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PRELUDE


Angie did not think it was possible for a place to be louder, busier, or more frightening than the loading dock at HCI, but the new Harris County jail certainly gave it a run for its money.

Officially named the “Harris County Detention Center” it reminded her more of a maximum security prison than a county jail. The van she was in had gone through two drive-through locks, with high concrete walls on either side of the van, deputies watching their progress from a control tower high above. When the van reached a large roll-up door, a horn sounded so loudly it made Angie cringe. The slow-opening door rolled up, and they drove into a large open room, with high ceilings, stark fluorescent lighting and zebra-striped lines painted on the walls at intervals.

Then again, Angie thought, it is the main jail for the fourth-largest city in the country, so maybe it has to be built like a fortress?

Because she was in the cargo area and not a seated passenger, Angie could only analyze things that could be seen when looking up through the van’s rear windows. Kneeling in a small wire cage that prevented her from standing, sitting, or lying down, she could only twist her head and shoulders around just enough to look up.

Angie was relieved that jail was not her destination. The prisoner being delivered was her sister, Magda, who was contained in an identical cage across from Angie. Angie’s mind was still racing over the details of what had happened.

The day had started innocently enough. She and Magda were taking their 18-year-old kid sister to be graded, a rite of passage for young women, to be publicly evaluated on things like appearance and submissiveness. The grade women received was like a combination GPA and credit score. It helped determine the course of their lives. A high score meant entrance to good schools, low-interest student loans, even scholarships, and after graduation it opened doors to many opportunities, like good jobs and wealthy mates.

But Alina’s grading had taken a bad turn. For some reason the healthy, athletic girl passed out right at the beginning of the process, and they were told in no uncertain terms that it would affect her score. Rather than let her sister get a low score, Angie had volunteered to be graded again since attractive siblings scored higher when graded together. Someone had to hold their claim tickets, which fell to Magda.

It seemed impossible that Magda had betrayed her two sisters while they were being graded at auction, but that was what happened. She not only put them up for sale, but had alerted a few creepy men from their lives to come bid.

Had it not been for the sympathy of the HCI handlers and the timely intervention of a close family friend, Angie and Alina’s grading would have ended with their sale into a miserable life of servitude.

During the trip to the jail, Angie had looked over Magda to the degree she could. Magda was bound in a cage in the exact same fashion as Angie. Both of them being gagged meant there was no verbal communication between them, and Magda refused to look at her.

Magda had fought the police officer who arrested her and the market handlers had to intervene to get her under control. Angie had watched as Magda shook with anger, shouting into her gag and throwing herself against the sides of the tiny cage, working up a sweat and covering herself in small scratches. Angie thought she was starting to look like a rabid animal.

But at some point in the trip Magda’s anger had subsided. She became still, like her battery had run out of charge, and had started crying. Not just crying, but weeping, the sounds clearly audible even with the gag in place. Each racking sob tore at Angie’s heart. Finally Magda appeared to pass out, and Angie watched the gentle rise and fall of her back as she breathed.

This behavior is completely out of character for Magda, Angie thought. Sure, she’s always been rebellious, and aggressive when she needs to be, but this? Something is seriously wrong. I need to find a way to get a doctor to look at her.

Oh my God, what a mess. I guess Alina will be okay, the other grader is driving her home. What will happen to my car, and my apartment? Who will water my plants? What about Mama? Magda looked out for her since she was still living at home, now I guess Alina gets the job. Not the way I wanted that to go, for sure. What’s Alina going to tell her about Magda? About me?

The sound of the van doors opening interrupted Angie’s thoughts. A pair of male deputies wearing blue uniforms and heavy gloves stood in front of the door, while a female officer with rank stripes on her sleeve stood slightly behind them. One of the men read aloud a number off the tag on Magda’s cage.

“That’s her,” the woman said, tapping on her data pad.

“Why is she in a cage?” the same male asked.

“No idea,” the woman said, tapping through the pad’s screens.

“She’s not wearing a collar, so she’s not owned," the other male said.

“Good eye, Sam, you’ll make detective yet,” the woman said, not looking up. "Oh wait, looks like George had to get the staff at the market to assist him, so they probably just did what they do with all the women there.”

“Yeah, SOP, that makes sense,” the second man said.

“She’s not fighting now,” the woman continued, “I wonder if they gave her something? I’ll put her down for a tox screen just in case. Okay, let’s get her inside and begin processing.”

The deputies lifted the cage out of the back and set it on the ground. Angie saw one of them fetch a handcart just before the doors closed. With a double slap on the side, the van started up and drove out of the jail.
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Today was totally surreal. I am now a slave. Well, technically indentured servant, but that’s semantics. I was purchased by the woman who prevented me from being sold into slavery. Now I’m wearing a collar and stuffed inside a small wire cage in the back of a delivery van. Not the day I had planned, to say the least.

As the driver unloaded me from the van, I tried to get a look at my surroundings. I’m still in Houston because I wasn’t in the cargo area that long. The delivery driver put me, cage and all, on a hand truck and wheeled me to an elevator bank in the richly-appointed front lobby of a condominium tower. Nobody stopped us, although the front desk clerk gave me an appreciative whistle. “Right on, buddy,” the driver laughed.

Did I mention that I’m naked?

The inside of the elevator was absolutely pristine. No litter, no stains on the carpet, no smudges on the mirrored walls. When the elevator doors opened again, I could see a hallway with only a few doors, situated close to each other. The driver stopped in front of a pair of doors, rang the doorbell for the left-hand one, and waited. Nothing happened.

I heard him tap on his phone for a minute. He paused and then set the cage down on the tiled floor. “Welp, here you are, sweetheart,” he said. “Good luck!” I heard the elevator doors close, and then all was quiet.

I’ve been left at the door like a package from BigRiver. My day just keeps getting better and better. I wonder if there are porch pirates brave enough to steal cages with entire human beings in them?

The hallway was very quiet, without even the rumble of an air conditioning system to break the silence. I turned my head in all directions and craned my neck as far as I could but there was nothing else to see.

What a stupid, screwed-up day and it’s not even over yet. At dawn I was a free chaperone, by afternoon I was cruelly betrayed by my sister, and by early evening I was naked in a cage.

The air was cool but not cold, so at least I wasn’t shivering. I kept shifting around in the cage, trying to get comfortable. It felt like I was getting a cramp because the cage was so narrow that I could not sit or lie down. All I could do was crouch on my knees and I was getting a cramp. I tried not to move too much because the quiet amplified every shake and every rattle, but I was so uncomfortable that I had no choice.

Take stock, Angie. Take what you know about your current situation, and use it to prepare for the future. Well, currently I’m completely naked except for a metal collar around my neck, gagged, and handcuffed. I’m folded up inside a small wire cage with my bare butt exposed to the world. I’m waiting for Joanna, my new temporary owner, to arrive. I don’t know exactly what awaits me over the next twelve weeks but it’s a pretty safe bet that it will involve training, which means it will be degrading and humiliating.

I should be terrified. Instead I feel like I can’t wait to begin.

I sighed around the gag. What the hell happened to me? I was in control of the situation when we arrived at HCI. I was there to shepherd my sister through a rite-of-passage. I’m the oldest and I was in charge. I’m always in charge. I put myself through college, got a good job all on my own, and my own place because I’m a responsible adult.

Now all of that is… I don’t know. One sister in jail, the other just barely a free woman, my job gone, my boss showing up and... I don’t want to think about my boss right now. Does a short-term indenture stay on your record? If so, I can probably kiss being a CPA goodbye.

But I shouldn’t be thinking about any of that right now. I’m just waiting for Joanna to open that door and introduce me to my new life as her possession. I shook my head. I mean, my temporary experience as an indentured servant.

Jeez, I’m still thinking about what happened back at the market with my boss. Kevin’s the head of the finance department at my now almost-certainly former employer. He was able to get me and Alina alone in one of the holding pens... That was bad enough, but he also streamed the whole thing to my co-workers back at the office so they could laugh at my humiliation. They got to see every inch of my body, including my most private areas, then got to watch as my sister and I... Well, let’s just say I’ve got some little abrasions on the front of my thighs from slapping up against that bench.

Being collared is like having your social status suddenly drop to zero. Even your friends treat you differently. When I first met Kevin, my first day at the office, I called him “sir” and “Mr. Armbruster” but he told me to please call him Kevin. That’s because we were colleagues, and if not exactly equals we were on the same team. But if I’d been able to speak earlier today he’d have insisted I call him “sir” or “master.” Just like that, I went from a valued team member to a sex toy. All those times in the break room when he’d asked how things were going, about my weekend, what I thought of a new project – all gone. If he had bought me, I am one hundred percent sure he’d have marched me naked into the office on the end of a leash. I’d have seen my old desk, all my stuff boxed up, my name still on the status board next to blank slots, all my projects reassigned.

But everyone would remember me, I could count on that. Lots of leers and crude remarks, then groping and prodding and slapping and pinching, graduating to rough handling and worse. Everyone from the crabby receptionist who never liked me but had to be nice, to the older guy who always microwaved something foul-smelling for lunch, to my former boyfriend Chase. I’d probably have to crawl to each of the guy’s cubicles and service them, one-by-one. They would take videos and chat over the inter-office messaging app while I humbled myself, kneeling on the floor I used to walk on as a free person. Maybe they’d even take client calls, I can picture it now. “Hey, guess who’s under my desk right now? Remember that hot junior analyst, Angie? Well let me see if I can angle the camera down a bit…”

Then there was Lawanda, the woman I considered my best work friend. We almost always ate lunch together, and sometimes went out for drinks after work. She would tell me all about her dating life, her trouble finding decent men, her creeping loneliness. If there was anyone I thought might be sympathetic to me, it was her. But the instant I was videoed in a collar, she’d joined right in with the crude remarks, the deliberate embarrassment, even going so far as to talk about what she wanted to do with me. Or more accurately, what I would do to her. I had no doubt that in-person she’d take me straight to a conference room, sit in one of the big executive chairs and have me kneel in front of her. I could barely believe it. She’d literally cried on my shoulder after getting dumped for the umpteenth time, but didn’t hesitate to demean and verbally abuse me about something I had no control over. No sympathy, no kindness, nothing except crude insults.

That all sounds awful, doesn’t it? I’m sure it would be, on some level. Being completely debased would be devastating. But here’s the thing. On another level, I think I would love it. Naked, helpless, submissive, paraded around in front of men (and women!) who treated me like a piece of meat, being forced to perform no matter how gross the act or how gross the recipient, calling people I dislike and even hate “master” and “mistress” while they smirk and shake their heads at me, publicly humiliated on a whim, “Hey, it’s prim and proper Angie! Let me get a feel…”

I could feel myself getting aroused.

A door opened, but not the one I expected. Instead of the one in front of my cage, it was the door to the right.

“Hello?” called a woman’s voice. I could see a pair of feet wearing fuzzy house slippers. “Hello! You must be Angelica.” The woman laughed, “Of course you are, who else would you be, all curled up in a cage like that? I’m sorry, force of habit. Let’s get you out of there.”

Moments later I stood in front of Joanna’s neighbor, a late-middle-aged white lady wearing a bathrobe with a towel wrapped around her hair. A few loose blond strands peeked out.

“I’m Tillie, short for Matilda,” she said as she worked at releasing the gag buckle behind my head. “Al and I have been friends with Jo for years, and neighbors almost as long. She texted me that you were coming, and asked me to let you in. There,” she said, and the gag dropped out of my mouth. I worked my jaw a few times before speaking.

“Nice to meet you, Tillie, and thanks,” I said. This is all so weird. I’m standing in front of this woman completely naked and wearing a collar, but we’re talking as though we just met at the supermarket.

“No problem. I have a code for Jo’s door, and she keeps a handcuff key in the kitchen. Come on!”

Joanna’s condo was impressive. It was well-appointed and appeared larger inside than my entire childhood home.The kitchen alone was nearly the size of my studio apartment. The kitchen appliances had German names, the hanging pots had copper bottoms, the counter tops were of some material I’ve never seen before, and every kind of cooking gadget imaginable could be seen through the glass-framed doors of the cabinets. I caught a glimpse of my reflection: tall, slim but athletic, almond skin, hands behind my back which lifted my B-cups up a bit, long dark hair, brown eyes, a few dents in my skin where I’d rested against the cage wire.

A bar on one side of the kitchen opened into a living area, with all the usual furniture one would expect and expensive-looking throw pillows on the couch. The most striking thing was the glass wall that ran the length of the room. It was early evening and I could see lights coming on in the buildings farther away. The sun nearly touched the horizon, and a few stars appeared in the early dark sky. It wasn’t so dark yet that you couldn’t see clouds drifting along. I felt a brief, very brief, longing for my childhood home in southern Texas.

Tillie walked over to a set of key hooks near the bar and scrutinized each of the key rings. “Here it is,” she said in what sounded to me like a Midwestern accent. She pulled a ring off its hook, and a moment later the handcuffs went into a drawer while I rubbed my sore wrists.

“Something to drink?” Tillie offered.

“Oh, ah, yes. Water, please. And thanks for getting those cuffs off.”

“Sure thing, sweetie.” Tillie retrieved a glass. I gulped the water before forcing myself to slow down.

“So what’s your story?” Tillie asked, leaning against the counter and putting her hands in the robe’s pockets. “Normally when Jo gets a girl delivered their owner drops them off personally. You’re the first one I’ve seen left at the door by UPS.”

“I’m not sure. This is all new to me,” I said. “I was auctioned just a few hours ago. Joanna bought my indenture and had me delivered.”

Tillie’s eyes widened, she stood up straight and took her hands out of her pockets. “You’ve been collared less than a day?” she said, her voice rising at the end. “And Joanna owns you?” She looked around, mumbling, “Well, what do you know about that.”

She returned her gaze to me, her pale blue eyes looking me up and down. Suddenly feeling self-conscious, I crossed my arms in front of me to cover my breasts. Then I remembered I wasn’t allowed to do that any more. I would not be allowed to cover my naked body without Joanna’s permission. I quickly dropped my arms back to my sides and lowered my gaze to the floor.

“Oh, dearie, no!” Tillie exclaimed, rushing to me and taking my free hand in hers. “No, no, no, don’t look that way, I’m not upset at all! I wasn’t admonishing you, I was just wondering… well, to heck with what I was wondering. I’m sorry I gave you the wrong impression, I was thinking when I should have been talking, or maybe the other way around? Don’t worry, living here we’ll get to know each other, you can count on that, and you’ll learn all my little tics and tocks.” She laughed, and I couldn’t help but smile a little.

Tillie’s bathrobe buzzed. Taking her phone out of a pocket, Tillie read the incoming text. “Jo’s here, just now pulling into the garage. She’ll be up in a few minutes. Now, if you need anything - anything at all - knock on my door. Me or Al are around most of the time. But you shouldn’t worry. I’ve known Jo for a very long time. She was one of my bridesmaids, and I think she’s the absolute best. You’re in good hands. Now,” she said, stepping back, “come give me a hand.”

I followed Tillie back to the front door. We pulled the cage inside the condo, then Tillie pointed to a small rolled-up mat leaning against the wall. “I’ve seen girls kneeling on that when Jo comes home. Might make a good impression.”

[image: ]


Joanna entered the apartment, juggling purse, bags, keys, and water bottle. Though she was a bit rumpled at the end of her day, she still looked just like she did when I had first seen her at HCI this morning: dark silver-streaked hair perfectly coiffed, silver rimmed eyeglasses sparkling, flawless eyeliner around her green eyes, buttons on her maroon blazer and white blouse straining ever so slightly against the swell of her large breasts, knee-length skirt revealing pale, well-muscled legs. Her low-heeled shoes were the same ones I had kissed on the toes just hours before. I could still see part of my lip imprint reflected back at me in the shiny leather.

She stopped in front of me. I had taken Tillie’s advice, and was kneeling just inside the doorway on a mat. I assumed the standard “wait” pose that I sort-of remembered from school. Knees together, butt resting on heels, hands clasping forearms behind me, back straight, chest out, and eyes downcast. I tried concentrating on my form to lessen the embarrassment of being completely naked in a stranger’s home.

“Hmm,” Joanna said, smiling. “I suspect I have Tillie to thank for this display. Nonetheless I applaud your effort.” She dropped everything she was holding on the floor in front of me. “Take these things and place them on the bar top in the kitchen. Put the keys on the set of hooks you got the handcuff key from, I’ll show you where to put everything else later. Make me a large glass of water with six ice cubes, bring it to me in the living room, and we’ll talk.”

“Yes, um, mistress?”

“Ma’am will do until further notice.”

I approached Joanna, carrying a large glass in both hands. She sat on a large, padded chair, scrolling through her phone. Without looking up she pointed to a coaster on a nearby table and then at the floor in front of her. I knelt and waited.

A few minutes later Joanna placed the phone down on the side table and looked at me.

“First things first,” Joanna said. “A few rules. You will speak only when spoken to. If you have a question, ask for permission to speak first. I may or may not grant it, so listen carefully. When I summon you, you will come to me as quickly as you can and kneel before me just as you are now. You will remain there until I instruct you otherwise. Are we clear so far?”

“Yes, Ma’am,” I replied.

“Good job on the ‘wait’ pose by the way, nice posture. You will remain naked unless I give you clothing to wear. When I tell you to do so, you will remove the clothing and care for it because it is still my property. Just like you are.”

Joanna went through a list of things she expected of me while at her house. It was a lot. Finally, Joanna came to the end and asked, “That’s it for now. Any questions?”

“Yes, Ma’am,” I said, and looked up at her. “What are you going to do with me?”

Joanna laughed. “All in good time, my dear. Now get up and come with me, I’m going to show you around.”
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Kneeling on the tile floor, I pushed a large scrub brush across the grout with both hands.

What is the deal with this Cinderella bullcrap? I feel like I’m scrubbing the floor for my evil stepmother.

I sat up and wiped perspiration from my brow. Then I realized I had nowhere to wipe it off. No handkerchief or hand towel or rag, or in a pinch the leg of my jeans. But I had no jeans, and no pockets for a handkerchief. I was as naked as the day I’d arrived, wearing only a thin black metal collar, my hair pulled into a bun at the back of my head. I shrugged and wiped my hand on the edge of the water bucket.

Taking a moment to rest, I thought back on my slave experience so far. It could be summed up in one word: boring. So much time polishing floors, doing laundry, cleaning bathrooms, making beds, scrubbing pots and pans, and every other single thing required to run a house with exactly two people in it where only one person is doing any work. I only stopped working long enough to eat, kneeling on the floor next to the dinner table with my face in a bowl of slave kibble. Then there were more chores until bedtime. No TV, no internet, no books, not even a conversation, just the issuing of orders.

I mean, I get that I’m a slave. If I had a me, I’d have her cleaning my apartment too. But even though it had only been a few days I was bored stupid. Honestly, I was also feeling a little cheated. I assumed I had been bought as a sex slave, so I expected sex, lots and lots of sex. Initially I was worried about being forced to do lesbian stuff, but now I would almost welcome it. So far Joanna had not made a move, any move. She hadn’t touched me at all, except the occasional hand on my arm or shoulder while showing me how to do something. We don’t even sleep in the same room! Joanna had the big bed in the main bedroom, while I slept in a kennel in the laundry room.

On top of all that, I’m not allowed to give myself any sexual release. No masturbation, no playing with a vibrator, no using my fingers, no letting myself cum for any reason. On the first day Joanna had pointed out the cameras arranged around the house, including inside the laundry room, where she could monitor me even when not at home. “Don’t make me use a chastity device on you,” Joanna had told me. “You won’t like it.”

It was difficult, but I had managed to avoid touching myself. Joanna even praised me each evening before shutting me in the kennel. It was a subtle way to let me know she was watching. I picked up the brush in both hands and slammed it onto the floor, groaning with frustration.

Then I froze at the tap-tap-tap sound coming from the kitchen entrance. I looked behind me and saw Joanna, her arms crossed, tapping her high-heeled shoe on the tiled floor. “Something wrong?” Joanna asked.

I turned to face her, assuming the “wait” posture. I looked up at Joanna. Wearing her usual outfit of a silk blouse, form-fitting skirt, and heels, her black-and-silver hair piled on top of her head, I thought of another reason I was so damn frustrated. In addition to sex, I had expected more… domination from Joanna. Training, instruction, service, something more than a list of daily chores and “Get to it!” When we were at HCI I felt as though Joanna did things to confuse me, entice me, even seduce me. If she was, then it had certainly worked. On that first day I felt like I had developed a crush on Joanna.

