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Prolog

Total Control 1 : By Force

Should women be equal to men? They are smaller, weaker, and easily dominated by men. Would life be better for both sexes if nature was allowed to have its way? For humanitarian and financial reasons, a few young female convicts are enslaved. Trained as sex slaves they are distributed to wealthy individuals. Regina is ringed, chained, trained for pleasure, and given to a master. She hated prison and realizes she is a natural slave and loves being submissive. It just feels right and brings her surprising joy. With no decisions to make or choices to ponder, she is free from worry. Obeying and pleasuring her masters fills Regina with ecstasy. She is delivered to her new master and is shocked to learn he is her former husband.


Chapter 1 - Instinct

It was not called a prison, but it looked like one. It was large, bulky, ugly, gray stone with a few, small, barred windows.

This was an asylum for the insane.

Regina

I was hiding between two hulking machines in a dark corner of the laundry. The one certainty about my life that keeps me sane is that it will end. The paint was curling off the machines, severed from their home by the decay beneath. How like me. My parents were strict and I'm not sure I ever liked them. They were righteous and upstanding. I was a quiet girl whose nose was always in a romantic novel. Escapism, I suppose. The fictional world was so much more exciting and romantic than my real one. I wanted exciting love that drove me screaming over the edge. I wanted to be the heroine in a magnificent drama. I wanted to be the captured and helpless sex slave of a pirate or king.

I didn't want to be a normal, boring wife. I watched my friends and acquaintances mothers. I saw what marriage did to women. As soon as a woman married, she became a slave of normalcy. She had children and was always cooking and cleaning the house. She went shopping then to tea with other women and always complained about their lives. Sometimes they had jobs, boring, always the same, always complaining. I didn't have a flair for writing or art or science. What I sought was great, mind blowing passion and sex. What I had was a life in prison. Shit!

I never had any close friends since we lived several miles out of town. I did well in school and I married well, to the surprise of my relatives. Jack was wealthy and good looking. I suppose I was pretty. I had a small waist and big breasts. I have long, red hair. But the marriage didn't last. My decision. All those tales may have spoiled me, but Jack just didn't excite me in bed. I wanted a lover who would force me to full submission and make me feel enormous pleasure. Jack was dull in bed. Oh, the sex was OK, but it never drove me wild. I don't suppose reality can compete with one's dreams. OK, I had blown it. We got divorced and life went downhill for me after that. One menial job after another, and a lover who started out great but who didn't stay satisfied with me. I stabbed him out of frustration and rage and got caught. So now I'm locked up here for life.

The sounds of the search approached I and hoped it would be the right guard who found me. Paul and I had a thing going. Of course, it wouldn't go far since he was a guard and I was a crazy inmate, or so they said. "I hope it’s him, “she thought, "I haven't had a man between my legs in months. “I knew he wanted me. I'm one of the best looking girls in here. I'm not vain, but I had eyes. My breasts are large and firm, my waist small, my hips shapely, my hair long and red, and my legs are perfect and long. I am a dish. I am also a crazy murderer. It wasn't my fault. He was sleeping with a whore and beat me when I confronted him. I should have just castrated him. He was so drunk, he wouldn't have felt a thing.

“Aha, “said the guard, “found you, Regina. Come out of there.”

“Yes, Sir, “I replied. “I'm sorry, I was just waiting for my shift to end.”

“A lie, “he said, ”your shift ended thirty minutes ago and we were about to sound the alarm.”

“Oh, no. I must have fallen asleep. I'm so sorry for all the trouble I've caused you. Isn't there some way I can make it up to you? “I said with a coy smile.

“Hmmm, there may be a way. Stay right here. “He walked back to the corner he had come around and called out, “Jerry. Found her. Says she fell asleep. Call off the search.”

She didn't hear any reply, but the guard, Paul, walked back to her, took an arm and turned her away from him. He said, “Put your hands behind your back.”

I felt my belly surge and grow hot. My thoughts raced, “He's going to handcuff me! At last. “I felt my loins clench and heave. My thoughts raced, "God, I love it so. Am I foolish to want to be helpless?”

I felt the cold, smooth steel encircle first my left, then my right wrist. I tugged to confirm I was secure. I smiled a little. He had me right where I wanted to be.

“I'm helpless and he is in total control of me. Maybe he'll spank me and take me! “she thought.

He pushed me into a linen storeroom.

“What should I do with you, my pretty, “he asked.

“Oh, Sir, I'm sorry to have caused you so much trouble. Maybe you should spank me? “I asked in a tiny voice. Please spank me.

“You little minx. Last time you did something like this I spanked your ass to a rosy hue and still you do it. Do you like it? “he asked?

“It makes me all shivery inside when you spank me, Sir. I guess I do like it. I like it a lot when you are so forceful with me, “I said.

“Forceful, Eh? Come here and take off your drawers, “he ordered.

I strutted to him, and said, “I don't think I can, Sir, not with my hands cuffed behind me.”

“I'm sure you can, with a little encouragement, “he said taking off his belt.

“Yes, Sir.”

I used my fingers to lift my skirt and could just get my fingers under the waistband of the underwear. I scraped and pushed, tugged and strained. Finally, I got them low enough they fell around my shoes. He stood back and watched her contortions with great interest. “You were right Sir, “I said.

“Good, “he said, “step out of them. “He picked them up. “Stand still. “He took a coil of cotton rope off a shelf, loosened the wrapping and threw one end over a beam above her. He cut off several short lengths of rope with a pocket knife. He turned back to her. “Open wide, we can't have as much noise as we both know you're capable of.”

I opened my mouth and he wedged the panties deep into my mouth and holding my tongue flat. I smelled and tasted me. It wasn't unpleasant, after all it was my smell.

He tied the gag in place with some rope. He lifted my skirt and used another piece of rope to fasten it up around my waist. He unbuttoned the top of my dress, pulled it down my arms, and removed my bra by cutting its straps. I was not surprised. This was just like last time.

He kicked my feet far apart and used more rope and a broom to hold them apart.

I was naked and helpless, feet tied apart, hands cuffed behind me, and a gag in my mouth. A submissive lust raged through my belly. My love juices were hot and making my cunt slippery. I wanted a man in me.

I felt him tie the hanging cord through my handcuffs and felt my arms start to rise. This was frightening me. He had not done this before. He pulled my arms higher. I bent forward to relieve the strain on my shoulders. Finally, he stopped pulling my arms up. My body was parallel to the floor and my breasts were waving below me.

Surprising me, he stroked my breasts with one hand and my labia lips with the other. He was gentle, but the impact was huge. My nipples hardened into hard rocks, aching and wonderful. I heard a low moan and realized it was me. My belly surged and hot love juice squirted into my sex. My cunt was awash with love juice. I felt the lubrication on his stroking fingers. He moved his fingers just a little, then pinched and pulled and rubbed my sensitive clit. I exploded with a thunderous orgasm. I wailed and gasped into my gag, my body quivering in his gentle grasp. Everything grew dark.

Finally, I came down and stopped quivering. He asked, “Liked that, did you? “He pulled the gag from my mouth and I worked my jaw into usefulness. My mouth was dry.

“Oh my God, I loved it. Where did you learn how to do that?”

“It’s part of the physical education curriculum at the better public schools, “he smirked. “But now it’s time you received your well-deserved punishment, now that you're all warmed up.”

“Oh, no, ”I wailed, “I couldn't stand it. Every nerve I have is standing on end. It would kill me.”

“It didn't last time, Love, “he said. He raised the gag back to my lips and I asked, "Please can I have some water first? He just tilted my head back and to the side and put his mouth to mine. The kiss lasted more than a minute and my belly started flipping and flopping. God, he made me hot. I didn't need water after that. He stuffed my panties back into my mouth and tied them hard.

He picked up his belt and gave me twenty hard strokes, stopping to rub and feel my cunt between each stroke.

I screamed into my gag, for the pain, but also for the heat in my belly. The pain was awful and somehow it grew to be wonderful. My belly lurched and beat. I felt like I was going to wrench my arms out of my body as I sagged onto them. I could feel streams of love juices flowing into my shoes.

When he stopped, he said, "I felt two more orgasms, so I guess you also liked the belt a lot, huh?”

I nodded my head in agreement. I wanted to ask him for more, but the gag stopped me. I groaned in frustration.

He kicked my feet further apart and impaled me in one quick thrust with his engorged penis. The huge prick slid into me, forcing my nether lips and inner muscles far apart. It was the most wonderful feeling. I felt my muscles clench around his magnificent shaft, trying to pull it into me. He was well endowed, as I well knew. My belly muscles spasmed again and again around his cock, pulling him ever deeper into me. The slippery friction of his pounding deep into my sopping cunt was heaven. It felt even better than those induced by his fingers or belt. I felt his cock grow larger. The gushing seed pushed me over the edge once more. We came together into that wonderful shared pleasure. After it was over, his cock subsiding within me, I felt my muscles still trying to pull him into just one more effort.

Sometime later, he pulled away and closed his zipper. He released me and as we walked out of the room he said, grinning, “And let that be a lesson to you. No more shenanigans.”

I grinned back, "Yes, sir."


Elizabeth

"Elizabeth Armstrong. You stand convicted of attempted murder, arson, assaulting a police officer, and inciting riot. Do you have anything to say before I pronounce sentence, “the judge intoned.

"Yes, your honor, I do, “I said, This was not fair. I did hit the rotten bastard with my torch, but he provoked me. How dare he insult all the ladies in our march. Calling us harridans and saying we should be home caring for our husbands. Why, most of us weren't married. We didn't need men in our lives! We want to be free. We were only marching to try and get the attention of those pompous legislators. We wanted the vote. We have just as much right as men to control our lives and choose who runs the country. Those stupid men thought all women too stupid to understand politics. We would show them.

"I am not guilty, “I protested. "That rascal, Mr. Murchison, called me a harridan in front of my friends. I was defending myself when I brushed him with my torch. I did not intend to hurt him, only to push him out of the way of our march so he didn't get hurt. I must have stumbled and made that scratch on his head. And how was I to know that the wagon would catch fire when the torch flew out of my hands. And I didn't want to start a riot, I just called to my friends to help me when that man grabbed me. How was I to know he was a policeman?"

"So, you see, your honor, I am innocent. Please help me, “I said.

The judge replied, "Ms. Armstrong, you are repeating what you said at your trial. I have heard nothing new. This court finds you not guilty by reason of insanity and commits you to the Royal Asylum. Take her away, bailiff."

Two men in uniform cuffed my hands behind me and led me out the side door of the courtroom. I heard a commotion from the crowded courtroom, but it seemed far away.

It was like a dream. Nothing seemed real until, hours later I was sitting in front of a desk, in a wooden chair, wearing a white shift. A man in a white coat was sitting at the desk. He said, "I am Dr. Benoit, what is your name?"

I said, "Call me Liz."




Chapter 2 - Ideas

Dr. Rene Benoit, the head of the asylum, was eating lunch with a visiting Doctor, Haroun ibn-Saud. “So, Haroun, we are in some difficulty. Our facilities are being strained by this new influx of violent women.”

“My friend, Haroun said, “Do you know why an unusual number of women are becoming violent? “

“The odd thing is that it's not women in general, it's a certain set of women. Ages eighteen to thirty, unmarried, no sexual relationships, well educated, employed, pretty, strict parents. And they are committing violent acts against parents, acquaintances, and friends. I haven't found any reason yet.”

“But, my friend, “Haroun said, “the reason is obvious. In my country, we have known for centuries that women have more intense emotions than men. It is almost as if we are two separate species. Your society suppresses women's emotions. You have just described women at the peak of sexual activity who are not with a man. They are frustrated with hormones running wild. They need a man. “

"Haroun, we have thought of that but these women could have found a man. They are all pretty and educated. And there have always been pretty women of this age looking for men and vice versa. Why would so many become violent out of the blue. There must be another reason, and more important, what can we do about it?”

“Rene, it might be sociological. Your country is in the forefront of change. Some women are agitating for changes in their historic roles. Many people are now employed in factories rather than farms. There are new political groups and theories. There is much wealth going into a few hands. You said these women were all educated. For the first time, young women can escape from their historical roles. But there is nowhere to go if they do escape.”

Dr. Benoit replied, “There may be truth in your theory, Haroun, but what can we do about it?”

"For society, nothing. It must stabilize before sanity can regain dominance. For these girls you need to find a way to show them escape from sex is impossible. Then they can accept what they cannot change. “said Haroun. “You know, we do not have these problems in my country. Perhaps you westerners have permitted your women too much freedom. I have some old books at home describing the methods used in my country to make young women happy and calm. Perhaps you might find some ideas in them. When I return home I will send you some.”

....

I lay in bed in my crowded cell, replaying my capture and the aftermath. I remembered my thrill and arousal when found. I was like a huntress, using my body as bait to lure the unsuspecting predator to me. How strange my needs might seem to my family and friends. I loved capture by a strong man and forced to give him pleasure. Having all volition stripped from me. Total and complete submission gave me such joy, such freedom to be the sexual being I wanted to be.

I remember spankings and how they hurt, then changed to pleasure and how right it felt. A Master can discipline his slave whenever he wants. I dreamed of being the helpless, subjugated slave of a dominant male. It hurt a lot at first, but then it changed into pure orgasmic pleasure. As a child, I had read stories involving whipping women. I thought they must have hated it, but now, I knew they also loved it.

I love the idea that he might keep me naked for his instant gratification. He would whip me when I misbehaved. I want to be submissive. To serve and obey a master. Punished when I am less than perfect. Sometimes whipped because we both wanted it. My body started to lubricate my loins at the mere thought of being a slave to a strong, demanding Master.

"Oh, Jack, “I thought, "where are you? I was so stupid. “I had betrayed him. He was a good husband. He was tall, elegant, intelligent, wealthy, hard working. I was afraid he would reject me if I told him I wanted rough treatment. For months I hinted that he needed to punish me. But he was gentle and found ways to fix whatever problems I had created. Of course, he was intelligent and always found ways to fix my mistakes.

All us girls are so bound by our mother's rules of decorum and "proper behavior “that we can't tell men what we want. I hinted but to no avail. I just couldn't bring myself to ask Jack to spank me! The last straw was sex. He insisted on the missionary position and being gentle and caring. What I needed was a man to be rough with me. I suffered through the same ritual countless times. I wanted my naked body bound and whipped to orgasm. He just wanted to stick his penis into me and pump away until he got off. Oh, I faked an orgasm every time, but never had a real one. My problem was that Jack was too nice to me. I needed a bad boy.

Only a few months after the marriage I started an affair with a carpenter working on our house. He was magnificent. Brawny and rough. We would meet in the woods or in his rented house in town when Jack was away on business, which was often. He spanked me, tied me up many different ways, and used all my holes to pleasure himself. I loved it. I felt like a real woman. I liked submission and punishment when I messed up. It felt solid, real. I looked up to him more than I ever had with Jack. I wondered whether it was wrong to feel this way, but it felt right.

Finally, I divorced Jack. I gave up wealth, comfort, status, fine living for lust and sex and pain and orgasms. I went away with Morris, changed my name back to my maiden name and never saw Jack again. I wished I had just come clean with him and told him what I needed. Even if he divorced me, at least I wouldn't feel bad for keeping him in the dark about my needs and why I left him. Morris hadn't lasted long either. He traveled all over the country for work.

Then I noticed he was staying out long after work and found out he was sleeping with other women. I confronted him, and he told me it was over, and I had to leave. I was quiet and resigned, and after he went to sleep, I stabbed him with a butcher knife. If I couldn't have him, no one would. Now I will die in this place. Oh, well, I deserve it, if not for Morris (the rat) but at least for what I did to Jack. I hope he's happy now that I'm gone.

When I was young, I had a small dog, Maxine. She was so small my mother wouldn't let me take her outside to play unless she was on a leash. Our backyard was small and had a fence. Mom said she could squeeze through the slats in the fence and run off and be lunch for rats or wolves. I am Maxine. I am locked up and can't go outside. Because I am thought to be dangerous and might harm someone. I am the negligible pet of society. Tiny and all but forgotten. Kept on a short leash.

It wasn't all bad. I didn't have to work at some menial, boring job. I would never have, or even see, money again. My clothes and food, and everything else came when needed. But God it was boring here. Always the same ugly people, the same lazy, fat guards waddling outside my cage. The same shitty food day after day. And I hardly ever got any pleasure.


Chapter 3 - Plans

Dr. Benoit was at the lectern and said, "Gentlemen, we are starting a new program to treat a new class of inmate. The government has approved this program and classified it secret. You have all signed your security papers, so do not speak of it to anyone outside the program. There are severe penalties if you do.

The treatment is new and has been successful on the ten patients who participated in the trials. Since it is new there may be modifications as we continue to learn. There has been a recent and serious surge in a type of patient we have not seen before. They are all female. The odd thing is that it's not women in general, it's a certain kind of women. They age from eighteen to thirty, unmarried, with few sexual relationships. Most are well educated, often employed, pretty, with strict parents. And they are committing violent acts against parents, co-workers, friends.

None of our standard treatments had any effect.

We developed a hypothesis that these women are destabilized by our changing society. Their bodies were giving them sexual desires. But society was forbidding sexual activity except for reproduction.

In short, the only treatment that has worked so far is to make these women completely dependent on men. Our program conditions these women to associate obedience with pleasure and disobedience with pain. They quickly learn to obey their masters, become happy and friendly and devoted to pleasuring their masters.  

We teach them that pain and pleasure are just the opposite ends of strong sensation. We blend them together so that causing them pain leads them to sexual release. We free them from guilt and decisions. We keep them helpless and they love it.

The training only takes about two months. We are just reinforcing a woman's natural submissive instincts. At the same time, we cancel out certain societal taboos that conflict with their instincts. The women usually show resistance for a couple of days. They change to acceptance for a couple of weeks. They are happy for another couple of weeks and show loving compliance for the last month.

Over the millennia of our development as a species, men grew stronger and larger than women. When an early man wanted sex with a woman he just forced her to comply. Women developed a coping mechanism to cut the discomfort. It is natural for a woman to become aroused when a man forces her to have intercourse. When a woman receives pain from a man, her body prepares for sex. Her love juices flow and her breathing becomes quick and shallow. Her vaginal muscles begin to contract in preparation for receiving his penis. Some women prefer 'rough sex' because it speeds and intensifies the orgasm.

This program proceeds through several stages. In the first stage we make them naked and helpless. We force many sexual encounters on them, with both men and women. In the second stage we make them dependent on their trainers and deny them intercourse.

The training focus is on graceful movement and perfect positions. Also, in the second stage we train them to be obedient with painful punishment for any infraction. In the third stage we keep them aroused and teach them that pain and pleasure come together. We whip them to the point of orgasm. Most of our girls can't initially reach orgasm just through pain, although it brings them close. Usually we stimulate their erogenous zones, labia or vagina lips, to push them over.

Whether to let them climax is up to the girl's responses and the trainer. A girl may be kept on the brink of an orgasm for days. It is a sweet torture and they become affectionate after a day or so. A woman can have many orgasms in quick succession by alternating whipping with stimulation. Many orgasms in a row is draining on a girl, but she can't stop if you maintain the stimulation.

The last stage begins when a girl realizes that we have brought her body back to where nature had intended it to be. She understands that she is subject to men. In this stage we give her several strong orgasms a day. We train her for household jobs and for hygiene, not easy when they are so closely chained. We also instruct her in belly dancing, singing, pony girl techniques, and makeup. Skills a slave uses to please her master. This doesn't take long.

I know this sounds fantastic, but our results are the proof of its efficacy. I am going to introduce you to our first patient, Roseann, who is now my property and you may question her on any topic. George, will you bring Roseann in here please."

I waited in a small room, my nose leash locked to a wall ring. I was curious, but a slave learns patience. A man entered, unlocked my leash from the ring, ordered, "Stand, “and led me through the door. I hurried to keep the leash slack. It was painful if I didn't. I saw my master standing at a lectern before ten or so seated men all in white.

I recognized one of them but did not know his name. I feared correction. I did not know what they expected of me. Uncertainty often leads to pain for a slave. But my master was there. He wouldn't let them hurt me unless I misbehaved, and I did not want to. The man leading me handed my leash to my master. I did not see any position commands from him, so I assumed the standing display position, facing him.

He spoke, "Gentlemen this is Roseann. She killed her mother. She was the first person put in this program, six months ago. She responded well and graduated in only two months. Since then she has been living at my house. She is now my property and tells me she likes that.

The government has required that everyone be safe from the patients. The bonds Roseann wears are a result of negotiations between the ministry and us. All participants in the program will wear the same rings and chains as Roseann.  As you can see, her wrists and ankles bear short chains to prevent any danger to others. Her collar identifies her as a prisoner and provides a secure anchorage to fasten her. Her rings also serve two purposes.

Her nose ring serves to identify her as a prisoner and to keep her under control. It has a light chain attached to it to serve as a leash and temporary fastening device. This system has been a tried and proven method to control even strong animals. Her other rings are placed in sensitive areas to permit her trainers and owners to arouse her. Her rings also reinforce her slave status. They show her she is helpless in the hands of others and controls nothing, not even her own body. Now, she will answer all the questions you have. Who's first?"

I was standing naked and chained before strangers. My master wanted me to tell them my innermost thoughts and feelings. It was humbling, even for me, who has long known I was a true slave. I knew I was not permitted privacy or respect. I knew my body and my thoughts belonged to my master. I loved telling him everything. It felt how I imagined a Catholic would, confessing her sins to a priest. He would give you a way to absolve yourself of them. My master was my God, not my priest. If my actions or thoughts displeased him, he would purge me of guilt with his holy touch. His hands and his whip corrected me. His body granted me a touch of heaven.

