for the rest of her bondage, she watched him pull new boxes from the floor.

	Rather than the typical leather cuffs, he unboxed a new set of stainless steel cuffs. As she stood before him, naked, she watched as he fit the wide metal collar around her neck. Unlike her 2 inch collar before, this one measured 4 1/2 inches wide. On Charlotte's small frame it acted much like a posture collar, holding her head in an upright position. She could feel the thin layer of rubber padding Marcus had mounted on the inside of the metal, softening it slightly.

	As he closed it, she could tell it was fit perfectly for her, almost too perfectly. Pressing the ends together on the side, rather than the back, she could feel the padding compress against her throat, pressing firmly, until the ends met. Marcus slipped a thin pin into the seam, then used a small wrench to screw it firmly in place. Once finished, Charlotte could see no seams. The collar was one complete band, fit snuggly to her neck, marred only by the heavy ring that dangled from the front. Unlike the other collars, which felt snug but somehow temporary, the feel of this steel on her neck made her feel even more controlled. As she considered this feeling, Marcus removed four wide bands from the box and moved behind her. She kept her head bowed as best she could, but could feel him attaching snug cuffs just below her elbows. As expected, they fit perfectly. She could feel him pulling her elbows together, as was so common with her bondage, but she could tell this one would be different. Once he pushed her elbows together, and the new cuffs touched, she heard a click. His hands released but her elbows stayed in contact. Marcus then fit the second set of cuffs around her upper arms, halfway between her shoulder and elbow. After some further fumbling, he reached around her for a small tool and moved back behind her. She could feel him working, then a clicking sound and, to her surprise, her elbows were pulled even closer together. Another moment of fumbling, then more clicking. With a shock, Charlotte realized he was slowly pulling her upper arms closer and closer together. After 6 weeks of elbows touching through the night, she had grown accustomed to the bondage. Now, as he wrenched her upper arms even farther back, a more severe ache began in her shoulders. Sensing her fear, Marcus turned her so her back faced a wall mirror, then repositioned another mirror so she could watch.

	Small cables had been fed in x fashion from an upper arm cuff, down to the opposite elbow cuff, then back to the other upper arm cuff, and so forth. The result was a type of winch system that, as Marcus turned the center fitting, pulled the cable tighter, thus reducing the amount of space between her upper arms. As he pulled it close, she watched her shoulders pull back farther until her muscles banded from the stress. She moaned in pain, hoping he would stop. Instead, Marcus continued until her arms met at least 3 inches above her elbows. The pain was unbearable and tears coursed down her cheeks. Despite her pain, Marcus continued, folding her upper arms as close as her joints would allow before dislocating. Charlotte could barely stand from the pain as Marcus fit her hands in padded rubber gloves, laced her fingers into a ball, her thumb buried under them, then fit another latex covering over her hands. Not only could she not move her hands, she couldn't feel her fingers touch each other. Cuffs attached to her wrists and joined with a similar click, held her useless lower arms together.

	Marcus pulled Charlotte over to the padded seat, and pushed her back on it. Though her shoulders still screamed, she was beginning to work through the pain. She knew she would gain no relief from Marcus unless her circulation became a problem, and the past weeks had proven she had excellent circulation. Pulling a new box from under the seat, Marcus unpacked two rubber objects and a selection of small steel hoops. Lifting her bare feet up, he began to fit the hoops around each toe, like small, wide cuffs. After some experimentation, he fit each toe with a cuff that fit snuggly, then began to slip the strange rubber devices over her feet. She couldn't believe these were considered shoes! Marcus' voice cut through the thick silence that had surrounded them.

	"I know how much you like shoes, so I had these made special for you." His smile was anything but warm. "They're called ballet shoes,”

	he said as he pushed them onto her feet. Like a sharp V, the shoe was designed to force Charlotte up on the very end of her toes. She now could see the purpose for the small metal bands. If anything, they would prevent her toes from breaking under the severe stress of being walked upon. But surely Marcus didn't intend for her to walk like this, Charlotte thought. Even the 10 inch needle thin spike of a heel couldn't support her weight with her foot forced into a severe en pointe. As she pondered this new torment, Marcus slipped the shoe into place. The hard rubber exterior was padded slightly inside, but as her toes pushed into the end of the shoe, she could tell the padding wouldn't stop the pain of her feet being crushed into the point. Once in position, Marcus fit the rubber straps through loops and began to tighten them down. He alternated with the back strap, which extended around her heel and back to the shoe. The result of pulling on this strap was to force her foot even deeper into the shoe, until her toes began to bend and shape into an arrow. After struggling for ten minutes, Marcus seemed satisfied. Charlotte was sure she would never be able to walk in these torturous devices. Her calf had already begun to cramp from the extended position of her foot. After another ten minutes, the other shoe was in place. Marcus attached similar, seamless cuffs to her ankles, joined by a short four inches of chain, then stood in front of her. His smile didn't warm her heart.