I can’t think of a better way to put it. My only other crush had been on my “cousin” Cesar, who was not actually a relative at all. That crush turned into mutual lust, and the two of us had a few extremely satisfying sexual encounters. I felt pretty much the same way about Joanna so it felt right calling it a crush, but there is something else there too. I haven’t quite figured it out, though Lord knows I’ve had plenty of time to think.

Still, I feel like I’ve been cheated, baited-and-switched. She had not made any attempt to deepen our relationship or even explain why she wasn’t interested, much less tried to take advantage of a young naked slave girl.

“No, Ma’am,” I muttered.

“Are you sure?” Joanna said. “It looked like something to me. Let’s see how you’re coming along on the floor.” Joanna carefully inspected the floor, even going so far as to take a butter knife and scrape the grout and the corners to see if any dirt came up. None did.

“Excellent work, I must say. From the first day your work ethic and attention to detail have been remarkable.” Joanna smiled. “I suspect you’re feeling restless. You’ve been stuck in here all week. It’s a bright, sunny day, let’s go for a walk.”

Joanna’s apartment building was in one of the gentrified parts of Houston, one of few places in the sprawling city with shops within walking distance, all the sidewalks lined with trees. Joanna said the sidewalks had been re-paved less than five years ago, and the local merchant’s association kept them tidy.

Which was good, since I was walking on them barefoot.

I was still completely naked, wearing a panel gag and with my hands secured behind my back. Joanna explained that since I’m new to the collar and had not attended obedience school, these were precautions. Joanna didn’t want me to harm myself or embarrass her.

Joanna sauntered along the sidewalk, enjoying the mild weather, smiling and waving at acquaintances, stopping to look into shop windows. She didn’t seem to be paying attention to me at all but she most definitely was. Joanna never said a word, but if I slowed her pace, Joanna would give the leash a sharp yank. If I didn’t stop in time and got too close, Joanna would pinch some part of my vulnerable body, causing me to squeal and pull away. If I didn’t start moving when Joanna did, I got a slap on my bottom.

I spent the first part of our walk cringing, shoulders slumped forward and eyes fixed on the sidewalk. Naked inside a slave market was one thing – many women had that experience when being graded. Naked with a stranger inside a private apartment wasn’t great either, but it was tolerable. Naked on a public sidewalk where literally anyone going about their day can gawk at you? Something else entirely.

On top of that, this was exactly the sort of neighborhood that some of my former co-workers might live in, or someone I knew from college. I dreaded encountering one of them.

As expected, nearly everyone out walking ogled me, most of them openly, without shame or any pretense of discretion. A young man driving a muscle car leaned out of his window and woofed. A few people recognized Joanna and waved but fortunately none stopped to talk. A huge man in a hard hat and reflective vest stopped his work to stare at us as we passed. I could see and feel the hunger emanating from him. His gaze soaked in every inch of my exposed body. With my hands cuffed behind me I couldn’t cover anything, so he saw parts of me I’ve only shown to my few boyfriends. He took off his hard hat and tucked it under one arm so he could run his other hand through his short, dark hair. I imagined him grabbing me and putting me under his arm like his hat. Sure, I’d resist any way I could but he’s three times my size. He’d calmly stroll into the nearest alley with me kicking and twisting the whole time. Then I wouldn’t be able to stop him as his rough hands and strong body used me like a sex doll for, well, I can’t even guess how long. I imagined the rough pavement scraping my knees, the hard metal against my stomach as I’m bent over a steel drum, onlookers using their phones to send every detail of my humiliation to their friends… I looked back at him with wide eyes. Unconsciously he licked his lips. I felt a bead of sweat pop out on my forehead, but also a bead of moisture run down my inside thigh.

I moved closer to Joanna.

The third time I almost bumped into Joanna, she turned to me and gave my right nipple a vicious twist. My knees almost buckled from the sharp, sudden pain. “Pay. Attention,” she said quietly, looking me straight in the eye. “Don’t watch everyone else. Just watch me. Understood?” Joanna held my gaze until I nodded.

So I started paying attention. I watched Joanna carefully, learning to anticipate her movements. I discovered that Joanna telegraphs some things. For example, when she is about to start moving again from a complete stop she’d give the leash a little shake, which helped me match my starting steps with hers.

Focusing all of my attention on Joanna had another benefit – I stopped looking at my surroundings. The wolf whistles, the comments, the laughter – they all faded away. Even the shouts from passing cars melted into the background.

Joanna stopped at a coffee shop. It was a local place rather than part of a corporate chain. She pointed to the corner of the plate glass window. I could see a sticker, a green circle with a stylized padlock in the center.

“That means slaves are allowed inside,” Joanna said. “If it had a red slash, then no slaves are allowed inside at all. A yellow slash means no naked slaves. In either case you would have to wait outside, chained to a bicycle rack or something. Now stand up straight, eyes front, put your shoulders back, and in the name of sanity stop looking like a kidnapping victim. You’re a valuable possession, you should be proud to be seen in public with me.”

We entered the shop and walked up to the counter. “Hey, Joanna! Welcome back!,” the barista said. “Who’s this?” I quickly glanced over and saw a chubby young white man with a short goatee and long blond hair barely contained by a knit cap. I could feel my face turning red with embarrassment, which made him grin. He gave a low whistle and said, “She’s a cutie. Where’d you get her?”

“Thank you, Jordie. Got her at work, a try-before-you-buy sort of thing.” Joanna smiled and looked at me. “Oh, she’s so new to the collar she’s still blushing! Isn’t that adorable,” she said, and the two of them laughed. “Give me two of the usual to go, please. Oh, and be a dear and put them in a hands-free carrier.”

Joanna plucked a thin, square cushion from a peg on the wall. She sat at one of the nearby tables, dropping the cushion next to her. I bent my knees, preparing to kneel down on the cushion but was stopped by a slap on my inner thigh. “When you’re told,” Joanna said. I heard a group of people at a table behind me chuckling. I stood up straight. A moment later Joanna pointed down at the cushion and then in the direction of the counter. I turned and knelt down on the cushion, facing that direction.

“Good girl,” Joanna said. I felt a little surge of pride, and a little flutter in my stomach. I’m going to need so much therapy when this is over.

A well-dressed Asian couple went up to the counter. They looked me over as they passed by. The young man whispered something to the young woman, she shook her head, and they both laughed. The red blush spread from my face down my neck and to my chest. Joanna scrolled through her phone, paying no attention at all.

A middle-aged white man in a polo-shirt got into line behind the couple. He stared openly at me for a minute or so before pulling out his phone. He took a bunch of photos, moving around a little to capture various angles. I glanced at Joanna, but she was engrossed in her phone. I couldn’t help it, I was so creeped out by this guy I started to fold in on myself out of sheer embarrassment, my shoulders bunched forward, legs closed, chin lowered to rest on my chest.

I felt a tap on my thigh. It was the toe of Joanna’s shoe. “Don’t do that. Sit up straight,” she said without looking up from her phone.

The hairs stood up on the back of my neck. Someone I couldn’t see was staring at me. Could I look around and see who it was, or would that get me another chiding? I struggled with the decision until it was decided for me.

“Angie?” he said. “Angie, is that you?”

I looked up to see Timmy Nwosu. We were classmates in college, and had been study-buddies for almost two years. I liked Timmy, we’d been good friends if not particularly close ones. Tall and slim with dark black skin, he loved to dress in stylish, immaculate clothes. His tortoiseshell glasses always seemed to be sliding down his nose, and I recalled his endearing smile.

“Oh our Father in heaven, it is you!” he exclaimed, rushing over to kneel next to me. “What happened?”

“Young man,” Joanna said, placing her phone face-down on her thigh, “it is customary in this country to address a slave’s owner before the slave herself.”

Timmy stood and turned to her, suddenly all dignity and gravitas. “I beg your pardon, ma’am. My name is Timothy Nwosu, and I recognize your slave as a friend of mine. May I ask how she came into your possession?”

Joanna looked at him thoughtfully. “You may, but it’s a long story and we’re in a hurry. Why don’t you come for lunch next week?”

Timmy looked from her to me and back, his eyebrows raised as high as they could go. “No, ma’am, I will not. I require an answer to my question, right now if you please.”

Ma’am regarded Timmy, tapping her finger on the back of her phone. “Alright, Mr. Nwosu. Would you be willing to move to that booth over there so we might have some privacy?”

Timmy squatted down next to me. “If you need help,” he said, so quietly that only we could hear, “nod at me.” My chest was growing tight and I could feel my eyes starting to well up, but I shook my head. He pursed his lips, then nodded reluctantly and squeezed my shoulder. He stood and walked over to the booth with Ma’am.

They sat and had a quiet but animated conversation. Ma’am showed him a number of things on her phone, and he used his own to do look-ups and to take photos of things on Ma’am’s phone. Finally Timmy nodded, and they came back to me.

“Don’t worry, Mr. Nwosu. I’ll take very good care of her,” Joanna said, not unsympathetically.

I saw a cloud pass over Timmy’s normally calm, poised face. He clearly did not like this situation at all.

“Be strong, Angie. I will pray for you,” he said to me, placing a hand on the side of my face, then added, “I’ll check in on your mother and Alina.” He stood, nodded to Joanna and walked toward the door. A couple of times I could feel him looking back at me.

“There goes the only decent man in Houston,” I heard Ma’am whisper.

If I wasn’t mortified before, I certainly was now. We were friends and fellow students, both going into the world of business, determined to be successful. Now what must he think of me?

Before Joanna could return to her phone Jordie the barista appeared, holding a cardboard rectangle with a pair of travel cups inside it.

“Would you do the honors, dear?” Joanna said.

Is she talking to me? Does she want me to give this guy a tip with my mouth, or am I going to go with him to the back room? I took a deep breath. Bent over the desk in the office, helpless to stop him, feeling his tummy rub on the top of my ass while he sticks his cock in me. Or would he take me into the kitchen and put me on my back on top of a prep table so everyone could watch?

“Yes, ma’am!” he said. Instead of taking my leash, Jordie pulled a tab on the box which released a ribbon. He placed the ribbon loop over my head, settling it on my neck, and then positioned the box on my chest just below my breasts. I realized that my tits filled the back two of the four cup slots, which looked completely obscene to me. On the other hand, it helped balance the holder so it wouldn’t flip over when a cup was removed. When he took his hands away I could feel the weight around my neck and the skin on my front warming from the heat of the drinks.

I can’t believe he didn’t take the opportunity to feel me up. Should I feel indignant? Insulted? I’m so aroused if he’d just played with my tits a little I’d have orgasmed on the spot.

Damn it.

I glanced at Joanna. She was watching me with that little half-smile of hers, the one that irritates me and at the same time turns me on. She knows how desperate I am, the bitch.

“Thank you, Jordie,” Joanna said, smiling at him.

“Anything for my hottest customers,” Jordie replied.
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Returning from the coffee shop, Joanna led me into the living room. She removed the handcuffs and the leash and then pointed to the spot in front of her chair. I quickly knelt. Joanna lifted the carrier from around my neck, took one coffee and gave it to me. I took it in both hands, glancing from the cup to Joanna and then back. Was this a test of some kind?

“Problem?” Joanna asked.

“No, Ma’am,” I replied. “It’s just that this is my first drink of something other than water since I was sold.”

Joanna smiled. “Of course. Well drink up, this is not a trap.” Freakin’ mind reader. I took a sip of coffee and smiled back, genuinely. It was the best coffee I’d ever had.

“How was your first trip outside as a slave?” she asked.

“Tense, uncomfortable, frightening…” I looked down, not sure if I wanted to continue.

“And?” Joanna prompted.

“Exciting,” I said. Joanna nodded.

We talked for a while. Joanna told me that she was impressed by my fortitude and diligence during the first week with her. The real test was our walk to the coffee shop, and she was pleased at how I’d handled myself. Now it was time to move on to the next phase. She discussed how our routine would change.

Eventually Joanna decided it was time to eat. She took me into the kitchen and had me watch while she made dinner for two. “No more kibble, if you behave,” Joanna said with her half-smile. “But you’re still on the floor. I’ll show you what to do.”

After we ate and I cleaned up, Joanna announced that she would be retiring early. I was welcome to stay up if I wished. I would still be sleeping in the kennel, but from now on I would be responsible for placing myself inside each night.

Joanna opened the drawer on the side table and handed me a small notebook and a ball-point pen. “Each night before you go to sleep, I want you to write about your day. Concentrate on how you felt, what you observed about yourself, and reflect on your experiences. I won’t read it, but each Friday you will show me your completed pages just to make sure you’re keeping up.”

ANGIE’S SLAVE LOG, ENTRY #1

What a completely different day today was. When I woke up Ma’am (I’m calling her Ma’am in this journal, it seems like a good idea) instead of commencing endless chores we went to the living room together and she led me through a session of slave yoga! I haven’t done any since that one class in high school, so I had to relearn a lot. She did the moves along with me, wearing yoga pants and a tank top of course. Is it weird that I think I’m getting used to being naked? I don’t know.

Anyway we did that for a while and then went to her little home gym. She had two treadmills side-by-side, and we ran together while we watched the morning business news. I managed to keep up, barely, because I did track and field in high school and still run when I’m in the mood. But I generally have a jogging bra on when I run, so it was hard to hit my stride with my tits flopping around. When Ma’am stripped off her tank top to reveal an athletic bra, I stumbled a little. I don’t think she noticed.

Afterwards we drank some water and cooled down, then Ma’am announced we would be showering before breakfast from now on, and that it was time for me to learn “basic body service.” That includes a lot of fairly intimate contact with Ma’am, starting with preparing the master bathroom and helping her undress. Then I join her in the large walk-in shower and wash her hair and body.

This was the first time I’d seen Ma’am’s naked body. It was <text scribbled out> everything I thought it would be: firm, strong, flawless. If I had to describe it in a word I would say statuesque. She really is a very beautiful woman who takes great care of herself. The intimacy of being naked with her in the shower, running a wash cloth over her smooth skin, discovering that she has tiny silver barbells piercing her nipples, made me so flustered I could hardly concentrate. When I knelt down in front of her to clean her close-trimmed pussy, I nearly fainted from the wave of submissive sexual desire that washed over me. It took every bit of self-control I had to not do anything sexual with her, but I managed because what I wanted even more than sexual release was for Ma’am to call me her good girl. I focused on the task at hand, and enjoyed what I could. I kept thinking that I was with the ultimate MILF in a hot shower, her body up against mine as I cleaned every nook and crease <text scribbled out>.

When I finished with her feet I looked up at her. She was looking down at me. Wet, naked, relaxed, her long hair loose on her shoulders, no eyeglass lenses between her eyes and mine. I felt like we were almost in a state of nature, just two women together, no shame, no embarrassment, one serving the other. She gave me that frustrating half-smile. I felt my stomach do a somersault.

Washing her hair was just as intimate in its own way. Our hair is very important to us, and washing another woman’s hair is more of a big deal than it might seem. I’ve washed my youngest sister’s hair, and even my pugnacious middle sister’s hair a few times, but never my mother’s. I once washed my college roommate’s hair after she got sick at a fraternity party. I can’t quite explain it, but afterwards our relationship changed subtly, like we trusted each other a little more. Maybe I should describe it as a bonding experience? All I know is that I did the best job I could, and felt rewarded when I heard Ma’am groan in appreciation.

Afterwards I dried her off and applied body lotion, which required me to once again run my hands over most of her body. She sat on a bench while I knelt in front of her, moisturizing her legs and feet. I must have spent a little too long on her feet - especially her toes - because she cleared her throat. I snapped my eyes up to her face, to be met with that half-smile and, I swear, an amused twinkle in her eyes.

Ma’am told me that “intermediate body service” would include care of any other grooming she may require, like applying makeup and shaving (I know the tips of my ears turned red, and I know she saw them) but we weren’t there yet.

Finally I finished the service by helping her into her dressing gown. I reached around her waist to grasp the ends of the belt, which was basically a hug, and to be honest I took the opportunity to inhale deeply. Soap, shampoo, conditioner, body lotion all combined together, and underneath it her intoxicating natural scent. I tied the belt in front, stepped back and looked into her face. She was watching me, but then she turned and looked into the mirror. “Well done,” she said. “Dismissed.”

I ran to my own bathroom and took a quick shower. Afterwards I met her in the kitchen and she showed me how she wanted me to prepare breakfast. OUR breakfast. I’m still expected to eat on the floor, kneeling next to her, but now I have real food on a real plate and can eat with a knife and fork. That change was the most amazing thing to me. I feel like I’ve been promoted or something, and I looked at Ma’am with new eyes. She didn’t say anything, just gave me that little half-smile and we ate.

While I cleaned up she told me that I would be responsible for dinner each evening starting tonight, although she would help me the first few times. She showed me a recipe book with sticky notes on some pages and told me how to proceed. I also got a list of chores to do while she was gone.

“Gone, Ma’am?” I asked her. This would be the first time I’d be alone in the condo since I first arrived.

“Yes,” she smiled. “Some of us have to work, after all. I’ll be at HCI all day. After you’ve completed the chore list I want you to turn on the television and follow the instructions I’ve queued up on the screen. Do you understand?”

“Yes, Ma’am.”

She took my chin in her hand and pointed my face up at hers. “This Friday, I will stop asking if you understand my instructions. A slave listens carefully and speaks up immediately if she doesn’t understand something. Keep that in mind.”

“Yes, Ma’am.”

I helped her dress for work. Her choice of lacy, delicate underwear seemed an unlikely choice for the office, and more like it was calculated to elevate my heart rate.

If so, mission accomplished.

Gathering her things, I saw her out the door. I could just hear the elevator depart. Standing in the quiet stillness for a moment, I reveled in it. This was the first true alone time I’d had since I was enslaved. It felt strange, but I liked it and wanted more of it. I decided that the best way to make it happen is to do everything expected of me and earn Ma’am’s trust.

I’m glad I did. After completing my much-reduced list of chores I turned on the TV set to see a menu on the screen. Between the menu and the slightly fuzzy video I realized it was an actual DVD. The menu title read “Position Training” and the first item labeled “Beginners” was highlighted. I clicked play and a woman wearing a leotard appeared on screen. She started demonstrating slave positions, naming each one and describing it. I remembered a little from school and of course the few I’d used with Ma’am, but this was a lot more in-depth. I had to watch the video several times, practicing along until I felt like I could remember them. I went to the big mirror in the master bedroom and practiced there so I could see myself and correct any flaws.

Finally I heard the intercom tone that indicated Ma’am had pulled her car into the parking garage. I scrambled to meet her at the door and performed the “present” position, which was new to me. It’s where the slave faces forward and kneels, leans back and spreads her thighs wide apart. She keeps her back straight, looks straight ahead, and places her upturned palms on top of her thighs. When Ma’am came in she was pleased. In the living room she put me through every position from the video several times, in random order. I don’t know how long it was but at the end I was a little tired. Ma’am commented that I had done well with only a few very minor errors that she would correct in time.

I had worked up a sweat so Ma’am took me into the master bath and put me in the shower. I stood under the water for a moment, eyes closed as I enjoyed the warm water relaxing my muscles. I opened my eyes to see Ma’am taking off her own clothes! She joined me in the shower and cleaned me as I had cleaned her that morning. Just being in the shower with her touching me was arousing, but she also showed me some slave positions that were only to be used in the shower. Oh my god, I’m amazed I could stand at all.

One position involved me bending over and grabbing my calves while spreading my legs. Ma’am used the opportunity to wash my pussy and my butthole. The first pass of the washcloth over my pussy almost made me cry out, but I was able to stop it <text scribbled out> She proceeded in a leisurely fashion, thoroughly washing each of my most sensitive areas over and over. She was obviously trying to get a rise out of me, and several times I had to stop myself from pushing back against her hand with my crotch or my ass.

In that moment I felt the strongest submissive sexual desire I’ve ever had in my life. The closeness, the steam, our nudity, her rubbing, my very exposed position, I wanted to beg her to fuck me any way she wanted. I mean really beg, like please-please-please I’ll do anything sort of begging. I wasn’t sure if Ma’am was receptive, so I kept it to myself. It was hard, but not as hard as my nipples.

That evening Ma’am and I had a pleasant evening cooking and eating, then we watched something on television, with me kneeling at her feet. Afterward I helped her get ready for bed, including brushing out her hair. Looking into the mirror in front of us, I saw that Ma’am had closed her eyes, enjoying the brushing. Dare I escalate? After that shower you better believe I dare. Once I was finished brushing I used my fingertips to give her a head massage, something I’ve done for my friends and family since I was a girl. I’ve gotten pretty good at it. I looked back up into the mirror. Ma’am still had her eyes closed, but she was smiling. A sweet, relaxed smile. It felt good.