I worshiped him. I loved submitting to him. He cared for me and made me perfect. I knew he loved me. I obeyed him in all things as well as I could. I would obey him and tell all to these strangers, but it felt like a whippable error.


Chapter 4 - Costs

It was a warm day. Sir Robert's estate was large with orchards, forest, a formal garden with a maze. There were many sturdy brick structures on it. The main house was three stories of Victorian design. It enclosed a central courtyard one hundred feet long.

A carriage approached, and Dr. Benoit climbed down from it. A butler escorted him into the house. They walked through the courtyard to a library on the far side. The library windows looked out on a vast lawn where a boy was tending a flock of sheep.

"Fetch Julia please, Wilson, “said Sir Robert.

"Right away sir."

Julia

Wilson was taking me to Sir Robert. Wilson led me by the leash on my nose ring. It made me apprehensive. I had worked hard to become graceful in my chains. I always hurried as fast as I could. My masters often forgot my stride was half theirs because of my short hobble chain. I had to take quick, well placed steps and I couldn't look down when the leash was on my nose ring. You'd think they would hear the rapid clatter of my chains and understand what it meant. I think they did and enjoyed teasing me. I couldn't even protest since I didn't have permission to speak. The smallest mistake or misstep and I would hurt since my hands were, as usual, locked behind me. I would fall flat on my face and I'd receive three strokes of the whip for clumsiness! It was the little things like this that were the worst downside of being a slave girl.

I followed my leash into the library and saw my Master sitting in a wing chair reading some papers. I was so glad to see him. He was my anchor, my owner, my Master. He was the origin of my every pleasure and pain. I belonged to him and under him. I rushed to him coming abreast with Wilson, who scowled at me, but I didn't care. I knelt in front of my Master and kissed his feet. I gushed, "My Master, how may I serve you? “

Sir Robert smiled and said, "Hello Julia, come kneel here beside me. Face the door please, “I knelt and placed my head under his raised hand. I snuggled my head up into his hand and he stroked me.

I was calm and happy. I felt serene and loved. This was where I belonged. I knew my Master loved me. He was my master and he would take good care of me. He would ensure I stayed fit, correct me when I was failed, help me to be a perfect woman, and give me pleasure and love. I felt alive. Calm, but ready to jump into motion at my Master's command. I was like a coiled spring, full of energy, but controlled and enjoying my submission. I was a true, natural slave and I was home, kneeling at my Master's feet. Awaiting his command and thinking of sex.

My pussy was hot and moist. My heart throbbed with submission. I wanted to pleasure my Master and, of course, receive pleasure back from him. I was so near my Master and couldn't even touch him. I longed to have his penis in me somewhere, my mouth would be nice, my ass would be better, but my pussy is, by far the best. My discomfort was palpable. I could remember the taste of his come from last night, and I wanted more. I wanted to suck and lick and milk him dry.

What is wrong with me, all I can think about now is sex and submission. I used to be able to think about a book, an author, a play, beautiful clothes. Now I'm a slave. All the time, I'm thinking about sex. When I'm waiting for an order, or obeying an order, going to sleep, waking up from sleep, I think about sex. And I can't even beg for it. I can't speak unless given permission. I wanted to jump into his lap and smother him with kisses. I'd get a whipping for sure if I did that. But, a whipping always makes me feel hot and sexy. But the initial pain is bad. Maybe if I just brushed against him by 'accident' and moaned.

I watched as Wilson brought Dr. Benoit to see my Master. It's nice to see a familiar face. I wonder how Roseann is doing. I hope he brought her with him. She's my best friend. I hope she's all right. The Doctor is looking good. I wonder if he would like me to service him? I hope so, I like his taste too. If he pets me I can push against him. Show him I'm ready and willing. If he comes close I can kiss his feet or nuzzle his leg. Rats, he sat down. Rats.

“Good afternoon, Sir Robert, said, the Doctor.

“And to you Rene. How was your trip? “inquired the Industrialist.

“Uneventful, but dusty.”

“I know. We have to put some serious thought into improving our roads since we have so much more traffic than in the past. ““Now what brings you all the way out here?”

“I have had a thought that might be to both our benefit, but before I get into that, how has your ward worked out?”

“Come now, Rene, let's not mince words. You mean my slave, don't you? “Sir Robert was stroking my bowed head. I smiled at Sir Robert's description of me. I love it when he calls me "my slave, “my belly churned, and I got wet just hearing the possessiveness in his voice. Every submissive bone in my body quivered with joy when he acknowledged his ownership of me.

The Doctor said, grinning. “Setting identifiers aside, how is Julia working out for you?”

“Wonderful, wonderful. I don't know how I survived without her. Last night, I whipped her, and I still have a hard time believing just how good it feels to whip her. I mean, before I had her, I thought whipping a girl was a cruel and barbarous torture that I would not be capable of doing. I was so wrong. It was fun, A wonderful joy to watch her squirm under my whip. And she enjoys it too, she had four orgasms and begged me to continue when I stopped.”

The Doctor smiled, “All my girls do.”

“Why isn't everyone told about the joys of the whip? I took her to bed and fucked her senseless after the whipping. I unlocked her hands and we both got cleaned up. I locked her hands back in reverse prayer and put her in bed. She fell asleep the instant her head hit the bed and I looked at her for a while. She was peaceful, so beautiful, sleeping the peace of the blessed. All the while she was a helpless sex slave, completely obedient and submissive to my every desire.”

“You know slavery is still illegal except for this program. Who knows, maybe someday everyone can benefit?”

“Doctor, I’ve been wondering something. It has been many years and much has changed since we abolished slavery in this country. We never enslaved white women. How did you come upon the idea of instituting slavery as a cure for homicidal women? It seems preposterous until you see how well it has worked."

I'm sure I glowed with submissive pride, I was the best! I thrust my breasts out just a little more. I made a tiny increase in the arch of my back and widened my knees, but I didn't make a sound. Boy, would that get me in trouble!

"It was a difficult problem, “said the doctor. "Made worse because only a few of the women who came into my care were of the new sort. I had many clues on what was wrong with them but did not see an answer. It was a friend of mine, a physician from an Arab country, who provided the solution. He had some old books from his country. They were manuals for husbands and slave owners advising them how to keep young women content.”

We saw the psychological problems of these young women are lust, hormones, and chemistry. The books all agreed that the cure has four essentials. First, keep them so restrained that they conclude there is no possibility of escape. Second, reward good behavior with sex. Third, always whip them often, both for pleasure and for punishment whenever they deserve it. Fourth, never, never allow them to make any decisions. If they try to change your mind or support a preference of theirs, you must punish them. This is our program and the results are stupendous. It appears all young women should be enslaved. I remember one book advised men to value their women and cherish them, but never trust them. It appears your situation with Julia is acceptable?"

Not trustworthy my poor striped ass. I would never do anything my Master didn't approve of. Well, OK, I do play a little trick every now and then, but just enough to get him to warm my ass. Never anything bad.

Sir Robert thought a moment, then said, “I've had no problems at all. My staff was nervous at first, but they have relaxed over the last few months. Now they are relaxed with using her and moving her from place to place. They feel safe working with her. I have instituted a strict care regime that eliminates much of the early uncertainty.”

“What does Julia think about her circumstances? “asked the Doctor.

“Julia “said Sir Robert, “how do you like it here?

I raised my head and looked at Sir Robert. My collar and nose ring shifted and I felt a flash of heat in my belly. I felt my breasts raise and my rings moved, filling me with arousal. “I love it, Master, “I said, "I am your willing and obedient slave. I am grateful you have taken me out of that horrible asylum and I love obeying and serving you in every way that I can. “And I meant every word.

“What do you think about your nudity and chains?”, asked Sir Robert.

“I am content, Master, “I said, “I am used to having no clothes and I have grown fond of my chains. When I look at them or hear their sounds I grow warm with submissive pleasure. When I was free I was always afraid. Afraid people would find my actions offensive. Afraid my opinions would cause others to judge me naive or crude. Always afraid of men for their strength. “

“Now I am helpless and not afraid of anything. I was afraid because of things I could not control. Now I control nothing and am not afraid of anything except not being pleasing to my Master. That is something I can control. My world is much simpler now. I would not lose my chains. I believe all women would be better off if they were slaves. If my Master lets me have his daughter, I would ask he enslave her too.”

“Because of my past actions, no one could trust me if I were not helpless. I want everyone here to feel safe. I would do anything to avoid going back to the asylum. I can't hide anything, and my chains make me helpless. I am always watched or locked to something. Escape is not possible and even if I could anyone who saw me would return me here.”

“My chains and nudity are necessary for everyone to feel safe. They make it possible for me to stay here. I love my chains also because they arouse me. I am always ready to submit to anyone who will take me. I never felt so good before you took control of me. I belong here just as I am. Of course, my nudity makes me accessible for sex anytime. In short, I can't think of a single change I would like.”

“That's wonderful, Julia. I must say you have exceeded my expectations, “said the Doctor. "Sir Robert, this arrangement appears to be providing excellent treatment for Julia. She has never before responded with such clarity and completeness or seemed so happy.”

Sir Robert asked, "Rene, is Julia unique or do all your patients take so well to slavery? All the other women I have known would take umbrage at the mere thought of enslavement. Is it just your training?”

“Sir Robert, We have many women in our institution and I have examined all them. It is fair to say that every woman fits somewhere between dominance and submission. Men also. But the most submissive man overtops the dominant woman. This is expected because men are larger and stronger than women. The greater force tends to dominate. Almost all the women I have evaluated are submissive.”

“Now, Sir Robert, let us talk about business. You succeeded with Julia's training because of your wealth and enviable pragmatism. Also, your understanding that women are happy when controlled was useful, “said the Doctor.

“The negative connotations of the word 'slavery,' caused us keep these placements quiet. They are legal because they are a treatment for the patient's mental problems. The scandal that would result from premature publicity would wound or kill it. The number of young women sent to me because of serious crimes is increasing. Almost all them have the same causal factors I identified in Julia. I believe there are many females that would be amenable to my treatment and helped by a similar placement.

I know several ministers who would endorse safe placements. They would reduce asylum and prison costs. Senior church leaders think there is merit in the shaming and guilt aspects of this program. You have influence with the nobility and the industrialists. We can see laws passed to make slavery public and often used”, said the Doctor.

“So, Doctor, “asked Sir Robert, “how will I enjoy more placements?”

“Sir Robert, you use many men in your factories. Using enslaved women in the factories would improve morale. Where appropriate you could use these women for nothing more than their upkeep. Yet, the real benefit is getting your foot in the door early. You can have the only experienced training, equipping, and placement company. It will be easy to get a monopoly on preparing and placing these women, “said the Doctor.

I listened, without a sound or motion, of course. The Doctor had just proposed enslaving more women. Judging from me, they will get filthy rich and soon every woman in England will be a slave. Well, I hope they succeed. I'm a lot happier than when I was free, and it may mean I will get out of the house when there are more like me. It would be like having all the women as sisters. We could hide nothing. We could talk about our feelings, men, and, of course, sex. We could dispense with tomfoolery about civilized pretensions. Slavery reduces a woman's life to the basics. None of us could surpass other women for higher status. We could have women friends. If I went to town today, I would feel humiliated when seen by free women. But if we were all slaves, it wouldn't matter.

"Sir Robert, “said the Doctor, "I know of two issues we need to resolve for this plan to be profitable. The costs to train and outfit the girls is much too high. Most of the costs are in labor. I hope that your business expertise can find a way for us to lower both those costs.

“Doctor, describe these processes you use in as much detail as you can, please “asked Sir Robert.

The Doctor said, "You should realize I am familiar with the training program since I devised it. The Asylum mechanical staff equips the girls.

"All right Doctor. Tell me about training. How long does it take, number of trainers, facilities, in short, everything?”

The Doctor talked for an hour. My knees were sore. I understood a lot of what he said, but there was much about conditioning and biases that I did not get. I dozed a little during the boring parts. At last he finished.

"Doctor, “said Sir Robert, "I am quite used to this sort of work. My factories have to train most of our staff. We turn them from farm boys into mechanics and machine operators. I see several ways to speed the training and decrease the costs. Now, about the 'equipping' as you call it. What does this entail?"

"Sir Robert, said the Doctor, "Look at Julia. Her restraints are a snug fit. The bands are snug so they do not rub and chafe her skin. The chains are the proper length to permit her to be restrained and yet do most common household tasks. To achieve these ends requires many painstaking measurements. Fabrication and installation of the bands and chains must not cause her any harm. Her rings are stainless steel and machined as two pieces. They have an internal locking mechanism. When squeezed together they form a permanent, seamless bond. This is more of an art than a craft.

"All right Doctor, “said Sir Robert. "I see the nature of the problem. I know a chap whose factories make tools for my factories. Jack Hedley, he lives near my place in Cornwall. I would like to bring him in on this discussion. He is a man of integrity and will keep this private if I ask it. Besides I spend a lot of money on his devices."

Dr. Benoit thought a moment and said, "All right, Sir Robert. will you set up a meeting?"

"Yes. Is next Tuesday satisfactory? We have a meeting that afternoon and I will ask him to stay after the others have left. If you will be here by 3 pm and come to the back entrance, please, Doctor. “said Sir Robert.


Chapter 5 - Jack

Standing, Sir Robert concluded the meeting, "Thank you all for coming. We will meet again next month. Wilson will see you out. Jack, could you stay a moment?"

After the men had left, Sir Robert opened the door and led Jack to a small sitting room in the back of the large house. Dr. Benoit was waiting for them and stood. Sir Robert made the introductions.

“Fine. Now this other matter I wanted to discuss is a sensitive issue. Please do not discuss it with anyone, including Lady Anna. Can you keep a secret from her? “Sir Robert asked.

Jack hesitated then said, “We don't keep secrets between us. If it is as sensitive as you say, I will at least delay discussing it with her until you agree. She does not pry into my business affairs.”

Sir Robert eyed Jack from under beetled brows and said, "Jack this is not a business matter. It does involve several important business leaders in the country, including you.”

“Well, that is mysterious and intriguing. How can I help you, “Jack asked?

“Jack, I and several of my associates would like you to take part in a program to help some young ladies. The program could damage our reputations and standing in the community if it becomes known prematurely. It is essential to the young lady's survival, supported by government and the church. And it is likely to be pleasant for you if successful. It will also place you in the company of some of the most successful businessmen in the country.

“Sir Robert, I will try my best to reach a successful outcome. For all involved. You have intrigued me but not informed me. Now can you tell me the details of this program, “Jack asked?

“I want you to meet someone, Dr. Rene Benoit, who will tell you what we want you to do, “Sir Robert said, going to the door.

Sir Robert opened the door and motioned a man waiting in the next room in. He said, “Dr. Benoit, this is Jack Hedley, the young industrialist I told you about. Jack, this is Dr. Rene Benoit, a psychiatrist in charge of a large hospital in London. He has quite a tale to tell you.”

Dr. Benoit walked to Jack and extended his hand. He said, “Mr. Hedley, it’s so good to meet you. Sir Robert has told me of your work and your successes. But I must disagree with him. I will not tell you a tale. I will describe a program I would like you to consider joining. You will find it rewarding in ways you cannot imagine.”

Jack and Dr. Benoit shook hands and Jack said, “Well Doctor I am not a medical man I don't yet see how I can help with your work. Please enlighten me.”

Dr. Benoit said, “I’m sure you realize this is a time of great change. Whole new industries have sprung up in only a few years, such as your own business. Ten years ago, you would have had no one to buy your wares. Of course, such rapid changes have put much strain on people and our whole social fabric. I treat the people who cannot cope with reality, the mentally sick, what many call insane. I run the largest asylum for the insane in all England, and there are others.”

Sir Robert asked, “How many patients do you have Doctor?”

“Over 500, “Dr. Benoit replied.

Dr. Benoit continued, “Jack, one of the fastest growing types of patients I have is young women. They are comely, have a good education, and good upbringing. They would seem to have great futures and much to expect. Yet, the ones I receive have gone berserk for no good reason. They have injured or killed an acquaintance. I currently have over fifty of this type of patient. All committed in the last year, and before that there were none!”

“Good heavens, “exclaimed Jack. “What caused this sudden rash of insanity?”

“We are uncertain, “The Doctor said, “We have found no common cause for all these cases. In many of these women we have identified several common factors, and we have a treatment. Which is where you come in.”

“I want you to take one of these unfortunate women into your home, “said the Doctor. “Now let me explain why you should do this.”

"Due to the great increase in patients over the last few years, we are overcrowded. Patients live a hellish existence locked up in tight quarters. We are exceeding our budget and the government is pressuring me to find other ways to fund our work. We have found that these unique patients can live in homes such as yours. And they are happy with their new placements and their caretakers report being happy with the arrangement, too."

The patients represent no danger. You have total control over their lives and actions. Please understand that these patients are wards of the Crown who will place them in your custody. Also, the Church has given its blessing to this program.

Jack said, “I'm afraid I still don't completely understand. Are you asking me to be a jailer for the Crown?”

“Actually, Jack, “Sir Robert said, “Dr. Benoit is offering you a slave girl.”

“What!”, Jack exclaimed. “Slavery has been illegal for decades. I'll have no part of it.”

Dr. Benoit said, “That is a common reaction. In fact, Mr. Hedley, I would not suggest it if any other treatment helped these women. I struggled for years trying to find a way to relieve these souls of their pain and depression. This program has helped more than fifty women. With no failures, none. The government has accepted it because it works. The program is secret, so far, because of fear of public outrage, but it is legal. The women in it love the program. The participants, such as yourself, love the program.  The Crown loves the program. The Church loves the program. And it is the only successful treatment anyone has ever found for these girls.”

“All these women have high sexual needs. They are, by nature, submissive, intelligent, and have exceptional empathy. They need sexual release quite often. They want to have someone else give them orders. They want to serve and receive great satisfaction from a job well done. They are also receptive to other people's feelings and expressions. There are many personalities but there is one factor which we believe drives these women to the brink of sanity. Their parents raised them to believe that sexual relations are immoral.”

“They learned from an early age that sexual congress is only for having children. Any other sexual feelings or actions are evil and will cause your damnation. Quite often these women have had intercourse with men, but the experience was unfulfilling. This may have been due to incompetent lovers or emotional trauma, such as rape. In any case every one of these girls have become ardent, enthusiastic lovers due to our training.”

“Their problems come from having pious and dominating parents and a secluded upbringing. Contrary to her natural instincts.”

“These are conflicted women, “said the Doctor. “The cause of their psychoses is their upbringing. They revile their own feelings, believe they are immoral, and they hate themselves.”

“Once we have identified such women, we train them to become much more responsive to sex. To do this we have to overcome their early training. We replace it with an absolute love and dependence on a person, their master. A man who loves them and demands absolute obedience. He takes care of them, gives them sexual pleasure beyond anything they have ever known. He punishes them for the slightest transgression. A master. They become so “hot and responsive that they orgasm during punishment. Their bodies come to crave any strong feeling, whether it be pain or pleasure.”

“We call them slaves, but what we do in our training is to set them free. Free of the societal conditions that caused them to lose their grasp on reality. We condition them to embrace their senses and to enjoy what their bodies are telling them.”

The Doctor continued, “This is a new program, but it is successful. It is being watched at the highest levels of government. So far, we have only placed these patients with people like Sir Robert and yourself. Wealthy, successful people who have servants and large estates.”

“These women, although convicts, are much easier to control than a man would be. We make it easy for you to control them by chaining their hands and feet. They are always helpless and marked for easy identification. We want them to remain naked. The government is close to announcing private housing of all female convicts.”

Jack, said, “It sounds like these are dangerous women I shouldn't like to have in my home at night.”

Dr. Benoit said, “Mr. Hedley, I assure you that the methods we use ensure everyone's safety. and that the girls have no interest in escaping. We copied them from techniques used in the East for thousands of years. Sir Robert, would you ask Julia to join us and let Mr. Hedley see a real example of this program?”

Wilson had put me in a sitting room off the parlor. Today was unusual, thought Julia. I got makeup, lipstick, perfume and clothing. I actually got to wear some clothing. Well only a slave would consider it clothing. It was designed to enhance rather than conceal. I had a bolero top and a short skirt. Sounds better than it was. The top was so small it came just to the bottom of my breasts and didn't reach far enough around to even cover my rings. It was white with blue piping. The "skirt “was transparent. My nether lips and labia rings shone through it like through smoke.

Wilson knelt me and locked my leash to a wall ring. I waited. Slave girls must be patient. I could hear several male voices in the next room. Sir Robert, of course, Dr. Benoit, I think, and another one I did not recognize. I couldn't make out their words, but I guessed I was a topic.

Sir Robert, replied, “Well, I guess it’s about time. Jack don't let Julia surprise you. Wait until you have talked to her before reaching any conclusions, please. “He went to the door, opened it and called out, Wilson, would you bring Julia in here please?”

Jack said, “Sir Robert, are you happy with this program?”

He replied, “Julia has been with me for 9 or 10 months. I am very happy Jack, and so is Julia, as you will see for yourself."

Wilson entered the room and unlocked me from the ring. He led me into the adjoining room where I saw three men looking at me. There was a handsome stranger there, about my age. I was shamed and humiliated by my helpless nudity. I could feel the blush making my face and breasts scarlet with embarrassment.