	"Stand up," he ordered. Charlotte looked up at him, pleading for mercy, but Marcus would not wait. Grabbing her nose ring with his finger, he yanked her upright with amazing strength, until her entire weight rested on her toes. She cried out in pain, but Marcus held her, moving behind her to let her see into the mirror. The pencil thin heels were her only support as she tried to balance her weight between toe and heel. Through tears, Charlotte saw an unfamiliar woman. Gone was the timid and innocent Charlotte of a month and a half ago; the button nose and youthful expression. Standing in front of her she saw a naked woman, adorned with a ring through her bare clit, and more through her nipples and nose. She was statuesque, her feet forced en point by harsh rubber ballet shoes, her long, dark hair cascading around a wide, steel collar around her neck, falling upon her breasts.

	She appeared to have no arms, but her shoulders gave away the stress they were under. Despite the fear she felt of being controlled as effectively as she was, she found herself aroused as well. She watched Marcus smile as he too enjoyed the sight, then attach a leash to her nose ring and pull her out of the room. Charlotte took careful steps, both due to the short chain between her ankles as well as the dark pain growing in her feet.

	That night, after Marcus made love to her, he pulled her back on her aching toes, walking her to the end of the bed. Charlotte began lowering to the floor, expecting to be chained once again on the hardwood. Instead, Marcus reached above her and, with a sharp pull, lowered a chain from the ceiling. Charlotte could only watch as he clipped the end to her nose ring, then moved to the wall and, with the aid of an electric winch hidden somewhere nearby, raised the chain. He lifted it enough to help support her, preventing her from falling over, but not enough to provide any relief to her toes. Charlotte couldn't imagine standing like this all night. Already, she was having trouble maintaining balance, and despite the metal grommet that strengthened her septum, she felt searing pain through her nose when her balance slipped and she pulled on the chain. Charlotte tried to beg, but the large ball gag in her mouth stifled any sound. Marcus simply admired her for a moment, then crouched down at her feet. She could feel him fumbling with her shoes and, after a moment, he stood and showed her two thin metal rods. With a smile, he watched her for a moment. As her balance on her toes began to slip, she instinctively rocked back to her heels. But now she found nothing. Charlotte began to cry as she realized he had unscrewed her heels, leaving her only her toes for support. She stumbled and fought to remain vertical, knowing the pain in her nose would provide ample encouragement. Each step brought about a ring from the bells still dangling from her piercings. There seemed to be no way to avoid making sound as she struggled to stand on her tortured toes.

	"I'm going to sleep now. I want you to stand here quietly and not move. If you wake me with the bells, I'll find something worse to punish you with." With that, Marcus climbed into bed and shut off the light, as Charlotte began a long night of pain.

	As Sunday morning came, Charlotte was exhausted. Without the ability to rest, she had been forced to endure constant pain as her toes slowly formed to fit the sharp point of her new shoes. Her face was stained with tears, but she had long since cried herself out. Her calves had began burning early in the night, both from the pain of being extended by the horrible shoes, but also by the rigid stance she had been forced to maintain to avoid any sound of her bells. Once during the night, after what seemed like hours of struggle, she had accidentally nodded off, slumping to the end of the chain connected to her nose ring. The sudden pain in her nose jerked her awake as she went rigid again. The bells connected to her clit and nipple rings sounded out loudly, and a moan erupted from Charlotte's throat as she saw Marcus rise in anger.

	"One simple order, and you couldn't obey," he said. He slipped out of bed and moved behind her. For a moment, Charlotte lost track of him, until a whistling sound gave her a seconds warning. A cane fell down hard against the back of her thigh. Charlotte screamed behind her gag, tears springing from her eyes as Marcus began a harsh caning.

	Endless strokes landed on her ass, thighs and calves, until they burned with white-hot pain. It was all Charlotte could do to stay conscious. She danced on her toes, the pain from them now outmatched by the harsh welts that rose across her legs. Finally, Marcus finished, dropping the cane in front of her as he climbed back into bed. He didn't need to warn her again. Charlotte endured the pain in her toes to avoid any further torture. Only the soft sounds of her whimpering disturbed the silence in the bedroom.

	Now, hours later, the cramping felt like nails being driven through her legs. She was desperate to escape this newest torment, but could only wait and pray that Marcus would wake soon and release her.

	But as the sun rose and her master awoke, he seemed pleased to see her still standing, as if she had an option. Rising, he grabbed his robe and slipped it on, reaching out to caress her body. She cried out as his fingers traced lines over the welts now lacing her ass and legs.

	Then, as Charlotte awaited release, he left the room. A moan erupted from her throat and echoed down the hall after him.