I finished with her head and moved down to knead her neck muscles. She placed her hands on top of mine and said, “Thank you, my dear. That felt marvelous.” She opened her eyes to look at me. We looked at each other for a long moment. Something fluttered in my chest. We’ve been naked in the shower together, but I felt that looking into each other’s eyes in that moment was the most intimate thing we’ve ever done. I felt electricity between us, and genuinely expected her to kiss me. Instead, Ma’am patted my hands and dismissed me for the evening.

I used the bathroom and then climbed into my the kennel and locked the door behind me. The house’s control system would release me in the morning as it sounded my wake-up alarm.

Today’s changes show there is a progression, and I’m feeling a little better about things. But I still have no idea what she’s up to or where this is all going.
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ANGIE’S SLAVE LOG, ENTRY #6

I expected the past week to be a little slower than the first week, but I was wrong. Between the intense exercise, chores, position training, and cooking each night, I was exhausted each evening. Maybe I’ve let myself get out of shape? Ma’am said that slaves are actually the fittest people in our society, and I’m beginning to believe her.

I think my training is progressing well. I memorized the service positions quickly so Ma’am moved me to hand signals. I’d seen them before on YourTube and SlaveTV, and even in a telenovela when the heroine used them to expose the scheming gold digger as a former pleasure slave. Now I was learning them and practicing them for real. At some point I will be expected to respond to them in public, while others watch me, or my butt would pay the price.

I still can’t quite believe what’s happening to me. I have a degree from the best school in the state, plus I was studying for my CPA exam. Now I’m naked and collared and studying how to obey the orders of another woman, hoping she doesn’t decide to punish me.

First we went through what Ma’am called “The Six,” which are apparently the basics all “trained” slaves are taught. I should mention that Ma’am says that “trained” is a tricky word since there isn’t a legal standard for it yet, so it means whatever the owner or seller wants it to mean, but she follows a set of guidelines put out by her professional association, and “The Six” are part of that.

Attention: A single finger pointed straight up means I have to pause whatever I’m doing (including talking) and give her my full attention. I don’t have to move close to Ma’am, just look and listen from wherever I happen to be, like across a room.

Come Here: A crooked finger is pretty self-explanatory.

Go: A finger flicked to one side means either “go do the thing I told you to do,” or just “go away.”

Stop: Four fingers raised means I stop whatever I’m doing immediately and do nothing else until told otherwise.

Kneel: A finger pointing to the ground means I am to kneel on the spot where Ma’am is pointing, facing her. If she drops her arm, the spot is at her side and I face the same direction she is. If the Kneel signal is followed immediately by a finger pointing in a direction, then I kneel facing that direction. It’s much simpler in practice than it sounds.

Submit: Like Kneel, except I get on all fours, drop my head and arms to the ground, raise my behind and spread my legs. It’s obviously for punishment but it can also be used for inspection or showing me off to someone, I suppose.

Our Saturday activities were different from the weekdays. Ma’am let me sleep in, and while we did some slave yoga we didn’t do a full work out. We showered afterwards as usual then I had a few minor chores to do. Afterward I made us a light lunch. Ma’am spent the day in her home office.

That evening she called me to the terrace, which is what she calls the large open balcony that runs around two sides of her condo. It was still light out, but it would be dark soon.

“You’ve been working very hard on your training,” Ma’am said. “Consider this a chance to show off your progress.”

She had me stand on a little moveable platform, about six feet square and two feet off the ground, placed near the edge of the terrace. It felt sturdy enough, but I was still nervous as I climbed up on the rubber-tiled top. I’m not afraid of heights, but looking over the edge of the terrace wall at the multi-story drop did make me a little dizzy and uncertain of my balance.

“Face outward,” Ma’am told me. “Turn a little to your right. Yes, that’s good. Now Display.”

That meant that I was to stand upright, legs spread a little more than shoulder-width apart, look forward and put my hands behind my head. Looking across the empty air I could see another high-rise condominium building. It was close enough that I could see the open balconies with their furniture and decor, and if it had been darker I would have been able to see through the windows right inside each of the lighted condos. At present no one was around. I felt a breeze make my long hair braid move, and I shivered slightly.

“Hello!” Ma’am said. I turned my head slightly to look at her. She wasn’t talking to me, she was talking on her phone.

“Yes, I’m sorry I couldn’t come. If you step outside, I’ll show you my excuse,” she said.

In one of the condos across from us, a glass door opened and a person stepped out onto the balcony. An older white guy wearing a shirt and tie and a waist apron, he held a phone to his ear as he looked for us. Ma’am waved, and he waved back with a hand towel.

“Yes, she’s the one I mentioned. And to be clear, this isn’t a private showing. Invite everyone out!”

My stomach immediately knotted up. What was she doing?

The man opposite went back inside his condo. A moment later more people walked out onto the balcony. I counted at least a dozen, half of whom were women, all wearing stylish and expensive casual clothing, all carrying wine glasses. The original man joined them, pointing to me. Most of them began laughing, some touching their free hands to their chests, others almost doubling over, bracing themselves on their knees.

I was mortified being displayed naked in public for the amusement of free men and women. I can’t even cross my legs to hide my crotch, and my current position thrusts my breasts forward lewdly. Here I am, have a good look at the poor slave girl. Unlike our trip to the coffee shop, I was completely taken by surprise. Tears started to well up in my eyes.

“She’s starting her show, let me know what you all think,” Ma’am said into her phone. She lowered the phone and turned to me. “Ignore them,” she said in a quiet voice. “Listen to me and concentrate on what you’re doing. You’ve done an excellent job of learning the commands in a very short time, you’ll do fine.” She reached forward and placed a hand on my calf. “I know you will.”

“Squat,” she commanded. I crouched down into a squatting position, knees wide apart, my shaved pussy exposed to the party across from us. My hands were still clasped behind my head. It all felt very pornographic.

“Don’t forget to smile,” Ma’am reminded me. I could see the partygoers taking out their phones and holding them up, pointed at me.

I smiled. Well, actually I grimaced.

“Present.” I lowered to my knees, which were still spread wide apart. I sat up straight, leaned back on my heels and placed my hands on my thighs, palms facing up. My audience talked among themselves, and I saw a couple of them nod.

“Submit.” I dropped down to my forearms, raising my butt as high in the air as I could. I crossed my hands in front of me and placed my head on them. This is a punishment position, so I was a little surprised that Ma’am didn’t take the opportunity to slap my ass in front of everyone.

“Stand. Turn around. Bend.” I bent at the waist, spread my legs, and grasped the backs of my knees. I wondered how much of my asshole the audience could see. My face felt like it was on fire, burning with shame, but I executed flawlessly.

“Strap.” I released my knees but stayed bent over. Moving my hands behind my back, I touched my wrists together, parallel to each other, as if readying them to be tied together.

“Turn. Box.” I did a quarter-turn so my audience had a side view of me. Arms still behind my back, I bent my elbows and crossed my wrists, clasping my hands. I could see an attractive young couple, the woman hanging on the man’s arm. He gestured to me and I saw him speak, probably critiquing my moves. She smiled and laughed and snuggled closer to his side. One time she even shook her head in mock disappointment. I could imagine the petty, know-it-all criticisms, and the condescending tones of voice. Just you wait, lady – it’s all fun and games until you’re the one in the collar.

Ma’am put me through a number of other service positions, some of them repeats done at different angles. Finally she ordered “Display” and I knew I was finished. The partygoers applauded me, if you can believe it. They actually clapped at my humiliation. The clapping may have been as much for Ma’am as for me, but it was hard not to feel as if they were impressed by how well I was accepting my new role in life. It hasn’t even been three weeks yet.

Ma’am accepted compliments and congratulations over the phone. We stayed and watched as the partygoers waved and filtered back inside the apartment. Eventually I noticed one person remained on the far balcony, holding a glass and gazing at us. He was a stereotypically tall, dark, and handsome white man with a close-trimmed beard. Wearing a tailored double-breasted suit, he moved with an easy self-assurance. He regarded us both for a while, then raised his glass to Ma’am and rejoined the party.

I risked a peek at Ma’am. She stared across the empty space, lost in thought, absently tapping a finger against her phone. I shifted my eyes ahead when she turned and approached me.

“Step down and kneel,” she commanded. Once I was on the ground she placed a hand on my head, stroking my hair affectionately. I felt like a beloved pet, in the best possible way.

“You did very well, my dear,” she said, smiling. “As I predicted. I’m very pleased with your conduct. You may be the fastest learner I’ve ever met.”

“Thank you, Ma’am,” I said, smiling back. I felt happy, relieved, and frankly a little proud of myself.

“But alas, I still must punish you.”


5




I jumped, startled. “P-punish me? What, um, why?” Then added, “Ma’am?”

Joanna squatted down in front of me so that we were facing eye-to-eye. “Because you’re too good at being a slave, for one. You haven’t actually done anything that warrants punishment, but I need you to have that experience. Also,” Joanna shrugged, “because I can. That’s a common enough reason among owners.”

Ma’am walked toward the sliding doors, opening a small cabinet attached to the wall. She took out a smaller metal box with four large buttons on its front. I heard her flip a switch inside the cabinet, followed by the whine of an electric motor. I looked up, and saw a steel cable slowly descending from the ceiling.

“Stand,” Ma’am said, pointing to a spot directly under the cable. I scrambled to my feet and moved where she pointed. I noticed that Ma’am had a pair of heavy rubber cuffs in her hands. “Clasp,” she said, conversationally. That meant I was to clasp my hands together in front of me. When I did, she buckled the thick bands around my wrists. The cuffs weren’t rubber at all, but highly polished leather with attached D-rings. They were heavy.

She connected the cuffs together with a metal ring, like a chain link but bigger. Reaching around behind me she pulled the cable in front of us. I didn’t notice that it had gotten so low. There was a big hook on the end, and Ma’am hooked it through the metal oval so that I was now attached to the rough steel hook. She unclipped the small box from her waist, pushed a button, and the cable began moving upwards.

I was terrified. What was she going to do to me? I broke protocol and looked directly at her, but she didn’t notice - she was occupied watching the progress of the cable. The ascending cable caused me to raise my arms in front of my chest, then my face, then over my head, until my arms were stretched above me. The motor sound cut out just as I was standing on the tips of my toes.

Ma’am was back by the cabinet, flipping switches, turning on lights though it wasn’t dark quite yet. I looked around and realized I was in a spotlight.

I wondered if anyone could see me? With darkness falling all around but me in a circle of light, I must have looked like a star in a stage performance. A performance that involved me hanging by my wrists, my naked body stretched taut as I waited for whatever came next.

Ma’am walked behind me. I felt her tugging on my arms, I guess to make sure they weren’t going anywhere, then moved in front of me, very close. I could feel her breath on my skin. She touched the side of my face with a single finger and wiped away a rivulet of sweat.

“Nervous?” she said quietly. I tried to speak but couldn’t, so I slowly nodded.

Ma’am leaned closer until her lips were next to my ear.

“You should be,” she whispered. She moved back a little but we were still intimately close, I could feel her shirt cloth on my nipples.

“There’s another reason I’m going to punish you, one I didn’t mention until I had you nice and secure and at my mercy,” she continued in a low voice. “And that is because I want to.”

Ma’am’s fingertips toyed with my nipples. “You see, I have a little streak of sadism in me. I like to punish pretty girls and boys, watch them suffer, it gives me a thrill. I haven’t gotten to indulge my streak much lately, so I’m going to take advantage of your lovely little body.”

Ma’am pinched my nipples and pulled on them. I gasped, but was able to grit my teeth rather than cry out. When she released them I imagined they snapped back like rubber bands.

She ran her hands up and down my sides, raked her fingernails over my armpits, and moved behind me to touch my back and squeeze my ass cheeks. I felt like a piece of meat in a butcher shop.

Oh god, what is she going to do to me? I shivered in the bright, hot spotlight. My parents did not believe in corporal punishment, so I’ve never taken anything more than a quick swat from an older relative, and even that stopped once I was old enough for school. I’ve never even been in a fight – I left that sort of thing to Magda. I don’t think I’ve ever seen a slave punishment, not even on SlaveTV because I always skip over those scenes.

Ma’am opened another, larger cabinet next to the smaller one with the cable controls. Taking out a telescoping rod with loops on each end, she attached the loops to my ankles and extended the rod until my legs were spread wide apart, pornographically wide, and I could barely stand on the balls of my feet. There would be no clenching of thighs to protect my pussy from whatever was coming.

She brought out a small folding table and set it up where I could see it. Standing back by the open cabinet, Ma’am slowly pulled a black glove over one hand, flexing her fingers inside the supple leather, then pulled on the other one. Gloved hands on her hips, she looked inside the cabinet.

She retrieved an item from the cabinet, carried it over to the table and carefully laid it down. It was a long, narrow piece of thick leather with a wooden handle on one end. It was two or three feet long, and the finished leather was as thick as my little finger.

“This is a strap. It is a good introduction to the receiving of punishment. In the hands of an inexperienced owner it can bruise and even break the skin. But I am very, very experienced, so you would have no lasting marks. It would certainly hurt, though.” She said all of this while smiling, and this time it wasn’t a half-smile.

Oh my god, that thing looked monstrous. It belonged in a museum with the iron maidens, not used on my bare skin.

I didn’t notice Ma’am getting another instrument and setting it down on the table until I heard the heavy thump. It was a whip, a long one I guessed, coiled like a snake. Black braided leather with a white string at the tip.

“This is a bullwhip. It’s usually reserved for particularly, ah, recalcitrant slaves. Since it can slice through skin and muscle like a razor, it has a reputation for brutality. But in the right hands, it can produce agonizing pain without lasting damage.”

I stared and stared at the evil thing, a serpent ready to bite me.

The next item was long and sleek with copper prongs at the end, set in a fork like Satan’s tail. I’d seen cattle prods before since I grew up in ranch country. Seeing one laid out for use on me was a new and stomach-twisting experience.

“Of all my punishment tools I think this one is the most fun. I can set the shock power anywhere from mild irritation to instant unconsciousness, and that big battery will keep it working all night long. I particularly like using it on the soles of feet and the soft, inner areas below the waist.”

The fourth item Ma’am brought out was a thick piece of… bamboo? It had leather wrapped around one end as a handle but otherwise it looked like a stick.

“My sentimental favorite, a Singapore prison cane. I gave my first corrective punishment with it. The rattan is very springy, so with the right technique a blow will cause the cane to recoil and strike the target again. Two stripes for one swing.” She swung the cane a few times, making a horrible swishing sound. “No way around it, this will leave marks.” When she set it on the table it made a sharp clatter. It was much harder than it looked.

Ma’am sighed and crossed her arms. “These are my big go-to instruments, I can never pick which one to use first.” She clasped her hands behind her back and walked over to stand next to me. “So I’d like your opinion. Which one would you like to try first?”

I looked at her. “Please, Ma’am,” I whispered. “Please don’t make me choose.”

Ma’am looked at me with a curious expression. “What did you say?”

“Please, Ma’am, I’m begging you,” I said, a tiny bit louder. “Please don’t make me choose which of these hideous things you’ll use to torture me.” I could feel tears starting to run down my cheeks, and I was starting to hyperventilate.

“Oh my god, Angie?” I heard Ma’am say but she sounded far away, like I was falling down a well.
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I opened my eyes to see the night sky overhead, and three concerned faces looking down at me.

I wasn’t in a well, I was lying on something padded. I moved my hands and found I was covered with a blanket.

“Here she is,” TIllie said. She was holding a damp cloth that she must have been using on my face. “Like I said, she just fainted. A little rest and plenty of fluids and she’ll be fine.”

“That was a first for me,” Ma’am said to Tillie. “I’ve never had a slave pass out before I’d even laid a hand on them.”

“I’m sorry, Ma’am,” I croaked.

“Shhh, you,” Ma’am replied, looking down at me. “It’s me who needs to apologize to you. I never had any intention of punishing you or physically harming you at all. It was a test that,” she glanced up at Tillie then back at me, “went a way I did not expect. I’m very sorry.”

I didn’t know what to say, so I just blinked a few times.

“Thank you for coming, Tillie,” Ma’am said, taking the other woman’s hand in her own.

“Always, Jo.” Tillie looked down at me. “Angie, allow me to introduce my husband Álvaro Calderon.”

“You can call me Al,” the man said, giving me a bright white smile.

Oh that’s right, Tillie mentioned she had a husband. I smiled back at him. “Pleased to meet you, sir.”

“Al caught you after I released the suspension hook, then carried you over here,” Ma’am explained. “You’re on their terrace, which connects to mine. Tillie used to be a nurse so I called her immediately, and it doesn’t hurt that Al is as strong as a bear.” Al laughed.

“I’m giving you the night off, my dear,” Ma’am told me. “I want you to eat something then go straight to bed.”

“Jo, would you mind if she stayed here?” Tillie asked. “We can give her a rubdown to calm her nerves, then a dip in the hot tub. And she can have dinner with us, of course.”

“That sounds wonderful. Thank you for offering,” Ma’am said, then leaned across me and kissed Tillie on the cheek. “Now be a good girl," she said to me, "And do whatever Mr. and Mrs. Calderon tell you. I’ll see you later, and we’ll have a good talk.”

I admit my mouth dropped open in surprise. Ma’am took both of my hands in hers and squeezed them while kissing me on the forehead. A single nod, that little half-smile, and she turned and went back to her condo.

Tillie ran her hand gently over the top of my head.

“Roll over and lay face down, sweetie,” Tillie said, patting my shoulder.

To tell the truth, I hesitated.

I still wasn’t comfortable with my constant nudity but by this point I had grown used to it. The slave market was a whirlwind, and so far my time at Ma’am’s was like being a maid without the demeaning uniform. Yes, every time I bent over or got on all fours I revealed my most private and intimate places to Ma’am, which for various reasons I didn’t really mind. And our excursion to the coffee shop, and my performance for the dinner party? Those were all strangers, they weren’t near me, and I have Ma’am there to protect me the whole time.

But this? Tillie seems nice enough, but Al? Okay, he had probably already gotten an eyeful of me while he was carrying me here, but this was much closer, more intimate, and he was so big… I was not comfortable with this. I drew a few short breaths and realized my arms were shaking.

“Oh, no,” Al said, coming around on the opposite side of me. He placed a hand on my other shoulder. “Mija, you can relax, you are safe here. We would not hurt you or embarrass you for anything in the world.”

Tillie started stroking the top of my head. “No we would not,” she said. “Jo told you I used to be a nurse back in the dark ages. When Al was a teenager he worked summers at a resort in Ibiza giving massages. So we know what we’re doing.”

“It is true, my dear,” Al said, as much to me as to Tillie. “We are not doing this for sex. We really want you to feel better.” I felt his other hand gently rubbing my upper arm. It felt nice, in a paternal way, rough-skinned but comforting.

Tillie said, “Now be a good girl and roll over.”

To my surprise, I had stopped shaking. I turned onto my stomach and got comfortable. I could see now that I was on a padded bench that had been pulled away from the terrace’s outer wall. It was layered with colorful beach towels.The soft, fluffy towels felt good against my skin.

“Good, good, good. Just relax.” Tillie switched places with Al, and he began giving me a scalp massage that instantly relaxed me more than I thought possible. I felt something cool and wet being rubbed on my butt cheeks. Tillie worked the gel into my skin gently and methodically, starting at the point where my butt met my back and moving slowly downward.

Oh my god, it felt soooo good. Al finished with my head and moved to my neck and shoulders. Tillie worked her way into the cleft between my cheeks. To my surprise, I did not tense back up.

Until Tillie’s fingertips brushed my anus.

I flinched noticeably and sucked in my breath. “Sorry, sweetie,” Tillie said, and moved her fingers outwards.

“Um, it’s okay. I was just surprised is all,” I murmured.

“Shhhh,” Al whispered, and started down my back. Tillie finished my behind and began rubbing something citrus-smelling into my feet. It had a pleasant tingle to it.

I wasn’t able to ask her what it was because I dropped off to sleep.
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I opened my eyes. The sun was different.

No, just the sunlight looked different because the sun was lower in the sky. Where am I? What time is it?

I sat up and felt something fall from my shoulders. I was still at Tillie’s place, out on the open terrace, still on the padded bench. I felt around and found I had been covered with a cotton beach blanket with a starfish-and-seashell design.

I stretched, rubbed my eyes, and stood up. I felt wonderfully relaxed and refreshed.