Jack saw Wilson enter the room, leading a young woman by a leash attached to a ring in her nose. Jack saw she wore a high metal collar engraved with several lines of writing. She was a beautiful blond wearing clothing that hid nothing. Her arms were behind her and her ankles shackled with a little more than a foot of chain. Most striking to Jack were her rings. Large, thick, heavy looking, in her nose, ears, nipples, labia lips and clitoris hood. Her nether rings shone and showcased her shaved labia. She was smiling and blushing bright pink.

Sir Robert said, “Thank you Wilson. Give me her leash please. “Wilson complied then left.

Sir Robert addressed the woman, “Julia, this is my friend Jack. He may join Dr. Benoit's program. Answer his questions completely.”

I answered, “Of course, Master. “Of course, my ringed nipples. If I didn't answer completely, I'd get whipped. OK, that's not much of a threat since it makes me so hot, but, still, I do want to obey my master!

“Display yourself, “Sir Robert commanded.

I arched my back, spread my feet as far apart as my hobble allowed, spread my knees even wider. I thrust my shoulders back and thrust my breasts out. I held my head erect and lowered my eyes to the floor. This "Jack “was tall, broad shouldered, and dressed well. I felt my loins heating and my nether lips getting wet.

“Jack, “Sir Robert said, “Come close to Julia and I will show you several details.”

Yes, master, come closer and touch me, please, thought Julia.

Jack stepped closer and watched Sir Robert's demonstration.

“First, “Sir Robert said, “See the inscription on her collar. “(Crown's Prisoner. Return to any police officer. £1000 Reward). If she should run away, this will increase the chance she will be promptly returned to custody. Also, look at her rings. “He lifted her nose ring. “All the rings bear the same inscription around their outer circumference. (Removal Unlawful). Also notice her scanty clothing. They enhance her appearance but hide none of her rings or restraints. Anyone who sees her, even from afar will take notice.

Jack examined Julia. She was beautiful, naked, submissive and helpless. He said, “Sir Robert, Julia is gorgeous and compliant. The collar and chains, her rings, all seem to be a bit over the top. Is this all necessary for such a small girl?”

Dr. Benoit interjected, “Government approval hinged on danger and escape being minimized. These restraints are the least agreed to by all parties. The rings are another matter. The nose ring is the one that any passerby would notice and increase her chance of apprehension. The other rings are there to give her master easy control and to stimulate her sexual arousal. Any movement causes the heavy rings to move and they are all placed in areas of great sensitivity.”

“Julia, “the Doctor asked, “what effect do your rings have on you?”

I replied, without moving, “Whenever I move they wiggle and cause me to get hot. My nipples get hard and erect, my belly churns and my love juices lubricate my pussy, Master. “And it’s true. When they started to pierce me, I feared they would always hurt. Now I know it’s just the opposite. They hurt if pulled or turned too much, but the heat I feel is magnificent. It makes my insides turn soft and hot. I want a man's hands on my rings all the time.

“So, Julia, are you glad you wear them? “asked the Doctor.

“Yes, Master, “I responded, “I love how they make me feel. I am embarrassed when my masters use them to control me, but even then, they make me hot.”

Jack noticed the red stripes on my bottom and asked me how I got them.

"Master, “I explained, "The marks are from my morning whipping. “It was delicious. I wish this Master Jack would whip me then fuck me senseless.

"Every morning? “Jack asked, looking at Sir Robert.

"Yes, Jack, “replied Sir Robert. "Per the Doctor's recommendation, I whip Julia every morning. As I understand it, the whipping continues her conditioning and reinforces her training. Julia seems to enjoy it even more than I do. Of course I whip her hard if she requires correction or punishment."

"Pardon my ignorance Doctor, “said Jack. "Whipping Julia gives her and the one whipping her pleasure?"

The Doctor studied Jack for a moment, then said "I was also surprised to learn about whipping girls. When a man or woman whips a girl, it can give pleasure to both the girl and the one using the whip. I thought it was a story created by men to justify cruel treatment of women. Conditions in the asylum are such that women often deserve punishment. I tested this theory on some women who agreed to a test. I substituted a few strokes of a small whip for a more serious punishment they had earned. Here is what I learned:

1. A whipped girl will feel a sharp sting from each stroke. The girl will scream and beg for mercy. It will seem unbearable, but they are much more durable than they think.

2. If the strokes are light, the pain will lessen and change to a general feeling of heat in the whole bottom. If hard, they will feel like single strokes. In either case she will scream, plead for mercy, moan and cry. Her labia will be well lubricated. In both cases, the sounds she makes are like those of orgasm. Sometimes she will beg for more.

3. Continuing the whipping will bring the girl to the brink of orgasm and she will beg for sexual release. The girl will feel submissive and will beg to submit to her Master. If you stop whipping her then, she will remain in a state of arousal and sexual frustration for several hours.

4. If you stimulate her labia, even a little, she will orgasm. The longer you keep her frustrated, the greater her orgasm will become.

5. If you wait too long, her ardor will subside, but she can be brought to the brink again by another stroke of the whip. Or as little as a single stroke of a finger on her labia.

6. The person whipping the girl will feel powerful, in total control and aroused. It does not matter whether the whipper is male or female. Everyone loves whipping a girl. I did not find that with men.

Also, note that a girl's bottom is well padded to accept the strokes of a whip, paddle, hand, etc. If you whip her hard enough to break the skin, infection and scarring may result, so I do not recommend it. If you find it useful, you may also whip other parts of the girl's body. The stomach, back, thighs, labia, breasts all respond to stimulation of any sort. The lower back has several internal organs close to the skin do avoid this area.

She can be whipped in any position, but I prefer her standing with her hands fastened over her head. She will jump and squirm, lift her body off the ground and jump around. She will scream and plead. The pain causes no lasting damage and enhances her obedience. It is a very pleasant exercise for all parties. Later she will often ask to be whipped to regain the sexual high she experienced."

The Doctor continued, "Whipping a girl, if done correctly, brings pleasure to both parties. I recommend whipping your girl every morning. It is pleasant for both of you. It reinforces her conditioning. It also reassures her that the decision to give her both pain and pleasure is yours alone to make. It helps her to remain submissive all day and it reinforces her sense of place. I have found it improves my girl's behavior if I take her to the brink of orgasm but deny her release. She becomes more eager to please and much more submissive. Men can recover from a denied release pretty easily, but not women. Their hunger for release grows stronger with time."

Sir Robert said, "Jack, you still seem skeptical, so let's ask Julia. “"Julia, you were whipped this morning, correct?"

"Yes, Master."

"How many strokes did you get?"

"About five, Master, I was not counting. “And I wasn't either. I always go all dreamy after one or two strokes. After that it’s just a continual warming of my pussy and ass.

"Did you like it?"

"Yes, Master, I loved it. I'm always sore after, but it makes me so hot I almost burst, then when I come, I almost faint, it’s so intense."

"Would you like Mr. Hedley to whip you now?"

"Oh, yes Master, please sir, “she said, turning to Jack. “I mean it, please, please. I will be especially affectionate afterwards.”

Jack felt his semi erection turn into a full blown, rock hard, spear. He said, "Not yet dear, I'm not ready."

I pouted my lips, and said, "Yes, Master. “Rats.

“Rene, “said Jack, "It seems that whipping a slave is enjoyed by both parties. So, how does one discipline a slave? Certainly not by whipping her?”

“Oh, a good, hard whipping does cause the slave considerable pain, “said the Doctor. “Just don't allow her to reach orgasm. Don't physically stimulate her cunt. There are several other ways to punish her. Tie her elbows together. They hate this. Run a tight cord from the rear ring of her belt to the front ring, making sure it penetrates her vagina and is tight. A favorite of the trainers is a small spring clip. Here's one, “handing a small chrome clip to Jack. It was tiny, only about a half inch in any direction. “Just place it on a nipple, nose, earlobe, clit, labia lip- your choice. With her hands locked behind her, she can't reach any of those places. A girl wearing one or more of those will be manageable and obedient. Try it on Julia if Sir Robert approves.”

Oh no, not those beastly clips. They pinch, and sting and I think my nipples will fall off, but they never do. Oh, Master, please don't do this to me. I've been good. Of course, Masters can do anything they want to a slave and we can't complain. I'll even have to smile and hold still if he puts those evil things on me. And smile. Curse.

Sir Robert said, “Of course. It causes no harm, just a little pain.”

A "little “pain. It feels like I will die. Curse twice. And fucking smile.

Jack went to Julia and placed the opened clip on her left nipple and let it close.

I winced and with a strained smile said, “Thank you, Master. “Damn, I forgot just how much it hurts. I think I want my nipple to fall off! The pain was an intense, mind numbing needle driven straight through my breast. As an interrogation technique it was excellent. I couldn't make a coherent lie. It was all I could do to tell the truth. Damn, it hurts.

Jack said, “Julia, I have a few questions. When I finish, I may remove our little friend from your nipple, if I think you have spoken the complete truth.”

Master Jack questioned me for at least an hour. I told him in many ways that I was happy as Sir Robert's sex slave and had no desire to change. He said, “Thank you Julia, would you like the clip removed from your nipple?

The pain in my nipple had turned into a dull, throbbing pain. It radiated up into my head and down to my belly at every breath I took, “Oh, yes, Master, please, “I moaned.

Master Jack opened the clip, watching my face.

When it was removed, I cried out loud, “Thank you Master, Thank you. “I took a chance and leaned forward and kissed Master Jack's hand. The pain changed to a small island of hurt centered on my nipple as blood returned.

“Dr. Benoit, Sir Robert”, Jack said, “I believe your program benefits everyone involved. But I do not understand why you want me involved. I am not as wealthy as Sir Robert and his peers, I am younger than them, and I have a wife. My situation is different.”

"Jack, we want you in the program for two reasons. You've heard the first. Now that you understand some details, there is a problem we want you to tackle. You saw the precision with which Julia's chains and rings fit. All that work is by hand. She is a work of art, not industry, and setting her up is too expensive.

We want you to find a way to fit these girls with the same items as Julia at a fraction of the time and cost. You have made a business of automating industrial processes all your life. What we need now is a machine in every village. It must be operated by the local blacksmith and it must fit a girl with the rings and chains of a slave.

We believe that if you can do this, you will become wealthy and enjoy worldwide sales of your product. Dr. Benoit's program can improve the happiness of women everywhere. It will improve the lives of men and women. It will decrease the cost of government and will receive the full blessing of the church. Dr. Benoit will find them, I will train them, and you can equip them. Take the girl, study her bonds and rings, and find a way to fit a girl for a few pounds.

"By the way, Jack, “said Dr. Benoit, "I think I have the perfect girl for you. We will start her training soon. She is Regina, your former wife."

"What? “said Jack, "have you enslaved her just to get me in your program?"

The Doctor replied, “No, we did not know about your relationship until she had already entered the program. She was using her maiden name when she killed her lover. After your divorce she took a job in Sir Robert's factory office. She became angry and depressed. Just after Christmas last she attacked her lover with a knife, killing him. She arrived at my asylum.

I examined her and determined she fits the same pattern of behavior we have discussed. Yet, with one other condition: she is fixated on you as the central person in her life. She thinks that her purpose in life is to repair the damage she has caused. She talks of how she hurt you and the amends she longs to make. I am convinced that a placement with you has the best chance to make her happy and keep her out of the asylum."

"Mr. Hedley, “said the Doctor, “I believe her recovery is dependent on her making her behavior up to you. Whether you think that is necessary or not. If you don't accept her, I doubt she will ever be happy or entirely sane again. Keep this a secret also from your wife. You may want to keep your former relationship with Regina secret from Anna, but I'm sure it will get out. Regina will not be able to lie to Anna. I think things will go better if Anna finds this out soon so she doesn't have time to brood over it."

I was motionless. Obviously, the men did not care that I heard their conversation. I could see why. I was not allowed to talk to anyone outside of the house. Heck, I wasn't even taken outside unless on a leash. They had nothing to fear from me speaking to anyone. Thinking about it, I wanted them to succeed. I wanted every woman in the world to be as happy as me! If all the other women were like me then there would be no reason I couldn't talk to them or even have them as friends. I doubt my master would let me walk about unsupervised, chains or no. I wanted to talk to another woman, which would only happen with other slaves. 'Yes, Master.' gets boring, no matter how much I mean it.

As Jack sat through his long ride home his thoughts returned often to Julia. She had been in Sir Robert's home for ten months. Anna and I have been married more than a year. Anna is wonderful and I love her as much now as ever. Still, things could be better for us. They say marriage is a long string of compromises. The worst thing about having a wife in your house is that they don't respect any space there as yours. She is always changing furniture, art, rugs, even putting flowers in my office. They respect nothing. They take over your life and drag strangers into your house for 'parties.' They drag you to more 'parties' at someone else's house. They donate your hard-earned money to 'good causes' you never knew about or care about.

Sir Robert has none of that with Julia. She is the perfect woman for him. She knows no one else, never brings anyone into his home, always wants sex, is beautiful and naked. She's always happy, sexy, cheerful and grateful for his companionship. They both get great pleasure when he whips her. Hell, she wants to be whipped all the time. I should have taken her up on the offer. She was as playful and sexy as a mink with her tail on fire. How could life be any better? Why did we ever allow women their freedom? As partners in a marriage, all they do is try to change you to what they like. I love Anna, but I wish she behaved more like Julia. What would life be like if Anna was obedient and loving all the time. I probably would not get any work done. I don't think I'd mind. Certainly, it wouldn't affect me at work, at least not much. Hell, I don't have to work at home. That's why I employ Stevens and all the rest.

I wonder if Anna would consider... No. Not a chance. At least until she has met Regina. If Regina is as happy as Julia, maybe it will rub off on Anna. Even if Anna balks, Dr. Benoit seems to have control over who gets in his program. Having two slave girls in the house might be even better than one. At least they could keep each other company when I was away. This needs some thought and a plan. I'll need to get all Anna's measurements. I need to get her to Sir Robert's party.

I have to get my design teams working on a 'Slave Machine' without them knowing what it’s for. I'll split the job up so no one team knows the final result. John's team can work on a way to extract the exact shape needed for a cuff. Perhaps I can tell him to find a way to get the shape of a foot just by visual or tactile examination. As if we're are looking for a way to make a pair of shoes while the customer waits. OK, its thin, but that'll do for a cover story.

Next, Maurice can start finding a way to measure, cut, bend, and rivet high quality steel bars. They will have to fit a string of shapes. He won't ask why. He just loves a challenge. Doesn't care a whit whether it makes money. But I bet he'll find a way. He's a magician with metals. OK, it’s a start. I'll write these instructions down and flush them out when I get home. I can't wait to see what Anna has changed while I've been away.

How I would like to open my door and find Anna kneeling, naked and chained with her rings shining. Helpless and needy, wanting my love and unable to speak or move until I permitted it. Shit, I'm getting an erection just imagining her.


Chapter 6 - Lady Anna

Sir Jack Hedley and his wife, Anna, lived on a large estate in Cornwall.

Anna

I gazed out across the rolling lawns and paths of the Cornwall estate and wanted excitement. I was only a few years younger than Jack, but he seemed so mature. He was always sensible while I seemed always to be frivolous. I lost my parents in a shipping accident only a year ago. I regretted their death but did not miss them at all. I felt remote from them. They were strict and insisted on “proper “behavior from me at all times. I had spent almost ten years in boarding schools, then a finishing school. I was quite at home in high society and liked wearing fine clothes. I had servants and a stable of fine horses. Jack was a good lover and had been a good husband.

I was his second wife. We had married two years after his first wife had divorced him. He was a rising industrialist. His father had left him several factories that made tools for industry. Jack was a handsome man over 6 feet tall and well-muscled. I realized, to my surprise, that I was not happy. He was an enthusiastic lover, but I seldom felt I was a full participant with him.

I have a recurring dream. I am always Anna in it and I always look the same. Sometimes I am looking out of my eyes, sometimes I can see myself as if I were just a witness. I had it again last night. I worry, it was so vivid it felt real. The dreams always had the same theme. I am pursued by men and captured. Last night it was on a desert, sometimes in a dark forest, sometimes on a ship.

Always I am caught, and my captors were always led by tall, handsome, callous scoundrels. I am always stripped naked and never clothed again. I don't ever miss them. I am always tied tight or chained. Sometimes the bonds are changed, but I am never free. I sleep in them, have sex in them, eat in them, bath in them and am displayed in them. I am always graceful in them. I am proud to be found beautiful enough that such a strong, masculine leader wants to keep me.

By the end of the dream I sort of liked them. I was special in them and they didn't stop me from doing anything but escape. I had an iron collar around my neck. I am pierced by large needles and my captor inserts opened rings and hammers them closed. Always my nipples are ringed, sometimes other places. Bells hang from my nipple rings. My every movement causes the clatter of chains and the ringing of my bells. I am forced to walk through the streets as crowds leer at me, taunt me, and touch my female parts. Sometimes I am displayed as spoils of war in a cage, or chained to a block of stone. Sometimes they shave my head and pubes to make me more naked. Finally I am taken to the leader's home and he ravages me in every orifice.

I always start out angry and rebellious and am whipped and whipped until I am docile and obedient and I love it. I showed spunk, backbone, that not just any man can tame me. It takes a real man to break me. It takes effort but I am always broken to heel. In the end I always submit to him.

I seek out the most servile positions and tasks. I lick his feet, suck his cock, kneel by his throne, accept my food from his hand and lick his fingers clean. I am broken. I learn to heel when he walks and kneel when he stops. My slavery is abject, I am his pet, and I glow with joy at his touch. He penetrates all my orifices and I learn to climax with each. All the ancient methods to make a girl humble are used on me. I learn the horse, cross, pillory, stocks, whips, canes, paddles, flogger. Every part of my body is whipped, back and front. It always starts with pain, but never harms me and I always climax, deeply, wonderfully to his whip. I am whipped every day to teach me my place and by the end of the dream I crave it.

Always the dream begins with fear. Followed by anger, shame, mind numbing pain, acceptance, and compliance. It always ends with lust, submission, arousal, joy, and love. Last night the scoundrel had Jack's face.

Cornwall was a day’s travel from London and a quiet, bucolic county. It was beautiful and quiet. Usually I loved it but sometimes I missed the bustle and parties of the big city. Life here was peaceful, and pleasant, but even that became tiring with enough repetition.

All the stories say that men like their women humble and respectful. I wonder if I surprised Jack in the bedroom with a helpless me, would he play? I could talk to him about it, but would he consider it, or would it be better to just hit him with the erotic vision? If I went to the city I could buy some chains for us to play with, like handcuffs and leg irons, maybe even a collar.

I wonder if Jack would like me as a slave? Would he keep me naked only in the bedroom or in front of the staff? My friends? Is that my dream life? Would he let me go or would he keep me as a slave forever? It would be his choice and I couldn't do anything about it. Would I mind?

I'll do it, at least the first step. I can chicken out later. Now I need a reason to go to the city. “Jack, “she said, “Let's have a party.”

He looked up from his paper, “Wonderful idea. Who do you want to invite? “I don't want to have another boring party or even to go to one somewhere else. God, these people are boring. I've got four hundred employees in seven factories all over the country. I supply over a hundred customers with the most sophisticated equipment. Anna wants me to play nice with these country bumpkins. Anna looks excited. Is it just the party? I want her like Julia, naked and wanting me to take her. She would look so good with a heavy collar on her neck and a ring in her nose. I would order her to be silent and kneel at my feet. That would be golden. A silent woman. Naked and helpless to boot. Well, Regina will be a start. Then I can see if Anna succumbs to the allure Julia feels.

“Oh, the regular neighbors, I suppose. I'd like someone new, though. We've all heard everyone's stories and jokes by now. I'll die if I have to smile at Mr. Donohue's story about his cow again.”

“Well, “Jack replied, “we could always invite Sir Robert. “He's never been to one of our parties, nor have we been to any of his. “And I need to get Anna to Sir Robert’s, so he can entice her with the concept of having my ex-wife as a slave girl. That will be fantastic for her. "He's a private person, I'm told.”

Jack startled me. I hadn't thought of Sir Robert. What a fool I am. He's obvious. I said, smiling, “That's an excellent idea Jack. He has an interesting reputation you know! A private person and a successful businessman. Mary Elizabeth told me he has prostitutes and other loose women at his estate all the time.”

“Well, I don't know about that. He's never married, and he must get lonely, but I wouldn't put too much store in Mary Elizabeth's tales. You know she doubles everything. She's as bad as my ex-wife, that bitch Regina.”

“Now Jack, if Regina hadn't divorced you, we wouldn't have found each other. I owe her a favor, “I replied.

Jack replied, “Its true I'm much happier now, but she took a lot of my hard-earned money and my reputation with her. I never get invited to any of the valuable events any more. I still don't understand why she divorced me. We were only married a month, I loved her, and she bolted without a word. She hasn't said a word to me since. I haven't even heard about her from our friends. Usually the successes or failure of ex-spouses is all the news for years. She seems to have dropped off the face of the earth. “And I know where she is now. Won't it be interesting to have her here with Anna?

Jack paused, then said, “Yet, she caused me to appreciate you. She was the next best thing to frigid. Making love to her was akin to making love to a seamstress' dummy. She just lay there like she was dead. You are quite responsive and noisy, my love. “It’s almost certain you would be even hotter as my slave. We'll see.

“Why thank you, I think, Sir, “I said, coyly.

"It’s true, love. I enjoy making love to you far more than I did with Regina. Sir Robert does seem to get more work out of his employees than anyone else. He's a self-made man, rising from nothing to one of the richest industrialists in all England. He must have a lot of interesting stories, “I would love to see Anna and Regina, side by side, kneeling in chains just like Julia did, begging to suck my cock. Wouldn't that be a hoot. I'd be dead in a week. Way too much of a good thing. I'd be fun to try, though.