	By midday, Charlotte thought she would soon faint from the combination of pains, as well as the lack of sleep. She bordered on hysterics, but with no way of releasing her panic, she could feel her will breaking. Soon, she knew, she would be forever changed into a willing slave, just as she new Marcus hoped for. He reappeared then, smiling and nibbling on a pear. She moaned as his hands gasped her nipple rods and twisted, the bell connected to the ring behind it sounding out merrily as he let go.

	"I bet you're hungry," he said. "And you probably have to go the bathroom." Charlotte tried to nod, but found it difficult and painful.

	He took another bite from his pear and disappeared again.

	Charlotte watched as the grey sludge slowly oozed from the bag overhead into her feeding tube. She was happy that she didn't have to taste it, but humiliated by her lack of participation in any bodily functions. Upon his return, Marcus had carefully slipped a large butt plug up Charlotte's ass, then inflated it to hold it in place. What she couldn't see were the two large enema bags that soon began filling her up with warm liquid. As she squinted her eyes with embarrassment, and soon pain, she sensed Marcus in front of her. A sharp pain told her he was fitting her with a catheter. Soon, she could feel her bladder emptying despite her resistance. Finally, Marcus had removed her gag, and clipped a small chain to the grommet in her tongue, then pulled hard until her tongue was forced far from her mouth. The chain reached down to her crotch. As he released the chain, Charlotte instinctively pulled her tongue back in, only to find it connected to her clit ring. The pain was excruciating, and she was forced to hold her tongue out far. With a nonchalant attitude, Marcus slowly began feeding a large plastic tube into Charlotte's mouth. As it reached the back of her throat, she began to choke.

	"Swallow," Marcus ordered. "And keep swallowing." The tube was pushed further and further down her throat, until she could tell it had reached her stomach. Hanging a bag above her head, he attached the tube to the bottom of it, then released the valve.

	Now, the bag nearly empty, Charlotte felt humiliated. She had hoped with her need to eat and go to the bathroom, that she might be allowed even a moment of relief. She realized that Marcus had found a way to remove even those basic forms of humanity. A new fear rose in her heart as she began to understand how little of her old self she would be allowed to keep. She had imagined being a slave more a romantic idea that she learned from movies. Now, as she found she no longer controlled her own life, she knew that being Marcus' slave would be far different than she could imagine.

	Charlotte struggled to maintain her balance as she fought to keep up with the rapid pace of the machine. After her feeding, Marcus had decided she needed exercise, and attached her to the large treadmill he had adapted for her. A series of chains connected her piercings to the ramp, while rubberized straps stretched from the ceiling to her collar and arm cuffs. She felt him fumble with her hair, lacing it into a ponytail, then pull her head back harshly. As he released her head, she found that her hair had been tied off, forcing her to bend her neck back harshly and stare at the ceiling. A large ball gag was stuffed into her mouth. She could see the rubber straps connected over her head, and the springy quality of the material as she tried to flex her knees. They held her in the middle of the track, still balancing precariously on her toes. New tears had erupted from her as she realized what she was required to do. The chains connected to each of her rings would ensure she kept in the center, and did not slump. The rubber straps would prevent her from falling, without providing much relief from her tortured feet. As he reached to the panel and activated a session, Charlotte whimpered.

	"I think four hours should be a good start," he said, keying in the time. As he hit the start button, the track began to roll, and Charlotte stumbled forward. Quickly she could tell the combination of her arms in bondage, the position of her head and the ballet shoes would make walking difficult and painful. Despite this, within minutes, she found a pace that matched the machine, and once again she focused on the pain of her feet. She cried openly, tears rolling off her cheeks and down her breasts, onto the tread like a soft rain. But even Marcus ignored them, choosing to enjoy her exercise for a moment before settling into a chair with a book. A layer of sweat soon joined the tears on her body.

	Ten minutes into her exercise, the treadmill suddenly began to speed up, and the ramp inclined, creating the feeling that Charlotte was running up a hill. She cried out behind the gag and fought to keep up. A sharp tug on her clit ring told her she was falling behind. Her feet screamed in pain as she began to run, but soon she was keeping up. Her breath came raggedly through her nose, but the addition of her breathing tubes allowed her plenty of breath despite her struggle.

	As she ran in her toe shoes, each step brought a new scream from her throat. Her toes seemed to have jammed into a needle point now.

	She was certain they had broken from the force of her body on them.

	Sweat poured down her body and into her eyes, puddling in her sockets as she tried to shrug the liquid off. She was certain she would faint soon, and began to brace herself for the inevitable. The pain had now coursed through her body, numbing her to most of her tortures. But just as she was certain she would no longer be able to move, the treadmill slowed and leveled out, returning to a walk. The change was heaven to Charlotte as she caught her breath and tried to enjoy the lessened pressure on her feet. Compared to the running, she felt she could go on like this forever. But as she relaxed, she sensed a change and just as quickly, the treadmill sped up even faster, increasing the angle as she wailed and tried to keep up, new tears filling her eyes.

	End of Part 3
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