Looking around the deserted terrace, I could see into Tillie and Al’s condo through the tall glass windows. It was a mirror image of Ma’am’s layout, but looked very different. Ma’am’s theme was cool, reserved, modern sophistication, while the Calderons favored bright white with plenty of blues and yellows and weathered edges, suggesting life along the sea coast. The furniture looked comfortable, and the condo seemed like the sort of place where you would host a lot of tapas and cocktail parties. At the far end of the terrace I could see a large hot tub, and beyond it a genuinely impressive grilling station and wet bar arrangement.

I could see someone moving around the grill, but more importantly I smelled something. Fish? I wasn’t sure, but I had to find out. I walked around the corner and sure enough, Al was grilling something.

This was my first good look at Al. Tall, strong looking if a bit burly, barrel-chested, silver hair with a little black here and there, swept back from his forehead, clean shaven, aviator-style eyeglasses, big chunky stainless-steel watch. He was so deeply tanned I wanted to ask him if he competed at the international level. He wore a white sport shirt, khaki shorts and sandals, and a striped apron. I guessed he was around Tillie’s age, maybe slightly older.

He looked up and waved to me. “Hey hey, mija! We were wondering how long you were gonna sleep! You hungry?”

Before I could answer, Tillie came out of the sliding doors. She wore a silk wrap that reached to her knees and held a trio of tall glasses. “Well there you are! I was about to come get you. Got a glass of cava with your name on it!”

“As wonderful as whatever you’re cooking smells, and as much as I’d like to find out what cava is, I think my mistress might want me back.”

“Oh no no,” Al said, as he flipped something on the grill. “We already talked to Joanna. She said we could send you home whenever we want.”

Tillie had walked over to me. “Yeah, she said to just do your normal nighttime routine then go to bed and she’d see you in the morning.” She handed me a glass.

“Well, okay then. Thanks!” I took the glass of what looked like champagne. I sniffed it, and felt tiny bubbles on my nose.

“Cava is sparkling wine from Spain. There’s a whole bunch of different types, but we like white with anything from the sea,” Tillie said.

“And the Fideuá will be ready any minute!” Al exclaimed.

The three of us had a wonderful time, eating seafood grilled with noodles and lots of wine, watching the sun set over the city skyline. Tillie and Al were great hosts, and I laughed so much I thought I might go hoarse. Tillie had been a medical administrator, something she had gotten into when she burned out as a nurse in the Midwest. She was working for a humanitarian NGO in Greece when she met Al. He is Spanish, and had become a merchant sea officer after graduating from the maritime academy. He eventually commanded enormous cargo ships before starting his own logistics company with some partners. The company succeeded wildly, they became wealthy, and Tillie retired to spend more time with Al. They still traveled, maintaining a vacation home outside Valencia, Al’s hometown.

They asked me all about myself, listening attentively to my answers, but I found myself getting distracted. I felt fidgety, like I was expecting something bad to happen at any moment. I wrapped my arms around myself but could feel a little tremor starting in my legs.

“Bothering you, huh?” Tillie asked. “Your body is okay, but your brain is still thinking about fighting or fleeing. You could use a little more relaxation.” She turned to Al. “Fire up the hot tub!”

Next thing I knew I was standing beside the nicest hot tub I’ve ever seen. It was huge, with jets and lights everywhere, and surrounded by strategically-placed trellises that concealed the tub from the surrounding buildings. It was open to the sky, and the vines creeping up the trellises had twinkle lights woven amongst them. Tillie refused my help as she cleared the dishes so I stayed with Al watching as he adjusted the temperature and the jets. “Guests first!” he said, so I climbed in. The water felt so divine! I felt like I was floating on a cloud of bubbles.

And you know what? I really did feel better.

I felt a hand stroking my hair, and turned my head to see Tillie smiling at me, but with a raised eyebrow. I smiled back and nodded. “This really helped,” I said.

“Alrighty then sweetie, I’m going to join you!” Tillie climbed to the top of the entry steps and took off her wrap. She was completely naked underneath.

She must have seen my surprised expression. “We don’t bother with swim suits at home,” she said, and Al added, “Or at the beach!” Tillie laughed. “Besides, I thought it might make you more comfortable, not being the only one naked.” She cradled her large breasts in her hands and gave them a jiggle. “Not bad for an old lady, huh?”

“Not bad at all,” I said, grinning. Tillie had a great body: large breasts with pink nipples, curvy hips, a well-manicured triangle over her pussy, an all-over light tan, and the grace of a woman devoted to something like yoga or dance. My gaze skipped over the inevitable little sags and wrinkles to focus on Tillie’s golden hair, loose now, her beautiful round face and, when she turned backwards to come down the steps, her round, full, flawless ass.

Tillie sat down to my right, and leaned against the wall of the tub. She put her arms in the air and stretched, which made her breasts rise up nicely. She lowered her arms and let out a long sigh, then patted me on the knee. “Doing good?” I smiled and nodded again. “Well, what are you waitin’ for?” she called to Al.

He grinned and quickly stripped off his apron and shirt. I straightened up. This might be good and I’d be lying if I said I wasn’t a little curious.

Al was an older man who looked after himself like TIllie did. He was deeply tanned, skin a bit weathered from wind and salt, with a dusting of silvery hairs over his chest. He looked strong without being showy, and I didn’t see any fat around his middle. Not that it would have mattered. Al was a handsome man, a “silver fox” as they say, even if he’d packed on a little extra weight.

Then came the unveiling as Al removed his shorts. Like Tillie he wasn’t much into underwear, so he was now as naked as we were. I had to look. I wasn’t disappointed. He had a seriously large penis. Not overly long, but thick like a summer sausage, and he kept his pubic hair trimmed short to enhance the effect. I made myself neither react nor gawk, but just sit calmly next to Tillie.

Al climbed up the steps. When he turned to come down I saw his strong, tanned buttocks. I was so pleasantly taken aback that I reflexively placed my own submerged hand on Tillie’s thigh. I felt Tillie’s silent chuckle as Al settled to her right.

All three of us spoke very little, enjoying the warmth and the water and the darkness, the terrace being illuminated solely by the small lights ringing the outside of the hot tub. Despite being in the city we could see some stars.

Al spread his arms out on the outside rim of the tub, sliding his hips forward and tilting his head back, eyes closed. Full of Dutch courage, or in this case Spanish wine courage, I surprised myself with what I said next. “Hey Tillie, if he falls asleep, do you think the two of us could stop him from drowning?” I fake-whispered, chuckling.

“Oh mija, I’m not falling asleep,” Al replied. “Tillie makes sure of that.”

I raised an eyebrow, then realized that at some point Tillie had taken her hand off of my knee and was now turned towards her husband, and I could see her shoulders working. I’m not a virgin or a Sunday school teacher, so I immediately knew what was going on. I didn’t know if it was the wine or the sensuality of the evening or my frustrated sexual need compelling me, but I really wanted to watch Tillie give Al a handjob.

I moved over to the other side of the hot tub, to Al’s right, and sat next to him. Tillie gave me a look that I couldn’t decipher, but she followed it with a playful smile. I relaxed, snuggled up to Al’s side and put a hand on his broad chest. He dropped his arm, resting it on my shoulder.

Al straddled a light in the seat of the tub, so between jets of foam I could see what Tillie was doing. She stroked Al’s thick cock with one hand and caressed his balls with the other. After a few strokes she would run her thumb over the head, sometimes massaging the opening, sometimes running in circles around the bottom rim, sometimes softly stroking the frenulum. Each time she returned to stroking it seemed that Al’s cock had grown a little thicker, a little harder. I felt him shudder.

Almost without thinking I ran my hand over Al’s chest, stroking his pectoral muscles, combing through the little silver hairs with my fingers. Underneath the cooking and the wine I could smell his cologne. It wasn’t a young scent but that was okay, it fit him perfectly and I liked it.

I have a thing for older guys. Sue me.

My hand paused on one of his nipples, playing with it. Al groaned. Tillie looked up at us and grinned. She leaned forward and licked Al’s other nipple. I took the hint and did the same. I ran my hand down his chest to his stomach, wrapping my left arm behind Al’s back before taking his entire nipple in my mouth, sucking it.

I felt a hand take mine and move it downwards to Al’s rigid cock. I closed my fingers around it - I couldn’t quite touch my thumb and fingertips together - and started gently stroking it. I tried a few of Tillie’s techniques, which he seemed to like, before deciding to try one of my own. I moved my other arm to the front and on the downstroke, ran my nail tips up the length of his shaft. “Ay!” Al exclaimed, and Tillie gave a short laugh.

Tillie’s hand returned, taking my free hand and moving it to Al’s sack. I swapped hands but did as Tillie wished, stroking with one hand while caressing his balls with the other. Unsurprisingly Al had large balls, swollen with desire, and I enjoyed teasing them. Surprisingly, Al kept his balls shaved smooth. I’d never experienced such a thing, so I took my time exploring him.

I felt both of Tillie’s hands this time, but instead of on my hands they were on my breasts. I inhaled sharply as Tillie pinched my nipples simultaneously. I looked up in surprise at Tillie. She leaned forward and kissed me on the lips.

Oh my god oh my god oh my god what is happening… Tillie’s hands played with my tits and her tongue entered my mouth and sought out mine. I met her tongue and rolled it around. The older woman released one of my breasts, running her free hand down my side. I knew where it was headed, and moaned.

“Okay, enough of this,” Al said. He gripped the edge of the tub and lifted himself up out of the water and out of our grasp. He sat down on the side of the tub, spreading his knees before placing a hand behind each of our heads.

Tillie got there first, taking Al’s cock head into her mouth. She swirled her tongue on it, then started trying to take more of it into her mouth. I watched her for a moment before moving down to Al’s balls, teasing them with my lips before taking one in my mouth and gently sucking on it. They feel like velvet on my tongue. I swear I’m never dating another guy who doesn’t shave. I felt Tillie’s hand exploring my back on its way downward, so I put my hand on Tillie’s big, round ass and gave it a squeeze. It sounded a bit garbled, but I could definitely hear her moaning in response.

Releasing Al’s cock head with an audible pop, Tillie whispered to me, “You’re up!” I looked at Al’s cock. It was larger than any I’ve ever personally encountered, and I was about to take it in my mouth. I took a deep breath, opened my mouth wide, and dropped my head on top of it.

Honestly, I’m pretty proud of my oral skills. My high school boyfriend Beto always gave me rave reviews, and that shithead Hunter I’d dated at work apparently bragged to all my co-workers, so it wasn’t just my opinion. Sometimes I wondered if it was just that I tried harder than other women or paid attention when I watched porn, because it’s not difficult. The truth is, I enjoy giving oral sex. I like bringing pleasure to the men I sleep with. But lately I’ve been thinking about the submissive aspects of it: kneeling, serving, hands on my head, being told what to do… I felt a tingle run down my spine.

But this? This was WORK. Like I said, no one I’ve ever been with was this big. I felt like I was trying to swallow a soda can. I’d barely gotten past his head, and already my mouth was straining. I gave it a minute to get used to the girth, using my tongue on Al’s head inside my mouth to keep him happy. When it felt right I took more, sliding my lips down his shaft a bit further before coming back up. I went down again, and my throat tickled, making me cough.

“You’re doing very well, mija,” Al said quietly, gently smoothing my hair. “Take your time.”

Another tingle, but this one coming from my pussy. Tillie’s fingers were rubbing along on my lips. This was the first time another woman had touched me so intimately, and it felt wonderful.

I opened my mouth as wide as I could, straining to take in even more of Al’s cock. My eyes watered but I kept moving my head up and down. Tillie matched my beat, moving her fingers up and down my slit.

Then Tillie hit my button and I yelped.

Al and Tillie chuckled. “Her clit is so hungry,” Tillie said. “Jo must be keeping her in chastity.”

“Then let’s help her out!” Al said. He put his hands underneath my arms and lifted me up like a doll.

“Oh boy,” I whispered.

Holding me against his chest, he lowered me toward his thick, hard cock. I felt my hard nipples brushing against his chest hair, then his cock head bump against my opening.

“Tillie?” Al said. A moment later Tillie was smearing cool lubricant over my lips, and I think I whimpered. She moved on to Al, using both hands, then said, “Ready, dear.”

Al lowered me onto his cock, his head pushing past my outer lips. I held my breath in anticipation. Al went slow, and Tillie guided him into me. He pushed deeper each time, until I felt his thighs against my ass. I moaned, he backed off, then continued, increasing speed slightly with each thrust.

I felt full, almost ridiculously full, and it felt amazing. “Ah!” I exclaimed. I could feel the rim of Al’s head rubbing against the insides of my tunnel. I didn’t know how long I could stand–

“Oh!” I uttered, concentrating hard on the sensation. I clung to Al’s broad shoulders like my life depended on him. Now he was moving out, now coming back in, each time a little faster.

“Oh my god,” I croaked. I felt Tillie’s fingers start to tease my clit.

“No, no, no, YES,” I shouted, feeling the coming explosion rising inside me. Al was more than enough, but with Tillie helping? Holy Mary, Mother of God-

“AAAAAAAAAAAH OH MY GOD YES YES YES!” I shouted. I clamped my vaginal muscles around Al’s cock, and he groaned. I started cumming, hard, my body shaking like it might fall apart. I literally lost my eyesight for a moment. When it came back I was clinging even harder to Al, the side of my face resting in his soft chest hair. I pulled my head back, looked in his eyes, and kissed him.

“Thank you, Daddy,” I said.

He smiled and chuckled, hugging me tightly with his big arms.

“That was something else, for sure,” Tillie said lightly. “But cowgirl, we’re a long way from done!”
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Very early the next morning, I opened the glass door and crept inside Ma’am’s darkened condo. Exhausted from the sexual marathon that I had finally been allowed to leave, I walked slowly and carefully on legs as wobbly as cooked spaghetti. I quietly threaded through the living room toward the bathroom I use, wanting to clean up a bit before getting a couple hours of sleep.

When I entered the hallway that connected all of the smaller rooms I saw a light in Joanna’s home office. The door was open, so I knocked on the doorframe. Joanna, wearing a robe and illuminated by a desk lamp, looked up from the computer on her desk. She smiled and said “Come in.”

I knelt next to the desk, hands resting on my thighs. “Good evening, Ma’am. I saw your light. Is there anything I can do for you?”

Joanna pushed her chair back from the desk. “No, I just have some work I need to get an early start on. How are you feeling?”

“Good, Ma’am. Very good. Your neighbors know what they’re doing.”

“Did you have a good time with Tillie and Al?”

I blushed intensely, but managed to avoid stumbling when I replied. “Yes, Ma’am. They took very good care of me. They told me they had contacted you and-”

“Yes, they did. I assume you ate?”

I thought about all the possible answers to that question, then chose the safest. “Yes, Ma’am. A Spanish seafood dish.”

“That sounds about right. Anything else worth mentioning?”

I hesitated before taking a deep breath. “Yes, Ma’am. We had sex, the three of us, and I came several times in spite of your instructions. I’m very sorry.” I closed my eyes and lowered my head.

Joanna snorted, shaking her head. “The two of them are utterly incorrigible." She looked back at me. "As for enjoying yourself, do you remember that instruction? Precisely?”

“That I am not to attain sexual release without your permission.”

Joanna steepled her fingers. “No, that’s incorrect. Think harder.”

I wracked my brain. “That I am not allowed to give myself any sexual release.”

Joanna smiled. “Very good. So have you violated that instruction?”

“No, Ma’am, I have not. Every release I had this evening was provided by someone else. But I also placed myself in a situation where that could occur.”

“No you did not," Joanna said, leaning forward and pointing a finger at me. “Do not assume responsibility for a situation you were ordered to take part in. I gave you to the Calderons for the evening, and told you to obey them. What part of that was your doing?” Before I could answer, Joanna leaned back, looked at the ceiling and sighed. “I swear you just love to tell on yourself. It’s like you want to be punished.” She returned her gaze to Angie. "The thing to learn from this lesson is that you should never take responsibility for anything your owner tells you to do. A slave has no responsibility other than to do what she is told. If you find yourself in a particular situation it’s either because your owner wanted it to happen, or didn’t care whether it happened or not. It doesn’t matter if you’re cleaning a floor or cavorting in a hot tub, you just obey. Do you understand?”

“Yes, Ma’am. I understand.”

“I knew you would. Now look at me.”

I raised my eyes back up to see Joanna wearing that little half smile. “Relax, I’m not upset at all. I just want you to understand how the world works." Her half-smile became a full smile. “Al’s got a nice big cock, doesn’t he?”

I felt my face burn even redder. “Um, yes, Ma’am, he does.” I hesitated. “Ma’am, may I ask-”

Joanna chuckled gently. “You’re not the only person in this room who’s been in that hot tub. Tell me, did you have any difficulty going down on him?”

“Yes Ma’am, a little. I’m not used to something so big, I think I may have strained my jaw.”

“Did you manage to make him ejaculate?”

“No, Ma’am, not with my mouth. Tillie took care of that, I think she could see that I was struggling.” My pussy, on the other hand, that’s another story. God, his big, strong hands on my hips while he-

Joanna steepled her fingers again. “Thank you for your candor. We’ll start your sexual service training right away. But since we’re talking, I want to address what happened earlier, when I threatened to punish you.” Ma’am sighed. “Let me apologize once again for that, my dear. I was trying to gauge your honesty and commitment. I had no intention of harming you in any way. The worst result is a slave losing their cool, screaming, making wild threats, and so on, which is one of the ways I detect slaves who have deceived their owners. More often it devolves into them begging me not to, promising me anything to avoid punishment, or claiming that I do not have the authority to punish them. Completely human and understandable.”

Ma’am shook her head. “But not you. You did not become violent, nor did you question my authority. You accepted what I proposed to do. All you asked was that I not place any of the responsibility on you by making you choose. Remarkable.” She smiled.

She dropped her arms to the chair’s armrests, exhaling. Her eyes were unfocused. For the first time I noticed lines around Joanna’s eyes and the corners of her mouth. She looked exhausted.

“Ma’am, are you feeling alright? Are you sure I can’t do something for you?”

Joanna’s eyes refocused and she straightened herself up in the chair. "Oh, I’m just tired. Now get cleaned up and go to bed.” She turned back to her laptop.

“Yes, Ma’am.” I stood and walked to the door, pausing in the doorway. “Good night, Ma’am.”

Joanna looked back at me and gave that little half-smile. “Good night, my dear.”
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Joanna waited until she heard the water running in Angie’s bathroom, then picked up her phone. As she expected, there was a text from Tillie.

“A was excellent. Obv no training but some exp + much enthusiasm. Al is smitten <laughing emoji> Had some trouble with bj but never gave up. Did not pick up on every cue but enough 2 show not playing dumb. Easy top 10 with some education. Thanks for the loan <heart emoji> TTYL”

She replied with her own heart emoji. There was also a text from a number she had not seen in a long time.

“Lovely little slave girl. Back in the business?”

Joanna left that one on read.

She opened a file on her desktop computer. It was Angie’s slave registration, and she scrolled to the section with the young woman’s nude photographs. Joanna looked over each one, admiring her young body from every conceivable angle. She returned to the first one, a closeup of Angie’s face. As she looked at her slave’s face, she made a decision.

Opening her phone app, Joanna called a number in southwest Texas.

“Good morning, Lettie!” she said, speaking quietly. “I hope it isn’t too early for you. Ha, yes, same for me, I know how it is. A mother’s work and all that. Yes, she’s back with me now, and appears to be fine. She’s continuing to do well, as we expected. She’s really a remarkable young woman. Well, I’m calling because I wanted to ask you something…”

ANGIE’S SLAVE DIARY:

(I’m not bothering to number them any more. Sue me.)

Yoga was a little difficult this morning. After the marathon sex party next door, I was sore, tired, and suffering from too little sleep. I persevered, and Ma’am complimented me on my efforts. Ma’am didn’t bring up the punishment incident.

Breakfast was really nice. Ma’am told me some stories about herself and the Calderóns, ranging from sweet to hilarious. That may have been the first time I’ve laughed out loud since I became a slave. It felt good.

She asked me about myself, my family, growing up, going to school, my plans for my life. We talked easily, almost like friends. That felt good, too.

After breakfast Ma’am had me move some storage boxes from the home gym closet to the living room and unpack them. The first one held a large padded half-cylinder, the second something made of folding and interlocking panels, and the third one a bunch of pipes and a motor.

“As I mentioned last night, today begins your sexual service training,” Ma’am told me. "Meaning you will learn the skills one needs as a pleasure slave.” She opened a small box she had brought from elsewhere. Inside I could see some things I was familiar with, like a couple of dildos, a selection of butt plugs, and a large vibrator, as well as some things I didn’t recognize.