“Do you think he would come to our party?”

“He's on the Commerce Committee with me and there is a meeting in two days. If he comes I will ask him. Besides, I want to try and sell him some equipment for his factories. Do you have a date in mind?”

“No. I will tell you tomorrow. “I replied. I've got a lot of work to make this a good plan.

Jack thought, I think that went well. Now she has a comparison with the old Regina. Let's see what she thinks when she meets the new Regina. If she is half as appealing as Julia, Anna will soon realize what kind of competition she faces. Who knows, Anna may want to join Regina and Julia once she sees how happy they are.


Chapter 7 - Selection

The Asylum was bleak and white. The employees wore white, the walls, the walks, and the equipment was white. Even the padded walls in many of the patient’s rooms were white. The patient’s clothes were white. The patients themselves were white since they never saw the sun.

It felt like a prison. It was dirty and crowded. Regina slept in an eight by eight cell with two bunk beds and five other women. Two had to sleep on the floor. The weakest two. Regina had a bunk, because she was bigger than three of the others. Regina knew she would die in this place. Her sentence was life. Women died every week. No one ever got out alive.

Every day was always the same, I mused. I sometimes wake to the sound of a guard walking the corridor, counting us. Then I would lie there, awake, nothing to do. In a while, a guard would open the cell door and send us off to the shower. We would stand in line, trying to beat a hundred other naked women to an open shower before all the hot water ran out. I felt like I was in a herd of cattle.

There was a line for everything. For the shower, for food, for pills, to turn out for work, to go to the restroom. We even had to line up to be searched after work. I felt so belittled.

Privacy was gone forever. We had to use the bathroom and shower in front of everyone. We were strip searched when we left work, butt naked, squat, spread your ass cheeks in front of twenty or so women.

There were never any choices. We all ate the same food, slept in a cell, did the same work, wore the same white clothes, got the same haircut. Everyone was dull, sullen, hopeless. I felt so broken down by the sameness and knowing I faced the same day, over and over, until I was dead. I lay awake nights wishing I could die soon. I often thought of suicide, but I didn't have the courage. I knew others had taken that way out, but I knew I couldn't.

Often, I thought about Jack, my former husband. At first, I had loved him, but couldn't please him, he couldn't please me. I froze when he tried to have relations with me. I hated myself. I wished I could try again, but that door, like all the others I had once had closed. I felt so worthless. I deserved to be here, away from society. I had no friends here, didn't like any of the other women. They were so mean and crude. They didn't like me, said I was stuck up. Boy, was that wrong.

Work in the laundry was hot, tedious, and repetitive. The women I worked with were foul mouthed, dirty, slovenly, crude. In short, not the sort I would choose to associate with. Of course, we were all judged insane and committed to this hell hole for life, so, I had no choice. At least I was not one of the truly insane ones who were so medicated they didn't move.

One day, a year into my sentence, something new happened. I was glad for a change in the routine. I was taken to a small room with only a table and two chairs. Dr. Benoit greeted me when I entered. He said he had some questions and tests for me and that there was a program. I might qualify for it which could result in me spending the rest of my sentence (life) in a better place. “So, Regina, “he asked, “would you want in such a program?”

A better place. Yes, Yes, Yes. What can he mean? Is this a trick just to get me to spread my legs for him? I would anyway. I didn't care. I hate this life. I said, “Yes, Oh yes. I hate this place. What do I have to do?”

“I need to verify you will be suitable for this program. Only a certain type of woman will do well in it. “He took a thick folder out of a case on the floor and started asking her questions off a list. “Have you ever had a lover?... I see you married then divorced your husband. Tell me about him... What is your favorite sexual position?...Have you ever been tied up for sex? Did you like it?...

The questioning went on for several hours. I was tired and hungry. Finally, he, said, “All right Regina, that is all my questions for now. You noticed that most of them had to do with your sexual experience and your responses to them?

Of course I noticed. Every other question was about sex and obedience. “Yes, of course. I don't care what I must do to get out of here. I will gladly serve my time in a brothel or harem. Is that what this program is all about?”

“Close, “the Doctor said, “but not exactly. Now I'm going to do some tests. Take off your clothing, please.”

I started and said, “Wh... what do you mean?”

“It was clear enough, I am going to test your obedience to my orders and your sexual response to stimuli. Now strip!”

I stood up and removed my dress and looked at him. He didn't say anything, just watched me. After a long moment I removed my bra, then my shoes, and finally my drawers. I felt giddy with excitement. I was under the control of the Doctor himself. He was the authority here. Even the guards obeyed his orders. I wanted him to touch me. He said, “Good. Step over to this side of the table, face away from me and put your hands behind your back. “Oh My God, is he going to handcuff me? I think I'll faint, “I thought. I was sweating, and my belly was getting hot.

I obeyed him and felt the cold bite of handcuffs snapped around my wrists. It feels so good, so natural. I felt things changing beyond my control. I wonder if I can wear them in this program?

The Doctor then ordered, “Turn around and bend over the table. Spread your legs. Wider. Don't move.

Helpless and exposed, I felt humiliated and excited. I supposed he was going to take me now. Instead, I felt a sharp sting on my bottom and I cried out. “Be quiet. Not a sound, “the Doctor ordered.

He rubbed his hand over my stinging bottom. It felt cool and soothing. I was exposed and under the control of a powerful man. I felt submissive lust growing in my belly. It felt like it was glowing with heat and my love juices started to flow. It had been so long since I had felt this way. It was so intense.

I felt my loins growing tight and hot. I moaned with pleasure. “Quiet, “the Doctor ordered. The hand left my bottom only to be followed by another sharp pain. I started then felt the hand return, rubbing the burning stripe into my heating loins. It was even better than when Paul whipped me. This was more intimate. The Doctor was enjoying me, touching me between each stroke. I felt a union with the Doctor. My belly grew warmer as his hand continued its sensual stroking. “More, please, I moaned. His hand moved down my ass and felt my cunt, then withdrew.

The Doctor said, “Wet already, that's good, Regina. How do you feel right now?

I said, “I need you so bad. It hurt when you hit me, but it felt really good after a little bit. I liked it a lot. Would you do it some more, please, Doctor?”

“Not right now, Regina, “the Doctor said. “How do you feel about obeying my orders and being cuffed?”

I tried to explain the many feelings I had. There was anguish, loss, frustration, pleasure, pain and lust, all at once. Finally, I said, “It is strange, but I feel good about it. I liked obeying you and I like having my hands cuffed. If I'm helpless, I am not responsible for anything. I feel free to enjoy my feelings. And this is the best I have felt in ages.”

“OK, “the Doctor said, “Stand up. “I tood. “Now face me and get on your knees. “

I knelt. “Spread your knees wide, arch your back. Stick your tits out. Hold your head up straight and tall. Lower your eyes and look at my feet. Good. Don't move. Now, you seem to meet the requirements for the program. It will be hard work at first, for you have a lot to learn. Remember that you are serving a life sentence and this program will not reduce it. If you are successful, you will live in a much nicer place with much nicer people. Yet you will always be restrained and under their control. They will use your body for sexual pleasure and they will pleasure you, too. They will punish you for any transgressions and you will have to obey their every command. You will be nothing more than a sex slave with no rights, no voice. Do you want to do this?”

I was intrigued, but not yet convinced this would be a good life for me. But there was always a chance of escaping once out of these walls. "Oh, Yes Doctor I will do anything to leave this place. Anything., “I said. “Besides, I love being chained and punished. It’ wonderful when I’ controlled. I have no shame or guilt about receiving pleasure when I'm made to do it by my Master.”

“All right, “the Doctor said, “stand up and turn around. When I stood, he unlocked my cuffs. “Get dressed, “he ordered. When I was dressed he opened the door. There were two male guards there who took me to a different part of the hospital. They took me through several impressive locked doors and down a long corridor. Finally, they stopped at a door and opened it.

“In here, “the attendant said.

“What is this..., “I started to ask. I was familiar with all the attendants but had never been in this part of the hospital before.

They ignored me.

Inside, I saw a small dormitory room with six steel frame cots. Each cot had a mattress with a blanket folded on its foot. There was a woman sitting on one of the cots dressed in a simple white shift like me. She stood as I entered. The attendants left without a word and closed the door behind them. There was a thick yellow line painted on the floor across the middle of the floor.

I stood there not knowing what to do.


Chapter 8 - Preparation

The woman said, “Hi. I'm Elizabeth, call me 'Liz.”

“I'm Regina, what is this place and why are we here? “I asked.

Liz replied, “I'm not sure. I've only been here a little while and no one has said a word to me.

They heard a bolt sliding back, the door opened, and Dr. Benoit entered. He said, “Good morning, ladies. You have been selected for a program which may see you leave this facility in a few months. To be successful you must both work hard and learn to accept a new reality. It will not be easy, but all the previous participants in the program are much happier than they were here. This program requires you to follow my instructions completely. The program will prepare you to reenter society. The training will be hard. You will embrace feelings and behavior stronger than you have felt before. You will be punished if you do not obey your orders immediately and completely. You will be rewarded if you are obedient. It will be frightening at first, but this will change. “He walked to the door, opened it, and two large, dour women entered. He said to the two women, “Go with these matrons and they will get you ready.”

The two matrons walked over to Elizabeth and I, took our hands and led us out into the corridor. They went into a room several doors down and found it to be a large bathroom. There was only one shower stall and the door was open. Tall cabinets lined the walls and a wooden table stood in the center of the tiled floor. One of the matrons said, “Elizabeth, hang your clothes in that cabinet. Put your shoes and undergarments on the shelf inside. Regina, sit in that chair and wait your turn, please.”

We both did as instructed. Elizabeth finished showering and turned off the water. A matron handed her a large towel and said, “Dry yourself.”

Elizabeth replied, “Yes, ma'am. “Elizabeth emerged with the towel wrapped around her body. One of the matrons said, “Here's another towel. Sit down and dry your hair more. Regina, your turn. Use the cabinet next to Elizabeth's. We obeyed.

When I came out of the shower Liz was gone and I was handed a towel and told to dry myself. When I finished my hands were cuffed behind me and a steel collar locked around my neck. There was a chain on the collar. I opened my mouth to object and a leather ball gag was stuffed in my mouth and strapped behind my head. I was led into the hall and saw Liz naked, cuffed, gagged, and collared just like me. A length of chain joined her collar to a wall ring. A matron unlocked her chain from the wall ring and locked it to my collar. The matrons produced two whips and showed them to us and one said, “Now be good and we won't have to use these. Follow me, single file, Regina first, stay two paces behind my right shoulder. “She started walking away up the corridor.

I just stared after her, astonished at having to “heel “like a dog. I had never expected to get my fondest wish so easily, so quickly. I was helpless and felt my belly start to churn and heat up. I regretted my hesitation when I felt the fierce sting of the matron's whip on my right buttock. The matron said, “Hurry. “I jumped after the retreating matron's back, jerking on the chain attaching me to Liz. Liz jumped to close the gap and slackened the chain linking our necks. One of the matrons said, “The Doctor will be in to talk to you shortly.”

They put us in 'our' room and the door locked behind us. We were still cuffed and gagged. After some struggling I lay on my bed and Elizabeth was able to unstrap the gag and pull it from my mouth. I said, “Thanks, let me get yours out. “We switched and soon Elizabeth could speak again and said, “That was a dirty trick. Now we're clean but locked up worse than before.”

I was quite happy with my restraints, but also ashamed of my quick submission. I thought I should reassure Liz. After all, I didn't want this stranger locked to my neck getting agitated. I said, “What did you expect. No one trusts us unless we're locked up or chained some way. I guess I must be different than most girls. I like it. I want to submit and obey. It makes me hot and absolves me of any guilt. I can't prevent anything from happening. And besides, we can't do anything about it.”

The door opened, and the Doctor entered. He looked at them and said, “Kneel on the yellow line, facing me. Spread your knees as wide as possible, pull your shoulders back, arch your spine, head up, and look as my feet. “Of course, we both obeyed as best we could.

The Doctor spoke again, “You are now in a special program. You both are serving life sentences and this program will not reduce that. The ministry has approved the program, so it has the force of law. We will train you to be courtesans and servants and place you in private homes. Your new location will be more enjoyable. You will be useful to others and reduce the ministry's expenses. Do you understand?”

We both said “Yes, Sir.”

For this program, the ministry has reinstated the institution of slavery. Only for convicted females, and only with specific conditions. You are now both legal slaves. As such, there are some rules you must obey, or you will merit punishment. One of these rules is that you must show proper respect to your masters. And every free person is your master. You may show respect in several ways. One way is that you will address every male as 'Master' and every free female as 'Mistress.' Is this clear?”

Both of us said, “Yes, Master.”

Luckily both of you are quite submissive and should adapt to your new situation in short order. You may not speak unless given permission. You may to ask permission to speak, but overuse will result in punishment. Is this clear?”

“Yes, Master, “I said. A long pause later Liz followed suit. I could tell Liz was not as happy with this order as I.

The Doctor continued, “From now on, you will never make a decision of any sort. Your lives will be simple- obey every command, be respectful, and you will be cared for and loved. Your wishes, preferences, and desires are of no consequence to any master, and soon, not even to you. You will serve out your life sentences in private homes. The ministry has ensured you are unable to escape. If you do manage that feat, you will be soon returned to captivity. They are not negotiable. Your training will begin tomorrow.

For now, remember your current position. Whenever a master enters your presence, assume this position. And remember, punishment will occur if you fail to please a master. Pleading for relief will double the punishment. Am I clear?”

Both of us immediately said, “Yes, Master. “He left the room.

Elizabeth whispered, “Oh man. He means it. We're in a slave school and will be in a slave market when we're trained. We must escape. Do you have any ideas?”

After a brief consideration, I said, “I think it'll be wonderful. I don't want to escape. This is my dream life. Just think, no worries or responsibilities except to obey and give love.”

Elizabeth replied, “No, no, no. You heard him. They are going to punish us whenever they want. They can punish us whenever they feel like it. We will have to act 'pleasing' no matter what we think. I'm going to escape. We owe it to all the women in the country. They are going to enslave every woman. The men like us helpless and obedient! They can't keep us chained all the time! Liz was quiet for a moment then said, "But fixed like we are, it seems like there is only one thing we can do right now. “She eyed me and said, “Have you ever made love to a woman?”


Chapter 9 - Fun

Startled by the rapid change of topic, I replied, “No. “I had once tried it at school, but I wasn't going to admit it to her, “That's immoral. I've never even thought of it. “My damned rigid upbringing wouldn't let me admit to something that felt super good when I had tried it. And it was more than 'once.'

“Good, “Elizabeth said. “You're a virgin.”

I shot back, “I am not. I slept with my husband and later with other men.”

Elizabeth said, “Better and better. Tell me, did you like it?”

I thought a moment then replied, “It hurt the first time. After that it felt good, but the man always got me hot then finished before I was ready.”

Elizabeth said, “The same with me. But when my girlfriend and I tried it and after we practiced a little it got better than with boys, much better. Can I show you? After all, what else do we have to do now. Anyway, its pretty obvious that is what the Doctor wants us to do or he wouldn't have left us fixed this way!”

I felt intrigued. There had always been rumors and whispered gossip among my friends. No one had ever admitted actually doing it. I wanted to do it. It also felt repellent, unnatural. I knew how good it felt when I tried it myself and I wondered if a 'courtesan' could do better. I could feel heat growing in my belly and my love juices starting to bubble. Finally I gave in and said, “I've not experienced. What do I do?”

Elizabeth said, ”Stand up.”

I was wary and shy, but I stood. Liz stood at the same time and sidled around to face me, almost touching. Liz moved closer and started rubbing her breasts against mine. I flinched away, but Liz followed and continued her rubbing. I felt Liz' belly touch mine and soon her entire body, from ankles to shoulders was brushing me. Then she pressed against me until my whole body was squirming. It felt wonderful to just touch. It was even better than using our hands. That would have been mundane, common touching and not new or as sensitive, I realized. Liz' head was dipping and twisting, following her undulating body. She was caressing my every sense.

Elizabeth put her face close to mine, made eye contact and let it linger. Her eyes softened and she almost smiled. Liz ran her nose over and around mine, just touching. She asked, “Can I kiss you? “My brain shied away, but my body thrilled to such an erotic, sensuous joining. I smiled, and opened my lips a fraction, tilted my head to the right, and put my lips on Elizabeth's. Liz opened her mouth a little and ran her tongue over my lips. Her touch was gentle, sensual. She eased the tip of her tongue between my slack lips and slid it back and forth, sharing their tastes.

I touched the tip of my tongue to Liz' and gently blew. Liz' tongue thrust forward, pressing my tongue down, dominating it. Her lips pressed hard against mine, raping my mouth. She pressed my back all the way onto the bed, subjugating me. I couldn't move, I felt my hot love juices squeeze dripping from my cunt, running down my ass crack. I loved the sense of helplessness, of Liz forcing me to respond. I reveled in submission. “Do what you want to me, “I thought, unable to speak, gagged by my chained mistress' tongue and lips. “I am your slave. “

Liz continued the kiss, with hard pressure on my lips, exploring my mouth with her soft tongue. I relaxed into the kiss, returning it with all my will. I knew she had nothing else to do. Liz was her whole world and she concentrated her whole being into the kiss. Liz, too, I think, thought only of pleasuring me. When we finally came up for breath, Liz slid down my body, kissing and licking all the way. She paid special attention to the hollows under my collarbone. She made me so hot, sucking, licking and kissing my glowing skin.

She slid down so her hot mouth could fasten on my rock-hard nipples. She alternated nipples, first left, then right, licking and sucking them. I was ready to burst. I had unusually long nipples, standing out an inch from the aureoles. I had not expected this slow, sensuous arousing through my breasts. All I could think about was how this would look to my strait-laced friends. Here I was. naked, chained to another naked woman and having sex with her. I felt strong arousal.

I liked being helpless and taken by another woman. We were both slaves. We were no longer bound by any rules or expectations of others. For the first time in her life, I was free. Free to act on my desires and feelings. I had to obey my masters, so they were responsible, not me. I realized the beautiful, sensuous woman chained to me was right. The Doctor wanted us to love each other. I released my lust for Elizabeth and wanted her. I was free to act on my desires and feelings. We were just slaves and would always be helpless. By the time both nipples were hard, they were aching, wanting release and her belly was aflame. I was moaning, wanting more. I wanted to hold and caress Elizabeth, but my chained wrists made me impotent. I could only endure the sweet torture and hope for release.

I felt my nipples hardening and belly heating with love. I felt Liz's warm body caressing me as she moved. The cold, steel chain connecting us slithered over my skin. Liz moved her head back and forth between my breasts. The rounded, obdurate steel joining my wrists pushed into my back. I loved it all. My restraints made everything I was feeling more intense. Liz and the steel subjugated me and I reveled in my subjugation, wanting it to last forever.

Liz moved lower, continuing to lick and kiss, and suck. I spread my legs to allow Liz access to my loins. I felt Liz' hot body slide down my labia lips, caressing them, driving my excitement ever higher. Liz knelt on the floor and lowered her head to my groin.

My heat skyrocketed as I felt her magic tongue approach my loins. My moan rose in pitch as my heat blossomed. My labia lips spread wide in arousal, moist with expectation. Elizabeth moved at a deliberate pace, teasing me, drawing it out. I wanted her to hurry, to push me over the edge. But no, she dawdled, knowing that delaying my climax was driving me crazy with desire. She licked and nuzzled my thighs and belly, closing in on the nexus of my lust.

She watched the helpless contractions of my vagina. Saw me trying to pull a phantom penis into my body, to reach the ultimate in physical pleasure. Elizabeth licked my engorged labia lips, up one side, down the other, then reversing. Dawdling, tantalizing me, driving me to ever more frantic heights. My gasps and moans increased in frequency and power. When Elizabeth sensed I was at my peak, she thrust her tongue deep into my cunt. She took my clitoris into her mouth and sucked with all her might. I exploded. My moans became wails. My legs snapped shut around Elizabeth's head. My back arched, lifting Elizabeth off the floor. Sometime later, my spasm relaxed and I settled back down, releasing Elizabeth. We were silent for long moments. Finally, Elizabeth said, “Well, for a first time you certainly enjoyed it.”

I gave a choking laugh then asked, “Why didn't anyone ever tell me what it was like?”

Elizabeth answered, “That was the biggest orgasm I have ever seen. I don't think anyone else knew how big it would be for you. Now its my turn. Are you ready?”

We switched positions and Elizabeth directed me into position. Elizabeth said, “Now remember, no matter how much noise I make, wait for me to peak before you suck my clit.”

I looked at the helpless girl below me and said, “Shut up slave. I'm in charge now, “and began licking her breast.

Surprising me, Elizabeth's orgasm was as huge as mine had been. After she had relaxed, I asked,” Was your orgasm as spectacular as it looked? I think it was as big as mine, and mine was my first.”

Elizabeth said, “It was the best I've ever had. You were great, but I think there was more to it than that. All the time I wanted to hold you and could only think about my cuffed wrists and chained neck. By the way, I liked that they chained our collars together. I wonder if they would send us out as a pair? I think I must enjoy bondage. I felt joy at being helpless and under your control. I wonder if being submissive makes sex more intense?”

I said, “You mean the stupendous orgasm I felt was not normal? I sure enjoyed it. You played me like a violin and gave me more intense joy than I ever felt before. You can play me anytime!”