“To be frank, these skills will also serve you well as a woman in this society. I think we both understand that.” She caught my eye as I looked up from the box of sex toys. “If you work as hard at this as you do every other task I’ve set for you, I will be very pleased.”

We set up the equipment next to the television. The half-cylinder turned out to be a Sybian, a sexual device you sit astride like a saddle. The folded thing was an L-shaped framework designed to teach oral skills. The pipes and motor were a type of fucking machine, which is to say a machine that can move a dildo in and out of an orifice at different speeds. Ma’am said it was more advanced than the ones in porn videos.

I guess I’ll soon find out.

We spent the rest of the morning with Ma’am instructing me on how to use the machines. After she finished, she opened a drawer underneath the television. Taking out a stack of DVDs, she knelt on the floor and began sorting them.

“I’ll have a practice schedule printed out for you tomorrow morning. Once you get that, I want you to spend at least an hour each morning and an hour each evening on the machines. This evening, I want you to watch these, and of course refer back to them whenever you need.”

I read the DVD cases. “Beginners Guide to the Fellatio Trainer,” “Introduction to Pompoir,” “Basic Anal Sex and the PowerRod 6000.” Flipping one over I saw screen captures from the videos, showing a brunette woman in a leotard demonstrating the devices. The same woman as in the slave yoga and service position videos…

“Ma’am, may I ask a question?” I asked, kneeling down next to her.

“Certainly,” she said, studying my face.

“Ma’am, the woman in these videos,” I took a deep breath before continuing, “It’s you, isn’t it?”

Ma’am laughed. I mean really laughed, like a young girl whose sister has fallen for a prank. It was so out-of-character for her I was taken aback. In a good way.

“I wondered if you would pick up on that.” She picked up another DVD labeled “Advanced Slave Deportment," turning it over and looking at the photos on the back of the case. “I was so young,” she said, quietly. She spent a quiet moment staring at the case, lost in thought, before putting it down and sighing.

“Right out of college I knew I had to get into the industry. I knew there was a lot of potential to make a lot of money if I could get in on the ground floor of something so new. That’s almost thirty years ago, and there weren’t a lot of jobs for women in the contractual service industry, as we’re supposed to call it. Nothing like now, where HCI has a number of female executives, and AllGen International is still controlled by its founder, a woman from California. I mean, I graduated cum laude with a dual bachelor’s in psychology and business management and I couldn’t even get an interview.” She snorted and pulled out another one, “Public Conduct Training.”

“I went out with friends one night, to drown my sorrows and then dance until I threw up. Instead I met a man. He was, and is, remarkable. I’ve never known anyone with more self-confidence. We hit it off right away, spending more time talking than dancing. I wound up back at his apartment, and had some of the best sex of my life.” Ma’am chuckled. “And that’s saying a lot, considering how much I’ve had since then.”

“He was a junior analyst at a financial firm, and he was as ambitious as I was. We spent all of our non-working and non-fucking time coming up with ideas. We knew that there were very few ancillary services in the industry at the time, and identified training as something that had low start-up costs but high potential returns. So we got a loan to buy some video equipment and started making these,” she said, holding up a copy of “Active and Passive Punishment.”

“The problem was that we had no collateral for the loan…” Ma’am sighed. “Except me.”

I went wide-eyed, placing a hand over my mouth. I’ve read about and watched any number of stories about that exact situation. It’s a common way for educated women to become slaves. The woman puts her freedom up as collateral for a loan. If she defaults she becomes a slave, property of the bank and they sell her for a lot more money than the original loan.

Ma’am looked at my expression and chuckled. “Oh, I didn’t get enslaved, we paid back the loan on time. This was before SlaveTV and streaming video, so the DVDs were very popular and sold well. But I did have to go through slave grading, and it was eye-opening. Nerve-wracking, too. Nowhere near as organized as it is now. But the important part is that the entire time I was collateralized I was worried about being a slave, and I swore I would never let that happen.”

A bright smile broke out on Ma’am’s face. “It also means that I have a lot of respect for those who risk enslavement for a higher purpose.”

I blushed.

She tossed the DVD she was holding back onto the pile. “These videos have all been re-shot with younger models and are online now. Anyway, that’s what got us started. We moved into training classes, certifications, products, all kinds of things, and were very successful.”

“Ma’am, did you, did you…” I hesitated, then forged ahead. “Did you ever worry that your partner might default just to enslave you?”

“Of course. I’d have been a fool not to do so.” She sighed. “But I was young, and in love. He swore to me that he would not let that happen, and I chose to believe him. It turned out to be one of my more successful risks.”

“Are you still in touch with him?”

“Not really,” she said, looking out through the glass wall. “Well, occasionally. After the company took off we wanted to go in different directions, and being adults we talked it over and made a mutual decision to part amicably.” Something passed over her face, something complicated. She dismissed it and looked back at me as her face returned to its normal calm expression.

“Ma’am, may I ask another question?”

“Sure,” she said. She shifted to a sitting position and pulled one knee up against her chest.

“How many slaves have you owned before me?”

Ma’am cocked her head. “What makes you think I’ve owned any slaves at all?” she replied. There was that half-smile again.

“Well, Ma’am, you do have a kennel installed in the laundry room, a pad for kneeling by the front door, and enough people in handcuffs have arrived here that Tillie knew where the key was, just to name three things.”

“Very observant,” Ma’am said, nodding. “You’re close but not quite there. In addition to HCI I have both a consulting business and a private psychological practice. I take in slaves who are having adjustment problems and train them to be more, shall we say, accepting of their situation. So I do take custody of slaves for limited periods of time, but I do not own them. Truthfully, I’ve never owned a slave before you.”

“Really?” I blurted out. “That’s kind of hard to believe-”

“Careful,” Ma’am said, her own voice gaining a subtle edge. “I’m enjoying our conversation, but remember to be respectful.”

“Oh! I’m sorry, Ma’am, I meant no disrespect.” I moved into the “present” position and lowered my head.

“I know you didn’t, that was just a reminder. You are still being trained, you know,” Ma’am smiled wider. “Now sit back down.”

“To answer your question completely,” she continued, “no, I have never owned a slave. I was determined that Brandon would not be raised by a slave-nanny, nor would I have one around the house when he got older. I think it teaches young men the wrong things. After he went out on his own my friends told me I should buy one, but I hired a cleaning service instead. Truthfully I think I never found a slave I liked well enough to have around the house twenty-four hours a day. Until just recently.” She winked, and I snorted in spite of myself.

“If I may, Ma’am, I wonder how that lack of ownership affects your ability to train slaves?”

“A very good question. But I don’t have a good answer, so I’m going to leave that as something for you to form your own opinion about. Anything else on your mind?”

So many things. “Yes, Ma’am. If I’m only a slave for three months, and only here with you for a little over three more weeks, why are you giving me all this training?”

“You’ve asked that before. Let me turn the question around on you. Have you come to any conclusions?” That half-smile reappeared.

“No Ma’am, no conclusions. But if I had to hazard a guess…” I trailed off as my nerve faltered.

“Oh, please continue, I’m very interested to hear your guess,” she said, both sincere and amused.

I took a deep breath. “I think you’re giving me training because you think it will help protect me when I am turned over to my cousin Cesar for the second half of my indenture.”

Ma’am’s smile disappeared. “Why would I do that?”

I met her eyes. “Because you suspect that Cesar does not plan to release me right away. That he intends to use me as a pleasure slave for the entire six weeks. And that it will be non-stop humiliation and sexual performance, at a minimum. You’re getting me ready.”

We sat in silence for somewhere between a minute and a century.

“You are very perceptive, my dear,” Ma’am said in a quiet voice. “I keep forgetting that. I do not have a response to your theory, not yet, and I do not wish to upset you with unfounded speculation. We will revisit this topic near the end of my time with you, I promise.”

She began standing up. “Now let’s have lunch, shall we?”


8




ANGIE’S SLAVE DIARY:

We went shopping!

I was insanely nervous. I was going to be “slave naked,” which means no clothes at all except for my collar. I’ve gotten used to it. What really worried me was who I might run into and how we might interact. Nearly everyone I knew in Houston was someone I’d worked with. After the way my colleagues treated me during my auction, I was not looking forward to a repeat. The area was sure to attract “young professionals” so my stomach was a little tight over the potential for humiliation and, worse, possibly disappointing Ma’am with my behavior.

I knelt in the back of Ma’am’s car until we reached our destination, an upscale indoor-outdoor mall with a food market attached. I was worried about walking on the hot asphalt of the parking lot but Ma’am had a pair of sandals ready for me. She didn’t place any chains or even a leash on me, just making me promise to be a “good girl,” which gave me goosebumps.

We walked all around the food market. I carried the hand basket and stayed one pace behind Ma’am and to her left. She would see something in a stall or on a shelf, I would fetch it and present it to her for inspection, and if it met with her approval I placed it in the basket. I focused all my attention on doing my duty, so I really didn’t notice the stares I got or the remarks to Ma’am.

It wasn’t like the other customers and the staff had never seen a slave in public before. I wasn’t even the only slave present at the market! I saw a couple of slaves standing outside a small tent offering neck and shoulder massages, and one of the fish seller stalls was actually run by a very good-looking young male slave. He was tanned all over with dark curly hair and deep brown eyes. He had the body of a Greek god, concealed only by a waist apron and a pair of rubber clogs. He flirted shamelessly with Ma’am, who seemed amused. When he handed me the wrapped package of fish his fingers brushed mine. I looked up at him, he smiled, and I blushed. “Thank you, Christos,” Ma’am said, giving me that half-smile, and we were off. I glanced back just in time to see him turn around to put something away, and discovered that his apron did not cover his bare bottom. So that’s what a Greek god’s butt looks like, as tight and tanned as the rest of him. He looked over his shoulder at me and winked. I stumbled, and Ma’am turned to ask if I was okay. I said I was, and when we resumed walking I heard her muse, “I wonder if he’s available for rent?”

If that was the best experience, the worst was when Ma’am ran into an acquaintance and they stopped to talk. Mrs. Lovell was accompanied by her own slave, a girl around my age who was basically my opposite. She was short and thick with very pale skin, had dark red hair, green eyes, and a heart-shaped face. She kept her enormous breasts in check with a clear plastic bra, but strangely wore nothing to support her very jiggly behind. She was otherwise naked except for some slippers and a shiny chrome necklace. Ma’am and Mrs. Lovell went to a nearby café to catch up, but it had the sign with a yellow line running across a lock which apparently means we can’t go in. The café had a small area outside for keeping bicycles, strollers, dogs, and slaves. The two of us knelt on a padded mat. Ma’am ordered me to “Modest Kneel,” meaning my hands could cover my crotch, but the other slave was not permitted to do so. Our owners took chains that were fastened to the brick wall of the building, locked them to our collars, and went inside.

I was mortified being left alone on public display not far from the front door of the establishment, facing a busy sidewalk, a low iron fence the only thing separating us from the shoppers. Quite a few men, ranging from boys to elderly men, stopped to gawk at us, some even trying to get us to talk to them. Ma’am had gone over the rules of public slave conduct with me before, and a big one was that slaves do not engage in idle conversation with free persons, so we ignored them. But it was not easy.

In some ways the women were worse. Some gave us icy looks, hating us for what we represented. A few openly sneered at us, calling us “deadbeats,” “criminals,” “whores,” and worse. A few treated us with pity. Not good, sympathetic pity but more of a condescending, isn’t-it-too-bad-for-the-poor-dumb-animals pity. One young woman asked her older companion if they should go tell the café to bring us water because it was getting warm. She replied that it was the owner’s responsibility, that they shouldn’t interfere in how he or she managed their property, and if the slaves got thirsty it was their own fault for getting into collars in the first place. One little girl waved at us. I smiled at her. Her mother snatched up her hand and hurried her away. But most just ignored us, even if we happened to catch their eye, turning away or suddenly needing to look at their phones. I felt like I was being publicly shamed, put in the stocks in a Puritan village.

At one point a group of college-age men gathered and loudly compared the pros and cons of our two bodies. One of them, egged on by the others and probably emboldened by the absence of a nearby owner, hopped the little fence and moved to feel our breasts. We both moved away from him, but couldn’t go far as our backs were literally against the wall. He pulled the redhead’s breasts out of her bra, squeezing them quite roughly, and she let out a high-pitched note. It wasn’t a scream exactly, more like she was imitating a bird. It was a brief “Eeeee!” sound, and the groper froze, as surprised as I was. He looked back at his cronies and shrugged, then turned to me. I felt his hot, sweaty hands on my chest for just a moment before he stood up. His friends were shouting at him to ditch. Vaulting the fence he ran off with the group, pursued by a mall cop on one of those two-wheeled Skedway.

Saved by a mall cop. Not putting that in my memoirs.

My companion was Anna, she was from Denmark, and she had a cute accent. She explained that her collar could detect a high-pitched noise from her and send an alert to her owner, who had almost certainly notified security. Also, slaves could talk among themselves if they weren’t expressly forbidden and it didn’t interfere with their duties.

“Denmark?” I asked. “Isn’t that a social welfare state where everyone is taken care of? Why would you come here?”

“European economies were damaged by the Short War. No jobs for anyone, no chance of good life. A recruiter chatted me up at the kindergarten where I applied for position. When she learned I spoke English, she told me how much money I could make as indentured nanny in America. No prospects so here I am.”

“Any regrets?”

“Just I wish I spoke Mandarin or Cantonese, I could make much more money,” Anna said, smiling briefly.

“Where are the children you look after?”

“In school. We will leave soon to get them. I love taking care of them, and I get to wear clothes when they are at home.”

“I hope this isn’t too personal of a question, but how are the sexual arrangements with your owners?”

She laughed. “There are no personal questions with slaves. Once the children are asleep, I am expected to service both master and mistress in bed, and occasionally others as I am told.” She began to laugh again and gave her breasts a gentle shake, then said, “And of course Master appreciates my physical attributes more than my degree in child development. I think that makes Mistress jealous, so sometimes she does things to humiliate me, like taking me here to walk around and show my body to strangers. But I do not mind. If she thinks public nudity offends me, she really knows nothing of Denmark.”

“Wait, so sometimes you do wear clothing in public?” I asked.

“Yes, most of the time. When I am around her children, or when Master is present, or we are going to some place that does not allow nude slaves inside.”

“Huh,” I said. “I guess I don’t see too many clothed slaves walking around.”

“Slaves wearing clothes are everywhere,” Anna replied matter-of-factly. “There’s one over there. See the girl in the blue and white dress with the older woman following her? The woman is a slave.”

I saw a young white woman, around high school age or just over, long blond hair and well-dressed. She was walking slowly, window shopping. She was followed by a brown-haired white woman easily twice her age, wearing a dark green dress with a mock turtleneck. As I watched, the older woman stayed one pace behind and to the left of the younger woman, and carried several shopping bags, just like I do with Ma’am.

“Oh, I see. I’m guessing her dress conceals her collar?”

“Yes. All slaves must be collared, but the collar does not need to be visible. Thinking of their ages she is most likely a chaperone.”

“That must be a tough job,” I said, as I studied the slave chaperone’s face. It appeared relaxed, just observing the girl, but I couldn’t help feeling it was a mask she put on to hide her true feelings.

“So your mistress takes you out nude in order to put you in your place. Does that make her feel better?”

Anna shook her head. “I think it is not enough for her now. Each time we come here, we go to the punishing place. I don’t know the name of it, but it is a round-shaped park with stocks, right? Wooden things where you put your head, things like that. We walk around it a few times, like she is building up her courage to take me there and whip me.”

“Seriously?” I whispered. “You think she’s that jealous? What will your master say when you come home covered in whip marks?”

At the same time, I was wondering what it would be like to be whipped in public. I imagined a post in a public square, Anna chained to it with her arms over her head, her mistress using a long, leather whip on her defenseless flesh. Crying out when the lash reaches the nipples on her huge breasts, the inevitable crowd surrounding them cheering and applauding.

Then I imagined Ma’am saying something like, “They shouldn’t have all the fun,” and the next thing I know I’m hanging next to Anna, naked and shivering with fear, trying not to plead for mercy, while the crowd chants whip her good whip her good and Ma’am shakes the kinks out of a coiled whip. My body is stretched out, my breasts lifted up from my raised arms, my legs and butt taut, so vulnerable and helpless as dozens of people are about to watch me be tortured for their entertainment. I’m anxious, for sure, but at the same time a thrill starts in my pussy and runs throughout my body.

My attitude toward being punished has really taken a turn, huh? Maybe the key is to add some humiliation.

The Skedway returned, stopping in front of the little gate. The mall cop stepped off and walked over to us. He was about medium height, wearing a light blue police uniform, a plastic helmet, and a heavy belt with pouches and a holstered Taser. I couldn’t see his eyes through his wraparound sunglasses, but he was a white guy with short brownish hair, clean-shaven, and as far as I could tell not much in the way of muscle tone.

“Are either of you injured?” he asked. “No, sir,” we both answered, shaking our heads.

“Good, glad to hear it. You two look okay to me, more than okay. And would you look at that, it’s time for my break,” he said, flashing his wristwatch.

I looked at Anna, who replied with a quick eye roll.

When I looked back, I saw that the cop had pulled out his penis. I expected it to be tiny and limp but it was okay, maybe five inches long, a bit on the thin side and half-erect.

“My break is fifteen minutes. I’m going to give you ten to make me cum, and I want both your mouths on me,” he said, tapping his watch. “Aaaand go!”

Anna seemed completely unfazed. She immediately took the head in her mouth, leaving me to stare at him like an idiot. This is the part of slavery no one talks about on TV. Kneeling in front of some loser who can order me to take his gross cock in my mouth, and if I don’t do it I will be punished. I guess I should be grateful that he didn’t decide I should just turn around and bend over.

There’s that little thrill again, running up my spine and back down into my stomach. Be honest with yourself, would it really be that bad to offer up my pussy to a twerp who could never get a girl as hot as me without paying for it? Wiggle my hips at him, look over my shoulder at him with puppy dog eyes, bite my lip and beg him to fuck me with his big hard dick…

Anna was moving beyond the head, taking in more of his dick which left me little room to help. I wonder if she did that on purpose? Taking a bullet for me. I shuddered, but in solidarity with her I touched my lips to the side of the thin, rapidly-inflating cock. The skin was warm and it smelled like new polyester that had been left in a car on a hot day. I ran my tongue down the side until I reached the base, then I started back up gently flicking my tongue. The cop groaned.

“Ahem.”

The cop immediately stepped back, his hard cock pointing at an angle into the air. I turned my head and saw Ma’am and her friend standing at the top of the steps leading into the café.

“Thank you officer, that will be all,” Mrs. Lovell said, striding forward to unlock the chain on Anna’s collar. The cop managed to stuff himself back into his pants, then hopped on his Skedway and, well, skedaddled.

That’s a word, right? I think I got it from the Old West movies my dad liked to watch.

“I’ll call you next week, Jo,” Mrs. Lovell said to Ma’am as she leashed her slave. “It was lovely seeing you!”

Anna flashed me a brief smile before heeling her mistress, and they were gone. Ma’am watched them go, then climbed down the steps and unlocked my collar. “Attend,” she said, so I stood up and clasped my hands in front of me.

“You behaved correctly with the security officer, my dear. Legally no one is allowed to touch a slave they do not own, not without permission, but some persons believe they are not subject to the law or to social norms. You complied with his demand, avoided an escalation that might have seen you hurt, and you trusted that I would come to your aid. Well done.” She placed a hand on the side of my face and caressed it.

“Thank you, Ma’am,” I replied.

“Of course. Now open wide,” Ma’am said. I opened my mouth. I heard a crinkle of a cellophane wrapper, which was followed by a peppermint taste in my mouth. I really, really appreciated that Starlight mint.

“That should help,” she said with a wink. “Let’s go home, shall we?”
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Another day, another surreal experience.

I was finishing up my morning session with the sex trainers. I think I was on my second re-watch of the DVDs and I was beginning to get a good feel for the machines, so to speak.

I start off on the oral trainer, since it is the most taxing to me. I kneel on the bottom plate of the trainer, and the part that rises up in front of me has a small video screen and a dildo attached to a bunch of wires that runs down to a box on the base. I take the dildo in my mouth or in my hands or both, and do whatever the machine tells me to do while I watch my statistics on the screen. I suck and lick and stroke the rubber phallus until I’ve completed the day’s assigned program.

Next I use the Sybian, which I sit on top of so that my crotch is touching a plastic piece set into the middle. The piece has a number of attachments, but so far I’ve only used two: a thing that reminds me of astroturf that stimulates the outside of my pussy, and a small dildo that stimulates the inside. As far as I can tell the machine’s only purpose is to teach me how to control my orgasms. I don’t know how it does it, but if it thinks I’m close to cumming it buzzes a warning, and if I actually climax it gives me a little electric shock. Honestly the shock is more embarrassing than painful, it’s like seeing “YOU LOSE” when you die in a video game.

Finally the “PowerRod 6000” is a fucking machine that runs dildos of various shapes and sizes in and out of body cavities and analyzes the speed, depth, pressure, and a bunch of other things to determine if the user is following the program. In my case, I’m learning something called “pompoir,” which is using the muscles inside my vagina to massage a man’s cock. Yes, I’m serious, that’s really a thing.

Needless to say I’m pretty spent after each session and Ma’am has given me permission to rest after each one. But this afternoon, shortly after I finished cleaning the equipment and putting it away, she shouted for me to meet her at the front door.

Ma’am looked well put together, as usual, but I noticed barely-concealed bags under her eyes. She’d been staying up late recently, working in her office. Ma’am yawned and stretched her arms out to the side before acknowledging me. “I could use some fresh air and caffeine, and you could use some live practice,” she said.

Ma’am cuffed and leashed me and we left her building, headed toward the coffee shop. We passed by the usual assortment of citizens, and got the same reactions as last time: curiosity, lust, annoyance, disgust, and lots of just straight up ignoring us. I admit that when we passed by the construction area, where last time I had attracted the attention of the enormous man in the hard hat, I looked everywhere for him. I was hoping he had an equally enormous friend, so when he grabbed me his friend could grab Ma’am. I imagined them stripping her in front of me, tying her hands behind her with some cord, and forcing us to kneel side-by-side and service them. Would they want a lesbian show? The two of us in the sixty-nine position, forced to lick under threat of their calloused hands and heavy leather belts… It gave me goosebumps.

But alas, no sign of him. I really seem to be getting into this whole sex slave thing, huh?

We entered the coffee shop. It was far less busy than last time. Jordie, the barista from my first visit, waved us to the counter.

“Hello, Jordie!” Ma’am said. “How are you?”

“Better now that you’re here,” he said with a shy grin, looking from Ma’am to my bare breasts and back again.

“I’d like two of the usual, to go," she said, “But before you prepare them I wonder if you would do me a favor?”

“Of course, Miss O’Meara, anything!”

She held up the end of my leash. “Would you mind showing Angelica the back kitchen in your fine establishment? I have some texts to answer and I wouldn’t want her to get bored.”

Jordie’s mouth dropped open and his eyes widened so far I was genuinely afraid his eyeballs might fall out. I looked up at the chubby, goateed young white man, batted my eyelashes and gave him what I thought was my best “come hither” smile. I hammed it up a little but mostly for Ma’am’s sake, I wanted her to know that I was willing to do whatever she required of me.

“Sure, Miss O’Meara, I can give her a tour. What’s her name?”

“Angie,” she said. “And take your time, I’m in no hurry. As for you, go with Jordie and do whatever he tells you.” She took out her phone and walked toward a table.

Jordie gave my leash a little tug. I followed him behind the counter and into the kitchen. It was smaller than I imagined, with only two people working at a steel table preparing food.

“Hey Roman, watch the counter for me, will ya?” he shouted, holding up the end of my leash. “Gotta go in the office and count receipts.”

A beefy Hispanic guy turned his head. “Aw, man!” he mock-groaned, grinning and wiping his hands on his apron. The other worker, a mousy white girl with a long braid, glasses, and a chef’s cap, rolled her eyes and continued working. Great, everyone knows what’s going on. I could feel an embarrassed flush warm up my cheeks.

If the kitchen was small, the office was tiny. The windowless room contained a filing cabinet, some shelves up on one wall, a desk with a computer and a ratty swivel chair. A whiteboard covered with schedules and notices dominated the wall to the right. I could faintly smell the disinfectant from the bathroom across the hall. Jordie led me inside and closed the door.

He took off his apron, hanging it on the back of the door. He turned and looked at me, giving me a long up-and-down. In public, I found stares very, very uncomfortable, but in a close, private setting? Not so much. I thrust out my breasts and very subtly moved them back and forth. A smile appeared on his face, quickly growing into a grin.

Jordie took my tits into his hands, gently squeezing them, brushing his thumbs over my nipples. “Will you really do whatever I tell you?” he whispered.

Well yes, Jordie, that’s the whole point of slavery. Even so, while I admit that he was cute in a scruffy hippie-boy sort of way, he was definitely not my type. Not even close. I knew that I would have to have sex with this guy I had no attraction for whatsoever, but I was mostly okay with it. This was clearly a test, and I intended to pass.

“Yes sir, whatever you tell me,” I replied, trying to sound breathless. May as well practice some of the performance techniques Ma’am taught me.

He stripped off his t-shirt. Not bad. Tanned like someone who spent his time playing disc golf rather than in a tanning salon, he was a little doughy but overall in decent shape. Pink nipples, no body hair that I could see which was a plus, and no tattoos which surprised me. Pulling off his knit cap, he shook out his long blond hair. I expected it to be sweaty and dirty, but it actually looked rather nice, like he kept up with it.

Then he did a completely unexpected thing. He put his arms around my waist, pulled me to his bare chest, and kissed me.

I was surprised, but after a second’s hesitation I kissed him back. He smelled like coffee beans with an undercurrent of patchouli. I brushed my nipples against his chest, feeling little downy hairs on his skin. It was kind of sweet, just kissing, and he didn’t even try to put his tongue into my mouth. But there was nothing ginger or delicate about the way he held me. He was taking what he wanted, but he wasn’t interested in being a brute about it.

Taking a bundle of unassembled cardboard boxes off one of the shelves, he put it on the uncarpeted floor in front of the chair. He sat in the chair, then pointed at the cardboard bundle just as Ma’am would have. I knelt down in front of him, naked and submissive, knowing what was coming next and that I had no choice in it.

Honestly, that knowledge was strangely arousing. Like I said, I’m really getting into this sex slave stuff.

Jordie unbuttoned his pants, then pushed them down to his ankles. He wasn’t wearing underwear, which deducted a point in my estimation. He redeemed himself by not having a thick forest of pubes, just a modest little patch of blonde curls. Spreading his knees, I got a good look at his cock. It was like the rest of him: not what I expected, not great, but not bad either. Five or six inches long, circumcised, and of a decent thickness, if I had to put a dick in my mouth I could certainly do far worse.

And that’s just what I did. I remembered Ma’am’s performance training, looked up at him and smiled then leaned forward and took the head in my mouth. I craned my neck and used my lips because my hands were still bound behind my back, but Ma’am’s training had focused on hands-free blowjobs. Suckling the head, I noted that it tasted only slightly of sweat and there wasn’t any real BO coming off of him. Thank the Lord for sending me a hippie who owns a bar of soap.

His pants buzzed. Gently pushing me back, he reached into a pocket and took out his phone. He glanced at the screen and chuckled before shutting it off. “Sorry about that,” he said to me, “I thought I had it on silent.” His apology surprised me almost as much as the kiss. Who apologizes to a slave? Setting the phone on the desk he leaned back, putting his hands behind his head and smiling.

I took the hint and returned to work. I decided I was going to give him one hell of a blowjob, so I pulled out all the stops. I sucked and licked and suck-licked. I took his entire cock down my throat, and when my lips met the base I stuck out my tongue and licked his balls. I was surprised to discover that my oral sex training was paying off so quickly. Deep throating him came to me as naturally as kissing.

I glanced up periodically to gauge the effect I was having, but I really didn’t need to bother. He was a vocal guy, groaning and moaning and muttering and exclaiming things like “Yes, yes!,” “Ah, fuck!” and “Oh my god!” By the time he told me to stop, his arms dangled off the sides of the chair and his head tilted all the way back to look at the ceiling.

So here’s another weird thing. I felt confident. My training on the machines and Ma’am’s instruction were a big part of it. I also knew that Jordie found me very attractive, a sexy woman rather than merely a set of holes to plunder, and I was beginning to appreciate my ability to subtly influence him with my body, my face, and my voice. It felt like as long as I played it right, that I was the one actually in the driver’s seat.

Of course, kneeling in an office before a man who is somehow in charge and giving him a blowjob is one of the most common fantasies a submissive woman can have, so there’s that too.

Jordie stood up and kicked off his shoes and pants. He pulled me to my feet by the collar (which was hot) and pushed me over the desk. I could feel his hands on my hips, running over my ass, up the small of my back and down to the backs of my thighs. I twisted my bound arms so that I could place one hand on the desk to brace myself, then spread my legs. One of his hands pulled my ass cheek to one side while the other began running up and down my slit. Soon I felt his fingers enter me. I inhaled sharply, and looked over my shoulder at him.

He held up two fingers, shining with moisture. He looked me in the eye and popped the fingers in his mouth. I may have looked surprised because he laughed. Then he did something else I didn’t expect.

I think we’re up to three unexpected things now? Yeah, that sounds right.

Placing one hand on my crotch, the fingers gripping my pussy and his thumb resting just below my asshole, he lifted me up. My hips left the desk, my feet left the floor and the side of my face pressed into the desktop. Jordie’s stronger than he looks, and he gave my hips a shake, causing my legs to swing gently. He was literally grabbing me by the pussy and manhandling me just to amuse himself. In that moment I felt completely and utterly owned by this hippie boy.

He lowered me back down but kept his hand on my pussy. I was growing so hot and even a little needy, and pushed back on his hand a little without even realizing it. I heard him chuckle, and he started using his fingers on me.

He teased my clit expertly, stroked my inner folds in just the right way, and gently ran his fingers in and out of my cunt. Using his other hand he alternated between lightly caressing my sphincter and kneading my ass cheeks. I was wet before, but now I was on my way to sopping. I was so turned on I started to squirm, but stopped myself because slaves aren’t supposed to squirm. I felt my hard nipples rubbing on the desktop, and it felt so good I started squirming again.

“Aren’t we a hot little slave girl?” Jordie said. It’s true, in that moment I really was.

“Tell me what you want, slave girl,” he said.

“Oh God,” I said. “I want you to fuck me, sir. I want your big, hard cock in my slave pussy. I want you to take every inch of me, sir, use me any way you wish.” He brushed my G-spot with his fingers, and I moaned. “Please, sir, this slave girl is begging you, fuck me!”

Ma’am didn’t teach me any of that, I just improvised it off the top of my head. Not bad, huh? Of course, it’s much easier to do when you mean every word of it.

A sharp slap on my butt, followed by the head of his cock against my outer lips. He pushed inside me a little, and I groaned. Then without any build-up or warning, he pushed his cock all the way in. I yelped a little, from pain, but not too loudly because my goal was in sight.

Oh my god, how do I explain what I felt? His dick was smaller than Al’s, but Al was interested in giving us both pleasure. Jordie, on the other hand, just wanted to rail me until he came so it was a very different experience. His speed and force, the repeated spanks on my ass cheeks, being bent over the desk like a fuck toy, the handcuffs rigid against my skin, my nipples grinding against the desk like erasers, all of it bordered on being too much. His cock raked the walls of my tunnel over and over and over. I started panting from sheer anticipation.

It felt like it went on for hours. A couple of times he lifted my hips and attacked me from a different angle. Then he’d drop me down and grip my shoulders for a good hard pounding. He grabbed my leash and pulled my collar, forcing my head back, slapping my ass, reminding me of my status as an object to be used. “Please, please, please,” I repeated, over and over, unable to finish the sentence. I felt the lava rising to the top of the volcano.

Before I knew it, before I was ready, the volcano erupted. Like an explosion in my center, it spread all over my body, every nerve ending on fire. I let out a really loud moan then exclaimed something unintelligible.

Jordie did not respond, since he was working on his own eruption. I looked over my shoulder. A lot of hair had fallen onto his face but I could see his closed eyes and gritted teeth.

He gave a long growl and flooded my pussy with warm cum. The feeling was indescribable. He kept pumping in and out until he began to soften. I heard him slump into the desk chair behind me.

I closed my eyes for a moment to rest.

I was roused by Jordie grabbing my hair and lifting my head off the desk to look at him.

Except it wasn’t Jordie, it was the woman from the kitchen, the one with the glasses and the long single braid of brown hair.

“Huh,” she snorted. “Jordie is preparing your order, or your master’s order or whatever. He told me to clean you up and take you back out front. Can you walk?”

I shook my head to clear it, and she took that as a “no.”

“Fine, I can give it a minute,” she said. Tilting her head to look at my lower body, she scrunched up her face in distaste. I could feel that cum had leaked out of me onto my thighs.

“I’m not cleaning that,” she said, then gave me a look. “You know Jordie is my boyfriend, right?”

“I’m, I’m sorry…” I managed.

“That’s okay, I know you didn’t have a choice. I’ll forgive you, but forgiveness comes with a price.” She reached into the front pocket of her flower-print apron and drew out a long wooden spoon.

Some time later the girl led me by my leash out of the kitchen and over to where Jordie stood, talking to Ma’am. Without a word she handed the leash to Jordie and returned to the back of the house.

He looked after her, quickly handing off the leash to Ma’am. Placing the drink carrier around my neck, he then hurried off to the kitchen.

Ma’am looked me up and down. “Oh my,” she said, placing a hand over her mouth.

I knew what she was looking at, but I still turned so I could see my own reflection in the large front window. My ass was covered in angry, red marks.

Spoon-shaped marks.

“That was Jordie’s girlfriend,” I told Ma’am in a low tone.

Ma’am’s eyes darkened. “That is completely inappropriate. No one has the right to punish you without my permission. But I also committed a faux pas permitting Jordie to have you when his girlfriend is present. I didn’t even know he had a girlfriend, let alone one who worked with him. He really is a brazen piece of work.” Ma’am sighed. “Since there was wrong doing on both sides, I’m going to let it go this once. Let’s go before there’s any drama. I don’t want to have to find a new coffee place.”

ANGIE’S SLAVE DIARY:

I continue to work my way through the DVDs and the sex training equipment. I was used to having Ma’am stop by and check on my progress from time to time, giving me pointers or corrections. But I hadn’t seen Ma’am all day. I brought her coffee first thing this morning but that was all. I finished cleaning off the equipment and putting it away, then went to her office and knocked on the door.

Ma’am looked harried and tired, and it wasn’t even noon. She had stacks of papers on her desk, and the stacks had migrated to the surrounding floor. She had her laptop open next to her desktop computer and was glancing back and forth between the two screens. When I arrived she looked up, smiled, and gestured me inside. She sighed and rubbed her eyes with the palms of her hands. “Argh, I have such a headache and nothing I take is working on it,” she said.

I knelt next to her chair. “Ma’am, may I speak?”

“Certainly, my dear,” she said, turning the chair to face me. I could see she was wearing yoga pants and a sweatshirt. Knowing her as I did, I was concerned. She never dresses like this when she is not literally exercising.

“Ma’am, you haven’t been sleeping much, and when you do sleep it’s not very well. May I help you?”

“Hm, may instead of can,” she mused. “Alright, how do you think you can help me?”

“If I may demonstrate, Ma’am,” I said. I rose to my feet and moved behind her. I put my fingertips in various places around her neck and started rubbing the spots, increasing the pressure slightly as I gauged her reaction.

After a few minutes of this, Ma’am let out a low moan. “Oh my god, Angelica, I can actually feel my headache starting to subside. Where did you learn to do this?”

“My mother suffers from stress headaches, so I learned how to massage her neck and shoulders. Most of the time, that’s where her headaches start.”

Ma’am groaned with relief. “I can’t believe this is working.”

I smiled to myself. Bathing and dressing Ma’am was intimate, but this was something else, using my hands to make my owner moan brought a thrill that ran up my spine and ended on the top of my head.

I moved down to her shoulders and started on the knots that were in the larger muscles that supported her neck. Ma’am’s head dropped forward, and I could hear her breathing start to slow down. I spent a few more minutes finishing what I was doing then knelt in front of her. I put a hand on each of her knees and shook her gently. Her head snapped up with a sharp intake of breath.

“Ma’am?” I said quietly. “You’re exhausted. Please go lie down and rest. I can shut down in here, and I’ll wake you when dinner is ready.”

She looked at me for a moment. The confident, in-control businesswoman and slaving professional was nowhere to be seen. Instead, I saw a woman who desperately needed someone to look after her. That little half-smile appeared, and she nodded.

I felt a surge of… something in my chest, and I smiled.
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After I got Ma’am into bed I returned to her office.

I know I shouldn’t have been snooping. I know that. But I couldn’t help it. More than anything I wanted to know about Ma’am’s plans for me. Besides, Ma’am’s office didn’t have a camera.

I looked through the papers on the floor and on the desk. Among the clutter, I found a mix of government and legal documents relating to several businesses, some of which included Joanna O’Meara as executive officer.

I turned my attention to her laptop and desktop computers and looked through the files she had open. The files contained mostly spreadsheets, with some PDFs of bank accounts and tax information. I must have spent a couple of hours looking through them, because before I knew it I had to leave to prepare dinner.

I took Ma’am a tray with a plate of food and a carafe of water. She was out cold on her bed. I tried waking her but she resolutely refused, rolling over and swatting at me half-heartedly. I set down the tray and returned to her office.

The picture that emerged from the documents was that Ma’am owned or had a financial interest in a number of businesses, ranging from the small boutique up to fairly substantial. All were associated with the “contractual service industry” and all profitable to varying degrees, which appeared to make her well-off, if not wealthy. She was worried about various tax implications, which accounted for the majority of the paper stacks, but that wasn’t her main concern. She was primarily focused on trying to wring as much short-term cash as possible from her businesses and from a few assets like small parcels of real estate.

Normally I’d assume this was in response to some looming expense like a debt repayment, or even something like covering gambling losses. But I couldn’t find anything. Ma’am really didn’t owe much of anything to anyone, which is very on-brand for her.

I’ve already admitted that I shouldn’t have snooped, but at this point I felt like I was in for a penny, in for a pound. So I opened her email.

And there it was.

As I read the messages my heart sank to the soles of my feet. I closed her email, shut down her computers, and turned off the lights in the office before beginning my evening chores. I had a lot to think about.
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The next day I knelt on the terrace next to Ma’am, who sat at a small wrought-iron table. We were finishing a late breakfast and talking about various things. The morning was still bright and sunny, and although I had not performed Ma’am’s body service, I thought she looked wonderfully relaxed in her dressing gown and slippers, hair loosely gathered. Our conversation was easygoing and growing very familiar, more like friends than owner and slave. She smiled at me frequently over the course of the morning.

“Ma’am, may I ask a question on a different topic?”

Ma’am nodded as she ate.

“It’s about my sexual service training.”

“Oh?”

“It appears that the training regimen only covers penetrative vaginal sex and oral sex performed on males.”

Ma’am chuckled. “You are correct, you are missing sex for women. How do you feel about that?”

Though caught off-guard, I managed to avoid making any external reaction. How do I feel about going down on women? THAT is a complicated subject…

“Ma’am, I am here to serve. I will do my best at whatever you require.”

Ma’am smiled. “A very politic answer. Slaves have no control over who owns them, of course, or who they are ordered to serve, so any course of study must include sexual skills for pleasing women.”

She took a long, slow sip of coffee while gazing at me. I looked back at her, but said nothing. The tension between us felt so thick I could have cut it with a knife.

“Ma’am, may I-”

“When we’re having a conversation you don’t need to ask permission for every question. Please speak normally.”

“Yes Ma’am. Sorry, Ma’am. Is it common for straight slaves to sexually service members of the same sex?” I asked.

Ma’am fixed me with a look. “You’re not that naive, Angelica,” she said. “But since you asked, of course they do. Strangely it’s much more common among male slaves, especially the younger ones, but many women owners who do not consider themselves lesbian or even bisexual will avail themselves of the services of a female slave.” She shrugged. “My theory is that they view slaves as another type of stimulation device. One wouldn’t ask a vibrator its sexual orientation before using it. And female slaves are thought to be more skilled at cunnilingus due to their shared anatomy.

“But I’m sure you’re aware of all that,” Ma’am concluded. “Now tell me what you really want to know.”

“I assumed that depersonalization was necessary for slaves in brothels and suck bars,” I said. “But how does that work with women who own personal slaves? That is, heterosexual women who have sex with the same slave on a regular basis?”

“You’re asking if they become attached?” Ma’am said, arching an eyebrow. “Of course they do. Some of them, anyway. But the human heart is a mysterious thing, so it’s difficult to predict the course such a relationship might take. Think of the women who embark on affairs with their underlings at work, becoming quite intimate only to discard them whenever their career dictates.” She turned her head to look over the city skyline. “That said, it can also lead to interesting places, humans being what we are.”