We were silent with our own thoughts for a while. I wanted a man in me. Liz surprised me when she said, "I don't belong here. I'm not crazy. I was framed by a bunch of men who were afraid of women being independent. I don't want to be a slave to a man. I would be your slave, Regina, but I don't think that's in store for us."

"Liz, “I said, "It doesn't look like we have a choice. We will become just what Dr. Benoit wants us to be. He has all the power. And I like that. I want to belong to a man, have great sex all the time, and have no worries except to obey my master. What could be easier or more pleasant for a woman? Relax and enjoy the ride, slave."

Liz looked at me and said, "you're right. I don't have a choice and I do want to avoid those whips. I'll try and enjoy it too, slave."

…....

The matron led them to a different room and ushered them in. In the middle of the bare room was a wooden table. There were long leather straps dangling from each end of the table. A chain dangled from the ceiling over the middle of the table. There was a large ring on the end of the chain which hung three feet above the table's surface. They blindfolded us.

A matron took hold of the chain joining the two women, close to Regina's collar and pulled her to one end of the table. She bent Regina over the table so that her waist was over the edge of it, her head toward the center. She used the straps to fasten Regina's waist to the table. They pulled Regina's feet apart and strapped them to the table legs. The other matron took Liz to the other end and fastened her the same way. Ropes tied to each girl’s cuffed wrists were pulled up to the hanging ring. The girls groaned as their arms rose into the stressful tie.

They heard the matrons leave the room. Liz whispered, “Why are they punishing us like this?”

I replied, “This isn't punishment. And why are you whispering? We weren't told to be quiet or gagged. I don't think they care if we talk or scream. Think about it Liz, we have been set up for a man to use us.”

Liz said, in a more normal voice, “Well, if that's what they want to do, all they had to do was tell us. Why the blindfolds, and why have they fastened us this way?”

I replied, “I don't know. We don't have a choice, anyway. “They were quiet. After a while I found that if I lifted my torso, it decreased the strain on my shoulders. I couldn't hold this position for long. So, I wound up raising my torso for a few minutes, lowering it and repeating. It wasn't long until I started thinking about how helpless I was. How I was controlled by strangers. As I mulled over my state, I felt heat rising almost in my loins. I started tensing my legs and vagina alternately. Trying to bring relief and release. Before I even got close, I heard the door open and froze.

A husky man's voice asked, “Which one do you want?

Another Man replied, “The redhead.”

The next sound was a sharp snapping sound followed by a gasp from Liz followed by her pleading, “Please no. I haven't done anything. I'll do anything you want, “followed by another snap and Liz screaming.

Then I felt the whip on my ass, burning a fiery stripe across both of my buttocks. I jumped at the sting and gave low moans of pleasure. I knew the heat on my skin would change and turn to heat in my belly and loins. The second stroke of the whip followed a few seconds after the first. Each stroke burned a fresh trail across my ass until it glowed a uniform rosy glow. I couldn't feel the individual stripes any more. Even though the whip continued to warm my ass, the strokes no longer stung. The heat in my ass was heating my loins. I realized I was horny. I wanted a man in me. It was getting worse as the whipping continued. I felt my helplessness and my heat and was glad. I was also frustrated. I needed the stranger inside me, now, damn it. I moaned in need. I realized that Liz, too, had stopped screaming and was now moaning.

My whipping stopped, and I moaned louder, saying, “Please take me. Please, Please...”

I heard my tormentor say, “Not yet. “And then ghostly fingers stroked my labia lips, up and down, ever so gently. It felt so good, so sexy, so intimate. It felt so right for me to be helpless while a stranger slowly brought my arousal higher. I pushed my cunt into the fingers as far as I could, trying vainly to get them inside me. They remained maddeningly just on the edge of my labia. Sometimes I got an electric jolt as they touched my clit, but it was not enough!

Then I felt the fingers push deep into my cunt. Oh! The ecstasy was overwhelming. I felt my whole insides spasm in a thunderous orgasm. I heard the man finger fucking me say, “Good girl.”

I felt shame and ecstatic joy and was gloriously happy to be exactly where I was. I thought this was Heaven. I never wanted to be freed. I wanted this to go on forever. Yet... I feared I would not be able to bear any further pleasure.

My body was still trembling in its bonds when I felt the fingers move back into my cunt. My heat skyrocketed again. As the fingers stroked in and out my juices gushed. My muscles spasmed over and over as the agonizing pleasure soared. I orgasmed again and again as the fingers continued to stimulate me. After my fourth orgasm, I felt one finger push past my tight sphincter into my anus. The pressure of having both my nether holes penetrated at once was even more stimulating. I felt the next orgasm growing in me. It grew too large to control and I had the biggest orgasm ever. I was awash in pleasure too great to bear and everything faded to black.


Chapter 10 - The Party


When I came to, I was still bound to the table and someone was lowering my arms then I felt my straps removed. I was stood up and wobbled on unsteady legs. I could hear them unfastening Liz. My blindfold was removed, and I saw two men. One of whom had just given me the greatest pleasure of my life. But I did not know which one. It didn't matter. I was grateful to both for giving me the tremendous rush I had felt.

One of them clipped a leash onto my collar and said, “Come on. We're going to the welcome party for the new class of trainees. “ He led the two women do a large room with many people in it. It looked like a party. Half of the people were staff, since they had clothes, both men and women. The rest were slaves. Women restrained like Liz and me. All the slaves were joined in pairs by four feet of shiny chain. with a staff member leading them on a leash.

I could see the staff were eating and drinking, as well as feeding the girls. Our handlers took us to a buffet table and asked what we preferred, collecting food on a large plate. I felt shocked and confused. The men who had whipped us to orgasm were now acting solicitous. After the food was gathered, the trainers led us around the room. The staff talked to each other about sports, their children, the Royals. a completely normal party save for the naked, chained women on leashes. There was a stir across the room. I could not see what the commotion was. They led us toward it. They stopped several times to feed us tidbits or converse with an acquaintance. Finally, we got close enough to see the commotion. Several groups of chained girls and their handlers were talking with a woman.

Roseann

The woman was naked too, but she was exotically and erotically different. The first thing I noticed was the huge ring in her nose. It was gold in color, at least a quarter inch in thickness, and partly covered her upper lip. It must have weighed a pound. It nearly filled her nostrils. There was a light chain depending from it. It looked to be four feet long and had a large ring on it end like a handle to lead her by or fasten her to something. It was a perfect sign of her slave status. If everything else on her was gone, everyone who saw this ring and its leash would know she was a slave or pet. It made her the most erotic sight I had ever seen. She also wore large gold rings in her nipples, and labia, somewhat smaller.

Her legs were shackled. Steel bands joined with a short chain. She wore high heeled sandals. I would like to have shoes again. The collar on her neck was daunting. It was twice as high as those of the other women. It had writing on the front, but I was too far away to read it. She turned enough that I could see that her wrists too wore steel manacles locked to the back of her collar. I wondered how she could raise her arms high enough to reach the collar. She wore a tight steel band around the narrowest part of her waist. Two chains hung down her back from her bracelets, connected to her waistband. She was smiling and chatting with everyone like a gracious hostess.

I stared at her collar. It was ugly. It was beautiful. It had rounded edges. It was of thick, shining steel. It was as wide as it could be without limiting the motion of her head. It fit like a glove, snug so it wouldn't chafe and in contact at every point of its circumference. The heavy rings hanging front and back were of similar heroic proportion. It was wonderful. It claimed her nakedness and transformed her. Without it she was a beautiful woman in chains. With it she could be nothing but a gorgeous slave that her master owned and commanded. No woman wearing such a collar could be anything but a prized possession. Nor, I thought, would she want to be. I lusted after one just like it.

The collar I wore was pedestrian, loose, just locked and could be easily taken from my neck. It chafed, it was loose on me. Of course, it held me fast, but that was irrelevant. I could see the rivets holding that wonderful solid piece of steel around her neck. It was permanent. My eyes flashed back and forth between her nose ring and her collar. The restraints on her limbs held her captive, but it was what was above her shoulders that made her slave.

No matter if she wore clothing, the nose ring and collar were always visible symbols of her slavery. They made me wet with lust. I wanted her and I wanted to be her. I knew she was the perfect woman. She was sexy and submissive. She filled all who beheld her with lust and passion. She was available to whoever held her leash. I wanted to look like that. I was just playing a slave now. She was a complete, total, irrevocable slave. I wanted a master to hold me in such a heavy grasp also. I knew I was a natural, total slave and I wanted all who saw me to know it too.

Our trainers led us close to the women. The man holding our leash said, “Roseann, these two are Regina and Elizabeth. “She smiled at us and said, “Hello, glad to meet you. I'm here to answer your questions and prepare you for the rest of the program. Here, tonight, you can ask me any questions you like. So, you can see my piercings and the rings I wear in my body. I am also more chained than you. Soon all the collared women in this room will be just like me. You will hate the rings when they are first put in you. But this will soon change. I love mine. They make me hot and aroused every time I move, and they sway in me. Also, most free men and women find them sexy. Of course, they make you more submissive. They allow anyone at all to control you and they make handy places to fasten or leash you. But, on the whole I like them a lot.”

Roseann turned around, shuffling her feet to the clatter of chain. She said, “look at my hands. See how they lock to my collar. This is not uncomfortable now. The masters trained my arms by fastening my wrists as high on my back as possible. They left them there most of the time and kept raising them until I could reach my collar. This makes you almost completely helpless. Much more so than your handcuffs. This way has the advantage that it is comfortable for me to lay on my back. I must sleep this way all the time, now.

The chains hanging down fasten to my waistband. See how they run through the ring on my belt and a large ring joins them? When my master unlocks my hands from my collar I can do simple tasks. but the chains keep me from reaching above my head or more than a foot in front of my waist. This is the most freedom I will ever have, again. if my master wants me more restrained, all he must do is lock the joining ring to my collar. Then the chains hold my hands at the small of my back.”

She continued, “All my bands are snug so there is no rubbing and there are no keys, just rivets. I have actually come to like that. Once you realize you can't get free, you can relax and enjoy life. Any questions about my hardware?”

“Roseann, “I asked, “can you wash your hair, and go to the bath, and things like that wearing those chains? ““Oh, yes, dear. They are well designed. They allow you to reach every part of your body. So long as the wrist chins are not locked. If they are then you will need help. I've always gotten it done, though sometimes I have to beg for help.”

I asked, “Aren't you frightened of being always under someone's control?”

Roseann answered, “At first, but after you realize it’s no different than how you are now, it doesn't matter. What matters is your treatment. And, for me, that was much better after my enslavement.”

Liz asked, “How is life better as a slave?”

Roseann said, “Sex, lots and lots of sex. I usually have six or seven great orgasms and one or two tremendous orgasms every day. I have them with men, with women, with slaves, and, of course, with the whip. I am always treated well by my masters, and I love them all. I think they love me too, partly as a sex object, partly as a clever pet. I never have to worry about what to wear. No politics, no shopping, don't care or even know what the neighbors think. I never even see money, no boring jobs just to eat, I don't worry about what to do next, or meeting obnoxious people. I just exist to give pleasure to my master and his friends. It’s a free existence living in bondage! No one else cares what you think, and you only need to pay attention and obey your Master.”

I asked, “What will happen to us now and how long until we are through with this training?”

Roseann smiled and said, “After this party you will all get your brands and fitted like me. Some of the girls in this room have already gotten them and are still learning their new limits. Then your training will take about two months. Then you will meet your new Master.”

“Branded, “they both exclaimed, “like an animal? Does it hurt ”

Roseann, calmly replied, “You are now the property of others, slaves like me. Masters will do what they want to you. Look at my left thigh, see the mark. It is a Crown, showing I am enslaved by the Crown. It is a permanent mark of your enslavement. It does hurt, but only for a little while. After your outfitting then your training will begin. You will be trained in groups. You will graduate as soon as you master the curriculum. There is no way to fail, but some leave sooner than others.”

Roseann continued, “Every training day will begin and end with orgasms from the whip. The whipping is to remind you that you are slave and to teach you to orgasm to the whip. You will learn to love and fear the whip and to obey every command with grace. And always remember to smile, yes smile. It makes your Masters happy and you earn a whipping anytime you are without a smile on your face.

After your morning whipping you will freshen up and eat. Each day will include exercise to keep you fit and to teach you the positions you will need to know. You will learn how to kiss and stimulate a sex partner. How to service a man using all your orifices. How to bring a woman to a tremendous orgasm with your mouth and fingers.

You will learn to orgasm yourselves through oral, vaginal and anal intercourse. How to use sex toys to bring others to climax. You will learn to wear a wide variety of sex toys. Like butt plugs, chastity belts, a wide variety of gags, blindfolds, and hoods. You will learn how to walk on a leash, submit to a master, kiss their feet, and all the skills of a pony girl and pet girl.

You will learn belly dance, and yes this much your chains will permit you. Throughout all your training, you will learn to move with grace and sensuousness. You will learn to arouse and stimulate your masters with your every motion, every breath. You will become the one in control of those things that matter. In everything else you must be obedient. You will learn to drive men and women mad with passion. That is what being a sex slave is all about.”

I said, “Thank you Roseann. I don't have a choice about being a slave, but your words have made it seem better than before. How does a Master find us? Is there an auction or something?”

Roseann said, "Nothing like that. The Doctor chooses where you go. I don't know how he chooses."

"Who is your Master, Roseann? Do you like him? Is he nice to you?", I asked.

"Why, it's Dr, Benoit. I thought you knew. I was the first girl in the program. His guinea pig, so to speak. I love him. But he is not 'nice' to me. He is my Master. I must follow all the same rules as you, and he is strict with me. I think he's good for me. I am much more focused. Since I've belonged to him I have learned to be a much better gardener and cook. I guess the truth is I am in love with him."

Liz looked at her in disbelief and said, “What about freedom, voting, women's liberation. I wanted to change the world. Now I'm going to be a scullery maid and sex slave. I feel cheated.”

I looked at my friend and said, “Liz, remember you are serving a life sentence here. You weren't going to do any of those things anyway. This, at least, lets us live in a better home, and we get all the sex we want. Also, your master may let you garden and cook like Roseann.”

Liz, said, “Hey, that's right. OK I'll try it.”

I laughed, “That's the spirit. Let's do it.”

The man holding their lead said, “That's enough. Come on. “He led Liz and I across the room to a vacant couch. As they walked, I saw two more women equipped identical to Roseann. I stared at them and recognized them as a pair I had seen only yesterday. Then they were only handcuffed and collared as she was. “so soon, “I thought. I don't know why girls aren't born wearing chains. We all seem to get them soon enough.

I thought Roseann was speaking of the future, but now she knew she was being literal. I felt heat swelling in my belly as I stared at the two girls. They were erotic and beautiful. In fact, all the girls here were beautiful, but these two were stunning with their chains and rings. I imagined the rings must arouse them at every motion. I could see these sway as the women moved. Their faces were serious and concerned but broke into smiles as the men led them around the room.

Our trainers led Liz and I to a small table and bent over so our breasts rested on the table. It was low enough so that our asses were higher than our shoulders. They told us to spread our legs then not to move. Our trainers started stroking us with their whips. So soft they didn't hurt at all. The men increased the strength of the strokes but kept the pace slow. After a few minutes of this slow whipping. I began to feel my body heat up. My skin felt like it was glowing with heat, but it didn't hurt. My belly was getting hot. Then I felt my trainer start to stroke my labia lips with his fingers. Feather light strokes running up one side then down the other. They were spreading my love juices all over my cunt. The whipping and finger actions went on together. Like the strings and percussion instruments blending into a lifting harmony for my senses. I heard a moan and realized it was me. The gentle stroking and soft impacts led to a huge orgasm. When I opened my eyes I saw interested trainers and envious slaves surrounding us.

Liz and I seemed to have gone off together for she was just opening her eyes and smiling at me.


Chapter 11 - Marked

Our trainers got us off the table and led us away on shaky legs, both of them murmuring, “Good girl, “to us.

They unlocked the chain linking us from my collar. A light chain leash took its place. One man took hold of the leash and the other took the chain still locked to Liz's collar., They both said, “Heel. “and led us out of the room. When we reached our room, I saw Liz taken inside and my trainer led me past it.

We entered a small, hot room. There was a black metal machine in the center of the room and a red hot brazier in the corner.

I balked when I saw the brazier, but two men grabbed me and dragged me the rest of the way into the room. One said, “That's right, honey. We're going to brand you.”

I screamed and fought, but they were too strong and with my hands cuffed behind me, I had no chance of stopping them. They lifted me and carried me to the machine. Its use became clear as the metal bars clamped down on my left leg and they strapped my right ankle high and to the side. I continued to scream and plead, but they ignored me. The light-haired man went to the brazier and pulled the glowing iron from the coals. He walked up to me and said,” This will hurt, scream all you want. Afterwards you can rest. “He pressed the red-hot branding iron into my upper left thigh and held it for 5 full seconds. I screamed at the pain and the knowledge I was forever branded slave. I fainted.

I awoke to a burning pain in my thigh and it took me a moment to realize where I was. I jerked as I remembered my branding. I raised my legs as far as possible. I could just see the mark on my thigh. It was a stylized crown with three points. I heard Liz stirring on the next bed. And said, “Liz, can you hear me, how do you feel?”

Liz replied, “Regina, I...I'm branded! I'm locked down to the bed. I can't move.”

I said, “Liz, I'm branded too. I don't think we can ever get them off. We're marked for life.”

The door opened and Dr. Benoit entered. He walked over between the girl's beds and checked their brands. He said, “excellent. These are clear and crisp. You will be proud of the way they look. “Then he unlocked me from the bed, had me stand, and then sit in a wheelchair. He wheeled me out of the room and took me to a workshop that stank of hot metal and oil.


Chapter 12 - Chained 

I was sat on a stool with my collar chained to a pillar. After much measuring of my ankles and legs it was clear I was going to get shackled first. I watched the smith work, turning a plain length of steel into a work of art any girl would be proud to wear. I judged it beautiful but wished it would decorate another. They lifted my right leg and placed my ankle in the opened circlet of steel. A large vise closed it. I felt its snug grip on my ankle stop short of discomfort. The smith's hammer sung its song and I prayed his aim would be true. When he finished the rivets held the anklet snug on my ankle. A padlock held a short chain to the anklet. He ordered me to stand and the fit checked. The smith judged it good and started on my other anklet.

The other anklet was soon snug. They joined it to the right with a foot of gleaming chain and a second padlock. I was stood up and the new anklet was also found to be good. They unlocked me from the pillar and the smith took my cuffed arm by the bicep and walked me around the shop.

I felt more like a slave than ever. Hobbled like an errant horse and clumsy in my shackles. I would have fallen several times if the smith had not caught me. There was not enough chain for a decent step, but plenty to snag a toe. These shackles were permanent. There was no key. Only a smith could free me. No man would ever want me free to run or kick. No woman would ever be able to free me. I would wear these shaming, limiting, clanking symbols of my slavery forever.

I cared not for my lost freedom. My shackles were forged with care and enhanced my look. If I must be a slave, at least these made me beautiful. I was happy to be a slave. My loins were aflame with submissive heat and I could feel my juices running down my leg. I left a glistening trail behind me on the floor. I apologized to the smith, “I'm sorry I'm making such a mess.”

“Not surprised. Most of you girls make a puddle when you're ironed. Seems to tickle the fancy of many a pretty girl.”

They handled me like a dumb animal. They spoke few words. The men rearranged me as they needed to do their work. They removed the chain from my ankles and strapped me face up on a strange 'X' shaped table. I had a huge leather ball strapped in my mouth. They rolled large tools up to the table and used then to fit gleaming bands around my wrists and neck.

I watched the irons grip my wrists, and the smith took as much care with their appearance as he had with my ankles. The bands were a solid length of curved metal with upturned ends. The edges rounded and smooth. They slipped around my limb then were squeezed closed by a large vise. When the ends met, they inserted rivets and hammered them flat. There were two rivets in each cuff and they were flat to the surface. They filed and polished the rivets until there was a single flat surface. They pushed a thick, open ring through a hole and welded it shut with a hammer and anvil.

One of the men held my collar up so I could see it. It was wide, gleaming silver, curved out of a single piece of steel. There was no hinge. The opening was just wide enough to slide around my neck. It had a thick staple welded to the center with a large, thick steel ring. There were words engraved around the staple. They read “REGINA -Property of Royal Correctional Service-$1,000 Reward -Return to any Police Station. “I read them with mixed emotions. Joy that no one would ever be able to separate me from my Master. Acceptance that escape was even less likely. Anyone who saw the collar would turn me in and there was no way I could remove the collar without a smith's help.

I stared at my collar. It was just as obdurate and beautiful as Roseann's. It looked heavy and obdurate. I would wear it for the rest of my life. It would define me as slave far more than its mates on my wrists and ankles. To everyone who saw it, it was me. No matter what I did or said, what else I wore, how I looked, this sinister mass of metal was alive with malice. Once it grasped my neck it would shout with glee 'I hold this slave for you to see. I will hold her forever. Command her.'

Yet, I wanted to wear it. I longed for its cold embrace tight on my throat. It was the hand of every man who had ever owned the body and soul of a woman. It was reaching out across time to hold me where I belonged. I knew I was a true slave and I wanted a master to own me.

They clamped the collar into a large machine and I lay upon its cold surface. My neck was inserted into it and the machine closed the collar. It was like a large, smooth hand claiming me. When closed, I could feel it touching every inch of my neck in a snug grip. They inserted the rivets and hammered them flat. The surface was filed and polished to a perfect flatness.