That was all very cryptic, I thought, and not at all enlightening.

“Ma’am, have you ever had-”

“Of course I have,” she snapped. “But always in the context of training and correction.”

Sighing, she looked back at me. “I’m sorry, I should not have been short with you, it was a reasonable question. Yes, I have had sex with women, and not always during training. I found that the experiences ranged from irritating to sublime." She put down her cup and folded her hands on the table top. “How about you? Have you ever been with a woman?”

“No, Ma’am,” I said. “Not really. I kissed Tillie in the hot tub, and she touched me, but nothing more. I think it was mostly for Al’s benefit. Oh, and I did make out with my roommate in college. Once.”

Ma’am snorted. “A standard college experience. How would you have felt if she had asked you to go down on her?”

I thought for a minute. “I honestly don’t know, Ma’am. I mean, I wouldn’t have rejected it out of hand but she also wasn’t someone I had any strong feelings for. But if I care enough about someone… maybe?”

“What if you were required, as a slave, to perform oral sex on a woman for whom you had no romantic feelings or sexual attraction? How would you feel about that? And don’t do that ‘I am here to serve’ business, I want to know how you, Angelica, would feel.”

“If I had no feelings about her one way or another, and I didn’t find her physically repulsive, I would do it without feeling upset. I would do my best to please her, to do a good job, of course. But without the connection, it would be just another task, I think.”

Ma’am looked at me and nodded. "Interesting. Now let’s start our day.”


11




I spent the rest of the morning with my head full of visions of Ma’am. Being ordered to go down on her, to use a toy on her, to get on all fours so she can use a strap-on on me, even just the idea of kneeling in front of her, very submissive and obedient, while she decides what she wants to do with me, all of it was turning me on.

I tried thinking about other women - friends, college students, co-workers, even celebrities - and how it would feel to do the same to them. Nothing, not really. Oh, the idea of falling into the clutches of a woman like my former colleague Lawanda who wants to use and humiliate me? That had a certain dirty appeal. I could imagine all the boys in the office jerking off to videos of me licking her or her using her fingers on me. But that only worked in the realm of fantasy, and only there because I had a connection to Lawanda - we used to be friends, or at least lunch buddies.

No, if it was anyone other than Ma’am it wasn’t really doing it for me.

I finished my morning chores and began assembling what I needed to make lunch when the doorbell rang. I went to open the door, I felt a little light-headed and my stomach started sinking. I don’t think I will ever like presenting my naked body to random strangers, but I’m determined to make the best of this situation. I stand up straight, lift my shoulders, throw out my chest, smile, and open the door.

Outside stood two women. One a middle-aged Asian woman probably about Ma’am’s age, the other a young white girl, maybe two or three years younger than me. Both wore yoga pants and t-shirts. The older woman was shorter than me, had her dark hair cut in a fashionable bob, and wore lots of jewelry: big dangling earrings, a silver chain necklace supporting a brooch, and a ring on each finger. I thought she looked striking. The younger woman was about my height and quite pretty, with blue eyes and blond hair tied in a ponytail. When she saw me she beamed a smile that I can only describe as genuinely sweet.

“Good morning, ladies,” I said. “Is my mistress expecting you?”

“Good morning to you, Angelica! You may not remember me but I certainly remember you,” the older woman said. “My name is Susan Wei, you may call me Miss Susan. Now introduce yourself.”

For a moment I thought she was telling me to introduce myself, but her young companion spoke up.

“I’m Sandy, very pleased to meet you standing up for a change!” She held out her hand. I wasn’t sure what to do. A moment later she realized what she had done and dropped it back to her side, laughing. “Sorry,” she said. “I’m still a little new to all this." She looked me up and down. “Ms. O’Meara said you were attractive, but I didn’t expect you to be hot!”

“Thank you, miss,” I said, smiling and blushing. I couldn’t help but like her already. “If my mistress is not expecting you-”

“It’s okay, my dear,” I heard Ma’am say from behind me. She came up beside me, the silk of her dressing gown brushing against my skin. I stepped aside, the two ladies entered and I closed the door behind them.

Ma’am took Miss Susan’s hands in her own and kissed her on each cheek, and Miss Susan did likewise. “Thank you for coming on such short notice, Sue. I hope I didn’t interrupt anything?”

“We were just finishing up yoga class when I saw your text, we were about to go home anyway,” Miss Susan said.

“Let’s go sit on the terrace, it’s a lovely day outside. Angie, please mix a pitcher of sangria like I showed you and bring it out to us.”

“Oh, that reminds me,” Miss Susan said, turning to Sandy. “Strip.”

Without a word, without hesitation, Sandy took off her shoes, socks, and yoga pants, folding them neatly. I looked over at Ma’am, who was already looking at me to gauge my reaction. She gave me that half-smile. I looked back at Sandy, appreciating her firm, athletic body.

Sandy stripped off her t-shirt, then her athletic bra, revealing her firm, white breasts. She looked to be the same size as me, a B-cup, with light pink nipples. Her nipples were pierced with little rings. I’d never seen nipple rings up close before, so I may have stared at them a little longer than I should.

“Someone’s interested,” Miss Susan chuckled.

Lastly she removed her panties. Her pussy was bald, like mine. Again, I think I stared at it a bit too long. Sandy folded her remaining clothing and assumed the “Wait” position.

I looked at Ma’am again, but she was already talking to Miss Susan. “Her training is coming along nicely. You have a real gift for it, Sue.”

“Coming from you, that means a lot,” Miss Susan said, grinning.

“Would you mind having Sandy assist Angie in the kitchen? That will give us time to catch up.”

“Girl, do what Miss Joanna says,” Miss Susan said without looking at Sandy.

In the kitchen I started gathering the ingredients for sangria, which is mostly red wine, orange juice, chopped fruit and ice cubes. Sandy got out cutting boards and knives and set them on the counter top.

“I’m guessing you’ve been here before?” I said.

Sandy laughed. “Yeah. Mistress and Miss Joanna are good friends. Every time I come here I seem to be in the kitchen.”

“Do you mind if I ask you something?” I said.

“Not at all. I’m sure that’s the real reason they put me in here with you.”

“You said you were very pleased to meet me ‘standing up for a change.’ What did you mean by that?”

“Oh, I’m sorry!” Sandy said, placing a hand on my shoulder. “I thought you might remember me. I was at HCI when you were sold to Miss Joanna, I’m the one who signed off on your shipping departure.”

I put a hand to my mouth.

“Yes, I remember you now, you were wearing a uniform! I was stuffed in a cage, and gagged, so our conversation was one-sided. Sorry it took me a minute-”

“That’s okay, you had bigger things to worry about just then,” Sandy laughed. I liked her laugh.

“I have to ask, you seem to be Miss Susan’s slave, but you’re not wearing a collar. What’s going on with that?”

Sandy scrunched her face up, then relaxed it and smiled again. “It’s complicated. You’re right, I’m not a slave, but I am…” she trailed off.

“It’s okay, you don’t have to tell me,” I said.

“No, that’s not it,” she said, crossing her arms over her chest and looking away. She gave her head a little shake, dropped her arms, took my hand in both of hers, and looked me in the face.

“I’m a lesbian, a sexual submissive, and a serious masochist,” Sandy said evenly. “Mistress and Miss Joanna and some of my friends at work help me out with my needs, while I try to understand who I am and what I want. Right now Mistress is giving me some pretty rigorous deportment training, so I spend a lot of nights and weekends with her. But when I’m not with her I’m a totally normal free woman.” She laughed again. “Well, mostly.”

“So you do this because you like it?” I said, trying not to sound incredulous. “I mean, why not just sell yourself to a sadist? Or a torture brothel?”

Sandy grimaced. “It’s not that simple. I’m submissive, but I like having the freedom to submit to whomever I want. I like being able to turn down a sadist. And this way I can have all kinds of new experiences with new, interesting people.” She ran a hand through my hair. “Like, hopefully, you.”
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I carried the pitcher of sangria out to the terrace, Sandy following me with the glasses, and we served the two older women. Miss Susan had stripped off her own t-shirt and leggings, wearing only an athletic bra and a pair of cotton bikini panties. When I moved closer to pour her drink, I could see the shape of her vagina pressing against the thin material.

I suddenly realized that I would soon have no choice but to place my mouth on it. I shivered a little, but I’m not sure why.

Ma’am still wore her dressing gown, but she had loosened the belt a bit so that she was showing a strip of flesh from her throat down to her navel. I shivered again, and felt some butterflies in my stomach. I’d seen Ma’am naked many times, but none of those times had affected me like this. I found her easy, almost nonchalant sexuality very appealing.

Ma’am and Miss Susan were still in conversation when we arrived. Once we had served them, without looking at us each woman pointed to a spot where Sandy and I were to kneel.

They finished talking and then Miss Susan looked at me. “Angie, your mistress tells me that you’ve never been with a woman. As you’ve probably guessed, my girl and I have been invited here to remedy that. We’re going to begin with a demonstration, then move on to practical experience. Please move over there where you can see me, and pay close attention. Girl,” she said to Sandy, “Bottom.”

Sandy took one of Miss Susan’s feet in her hands and lifted it to her mouth, kissing it gently before moving her pink tongue between her mistress’ toes. She progressed upwards, kissing and licking Susan’s calf, knee, and inner thigh, carefully, lovingly, her eyes closed, her lips gliding effortlessly across Susan’s skin. It was shockingly sensuous.

When Sandy reached Miss Susan’s nether region, she carefully took the fabric of her panties in her teeth and pulled it to one side, revealing the older woman’s pussy. Short, fine hairs ran along both sides of her opening, labia peeking out. Sandy stuck her tongue as far out as she could and gave a long, slow, continuous lick from the bottom of Susan’s vulva to the very top. Miss Susan closed her eyes and tilted her head back. I glanced at Ma’am. She watched, bemused, with her chin resting on a hand and one leg crossed at the knee.

As for me, I could feel heat rising up down below, and that little tickle that means I’m starting to get aroused.

Sandy licked up one side of Susan’s labia and down the other a few times before spreading her inner lips with the tip of her tongue. Licking slowly, so slowly it’s a wonder Susan could stand it, she made her way to Susan’s clitoris.

When Sandy’s tongue gave it a small, gentle lick, Susan moaned. Sandy moaned.

And so did I.

I was not touching myself - I remembered Ma’am’s orders - but I admit I was digging my fingernails into the palms of my hands. Hard. My breathing was getting shallow, and I felt like the temperature had gone up a couple of degrees.

I watched Sandy bring Miss Susan to a boil with her tongue and then slowly insert a finger inside her. Her hand was palm up so she could curl her finger toward the front of Susan’s tunnel, in search of her G-spot. Miss Susan raised her hands, fists behind her head, clamped her eyes shut, and grimaced as she got closer and closer to orgasm.

Sandy moved her finger in and out, then paused and wiggled her finger inside Miss Susan, before starting the pumping again. I saw her take Susan’s button between her teeth, tugging gently, before sucking it into her mouth entirely. Her cheeks hollowed slightly as she sucked on her mistress’ clit.

Miss Susan was emitting a low whine when Sandy moved a second finger inside her, and then it was all over. “Aaaah!” Miss Susan shouted, her hips bucking. Sandy held on, sucking and fingering a moving target, until finally Susan placed a hand on her head. Sandy smiled and released her mistress, leaning back into a kneeling position, her lower face glistening.

“This girl is the best there is,” Miss Susan panted. “Follow her example, Angelica.”

“Yes, Ma’am,” I said.

“Sandy, dear, please lie over there and put that pillow under your hips,” Ma’am said. “Angie, do your best to replicate on Sandy what she just did to Miss Susan. You don’t have to do the entire leg buildup, just the main event.”

“Yes, Ma’am,” I said.

I knelt between Sandy’s spread legs. She looked at me and smiled. I smiled back. I wondered if I looked as nervous as I felt, or as excited.

I got on all fours and crawled on top of Sandy. I bent my head and took one of her nipples in my mouth, suckling it before taking the ring in my lips. Tugging on it a few times I released it, then did the same to her other nipple. I could feel her squirm a little. I kissed her between her breasts, and I noticed her skin had a soft down of very light blonde hairs that I wasn’t expecting. It felt nice to nuzzle it. Blazing a trail of kisses down her chest and across her belly to her pussy, I stopped and took a good look at my first closeup of another woman’s genitals. Sandy’s pussy was as beautiful as the rest of her. Symmetrical, well formed, smooth, no razor burn, and it smelled… like me.

I was overwhelmed with arousal and very wet, and the realization that Sandy was just as aroused and wet was incredibly satisfying. I was eager to see what her responses would be to what I would do next.

I got down on my elbows and took a minute to kiss all around Sandy’s pussy, thighs, and abdomen before diving in, so to speak. In my peripheral vision I could see her chest rising and falling, and the pace was increasing.

I gave her outer labia a tentative lick. Her legs shifted a bit. I licked a few more times. Her breathing was picking up. Using my fingertips, I spread apart her labia majora until I could see her pink inner labia. Honestly, I thought they were quite pretty. I poked my tongue out of my mouth and put it inside her. My first taste of another woman was also not what I expected. Based on how much boys complain I expected it to be sour or musky or something unappealing. But it wasn’t bad, not at all.

I wondered how Sandy’s taste compared to Ma’am’s.

Following Sandy’s example, I began licking her labia, trying to get my tongue as far inside as I could. Then I remembered Ma’am’s training for giving blowjobs. Her most important advice was to always monitor your partner’s reactions, and adjust accordingly. Surely that applied to women, too.

Sandy was breathing faster and was still a little squirmy, but I believed I could do better. I started experimenting with things she might enjoy, like brushing my fingernail tips against her sensitive skin, reaching up and playing with her nipples, kneading the bottom globes of her ass cheeks, anything I could think of. She seemed to like everything, but nothing made her start moaning like Miss Susan did.

Then I heard Ma’am say, “Let me give you a hint,” and I felt a long fingernail run up my perineum all the way to my asshole, where it stopped and then poked me right in the bullseye. I yelped and jumped a little, Ma’am and Miss Susan laughed, and Sandy groaned.

I have never touched another person’s asshole for any reason. And I never intended to. But there’s a lot I hadn’t intended on doing today, so…

I stuck my index finger in my mouth, got it as wet as I could, then probed her puckered bud. That got a jolt from Sandy. Her breathing became heavier and she began to writhe, so probe I did while creeping my other finger inside her and swirling my tongue around her clitoris.

“Oh my god,” Sandy said, a bunch of times. As my fingers alternated in and out of her body, I could feel her beginning to tense. On about the sixth “Oh my god” I changed from swirling her clit to sucking it, and on the tenth “Oh my god” I pushed my finger inside her bottom, all the way to the first knuckle.

She came, hard, screaming my name.
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Ma’am and Miss Susan congratulated me on my first cunnilingus. I sat on the ground with Sandy looking over my shoulder, her arms and legs wrapped around me, basking in their praise.

“Now you two go hose off,” Ma’am said, “Then get lunch ready.”

“And afterwards,” Miss Susan chuckled, “perhaps round two?”

Once inside my bathroom, I started the shower then bent over the sink cabinet to get my soap and shampoo caddy. I wasn’t paying close attention, preoccupied as I was marvelling that I just had lesbian sex in front of two other women. What a day.

My attention snapped back when I heard the bathroom door close - and lock.

I felt Sandy’s hand on my back. In a quiet tone of voice she said, “It’s not fair that you didn’t get to cum.” I felt her other hand on my hip. “Spread your ass for me,” she whispered. I reached behind me and pulled my cheeks apart so that she could get a good look. “Mmm, yeah,” she said, squatting down behind me. I felt her finger running up and down the cleavage between my cheeks, stopping to rest on my tight asshole. She rubbed it in circles. I felt another finger brushing against my pussy lips. The dual sensations made me moan. I moaned even more when she stood up and started kissing me, starting at the top of my cleft and moving up my spine to the back of my neck. A wave of goosebumps ran over my body. She had stopped rubbing my asshole and was concentrating on working her fingers into my pussy. I could feel her breath in my ear. She felt so different from the men I’ve been with, softer, gentler, interested in me and my pleasure.

Her fingers strummed my pussy lips as she kissed her way back down to my ass. I felt her kneel behind me, and I got the biggest surprise of the day. Beautiful, blonde Sandy stuck her tongue right up inside my asshole.

This time, I didn’t jump. Between her tongue and her fingers I had the most amazing climax I’ve ever had in my entire life. I had to stuff a washcloth in my own mouth to keep from screaming. Afterwards I trembled and shuddered as I came back down, and Sandy held me. When I could, I turned in her arms and looked at her. “Thank you,” I said. “Just… thank you.”

Sandy smiled that bright, sweet smile, then kissed me hard on the lips.

And I kissed her back.


12




“Ma’am, I’m sorry to disturb you, but may I ask you something?”

It was evening. I stood in the doorway to her bedroom, hands clasped in front of me. I had already gotten Ma’am ready for sleep, she had dismissed me, and she was lying in bed reading. She looked at me with a neutral expression, set her tablet down, and gestured for me to come in.

“Is anything wrong, my dear?” she asked.

“I… I’m not sure, Ma’am. I should have talked to you earlier, but I got caught up in the rhythm of our nightly routine and-”

She waved a hand at me. “It’s alright. I felt like something was bothering you, I’m glad you’re opening up. Come, have a seat,” she said, patting the foot of the bed.

I sat on a bed for the first time in weeks. “Thank you, Ma’am. I have some things weighing on my mind and I’m not sure where to start-”

“Perhaps I can help. I imagine one of the things you wanted to talk about was your experience with Sandy. Is that it?”

“Actually, yes, Ma’am, that’s one of the things.”

Ma’am folded her hands in her lap. “How did you feel about having sex with her?”

“Not the way I expected to, Ma’am. I expected it to be a chore, at best. Instead…”

“Instead you enjoyed it, and you’d probably like to do it again. It’s funny, Miss Susan practically begged me to loan you to her so she could ‘fuck your brains out,’ as she put it. And I think Sandy liked you too. For a woman ambivalent about having sex with women, you certainly left an impression. Tell me, though. Thinking back on what happened, what did you find the most exciting?”

I thought for a moment. “I remember thinking that I couldn’t believe I was doing this, and right in front-”

“In front of other women,” Ma’am finished. I must have looked surprised. She just nodded at me. “You are stimulated by being embarrassed, humiliated, forced to do things in front of others that you wouldn’t normally do. I figured that out on our first trip to the coffee shop, and I used that fact to help you overcome your reluctance with same-sex activities.” Ma’am reached out and took my hand. “Are you ashamed of anything?”

“No Ma’am, I really don’t think so.”

“Good. You have no reason to be. What else is troubling you?”

I clasped my hands together, twisting them around, and couldn’t look at Ma’am.

“Angelica,” she said in a low voice. “Tell me.”

“I’m sorry Ma’am. I looked at your email one night and saw a notice from the state. The notice said my indenture was being converted to permanent slavery. I’m sorry I violated your trust, Ma’am, but I’ve been so worried-”

“Stop,” Ma’am said. “What do you think is going on?”

“I don’t know, Ma’am, I really don’t. I saw all those business and property records in your office, then that notice, and…”

“Keep going,” Ma’am coaxed.

“I was afraid that you were gathering enough money to buy out Cesar’s half of my indenture, then you were going to make me a permanent slave.”

“Why would I do that?” She didn’t sound upset at all.

“You’ve been training me this whole time, to sell me as a high-end sex companion and get back a lot more money than you paid to Cesar.”

“How well do you know your cousin, Cesar Guzman?” Ma’am asked.

I was not expecting that question. “Fairly well, Ma’am. He’s not actually my cousin, but a friend of the family. I’ve known him since I was a girl. His father was my father’s best friend in Monterrey. We called him uncle and so we called Cesar cousin. My father got him his start at Garcia Trading. We’re not close, but I trust him and he did help my sister and me out of a jam.”

“Angelica,” Ma’am said slowly, “He is the one who wants to convert your indenture to an enslavement.”

“What?” I whispered, barely audible, and covered my gaping mouth with both hands.

Ma’am nodded. “Yes, you must not have read the notice beyond the subject line. Fetch my laptop and I’ll show it to you. He’s doing something underhanded, something no reputable professional would ever do but given Garcia’s sketchy reputation…” She shook her head. “It’s not just dishonest, it’s despicable. It’s true that I was trying to raise money to buy the other half of your indenture contract, but I can’t liquidate quickly enough.”