I lay there for many minutes feeling the vibrations of the work that enslaved me and I didn't care. I just wanted to finish training and learn who would own me. When the machine opened, I verified that my collar was heavy. I lifted my head and sat up. One of the smiths held up a mirror for me to see. Just like Roseann's, it was beautiful and was perfect on me. It was exactly right for me, a slave.


Chapter 13 - Ringed

After my bracelets and collar closed on me I was still strapped to the table. One of the men released a hidden catch and the surface tilted so that my feet were only inches from the floor. The men added a blindfold and more straps until my torso and head could not move. The men stroked my nipples and clit until they grew rigid. One man went to each side of the table and began stroking and pinching my nipples. Against my will, the traitorous nipples swelled. Standing rigid at attention above my heaving breasts. ready to be forever changed.

They applied a cool liquid to my rock-hard nipples and I felt the huge needle pierce them. They stung more than hurt. I felt the rings inserted. I imagined they were just like Roseann's. I hoped they looked as good on me. Roseann's were beautiful on her. If asked, I would have given consent to be pierced and ringed. My opinions were not ever going to be sought again. I had lost any right to my body. It was owned by another. I didn't even know who yet. I could only gasp and moan as my flesh was pierced. I heard the clicking as their internal locks engaged, but my blindfold kept them from me. Then each of my ears received their rings.

Outrage and pain colored the single scream I emitted as they pierced my clit hood. I only sobbed as they locked the ring within my secret place and my labia lips received similar rings.

At first, I raged at the violation of my body. Then I realized I was helpless to do anything about it. I wondered if they would make me more attractive to my new Masters. I hoped the Doctor knew what he was doing. One of the men applied a lotion to each of my new rings and rotated them within my flesh. He did not say anything. Neither did I. They were handling me and I wanted their care. I was so helpless!

Then I felt the cool liquid spread in both nostrils. Something cold and large thrust into both nostrils. There was a sharp click and my face filled with pain. The pain was much stronger than the other piercings. It was sickening and I had no defense against it. I screamed into my gag. The pain was sharp and pointed. It thrust up into my brain and made my ears hurt. I tried to shake my head but it wouldn't move at all. I felt the cold object removed from my nose but the pain didn't go away. Then I felt fingers doing something else in my nose. Something narrower slipped into my nostrils.  I felt pressure squeezing my septum. There was a click and the thing left my nose, but I still felt the squeezing pressure.

I recognized what had been done to me. They had made a large hole in my septum and then put a grommet in the hole to ensure it would never grow smaller. This made the ring they planned to put in my nose free to swing. It also meant I could stand a stronger pull on my nose.

I heard the men walk away and return. They removed my blindfold and strapped my head back down. One of the men said, “This is your nose ring. It is permanent, like the others, but it is bigger and engraved. Look at the circumference. “He held up two half circles of shining steel with the outer edges toward her. One half had the word “Removal “and the other half had the word “Unlawful”. He continued, “Anyone who sees you will know you are a slave. This will always make your slavery obvious.”

Then they showed me a light chain. It had a large ring on one end. The second man said, "this is your leash. It too is permanent. “The first man lifted one half of the huge nose ring and the second threaded the ring through the last link on the chain.

I squealed into my gag and tried to plead with the men to not ring my nose. No intelligible sound made it past the large gag, but, of course, the men understood me. I understood my opinion and desires did not matter to the men. They were just doing their job. Based on the expressions on their faces, enjoying it.

They pushed one half ring through the grommet in my nose. A pair of pliers fastened the two halves together. I heard the locks and knew I was ringed and leashed as a slave where everyone could see. I felt an unaccustomed weight on my lips and knew it would be the heaviest weight to bear. I felt drained and beyond caring. I just wanted to sleep.

The table tilted back to its horizontal position again, but I was not released yet. The men moved my ankles closer together. They took away the padlocks and welded a hobble chain between my ankle bands. They released me from the table. When I was standing on uncertain legs, my hands locked together behind me.  A short chain was locked to my collar. I felt the heavy weight of my ring and leash pulling down on my nose. They led me to a pillar and tethered me to it by the short chain. The end of my leash was lifted and clipped to my collar ring. I was grateful, for this reduced the pain in my recently pierced nose. A steel band like my collar, but larger, gripped my waist. It was comfortable, like a steel corset, tight, and obdurate. Another layer of restraint I could not remove.

The men unlocked my wrists. They measured the length of my arms and the distance between my collar and waistband. then cut two short lengths of chin and welded them to my wrist cuffs. The other end of the chains locked to the rear ring of my waistband. One of the men said, “reach both hands in front of you.”

I obeyed and found I could only get each hand a foot in front of my waist. The man said, “Relax your arms. “Then he took hold of my right wrist and the other man took my left. They raised my hands and lowered them, checking my restricted reach. Then they raised my hands and placed them on the back of my neck. It was just possible. The released her wrists and said, “put your hands behind you, palms together.”

I obeyed and one man walked behind me. I heard and felt the chain joining my hands pulled through the ring on my waistband. Soon my hands met, palm to palm at the rear ring and I heard a lock click. I learned that my wrists would meet at the small of my back when the chain locked to my collar. Well, at least it would be more comfortable than locking my wrists to my collar like Roseann. Such are the pleasures of even a willing slave girl.

I heard the man mutter, “Perfect. “Then he unlocked the wrist chains from the collar and pulled them through the waistband ring. Then he said, “Keep your arms relaxed. “I felt him pull both wrists straight up my back until my forearms were together. He pulled them up until they hurt. Then he said, “She is pretty flexible. He pulled my chains up to my collar and locked them to the rear ring.

I was now more helpless than I had ever been. My hands were far up my back and under tremendous strain. My collar pulled down in the back, the edge pressing into my throat. I tried to lift my hands further. But they were already as high as they would go. The smith said, ”Your tendons will stretch a little and you will be more comfortable in an hour. You won't even notice it by morning. “The blindfold covered my eyes again. I was chained to the pillar, gagged and helpless.

Time dragged on and my legs became tired. I moved my feet and the chain clinked. Immediately I felt the burning lash of a whip on my ass. I jumped and heard a voice say, “Not a sound.”

I heard the Doctor return. He removed my blindfold and unlocked my tether from the pillar. Then he took the end of my leash and led me back into the corridor. My gait was uncertain. I had never had to walk with chained ankles before. I kept trying to take too long a step and had it jerked to a stop several inches shy of my natural stride. The Doctor shortened his stride to match mine. He said, “walking will become easier with practice”

The Doctor said, “your arms are stretching. Every time we lock your wrists as they are now, we will pull them as high as we can. This will be uncomfortable at first. Your tendons will stretch so you become comfortable.”

“I am taking you back to your room to recover. Tomorrow your training begins. Remember to go to kneeling display position unless ordered otherwise.”

He led me into the room and locked my leash to a ring in the wall over my bed and looked at me. I stood there, uncertain about what to do and saw the Doctor was frowning and holding his whip. I immediately dropped to my knees and spread my knees wide. I felt secure and comfortable. I was also dripping submissive juices from my cunt produced by my churning belly. I wanted to beg him to take me, but I feared he would punish me.

He looked at me and said, ”Posture, slave.”

Liz awoke to the sound of the door opening and the clatter of chains. She slid off her bed and into kneeling display position. She saw the Doctor lead Regina back into the room on a light chain leash. She was smiling. Regina was chained just like Roseann. But it was not the bondage Liz first noted. Regina glittered as she walked. She bore gleaming golden rings in her nose, nipples, and labia lips. The leash descending from her nose ring. He led her to the bed and clipped her leash to the ring on the wall. “Get on the bed, “he ordered Regina. “She lay down on her side and was asleep.

He turned to Liz and unlocked her from the bed, ordered her to stand and seated her in a wheelchair. He said, “Now, Liz, its your turn.”

Liz cried out, “Oh, No. “and screamed as he pushed her into the hall.

Later, he led a ringed and chained Liz back into the room.


Chapter 14 - Helpless

When I awoke I found myself lying on my back on a bed in the familiar room. I remembered my piercing and raised my head to look at my pierced nipples. I felt an unfamiliar weight shift in my nose. I stared cross eyed at the heavy gold ring in my nose in fascinated alarm. As I turned my head, I could feel the weight of my new ear rings, and a heavy weight on my neck. I realized I was laying on my arms and they were asleep. I rolled over to release my arms, but they would not move. I struggled up to my knees, dragging my sore nipples over the mattress. I saw a chain descending from my face and realized it was the lease they put on my nose ring.

I felt snug bands on my wrists holding my hands high on my back close to my neck. I tried to bring one leg forward to stand but it too caught. I twisted around to look and saw my ankles shackled together with just over a foot of chain joining them. Finally fighting myself to a standing position I saw a full length mirror on the wall facing my bed.

I uttered a small cry as I saw my nether piercings and my helpless chained limbs. I remembered the fitting of my rings and chains. Those two hours were the most humbling, degrading, and submissive of my life. They were wonderful. I knew now that I was property. No longer human, I must obey every command of every free person, no matter their age or station. I wore a steel collar. I had a permanent leash fastened to my nose ring, the other end locked to one of the many rings on the back wall of my cell.

I realized my bonds and rings were an exact duplicate of Roseann's. I had gotten my wish. I hoped I would not regret it. Not that I had ever had a choice. I was slave and the Masters would do to me whatever they wanted. It was comforting to know that I was not to blame for anything done to me, to be without choices and decisions.

I tested my chains to no avail. They were far stronger than I and I was going to stay as my captors left me until they decided otherwise. I appreciated that my Masters had designed so well. As I struggled, my new rings swayed and jerked in my flesh. I was tender around the piercings, but they didn't hurt. But, the continual shifting of the heavy rings was getting me hot and horny. I looked for something I could rub my clit on but saw nothing. My bonds forgotten in my arousal, I moaned at my inability to find anything to get me over the edge. I wanted to fall into an orgasm so much I could taste it. I lay back down on the bed on my side and wished Liz was close enough to help.

...

The two new slaves knelt on the yellow line. Their wrist cuffs locked high on their back to their collars. The Doctor held their leashes in his hand.

“Good, “the Doctor said. “Now arch your backs, raise up on your knees, spread your knees as far apart as you can. Place your forehead on the ground. This is punishment position. You will each receive 5 strokes of the whip. You have done nothing wrong. This whipping is to show you what you should expect for disobedience. If you move the punishment doubles. If you disobey this command or object, the punishment doubles. Do you understand?”

Regina and Elizabeth looked at each other Elizabeth said, “Please don't whip us, Doctor. We'll follow your orders, please!”

The Doctor replied, “Elizabeth, it does not work that way. Whenever you earn a punishment, it will always be delivered. Also, you may not speak without permission, but, you did not know that, so, no punishment this time. You have several rules to learn. If you fail, then you will receive at least three strokes. If you disobey, five strokes. Penalties double if you move or protest. Whenever allowed to speak, you will always show proper respect. Address free men as Master and free women as Mistress. Is that clear? You may speak.”

“Yes, Master, “both women said.

I worried about Liz and was glad she had obeyed. As I waited for my whipping, I realized I was content. A few stripes would hurt, of course, but presaged a wonderful glow. I was living my dream of slavery to a strong but fair Master who cared about me. I raised up on my knees and leaned forward until my head touched the floor. I felt conflicting emotions- happy to obey the Doctor and terrified of the whip. I had never felt the whip before and it looked potent. I feared how I would react. I was sure I would move and earn extra strokes. I realized I would be quite content to follow his orders from now on. I wanted to be pleasing to him and I complied with his commands.

Out of the corner of her eye I saw Liz was also obeying the Doctor's commands. Ten strokes seemed unbearable. I hoped Liz would not plead again.

I heard a hiss then incredible pain exploded through my raised bottom. The pain was excruciating and continued long after the leather had passed on. I felt the pain coursing through my body in stunned horror. I had no idea anything could hurt so much. My muscles sagged away from the pain, then I realized if I moved, there would be more strokes.

The Doctor paused, allowing me to savor the pain and come to terms with my new condition. He could see the thin red line on my right ass cheek. Then he struck my left ass cheek just as hard and another vivid red line blossomed on my fair skin. Three more times he struck. I quivered and gasped with each stroke, but I did not move. I sobbed.

Dr. Benoit gave Elizabeth her punishment without speaking. Both women sobbed, asses high in the air with glowing red lines across them.

He walked around the women. He said, "Excellent, ladies. If you are obedient you should not receive the whip again. In training, the trainers will correct you with the whip, usually just one stroke. You have exceeded my hopes for you. It looks like you are going to excel in this program. If you are obedient you can be out of this facility in a few months. You will still be prisoners, but you will be happy, at least your predecessors are."

I straightened my body, arching my back and looking at the floor in front of me. I felt the Dr's whip caress my ass as he said, “thrust your breasts out more. “I tried to comply. The Dr said, “expect punishment if you are casual in any part of the position or are too slow assuming it. You should practice in your spare time.”

He walked around them as he spoke, inspecting them "you will not expect some of the training. The changes in you will surprise you. I won't go into the details now but remember that you are going to be happy. Alright, this session is over. You will eat shortly. He laid the ends of our leashes on the floor, left the room and locked the door.

I choked back my sobs, looked at Liz and said, "I expect our asses will always be their favorite target. Girls take punishment so well there. It’s such a prominent part of us. And well padded. I had a boyfriend who spanked me and one of the guards who hit me with his belt. But this whip was horrible. I never felt this much pain before. It made me sick inside.”

Liz didn't speak, she just sobbed. As I knelt on the floor, I realized my pussy and thighs were wet and my belly was heaving. I was about to orgasm! I glanced at Liz and saw her quivering and a puddle of her juices under her. I said, "Liz, I am about to orgasm. That whipping aroused me."

Liz replied,, "Me too. That whipping was the worst thing I ever felt, but I'm gushing like a fountain, I'm COMING!

Her orgasm seemed to set me off too, because I orgasmed right on her heels.

After we had recovered, the food came. The door opened, and two different attendants entered. One was pushing a cart with covered plates on top and a box on the bottom rack. The other man said, “Time to eat girls. Kneel on the yellow line.”

Both women said, “Yes, Master, “and knelt, remembering the Doctor 's rules.

One man said, “Spread your knees more. Keep your feet together.”

The women obeyed. He inspected them and said, “Watch your posture. Keep your head erect and your eyes downcast. Arch your backs, thrust out your breasts. If you do not maintain correct posture you may expect punishment. Do you understand?

“Yes, Master, “both women chorused in unison.

“Good, he said, “Now eat everything on your plates. “He took the covers off of the large bowls on the cart and set them on the floor in front of the two women. “Eat, “he commanded.

Liz immediately lowered her head to the bowl and began eating. The chain from her leash rattled on the edge of the bowl.

I looked at the bowl in astonishment. Women don't eat out of a bowl on the floor. We're not animals. I don't care if we are slaves, we are still people! I was angry and terrified. I wanted to rebel. Would they punish me if I didn't eat? Did I want to the feel the whip again? Did I just want reassurance of my status? Or did I just want arousal by the whip?

The man took a whip off the cart and laid a stinging stroke on my shoulders. He said, “Eat it all now!”

The pain was terrible. My whole body quivered. M y shoulders were on fire and my chains held me fast. I realized I had been foolish and resolved to be obedient in the future. Slaves were not permitted dignity or allowed any independent action. “Yes, Master! “I exclaimed, ashamed of both my submission and the sexual heat that had erupted in my belly. I felt like I would climax if he struck me one more time. I hoped he would touch me some other way.

The men watched while we ate. Both of us ate everything in the bowls, a tasteless porridge with bits of meat and vegetable. We licked the bowls clean when we finished. The men took the bowls and wiped our faces with a damp cloth.

The man who had instructed them said, “Posture. Silence. Do not move. “and both men left the room, leaving us kneeling our leashes stretched out on the floor in front of us.

I was no longer hungry for food. I was, though, famished for sex. I was much aroused by the feeding and the feel of my leash. I knew I was helpless to resist anyone and the more I thought about my helplessness, the hotter I grew. I considered touching Liz but was ordered not to move. I dismissed any movement, both because it might get them punished but also because I must obey. It was my duty as a slave girl. There, I had admitted it. I was a slave girl and I loved it. I needed control, to submit to a master. I longed for a Master of my own.

The human mind cannot tell time. Much later, the door opened and Dr. Benoit found us still in kneeling display position facing the door. He walked over and stood in front of us. “Excellent, “he said. ”Elizabeth, are you comfortable?”

“Yes, Master, “she replied.

The Doctor said, “The program requires that you lose all sense of privacy. This includes modesty, independence, morality, secrecy, and integrity. All those qualities you will replace with obedience. You have committed serious crimes and committed to life imprisonment. You will never be free again. Once convicted your ability to make any decision evaporated. The decision to place you in the program is mine. From now on your opinion is meaningless. You will never again make a decision. But, you will have more pleasure than you ever experienced. Do either of you have any comments?”

Neither woman spoke.

“Good, “the Doctor said, “In this facility, we have professionals to ensure you do not escape. This program you are now a part of will ensure you also cannot escape from a private home. Your restraints make you helpless and your rings ensure both your control and your sexual pleasure. They enhance your beauty and desirability, and you are completely controlled. I am sure you are curious what this all will mean, but you will shortly learn that. He locked their nose leashes to rings above their beds, left the room and both girls lay down on their beds.

Strange, I thought, I felt calm and relaxed. I knew I had no choices to make. Whatever happened I knew I was on my way. I believed the Doctor. It was going to get better. Hard or not, I was on my way. I looked about my body. I wore steel bands riveted on my wrists, ankles, and neck. Chains limited my arms and legs freedom. I had no choice in anything. I was helpless and must obey every command. From anyone. I was free of worry and doubt.

I could never again run or kick or extend my arms. I had heavy rings in my labia and nipples that aroused me whenever I moved. My nose bore a large golden ring and a leash I was helpless to remove. That alone, proclaimed to all who saw me that I was slave. Any small child could control me with a single finger through one of my rings. I was every man's wet dream, made real. My master, whoever it would be would own me. Every part of my body, every moment of my life, every word I spoke, every thought I had. I was his puppet, his property, his possession. How I wanted to be with him. I longed for his commands.

I felt aroused and impatient. I was helpless and totally available to anyone. My insides were churning, I felt her my juices lubricating my nether lips. I had accepted that I was a natural slave. Now I wanted a Master of my own. I wanted to learn all my Master's desires and preferences. To serve Him and Please Him in a way I never was able to with Jack. I wished I could make it up to him. He deserved better than I was able to give then.

I wanted a strong Master that forced me to give him ultimate perfection every minute. One who corrected me for every act that was not perfect. I wanted no slack at all. I wanted a Master that would force me to give him the greatest pleasure possible. I wanted to get on with my training right now. The sooner it finished, the sooner I would have a Master of my own. My heated belly burned with impatience. I felt aroused, hot to fuck and hot to learn everything a slave needed. I was ready to go! I was also totally helpless and impotent to affect events in any way. I realized that my wonderful, giddy impatience derived from my helplessness. With this thought, relaxed and waiting for my Masters to act, I slept.


Chapter 15 - Controlled

I jolted awake. I looked around. The Doctor had entered the room followed by two men. I immediately slid off the bed and into kneeling display position.

Liz followed suit. The Doctor said, “Good girls. Today you will both start training. Obey your trainers in all things. The training will make you sweat to increase your fitness and endurance. The training will increase your sexual responsiveness. You will learn that pain and pleasure are the same. Now these trainers will take you to the program area.“ He left and the two men unlocked the girls from the wall and used their chains to lead them away.

I felt helpless with my arms bound, but happy. I was finally on my way, soon to get out of this place. I followed the trainer smiling and happy. Liz, of course followed her trainer, but did not look like she was sure this was a good thing.

They led us down a flight of stairs then into a long, wide hallway. Halfway down the hall I could see several girls standing or kneeling next to the wall. As we approached, I could see that the girls wore slave chains and rings like mine. They stayed close to the wall. Padlocks fastened their nose leashes to a short chain hanging from a wall ring. The chains were just long enough for the girls to lie on the floor and kept them from touching each other. The trainers stopped us two stations away from the nearest girl. They locked our leashes to separate wall rings and walked away without a word.

I stood there in amazement, “What now, “I thought. “Is something going to happen here? I looked around and took a tentative step away from the wall. I could only cover half the width of the hall before my chain grew taut. I saw there was another ring bolted to the wall under the one where my chain fastened, near the floor. Each girl had a waste bucket with a lid. Between each station, hanging on the wall, out of their reach, were several objects. a couple of whips of different lengths, and a box. I couldn't see inside it. I didn't like the look of the whips, but there was nothing I could do about them. I shrugged and knelt.

Time dragged on. Most of the girls knelt on the floor. I would have liked to sit, but the masters forbade that. Slave girls must learn patience for the masters looked after their own needs, not ours.

A few times, a man, would walk down the hall, on some errand or business of their own. All the girls would jump to a kneeling display position to avoid a whipping for disrespect. Usually they would walk down the line of chained women looking them over. Sometimes the passerby would stop and command a girl to a different position then touch or rub the girl. The third person to look at us, a man, stopped in front of me and said, “Your knees are too close together. Stand up. “He took one of the whips from the wall and said, “Spread your legs and bend over."

I knew I was going to be punished and was terrified, but knew if I didn't obey, it would be worse. I bent over and instantly felt the terrible pain as he whipped my upraised buttocks, hard. I squealed. My body jumped but I forced my feet to stay frozen. I received two more stinging lashes, then after a long pause, he said, "Kneel. “I quickly dropped to my knees, careful to get them as far apart as possible. I fairly pushed my breasts at him and kept my head erect. He replaced the whip and walked on without another word.