Tears were welling up in my eyes, and I felt one roll down my cheek. “Why? Why would he do that? To me?”

Ma’am took my hand and pulled me to her. She wrapped her arms around me, and I laid my head on her shoulder. I was trying very hard not to cry, but I could feel it overwhelming me.

“Greed, my dear. The reason men do anything. He’s overextended and needs the money from your sale.”

We sat a while, Ma’am holding me and stroking my back, me fighting back sobs. I know she’s my owner and mistress but… I felt good in her arms. Cared for. Cared about.

Ma’am took my shoulders and pushed me back so she could look me square in the eye.

“Now you listen to me, Angelica Ramos. I am not going to let you be enslaved against your will. I have a plan, but I also need you to pull yourself together and be strong. For yourself and for me. No more crying. Understood?”

I wiped tears from my eyes and nodded. “Yes Ma’am, I understand. But, you said you have a plan?”

“Yes, I do,” she replied, and there was that half-smile again. “We’re having a party.”
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ANGIE’S SLAVE DIARY:

A dinner party.

Yes, I’ll be catering a dinner party. Alone. As a slave. Meaning I will set everything up, prepare the food, serve the guests, and mingle with the guests serving drinks all while being leered at, groped, and propositioned at a minimum. Lucky me.

Actually it’s not that bad. Aside from Ma’am there’s only one other guest. So how bad could it be?

Ma’am and I spent the day before planning the meal and practicing what she called “deportment,” which is what slave owners call knowing how to behave yourself around others. I could tell it was important to Ma’am because she held a crop the whole time she instructed me, and would sometimes swish it through the air to emphasize a point.

The day of the party started early. No training or yoga, we launched into getting the place ready. Food delivered, sorted, beginning prep work, ironing the tablecloth, setting the table, selecting the music, back in the kitchen for more prep… I can’t even remember everything we did.

We were serving duck, which I knew nothing about preparing, so Tillie came over to teach me the finer points. Her fee was a couple of glasses of wine and my first official butt pinch of the evening. She watched the kitchen while I got myself cleaned up.

Ma’am had done her own body service and dressing, so I was surprised when she entered my bathroom. She was already dressed in a tailored but sleeveless black linen dress that looked amazing, and she looked amazing in it. Silver jewelry as usual but a bit larger and more showy. She even had an ornate hair stick securing her updo. Ma’am was looking to impress more than usual.

She gave me a wrapped gift box. “Wear this tonight, you’ve certainly earned it,” she said, smiling, then turned and left. A short time later I emerged from the bathroom wearing a sleeveless pink-and-green print Lilly Pulitzer dress, a lovely pair of sandals, and some gold-colored bracelets.

I looked like a million bucks, and I felt like it too.

I returned to the kitchen and took over duties from Tillie. She said goodnight, telling me to enjoy myself and, “Don’t do anything I wouldn’t do!” I honestly have no idea what that might include.

At eight on the dot the doorbell rang. I opened the door to find one of the most striking men I’ve ever seen in my life. He exuded physical grace and an easy self-assurance. He was wearing a double-breasted suit, a tasteful patterned tie with a matching handkerchief, and shoes nicer than anything my family has owned going back at least three generations.

Then my brain had a record scratch. Ah, crap, I remembered him now – he was on the balcony across the street when I put on my slave positions performance. Another person I’m meeting for the first time who’s already seen my asshole. Wonderful.

I welcomed him. He smiled and introduced himself, taking my hand with a flourish and a little bow. “Pleased to make your acquaintance, my dear. My name is Hudson Pierce.”

I took him into the living room to where Ma’am awaited. They took each other’s hands and kissed, not passionate but friendly and familiar. I fetched an aperitif and served it while they chatted. I checked on the first course, and at the appointed time I let them know that dinner was served.

Dinner went well. Mr. Pierce kept up a steady flow of conversation, Ma’am was clearly enjoying herself, and the food was quite good, if I do say so myself. I did not join them at the table, but rather ate my portion on the floor in the kitchen, wearing an apron over my dress.

Eventually Ma’am decided to take dessert and drinks out on the terrace. I double-checked that the outside lighting was turned down to “soft” before I served the cake slices and brandy digestifs.

Before I could return to the kitchen, Ma’am gave me the signal to attend her. I stood next to her, hands folded demurely in front of me.

“Hud,” she said, “You remember Angelica, of course.”

“I do indeed,” he replied, smiling at me. “That was quite the performance she put on for us during Ryan and Patty’s party.”

“Well, the time has come, I’m afraid, to discuss some business,” she said. “Angelica dear, please bring the display platform over here.”

This was not on the schedule, and we had certainly not discussed it. But I rolled the platform, the same one I’d given the performance on, and parked it where Ma’am pointed.

“Be a good girl and stand up on the platform, dear,” Ma’am said to me. Of course I did so, though I was feeling increasingly nervous.

“Now remove your dress, please, and assume ‘Inspection.’”

I hesitated. Of course I did. What the hell was going on? But what else could I do, I reached for the zipper.

“Oh no,” Mr. Pierce said, standing up. “Let me help you.” He went behind me and unzipped the dress. “Now let it fall,” he said, and sat back down.

I shrugged off the shoulder straps and let it fall down my body, pooling at my feet. I spread my legs to a little more than shoulder width apart and placed my hands behind my head, fingers interlaced and elbows out. I stood before the two of them, naked and collared as I have been for the past few weeks, presenting myself for their inspection.

Mr. Pierce stood back up and walked all the way around me. “She is a lovely little thing, so obedient and submissive. Are you sure you want to sell her?”
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I was too shocked to cry out. My vision tunneled, I started to tremble and I thought I might be sick at any moment. I managed to maintain my position, barely.

Sell me? What? How did, I mean, wait, that doesn’t make sense! I thought-

Ma’am let out an annoyed huff. “Look at her face, Hud, you’ve scared her half to death. Angelica, look at me.”

I did so, but it was difficult.

“You are not being sold. I would never let you go to someone else, we’ve already discussed this. Mr. Pierce,” she said, eyeing him, “has a poor sense of humor sometimes. As for you, Hud, I accommodated your request to see her naked body up close, but I didn’t realize you were going to make an irresponsible joke. Really!”

Mr. Pierce, looking a bit sheepish, placed a hand on my hip. “I’m sorry, Angelica, I was trying to be funny. I didn’t mean to cause you any alarm.”

I looked at Ma’am, who nodded. “Apology accepted, Mr. Pierce. Thank you,” I said.

“Get dressed and come down here, Angelica.” She indicated where I should stand.

“The reason I asked Mr. Pierce here, other than to catch up, was to discuss our problem with your cousin. Hud, you have the clearest picture of what he’s up to, would you give her the gist?”

“Certainly, Jo,” he said, his deep voice growing quiet. "Angelica, when you were sold at HCI, your power of attorney rested with your sister Magda. Once she was arrested and charged with false enslavement, the PoA became unassigned. Cesar claims that he now holds the Power of Attorney because Magda assigned it to him before she was arrested. He went with the indenture because he needed some of Jo’s money to fend off the other bidders. In return, she got your services for six weeks. Once he gets you for his six weeks, he’s exercising the Power of Attorney to make you a long-term slave, ten years at least, with himself as your owner.”

“He…” I stammered. “He can’t do that!”

“Not legally, I agree,” Mr. Pierce said. “But he’s counting on you not knowing what’s coming. Once he gains physical control of you he can prevent you from getting help. I assume that he has access to the state enslavement records due to his employment at Garcia’s Trading. He most likely electronically altered the Power of Attorney to add himself as an alternate assignee.”

“That’s what raised my suspicion,” Ma’am said. “I happened to request a copy of your record and saw the secondary assignee listed. I knew I hadn’t seen that before. It’s not unheard of to add something like that after a sale for the sake of record accuracy, it avoids potential title disputes. It’s considered improper but not illegal, at least not in Texas. But if the plan is to free the slave after her indenture, then it’s unnecessary, isn’t it?”

“The law requires a public notice to be posted when certain things happen,” Mr. Pierce continued, “like extending the length of an indentured servant’s contract or converting an indentured servant to a full-time slave. It’s intended as a measure to protect slaves, or at least reduce abuse. Cesar put out a status conversion notice on you last week.” He took out his phone and showed me an official-looking document with my name at the top.

“Okay, so, now that we know what his plan is, we can call the police, right?” I asked.

“Consider that done,” Ma’am said. “One of my closest friends interned with the Special Agent In Charge of the Houston office of the US Department of Involuntary Service, so I know Mr. Nguyen well. I’ve already alerted him to what’s going on.”

“‘One of your closest friends,’ also known as our son, Brandon?” Mr. Pierce said, smiling. He and Ma’am chuckled.

My eyebrows shot up, my eyes widening. Of course I remembered Brandon, he was the slaver who graded my sister Alina like Ma’am graded me. I knew he was her son, although I haven’t seen him since the day of my sale. What I did not know is that Mr. Pierce is his father.

Huh. Now that I looked at him, I could see the resemblance.

If the revelations continued like this, before the night was over my eyes would have popped completely out of my head.

“Then that’s all, right?” I asked.

The smiles faded from Ma’am and Mr. Pierce. “Not exactly,” Ma’am replied. “Agent Nguyen is sympathetic, but there is a legal process to follow, a process that can take weeks or even months.”

“Unless we provide evidence that your safety is in danger,” Mr. Pierce added. “Which we cannot. Getting the court involved is much the same. We can sue on your behalf, but unless we can prove imminent danger the court will not intervene with a restraining order, preferring the case make its way through the system. That would take even more time than letting USDIS handle it.”

“So, Ma’am and sir, are you telling me that the police can’t help me?” I said.

“Not exactly,” Ma’am replied. “They will help eventually, but not fast enough. My fear is that Cesar might take you outside of the country, or hurt you, or worse, before the wheels of justice can begin to move. I believe that turning you over to him would be a serious mistake.”

I started counting my breaths, in through the nose, out through the mouth, trying not to hyperventilate.

“Can I just, you know, not turn myself over to him?”

Mr. Pierce shook his head. “No. There are a number of reasons why that’s a bad idea, not least of which is that Cesar could call the police and have you delivered by force. In that instance, they will act quickly.”

“Ma’am, I don’t understand,” I said. “What am I going to do?”

“Well…” Ma’am looked at Mr. Pierce, who smiled and nodded back.

“Come sit close to me, Angelica, and give me your hands,” Ma’am said. “Now look at me and listen very carefully. There is something you could do to prevent all of this.” She looked calmly into my eyes, and took a breath.

“You can sell yourself.”

She exhaled.

“To me.”
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I stared at Ma’am for far too long. I think my mouth opened and shut a few times. My brain was frozen, kind of like a deer in headlights but more like a deer watching an atomic bomb go off.

“Don’t say anything dear, just keep listening,” Ma’am said. “Hud, tell her about your loophole.”

Mr. Pierce pulled his chair closer to me and placed a hand on my back, just above my shoulder blades.

“I know many, many lawyers. I keep a few on retainer. I’m actually a lawyer myself. I’ve had some of the slipperiest SOBs in Houston think this over, and to all of us the answer is obvious. We have to establish a clear chain of title for you. What that means is that we have to override the current indenture with a permanent enslavement. And the only person who can make you a permanent slave is you. The law is very clear on that matter, it is the one freedom… well, freedom isn’t the right word, but indentured servants are guaranteed the right to terminate an indenture by choosing enslavement. That power of attorney that Cesar claims to have would be worthless in such a case.”

“Angelica, dear, are you still with us?” Ma’am asked. I nodded, still too stunned to speak. She squeezed both of my hands. I realized I was starting to shake.

“Here’s how it would work,” Mr. Pierce said, his hand now up on my shoulder. “You volunteer to be a permanent or ‘life’ slave to Jo. You get the form signed and the state seal on it, and it’s a done deal. The indenture ends immediately, Joanna is your owner, and you have a clear title that shows who owns you. Cesar has no claim on you whatsoever. He can sue for the six weeks indenture he missed, but the courts consider that a civil issue where the only remedy is money, not possession of you. Besides, I don’t think he’s likely to sue for damages that stemmed from a fraud, and before long he’s going to have a lot more to worry about. By the time we’re done with him he’ll be lucky to avoid a collar himself.”

“Of course, the scariest part is that this would be one-hundred-percent official,” Ma’am said, her head tilted down, looking at me over the top of her glasses. “As far as the state is concerned, you would really be a slave for the rest of your life. You would be powerless to prevent me from doing anything I wish to do to you.”

I swear I heard a little tremble in her voice.

“Dear, I know this is a lot to take in,” Ma’am said. “I don’t expect you to take my word for it. I’ve assembled all the documentation to show you, and you are welcome to use my computer to research the situation yourself.” She intertwined her fingers with mine. “But I swear to you, this is not some elaborate plan to trick you into being my slave.”

“Let’s talk about the rest of the plan,” Mr. Pierce said. He produced an envelope from the inside pocket of his jacket, took out some folded papers and smoothed them down.

“This one is called a covenant amendment, or sometimes a rider. It’s a list of enforceable stipulations that can be added to indentures and enslavements. This one is special, in that it is a contract. It says that should Cesar Guzman sign an agreement to relinquish all claims to Angelica Ramos, that Ms. Ramos will be manumitted within twenty-four hours of that agreement being concluded. If Mr. Guzman does not sign such a document within one year from the date of the enslavement, the signatory will herself become a slave to a third party, along with all her property and possessions to dispose of as they see fit.”

He turned the paper so I could see that the name on the contract was Joanna O’Meara.

“Ma’am?” was all I could croak out.

“I keep forgetting that Hud is a lawyer, and talks about things like this as if he’s talking to other lawyers. So let me try. If you have the courage and the trust to enslave yourself to me, I will first sign this contract in front of witnesses,” Ma’am told me. “If I should ever betray your trust, I will become Hudson’s slave, and so will you because you were my property.”

“I chose a year for the length just to be on the safe side,” Mr. Pierce said. “Believe me, it won’t take that long for that creep to realize he’s cooked and try to save his neck. I have a draft of the relinquishment he would sign here.” He showed me another document. “And finally here is my solemn pledge and contract that should you, Angelica Ramos, ever come into my possession or under my control that I will free you as quickly as possible but no later than forty-eight hours from receipt. I’ve already signed it and had it notarized, and given a copy to a friend who’s a criminal lawyer and another who’s a clerk at the federal court, just in case.” He grinned at me. "And a third copy to your mother. So no matter what, one or the other of us will turn you loose as soon as it’s safe.”

“My mother?” I asked Ma’am. “Does she know about any of this?”

“I’ve kept your mother informed about your well being since the day you arrived here. A wonderful woman, by the way, I like her very much. When I was trying to puzzle out the conversion notice she was able to tell me about Cesar and what sort of person he is. That was invaluable,” Ma’am replied.

“Sir, if I may ask,” I said, not breaking Ma’am’s gaze, “What is your part in this? Why are you doing this?”

In my peripheral vision I saw Mr. Pierce shrug. “My part is that I have the resources to see this through. Jo was going to sell everything she had to hire lawyers and private eyes and do everything herself, as she always does. She finally asked me for advice and I offered to help because I wanted to. Partly because the situation offends my sense of justice, but also because she is very special to me. And you are clearly very special to her.”

“Can we trust him?” I whispered to Ma’am, moving my face closer to hers.

“I trust him,” Ma’am said. “He’s proven himself before. We started the DVD business together, and he moved heaven and earth to make sure we would not default me into a collar. He doesn’t know that I know, but at one point he was skipping meals to save us money. I trust him.”

“Why me?” I asked.

“Because,” Ma’am replied, moving her face closer to me. “Because I like you. I have from the moment we met. Because I want to protect you. Because I want us to be friends. Because…”

Ma’am leaned forward and kissed me.
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I’ve looked at those lips so many times, never thinking they might end up against mine. But I wanted them. So I kissed her back, and it felt like time had stopped just for us.

We held that kiss for a long time. Finally Ma’am ended it. She looked at me with shining eyes.

“You understand what this means? You’ll have to walk naked into a Texas Department of Agriculture office, kneel in front of a bunch of bureaucrats, profess your desire to serve me, face into a camera and swear that you want to be my slave for the rest of your life. Do you think you can do that?”

I released her hands and stepped back from her. Ma’am’s expression did not change, but I could tell that she was holding her breath.

I unzipped my dress. It dropped to the ground, I stepped out of it, and kicked off my shoes. I now stood before her as naked as the day I first arrived, slave naked.

I knelt down, then went to all fours. Crawling until I was close, I prostrated myself before her and kissed the toes on each of her feet. Returning to my knees, I clasped my hands behind my neck and looked up at her.

“I swear that I want to be your slave for the rest of my life, Ma’am,” I said.

Ma’am leaned down, taking my face in her hands. I could see tears running down her cheeks. “Nothing would make me happier, Angelica,” she said. “I would be proud to own you.”

She kissed me. I closed my eyes and kissed her back.
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The rest of the evening was a bit of a blur.

Mr. Pierce excused himself, saying that he had an early start… and also that he felt like a third wheel.

After he left, Ma’am pulled me into her bedroom and pushed me onto her bed. She stood facing me, removing her glasses, pulling her dress over her head. It caught on her hair stick.

“Shouldn’t I be doing that?” I asked.

“Shut up,” she laughed, untangling herself.

Unhooking her bra, it slipped it from her shoulders revealing her big, beautiful breasts. I’d seen them many times in the bath, but seeing them in the semi-darkness of her bedroom was completely different. They were beautiful, and they were soon going to be mine.

Context matters, I guess.

Ma’am caressed her breasts. She parted her lips, breathing deeply, desire written all over her face. I smiled at her, shifting my body on the bed.

“You look so beautiful with your legs spread open and your pussy fully on display,” she said. “I’ve wanted to see you this way for so long.”

She took off her panties. Now we were equally naked. “I’ve fantasized that it was me between your legs, touching you, tasting you, making you cum.” She raised up her arms and removed the stick from her hair, letting it cascade down her shoulders.

In that moment she was the most beautiful thing I’d ever seen.

Climbing onto the bed and into my arms, Ma’am kissed me, hard. I kissed her back, slipping my tongue between her lips. She greedily sucked my tongue into her mouth and twirled it around mine. I moaned into her kiss.

Palming my tits, she rubbed my aching nipples until they were fully engorged, then tilted her head down and sucked one into her mouth. She took turns nibbling at my engorged nipples, biting them gently between her teeth.

Her hand found its way to my pussy and began stroking it, gently at first, becoming faster and more insistent.

I couldn’t take it anymore. I pushed Ma’am off me and onto her back. “Ma’am, I have to do this now or I’m going to die,” I said.

She nodded and spread her legs.

I stared at her pussy: the delicate folds, the plump lips, the closely-trimmed hair with a few strands of silver. I inhaled her scent, perfume and soap with something earthy underneath. I slipped a finger into her labia, feeling the wetness growing inside. I moved my finger up and down her slit, tracing circles around her clit, then eased it inside her, feeling her muscles tighten.

“Two fingers,” she murmured.

I obeyed, like I always do. Before long I was pumping them in and out, listening to her soft moans.

“Enough,” Ma’am said. “I want to cum on your face.”

I scooted forward and placed my mouth on her, near the top of her labia so I could tease her clit with my tongue. I did that until she started to writhe, then let my fingers take over while I stuck my tongue into her folds and thrust it into her as deep as I could.

She breathed hard. I felt her body start to quiver. She grabbed my head and pushed it into her crotch. Her body tensed, then she shouted “Oh my god!” and a stream of juices flowed into my mouth, a little spilling out of my lips and down my chin. She thrashed some more, but I held on to her with grim determination, stimulating her until she finally commanded me to stop.

We lay still for a moment. Ma’am took my wrist and pulled me up on top of her. We cuddled, kissing from time to time, letting her ease down from her orgasm.

I was deliriously happy, and I hadn’t even cum yet.

“Ma’am, I have to tell you something,” I said.

She placed a finger over my lips. “No, I need to tell you something first.”

Then the damn phone rang.

I looked at Ma’am. She scrunched her closed eyes, her lips a thin line of annoyance, but she exhaled and told me to answer it. I rolled over and fished it out of Ma’am’s discarded clothes.

By the time she opened her phone app, the call had been transferred to voice mail. Ma’am squinted at the number. She’s so pretty without her eyeglasses. She turned the phone to me.

“Do you recognize this number?” she asked.

“I have no idea how she got your number or why she’s calling,” I said, “But that’s Cesar’s wife, Ofelia.”

The story of Angelica and Joanna will conclude in Three Sisters Book 4: Alina.
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