Mine was the only punishment I saw that day. I remained on my knees to pamper my burning ass. I counted more than thirty people passing me that day. There was no privacy for any of us slaves. We resided in a well used corridor, naked and chained. We each had a waste bucket but everyone could see and hear its use.

Hours later a group of five men appeared. They brought a cart down the hall with them. We all got into kneeling display position with our backs up against the wall. They stopped the cart in front of the first girl, Liz. One of them ordered her to stand and come close to them. Liz complied, and they unlocked her chain from the wall and re-locked it to a ring on the back of the cart. There was a large metal tank on the cart. Arranged around the sides were cleaning equipment. Brooms, mops, rags, a couple of spray bottles. Regina could see the word “Disinfectant “printed on a bottle.

The men spaced themselves along the string of girls. They each had a cloth bag in their hands. One man, in the middle of the hall spoke, loudly, “I am Master John. You are all slaves about to begin your training. I am the chief trainer. These men are your trainers. We will train you to be the most beautiful, happy, obedient and sexually pleasing slaves in the world. Our methods are harsh and exacting because it works. When your training is complete you will be beautiful, arousing, and pleasing girls. You will love what you have become. You will be slave girls.”

“We call this training, but we are not changing your soul. We will give you new skills. However, primarily we are going to give you back something that society has taken away. We are going to help you unlock your true selves. You will experience the sensuous pleasures already in your bodies and minds. These trainers will use the whip and sex to reconnect you with your deepest emotions. When we finish, you will feel complete and natural. You will be able to express your many, many suppressed longings. Your chains make it easier for us to train you and make it possible for you to leave this place for better ones. Work hard and you will hasten your discovery of your true self.”

“We have a few rules you must follow. First is instant obedience to your trainers. If you break a rule, you will be corrected. We have found that instant punishment for transgressions works best. There are two basic levels. If you disobey a command, you will receive five lashes. If you break a rule you will receive three lashes. You can see the whips hanging on the wall. The long one is for your back and ass and thighs. The short one is for your breasts. If you protest the punishment it will double. If we determine that more severe punishment is needed you can be whipped longer. We have a solitary confinement cell, we have small cages, there are individual cells. And there are punitive restraints. You will not like any of them. Also, any free person may punish you whenever they like, and they will do it often because it pleases them. After you have been here a while, you will enjoy being whipped, believe it or not.“ He paused and looked at them for a few moments.

“We will exert absolute control over you. You will be evaluated regularly. Your rations will be adjusted to let you reach your best weight. You will be exercised to keep you fit and increase your endurance. You will defecate only once per day. This is doable because of our control over your food intake. We will install plugs in your anus that only we can remove. And it is time for that now. Go to your waste buckets and empty yourselves completely. When finished, stand up, move as far away from the wall as your tethers permit and face the wall. Spread your feet as far apart as you can, bend over, and use your hands to spread your butt cheeks wide.”

We all stood up and looked at each other in horror as we walked forward the few steps permitted by their chains. None of us voiced any complaint, but all were full of dread and resignation. Each of the trainers took a jar and an anal plug out of their bag and lubricated the plug. The plugs had the usual conical end but the outside end had a long extension with a ring on the end. It looked like a thin handle. The trainer placed the point of the plug in the center of my sphincter. Master John said, “Try to relax. It will only hurt if you resist.”

My trainer pushed the tapered plug into me, with a rotating motion. It slipped in with only a little resistance. Once it was seated, he twisted the key several times until he could not pull it out. I groaned as it swelled larger inside me. It felt like a balloon, making me so full I was afraid something would break. He removed the key and told me, straighten up and go to standing display facing away from the wall. “I obeyed his command. He said, “Good girl, “when I had finished. I found I was inordinately pleased by the praise. I could feel the 'handle' laying against my skin between my anus and vagina.

Each girl's ass was plugged by their trainers.

I had an invader locked in my ass. I felt full, like I had to go. I felt chagrined at the loss of another bit of control I had retained until now. I was being unreasonable if I expected to keep control over anything, I realized. What could they take away next? What control do any of us have left? I expected the trainers to control my actions and speech. Now they had control of my bodily functions. I wanted to scream that it was unfair but realized it would earn me punishment. And, I thought, I am now their property and they can do whatever they want with me. I was impotent. Totally controlled. As I thought about my absolute loss of control I realized I was getting aroused. I was shocked at the submissive lust heating my belly. I wanted to kneel at his feet, lick his boots and beg him to take me now. But I was under orders and had to obey them. I got even more aroused at this thought.

Master John told everyone what they could expect every day in the evening. The cleaning duty would rotate among them. Today, Liz would perform the duty. A trainer would bring out the cart for his trainee to use. She would be attached to the cart, her hands unlocked. She would then go to each girl, order her to standing display position as far away from the wall as possible.

She was to empty the waste bucket into the tank on the cart, clean and replace the bucket.  

The girl was then to sweep the floor and collect the sweepings in the dustpan and put them in the dustbin on the cart. The girl could return to kneeling display position. She would then put one of the sleeping pads beside the girl and repeat for all the stations. When finished she would bring the cart back to her position and clean it. The trainer would then return the cart to housekeeping. The cart girl in charge of the other girls while performing her duties. During this time, she was to be addressed as “Mistress.”

Liz then cleaned all the stations and returned to her station. Her trainer inserted her plug and her chain was then locked back on the wall ring. One of the men said, “Good girl. “The men left with the cart.

We were not given any covering for the night. The temperature in the room remained constant and warm throughout the day. I was always warm. The trainers turned the lights down, but not off. A trainer always watched them and ordered us to not make any noise. for the night. 


Chapter 16 - Cleaned


In the morning, the lights were turned on and several trainers appeared. I awoke and tried to move my arm. It wouldn't move, and I remembered where and what I was. A slave's day always began with frustration. Then I realized I must kneel or feel a whip. The girls, of course knelt for inspection. Faults were corrected with a single stroke of the whip. Based on the comments I heard the trainers were mostly correcting details. Like failure to smile or spread their knees wide enough. They then ordered us to stand and face down the hall. The trainers walked down the string of girls locking their leashes to the collar of the girl in front of her. We were marched to the bathroom in single file. The trainers called this a 'coffle' and we should remember the term.

The bathroom was a surprise. It was a long room, completely tiled in white tile. There was a scale by the door. A trainer weighed each girl as we entered and recorded the weight. There was a large raised trough, also tiled, almost as tall as me that had steam rising from it. It was close to one long wall and had a sloped ramp on either end. Over it there was a track with a chain hanging from the end nearest them. The first girl on the coffle was led to the middle of the room, close to one end of the trough. Her lead was locked to a sturdy post. The rest of the coffle was evenly spread and the last girl was tethered to another post. Reddish rubber hoses dangled from a pipe near the ceiling, behind each girl. We were ordered to standing display facing the trough.

A trainer walked up to me and applied a thick cream to my rings, all except my nose ring. He started with my left ear ring, rubbed the cream onto the ring, then rotated the ring. He moved down my body creaming and rotating each ring until all were done. The rings had stuck and it hurt a little as they were rotated. This was a minor discomfort, soon soothed by the cream. I wish my hands were free so I could do it myself, but that apparently was not going to happen. This was only done for the first week.

A trainer ordered “Bend over and spread your feet. The trainers then walked behind each girl removing the butt plugs. After all were out, they were dropped into a cleaning tank. The trainers inserted a soft rubber phallus shaped hose into each anus, turned a valve and waited.

The plug felt just like the one my trainer removed. I felt it swell inside me. It got huge, then a flow of warm liquid entered my ass. It was pleasant at first, then it was too much and as I was about to cry out, the flow stopped. After a minute it drained out. The fill - empty cycle repeated, then the plug shrank, and the trainer removed it. He reinserted my plug. It felt bigger than before.

After we were clean internally, the trainers freed the coffle from the posts. The first girl was locked to the chain dangling from the track. One of the trainers went to a panel at the far end of the trough and threw a lever. The chain on the track started moving, drawing the coffle up the ramp. We entered the hot, soapy liquid one at a time.

When I was about to step into the liquid, I saw there was a padded bar across the top of the liquid. It forced the girl in front of me to lower her head into the liquid. The hot liquid was greenish and felt wonderful. It had been so long since I had been clean. When my hands got wet, I could feel the slippery friction of soap. I ducked my head under the bar and got my head wet. The bar wasn't wide, so I could lift my head after only one short step. Of course I was only able to take steps as long as my hobble!

After I had walked down the exit ramp, a matron with a sponge and a hose rinsed me. She paid careful attention to my loins. The hose sprayed warm water. After we were all rinsed, a stream of warm air played over us and we were soon dry. I was in a trancelike state. I was helpless, true, but I was being well cared for. It was like being a child again under my mother's care. But, a thought intruded. There was no motherly love. These people were just doing a job. The girls were just intelligent, helpless livestock to be cleaned as efficiently as possible. We had no choice at all. If we were not obedient, we would be forced. Our desires did not matter. We could expect punishment if we disobeyed. I was glad I wanted to be a slave.

After we had finished, we marched to breakfast.

We lined up kneeling on the floor facing the trainer's table. Our bowls of water and food were on the table. We would eat when the trainers decided to feed us, if they fed us at all. The trainers watched our weight and controlled our diet.

I was hungry. I didn't move or make a sound. I was already that well trained and very obedient. I realized we were dependent on the trainers for every aspect of our existence. Food, waste, sleeping, walking. Every part of our lives was taking place without any use of our hands. We were being trained to only move when a master was leading us on a leash. It was scary, but what could I do? As I contemplated my life, I grew hot and aroused. I looked down at my proud breasts and saw the rings moving as my nipples grew rock hard. Love juices trickled down my thighs. I needed a man in me soon.

The trainers ate a good, English breakfast with sausage, eggs, toast and grilled tomatoes. They drank lots of tea. The main discussion topic was the girls they faced. The girls all had their hands locked well up on their backs and they were all still in coffle. One of them pointed out my rock-hard swollen nipples and said, “I do believe she likes us. “Another responded, “I don't think it’s us. She was like that when we ringed her. I just think she likes being enslaved. “He asked, “Regina, why are your nipples so hard.”

I blushed scarlet all over my body. I said, “Master, I just love being a slave, and I thank you for helping me to be an excellent slave. “And it was true. I was speaking from my heart.

When they finished the trainers took the bowls off the tables and set them on the floor in front of the girls. One of them said, “Feed now slaves. Eat everything. “We all bent over the bowls and ate as fast as we could, lapping up water with our tongues when the food was gone.

After breakfast we were marched to the training area.


Chapter 17 - Trained

Week 1

When we got in the training room, we were ordered to standing display position. The trainers then unlocked one end of our coffle chains, leaving each girl with a chain leash. I was led to a long steel bar, bent over it and my leash chain was locked to a ring on the other side. My trainer then used a single tail whip to heat up my bottom. He gave me three stripes then used his fingers to see if I was wet. I was dripping, my ass and loins red hot. I needed a cock in me so bad I squealed when his fingers rubbed me. I thrust back against them as far as I could, but to no avail. They went away. I wept in frustration.

Then they came back and thrust into me. I screamed with joy as I came. My belly churned, and my vagina clamped down on the wonderful fingers, trying to draw them back into me. If I hadn't been wet, he would have given me three more stripes, continuing until I was wet. When I regained my senses, I recognized that my trainer had gone on to excite another helpless girl. I waited for my next adventure.

On the first day of training, I orgasmed after only three strokes. Liz after nine and the last girl took fifteen. By the time training ended, none of us would need more than two.

After all the girls orgasmed, we were released from the bar. our leashes unlocked from the floor ring and the morning session began.

This was the first training session for my class. We had no idea what to expect.

The sessions lasted from one to three hours. We trained with strap on dildos, hand held dildos, and butt plugs. We learned to please men and women with oral, vaginal, and anal sex. Each girl played both sides, giving and receiving. We learned to enjoy all kinds of sex.

I looked forward to sucking my partners dry. I savored the juices of men and women, both. Maybe it was because I was always hungry, but love juices were delicious. I was whipped with a great variety of whips on my back, breasts, sex and especially my ass. I became aroused and was dripping by the second blow, no matter where, no matter how hard. I learned the wooden paddle, a trainer's hand, belts, floggers, etc. I whipped other girls to orgasm and was in turn punished to orgasm. My body got pleasure and pain in such frequent proximity that it lost the ability to tell the difference. Any level of pain caused arousal. Instantly. I looked forward to my whippings.

Week 2

I was always chained. I had no idea when or what was next. No outside news or reading material was ever provided. We were told curiosity was unbecoming for slave girls. We were kept ignorant. The trainers never told any of the girls anything in advance. They just gave orders. I learned to live in the present. I learned never to think about anything outside of what I could see or feel. There was no other place than where I was. I felt no anticipation, no expectation. I lived in the instant, for I did not know of anything else and could not affect anything else.

I learned more about arousing another sexually than I thought was possible. Some women seemed to know instinctively how to attract men. I, like most other girls I knew, blundered along relying upon my natural beauty to attract men. In my classes I learned that I had barely scratched the surface. I learned how to arouse men and women solely with the sounds I uttered, or the way I moved my body. I never had any clothing to assist me.  I learned to give any trainer looking at me an erection just by the way I looked into his eyes and slowly wriggled. I could get the attention of any woman by the way I bent and slowly lifted my breasts. It was like magic. It always worked. Even though always helpless, I felt powerful when I worked my magic on others.

The trainer's whips were simple braided leather cords with short handles. Never breaking the skin, but always leaving thin red lines wherever they landed. Wielded lightly they corrected my actions and warmed my skin. It leached through to my core and excited me. It made me want more and brought me to the threshold of ecstasy, but they never pushed me over the edge. I loved the feeling and hated the denial. Firmly swung, the same whip scalded me, punished me, controlled me.

Now, after weeks of training, one light stroke or six hard, painful strokes was all it took bring me to the edge. I was not able to orgasm without some direct stimulation of my loins. However. all it took to push me over the edge from arousal to a thunderous orgasm was a single finger. Once I had orgasmed, any further stimulation would send me over again. Any stimulation, whether sensual or painful was erotic and would send me over the edge again. If my master aroused me but did not let me come, I would remain in needy anguish for hours. Until either I finally cooled down or was allowed to orgasm. Then it would start all over again.

After I had orgasmed the first time, my later orgasms grew in strength. After five or so I would faint. I was trained to be a slut powerhouse. Once aroused, I would orgasm at almost any touch. My masters chose whether I orgasmed or was denied release. In my heart I knew I was a true slave. This was where I belonged. My feelings and desires were no longer under my control. Now, I longed for the whip and orgasm. My body could no longer tell the difference between pain and pleasure. Rather, I welcomed pain because it could lead to more pleasure than I had ever known. I knew I could never be free again. I was only and forever a sex slave and loved it. Even if released tomorrow I would search forever for a man or woman to enslave me again. My desires, my feelings, my preferences no longer mattered. I longed for a master to take me to the heights of pleasure only he could give.


Week 3


My training was relentless, from dawn to dusk. I was always chained and leashed. I was required to address all men as “Master “and all women as “Mistress. “Often gagged and blindfolded I learned patience waiting for my next lesson. Endless practicing of submissive positions. Relentless trainers who were seldom satisfied with my best efforts. The always present whips stinging my buttocks and thighs for minor failures. Trainers always giving pain that turned to arousal.

This morning I was aroused with the whip, but I was not taken to climax. The trainer just whipped me until my ass was beet red. He never touched me. I couldn't quite come, no matter how I squirmed. I was released unsatisfied. My body ached in gentle agony. I needed to come. I couldn't concentrate on my lessons. I was whipped for my failures more than ever before. My perfect coordination was lost. I was clumsy and forgot almost everything except the aching void in my belly. I needed to come so bad.

In a brief moment of clarity, I saw that the other slaves were having the same problem. The trainer's whips were in constant motion. Correcting problems not seen since the first week.

After we were taken back to our hall and the trainers had left, I found it was agony to kneel. I kept squirming, trying to get comfortable. I complained to Liz, "I didn't get a climax all day. I hurt."

Liz replied, “Me too. I don't think any of us got to come all day. Do you know why?"

I said, "No. They just didn't touch me after I was hot."

I heard the trainer who watched us walking our way. I shut up. He stopped in front of me. He asked, "Do you have a problem, Regina?"

"Master, “I said, "I did not get to climax all day. Did I do something wrong?"

He smiled and said, "No, Regina. You have all learned that pain and pleasure are closely aligned. Now it is time for you to learn that you live to give pleasure to your master. You must earn your pleasure. If you are exquisite, your master may choose to reward you. Now be quiet and think how to be exquisite tomorrow."

I was dismayed. No more climaxes unless my trainers thought I deserved a reward. I already was working hard, under the ever-present threat of the whip. How could I do better? It was unfair. Hah, slaves don't get fair.

I looked around me. I needed to climax so badly. I couldn't think straight. There must be something here I can rub myself against. I found nothing except maybe the bucket. But that would make noise. The trainer would punish me and take my bucket away. Rats.

I lay down on my mat and felt my need burning in my belly. My body felt deprived of its accustomed pleasure. I thought of what I could do to be exquisite tomorrow. I resolved to obey perfectly and be as alluring as possible. I lay awake for a long time. I thought of Jack and my failure. I wish I could go back and begin anew. I had no options now. I would obey. I would be submissive. I would be an alluring woman. I would watch every motion of the most erotic slaves around me. I would copy the best moves. I would train my body and my face. I must be the best slave. A perfect slave.


Week 4


I pleased a trainer this morning. I smile all the time, even when the whip is arousing me. This morning after my whipping, I said, "Master, may I speak?"

He said, "All right, Regina. Speak."

Master, I said, “thank you for whipping me. I am very aroused now. You are masterful with the whip. My bottom is hot as is my belly. Would you please kiss me?"

He looked surprised, but he stepped closer and lifted my leash out of the way. His lips met mine and I opened wide, inviting him to taste me. Our tongues met and explored my mouth. I was careful to be submissive and simply followed his tongue with mine. He tasted divine, both masculine and sweet. I pressed my breasts and belly tight to him and felt my arousal growing stronger. His arms gathered me in and welded my body to his. I felt his erection grow huge. The kiss lasted a long time. I hoped he would take me right there. I needed him in me so badly.

When he released me, I saw lust in his eyes. I believed he would take me right then. I spread my knees and felt my engorged labia lips open to him. I felt the cool air flow into my pussy. I was so ready to be taken. I cursed my chained hands for the first time in weeks. I wanted him in me. Alas, he said, we're late lass, later. He turned away and led me to class. My damned nose followed its leash obediently as I tried to regain what little poise I had left.

I ate my meals from a bowl on the floor, always the same tasteless gruel with bits of vegetables and fruit. Always with my hands locked behind me. Even my toilet was dehumanizing. I peed over a bucket in the open. My ass was plugged by my masters and I could only crap when permitted. I learned to spread my ass cheeks wide with my chained hands so I would not need to wipe after crapping. I had never dreamed I could ever be so watched and controlled. Yet, I was happy. I never had to decide anything and my submissive nature flourished. I loved a slave's life.

My rules were simple:

Obey every order given, exactly and perfectly.

All free men and women are your masters and mistresses.

Do not speak without permission.

Know all the required positions for display, obeisance, and punishment. assume them instantly on command, and do not move unless ordered.

Move gracefully and smile at your masters.

Never open a door unless ordered.

Never move from an assigned position until commanded.

Whether leashed or not always follow your master one step behind and one step to the right.

Punishments:

Corrections during training: 1 stroke of the whip

Failing to follow a rule: 1 to 3 strokes of the whip.

Disobedience: ten to twenty strokes of the whip and one to three days in the bad girl cell.

Attempted escape: fifty strokes, five to ten days in the bad girl cell, and close chains.


Week 5


My days always began with frustration. I would wake in the dark and finding my arms in a strange place, I would try to move them. Only after discovering they would not move did I remember that my hands had been fastened to the back of my collar. Then I would recall that I was a chained and collared slave. With a chain running from my nose to a ring on the wall. Oh well.

Surprisingly, I was comfortable. My bonds were smooth and snug. Though I had almost no freedom of motion, I was well fed, exercised, and had fantastic orgasms every day. I got much satisfaction from my now skillful obedience. I took pride in using my hard-won skills to give pleasure to Masters and Mistresses. The only fly in my ointment was the missing orgasms. I was hot all the time. I could barely think I was so needy. Everything any trainer said made me think about sex, intercourse, coming, orgasms, climaxing. Most mornings I would awake in desperate need of a man in me. My dreams focused on a single topic. I could only dream about a huge cock ramming my pussy. There was never a face, or foreplay, or food, or talk. Nothing but me laying on my chained arms being fucked senseless. Then I would wake to a gaping, agonizing emptiness.

Soon, the lights would come on and I would slide into kneeling display position. My posture and grace always, now, meeting the trainer's high standards.  

When my master stood in front of me, I would bow low and nuzzle his feet. If I was not gagged I would lick his feet with long, languorous strokes until he bade me stop. Then I would resume kneeling display position and await his orders. I loved the submissive acts demanded of me.

He, or she, would unlock my chain from the wall and put me into the coffle. When all were in place, we would marched to the slave's bath, allowed to crap, and cleaned. The coffle would then be led into an adjoining room and the ends of the coffle secured to the omnipresent rings. Our hands would be freed and we would brush our teeth and hair. Lipstick was available and all the girls used it. Some enhancing their nether lips and nipples along with their mouths.

I had thirty minutes to clean and polish my collar and chains, and apply the makeup permitted me. I would paint a liquid rouge on my nipples and labia lips, apply lipstick and perfume. Finally, I would brush my teeth and hair. I would hurry through all my tasks then go to kneeling display position trying not to pull on the coffle chain.

Trainers would enter the dressing room on time. If we were in position they would release us and take us to the exercise room. Any girl not in position would receive three strokes, then we would go to exercise. Morning training session lasted hours and was purely physical. The afternoon training was teaching us how to be useful slaves. The evening session enhanced our natural sexual skills.

My morning exercises always began with a whipping to orgasm. My hands were locked to the back of my collar. I would either be bent over the bar or my collar would be locked to a chain dangling from the ceiling. After a couple of months of training, it took only one or two strokes to arouse me. Then a light touch on my clit or nipples would push me over the edge. After that a couple of passes on my clit or labia every few minutes would give me another orgasm. Each one stronger than the last. Normally I would receive five or six that left me writhing and breathless.

After I recovered, I would be taken to one of several exercise stations. There was one used to strengthen my vaginal muscles. Another to give me more erect breasts. One to tone my abdomen. Another to exercise my arms and neck. Usually I only worked on one of these exercises a day. I was always watched and corrected by a trainer .

My vaginal exercises were simple. A medium size dildo was inserted into my pussy. It had a cord attached that hung between my legs. In the beginning I just had to hold it in place. If it fell out too soon I was whipped. When I could hold it for ten minutes, a weight was added to the cord. When I could hold that for ten minutes the weight was increased. Now the weight was heavy, and my trainer just verified I could still hold it for ten minutes once a week. I was disappointed in this exercise. I would start it in my now constant state of arousal. I thought the dildo would finally let me come. It didn't work that way. The cold, inert thing just hung there like the dead weight it was. I could feel my arousal evaporate as soon as it was inserted. Rats.

My other required exercises were more common. Push-ups, sit ups, chest presses. Inclined bench. All to slim my hips, increase my core strength and strengthen my torso. Of course, these were all limited by my wrist chains. The trainer's watchfulness and insistence on perfect form made up for a lot.

Then I would work on my leg muscles. A long rope was tied from my collar to the top of a post in the middle of a large hall. On even numbered days ropes tied to rings on my waistband fastened me to a cart loaded with weights. I was required to pull it in a circle in a large hall. On odd numbered days, a pack was placed on my shoulders and loaded with weights that I had to carry around and around. I was made to raise my knees until my ankle chain was taut. This was easy to learn but caused me to tire quickly. My trainers would drive me until no amount of whipping could make me continue.

My trainers kept increasing the length and weight of my exercises and I was becoming fit. No matter how fit and strong I became, however, I was still helpless. A single finger through one of my rings by a small child utterly controlled me. My hobble made it impossible to run away from anyone. My chained hands could not defend me. I had to follow where ever my leash led me. I worked hard to keep my leash slack, for a tug there sent terrible pain through me.

After my physical exercises finished I was fed. As always, a tasteless gruel with bits of vegetables, fruit and meat.


Week 6


We moved on from pure strength training to more varied exercises. The trainers worked on my positions and posture for an hour. In the beginning this training lasted more than two hours. I was becoming graceful in all my movements.

Now my next training period had shifted to domestic duties. I learned how to serve dinner, clear dishes, serve wine, be a ladie’s maid, and other domestic duties. The wrist chains were long enough to permit me to do many duties. but there were also many things I could not do.

My final training session before dinner was dance. Before our dance training began, all the girls had bells attached to our rings. I, and most of the others in my class adored the bells. I thought they made me look exotic and even more erotic than when just ringed and chained. Of course, we were always available for whatever the Masters wanted. But now we couldn't move at all without announcing our motion to the world. We could be located by the continual ringing of our bells. Most of the bells were just fastened on the rings themselves. The rings in my loins, however, had short chains connecting the bells to them. I had never been a good dancer – not much opportunity, I supposed. Also, I had never expected to have to know belly dance, but that was all my training was teaching me. There were three other girls in the class with me. Elizabeth, I had known before the class. Martha was a tall Brunette. Melinda was a medium height blond. I thought that all the girls were pretty. The instructor was also a slave girl. At least, she was naked and wore the same chains as the rest of us and made obeisance to the Masters just like the rest of us. But the students were ordered to obey her as a Mistress.

The dance room was lined with mirrors, so the girls could see all the instructors actions. I enjoyed the dancing. I was surprised that my chains did not hinder me at all. Almost all the action in my hips and torso. I learned that all the floor motion used tiny steps that didn't come close to my hobble's full length. I learned to control my hips, breasts, stomach and shoulders as much as I did my arms. Considering how much my chains limited me, I felt sensuous and attractive and in control as I danced. I cast furtive glances at my trainers as I moved. I noticed how they smiled at the girls in motion and watched as their cocks swelled their pants.

One of the most enjoyed exercises was that used for strengthening the pectorals. We were required to learn to lift our breasts and shift them from side to side. We had to learn to twirl our nipple rings in a circle. The trainers clapped and cheered when one of the girls succeeded. Of course, these exercises caused all the slave girls to become aroused.

I loved performing in front of the trainers. I wanted them. I became very aroused as I danced for them. I imagined they were my final masters and were going to take me fully when the dance ended. But it always ended in frustration. I knew this is the life of a slave girl and I acknowledged that I was a slave girl. I wanted the damned training to be over so I could finally meet my master. I wanted a master, I needed a master. NOW!

At the end of the last training session, the girls being rewarded would have their evening orgasm.  It was pure torture for the rest of us.

After the last training period of the day was over, the girls were locked back in coffle. The trainers marched us to our hall and chained us to the wall. Then we were fed and allowed to talk among themselves. Occasionally a trainer would come and go over our individual progress. He would tell us the points the trainers wanted a girl to work on. The cart would come to them just before their sleep period. When the cleanup was done the lights were turned down and they slept. Usually the girls were tired and went right to sleep.

When my training began, my bottom, pussy and anus and mouth were usually sore at the end of the day. The soreness was always gone by the morning in all but my bottom. The whip's legacy seemed to last longer, but never very bad. It certainly was not allowed to hamper my training. After a few weeks, nothing ever hurt in the morning. I felt wonderful and ready for the day's fun. I realized one morning that I looked forward to the whole day. Physically, I felt in perfect shape. I still was helpless and completely under control. But I felt even more loved by my trainers and trusted by my sisters in bondage. We could count on each other for sympathy when needed and camaraderie all the time. It is foolish to call what ten slave girls strung on a coffle share as camaraderie, but that's what it felt like. We all snuck smiles and grimaces to each other when the trainers weren't looking. Occasionally one of us might stick her tongue out at a trainer's retreating back after a cut with his whip. Anyway I felt close to my flock of slave girls.

At the end of the last training session on the last day of the eighth week of training, I was taken to my arousal training. The trainer locked my hands to the back of my collar, I was gagged, blindfolded, and taken back to the steel bar. When I was halted, I gracefully assumed the standing display position. My leash was pulled down, I was bent over the bar and I spread my feet as far apart as I could. I knew what was next. And, sure enough, a whip blazoned a scalding stripe across both ass cheeks. I screamed into my gag, but long painful experience had taught me not to move a muscle. I felt the now familiar beginnings of arousal. My belly fluttered, My labia lips became hot and swollen. I spread my knees just a little farther apart to let the juices flow. I wanted and to give a penis, anyone's penis, ample room to impale me. I was sopping wet, and open, so open, so ready.

The nameless trainer pushed the handle of his whip slowly into my gaping valley and slid it around. I spasmed, my strong vagina muscles clenched the handle and sucked it into me. I pulled it nearly out of his hand. “Whoa, “he exclaimed, “this one is strong! “The trainer grasped the slick handle and slowly moved it in and out. After three slow strokes, I fell over the edge and orgasmed. I was moaning through my gag and writhing frantically.

The trainer left the whip handle in place and I heard him ask, “How many should we give her? “I did not hear a reply. The trainers let me simmer for a few minutes. When I was still and quiet, I felt lips on my left nipple, sucking and licking. It felt wonderful and in a few seconds I was moaning to the rising heat in my belly. My arousal plateaued after a few minutes when the mouth went away. When suddenly, another fiery stripe flamed across my belly. I gasped, for, not only did it hurt, I was on the edge again. The whip handle again slowly fondled my nether lips and I pushed forward as hard as I could striving to get it in me again. But I couldn't reach it. It teased me for long seconds until my master slowly penetrated me again. The orgasm was instantaneous and huge. I felt like I would explode from pleasure and lust.

The masters continued playing with my helpless body. Eventually giving me five enormous orgasms and leaving me panting into my gag. They unlocked my collar and let me sink into a kneeling display position. They let me rest there until my breathing returned to normal, then they removed my gag.

I felt a rigid cock brush my lips. I licked my lips and opened my mouth to accept him. I licked and sucked him and felt the cock grow larger. I sucked it into my mouth and sucked it avidly, trying my best to get his cum into my mouth. In all the months of training, I had learned to relish this ultimate submissive act. I learned to love the salty taste that resulted. All the trainers tasted different and they all tasted wonderful. This was an impersonal act of love given in appreciation of all the pleasure they had given me. I only wished one of them would take me. I needed my pussy plowed by one of these wonderful cocks. I hadn't had one in me since my training started, and I needed it so bad. The whip orgasms were spectacular. But just think what a cock, used the way God intended, would feel like. I sucked and bobbed my head and licked the tip of the cock as best I could. I felt the cock swell and lengthen in my mouth and was proud of my ability and success. I felt my own arousal grow with the cock. The heat was building in my pussy. It was close, so close. Then the trainer's seed burst forth from the cock in a great flood. I was startled, it was so much, so quick, so damned good. I swallowed and swallowed and tasted the ambrosia of the gods. Then my own orgasm flowered within me. It was huge, it filled my body and soul. I could feel darkness enveloping me, smothering me, and I passed out and slumped to the floor.

The trainer looked down at the unconscious sex slave, and said to his companion, “I think she's ready.”

I woke to the feeling of motion. I opened my eyes and saw I was in a wheelchair rolling along a corridor. I was still completely chained. We stopped, and a trainer came into view. He picked up my leash and said, "Follow me."

I stood up and followed my leash into a room whose only furniture was a desk and chair. I was not offered the chair. He knelt me close to a wall and locked my leash to a ring. "Stay there, “he said as he walked out.

Sometime later, Dr, Benoit entered the room and sat at the desk. He opened the folder he had carried in and said, "Good news, Regina. You have finished your training and will be taken to your new master in a couple of days. You will stay with your training class, but you have learned everything we needed to teach you. Just focus on honing your skills until it’s time to leave. I will be there when you are delivered. Do you have any questions?"

"Yes, Master, “I said, "Can you tell me who my master is?"

"No, Regina, “he said, "it will be a pleasant surprise for you. I can tell you that your new home will be in the country, not in a city."

I really didn't care who my master was, I only asked out of female curiosity, I suppose. I just wanted to give my submission as soon as I could and start my new life. I wanted to submit as soon as possible. I wanted to start giving him boundless, continual pleasure. I needed my master, now, damn it. But I held still and smiled, eternally conscious of my posture. Soon I was taking a trip into a glorious new future. My optimism was boundless. And, also, I suppose, foolish for a helpless, oversexed, romantic, slave. Girls are foolish.


Chapter 18 - Placement

Sir Robert said, "Jack, good to see you. Dr, Benoit has news for you."

Jack looked at the Doctor.

Dr, Benoit said, "Mr. Hedley, Regina is ready for delivery. She finished her training sooner than we anticipated. Well ahead of the rest of her class. It won't be any bother to keep her in training since the rest of the class is not ready to graduate yet. When would you like her delivered?

Jack thought a moment and said, "It may go easier with my wife if we have a more gradual introduction. Sir Robert, we were planning on coming to your party on the fifteenth. Would that be a good time to introduce my wives?"

Sir Robert said, "That would be perfect. The other guests are all patient recipients and their girls will be there. I believe Lady Anna will be the only wife there. Rene will be there and can make a gradual introduction and have the others explain how it works in their homes. We will see you both then.”

...

“Hello, Love, “Jack said as he entered the parlor. “Well, Sir Robert and I made a deal. He is going to buy three of my new presses for his factories. I remembered to ask him to our party, but he declined. Said he was going to be in Scotland the whole week. Then he invited us to a party he is throwing the week after, on Saturday. I think his party will be important to us. We hit it off well and he implied we can do more business in the future. Anyway, I want to meet more of his friends.”

Lady Anna said. “it is a pity he can't come here. I did so hope to show him off to our other friends. It would have been a great coup. But I want to see who is in his social circle!”

“So, I expect you will want to go to his party? “Jack asked, smiling.

“Of course, darling, “Lady Anna replied. “I will need new clothes for the party, everything I have is so out of date.”

“Let me do this for you my dear, “Jack said. “Get Molly to give me all your measurements, everything. I will buy you a complete ensemble, shoes to hat, wrap to unmentionables. I haven't bought you anything in months. You will have dozens of boxes to unwrap.“ "And there are a few surprises I want to have made just for you, just in case, “Jack thought.

“Jack, my love, “Lady Anna replied, “You don't have to do that, I know you love me.”

“Nonsense, my love, “Jack said, “It will be my pleasure to get you nice things to wear for a party. I insist.”

“Oh, all right, but nothing in green, please, “Lady Anna relented.

Jack thought, "My dear, green is not a color these come in. But they are very durable. Maybe the last thing you will ever wear. I hope you like them, but it’s not necessary."

...

I had just eaten my first meal of the day and was walking in coffle to the training room when we were stopped by Dr. Benoit. I saw him talk to the head trainer then he left and the trainer walked to me and took me off the coffle. He kept hold of my leash as he adjusted the coffle to omit me. Still holding my leash. Boy, those things are useful for controlling us. I didn't dare move a muscle while he held it, He said, "OK, take the rest on to training. “and they were led off.

I had gone to standing display as soon as he unlocked me from the coffle. He looked at me and said, "Regina, your training is complete and you are ready. Today you are going to your master."

I thought I would faint. I was scared and impatient. I wanted my master to own me, to take me. I was ready and felt like running off to him. But I didn't know who it was, or where he was, or how to get there. Heck, I couldn't even open a door with my hands locked to the back of my collar! I did a little dance of joy, ankle chains clattering on the hard floor.

He said, "Your transport is waiting, Regina. Let's get you ready. “and he led me off, me prancing and clinking as close to him as I could get.

I was surprised that none of my chains were released. For some reason I had thought I would not be taken outside dressed in nothing but chains and rings. Foolish me. I was just covered up, completely. I had a gag stuffed in my mouth and tightly strapped. A black, leather, full head hood was held up to my face. My leash was threaded through the nose hole, then it was laced tightly around my head. A traveling cloak that reached all the way to the ground was buckled around me. I was led in darkness quite some distance, down many stairs until I felt the sun warming my hood.

I was lifted up into a cart, a chain was thrust between my legs and I heard a lock snap shut The cart started moving. It was a long ride in darkness. I bounced around on a hard seat trying not to fall off. A difficult task since I was blind and couldn't use my hands. When the cart stopped, the chain was taken from between my legs and I was lifted down to the ground. I was led indoors and the cloak, hood, and gag were taken from me. I was alone with Dr. Benoit.

I stood in a large bathroom. There was tile on the floor and halfway up the walls. The lights were ornate. The porcelain fixtures had golden plumbing. The room spoke of wealth. The Doctor removed my butt plug and told me to use the toilet, for the first time in months. After I relieved myself he inserted my plug and locked it in place. He unlocked my hands and told me to clean myself. When I finished, he told me to fix my hair and use the makeup and perfume provided to make myself beautiful.

I took great care with my makeup and added a light blush to my nipples and labia. I dabbed expensive perfume in all my girl places. I took a moment and polished my rings. I wanted to glow for my master.

When I finished, Dr. Benoit relocked my hands to the back of my collar and had me kneel in the center of a small room. This room too, had the look of wealth. He told me not to move and soon I would see my master.

I waited, wondering what awaited me, who would I serve. I remembered my lessons on ready grace, deportment, wording. All my dreams were coming true and I had to kneel motionless in this small room, and wait. I was almost vibrating, I was so ready. I was nervous. Would my master like me. I knew I would love any man. Hell any woman for that matter. I was ready to love, ready to obey, ready to submit. Please hurry. I'm going to burst. I need to submit. I want to just roll over on my back and be fucked senseless.

I heard voices for a long time. I couldn't tell what they said, but it was so sweet to hear. Finally, the door opened.


Chapter 19 - My New Master

Jack helped Lady Anna out of their carriage and saw there were four other carriages in the driveway. As they walked, arm in arm up to the massive steps, Sir Robert came out to greet them.

“Jack, so glad you made it, and this must be Lady Anna. Welcome, “Sir Robert greeted them. “Please come meet my other guests.”

Stepping through the tall doors, A servant took their hats and coats.

Sir Robert said, “Before meeting my other guests I would like you both to meet Dr. Benoit. He's waiting for us in the library. Please come this way.”

He led them down the wide, carpeted hall to the second door on the right and held it open for them. There was a well dressed man of about forty waiting for them.

Sir Robert introduced them, “Lady Anna Hedley, this is Dr. Rene Benoit. Dr. Benoit, I would like you to meet Lady Anna. Jack and Dr. Benoit are already acquainted.”

Lady Anna looked at Jack and asked, ”Oh, a business acquaintance?”

Dr. Benoit said, “Lady Anna, please forgive the secrecy, but this is not a chance meeting. Jack learned about a secret program of the Crown several weeks ago, but was sworn to secrecy. After I explain what we do, you will, I'm sure, agree that this was appropriate.”

Dr. Benoit began his explanation, “I am a psychiatrist. I work at an asylum in London. I deal with the criminal insane. Lately there has been a drastic increase in an unusual type of patient. Young women of good family. We have looked with care at their cases and their symptoms are similar. They all have committed violence against friends, lovers, coworkers, strangers. Several have attempted suicide. They are all depressed and angry. After much research s it became clear that they all had several things in common. They all have strong sexual drives. They are intelligent, and submissive. They are empathetic and their parents were martinets.”

I looked at the Doctor but didn't say anything else. My God, he could be talking about me she thought! He can't suspect my erotic dreams. I've never met him before. Why is he looking at me so intensely?

Dr, Benoit looked long at Lady Anna and puzzled over the frenzy of emotions crossing her face. I do believe she is blushing. I would love to explore what she is thinking. It started when I described the emotional state of my patients. I wonder if she identifies with them? She is looking guilty right now. Guilty of what?

He said, “I developed a theory to explain their behavior. This led to a treatment plan which flies in the face of our societal norms. But since my job, my avocation, is to relieve their suffering, I determined to proceed. I hope you understand how hard this was for me.”

“I am sure you considered all alternatives before choosing this treatment, did you not?”

“Lady Hedley, my patients do not consider the treatment distasteful. In fact, as you will soon see, they greatly prefer it to remaining in the asylum. This treatment is common practice elsewhere, but our society does not acknowledge it. And, Yes, I tried other treatments. But none of the standard treatments showed any improvement.“ said, the Doctor.

“Well, Doctor, what is this unusual treatment and how does it involve us?

“You understand, the young women a strong mental conflict. Please excuse my language, their bodies want, need, crave sexual intercourse with strong men. Their biological imperative is to find the strongest men they can find and reproduce. To create the best children with the best survival traits possible. And yet, their upbringing tells them to suppress these drives. To find kind, meek, respectful men and have sexual congress as seldom as possible. To find a single man and remain faithful to him. The strain between their biological imperative and their training is driving them crazy. Yet their early training is strong and lasts their formative years. We have found it impossible to free them of it, “the Doctor explained.

“Doctor, that sounds terrible for them. What treatment did you develop?”

“We had to remove the conflict between their decision making and their natural instincts. We have convinced them to turn off those decision-making components of their brains. Now they think it is not only better, but essential for them to let another person make all the decisions. Now their opinions no longer matter, even to themselves, “said the Doctor.

"But that's terrible, Doctor. They would be little better than slaves.“ I could feel heat rising in my face and in my loins. This is my dream.

There she goes again. As soon as I described our submissive girls, she began blushing and looking ashamed. Maybe she has submissive dreams like my patients. Hmmm. Same age, pretty girl, I wonder if her parents were strict? I'll have to ask Jack about her parents and her sexual activity. If it’s what I think, she may have dropped some hints to him. “Therein lies the heart of the public issue, Lady Anna. Before the treatment these women experience strong depression that often led to suicide or homicide. After the treatment they are beautiful, happy, sexually responsive, obedient girls. They understand that they will always wear restraints . But they are free in all the ways they missed before. Free to feel, to love and be loved, to use their bodies to give and receive huge orgasmic release. They change from miserable creatures to happy, erotic women. They're devoted to their masters and mistresses. Freedom brought them only worry, pain, depression, and frustration. They do not want to ever be free again. “said the Doctor. Aha. That look of wolfish anticipation on her face belies her protestations. She can't wait to get Regina alone. Maybe I will help her along.

“How can you be so sure they do not want freedom, Doctor? “I asked.

“Because I have asked them, and when we join the party, you can ask them yourself, “said Dr. Benoit.

Is he going to enslave me? Did Jack talk to him about my hints? Have I missed some clue? No, be calm. He can't enslave me. I've done nothing wrong. "Doctor, how do Jack and I come into this? “I asked.

“I want you to assume ownership of my patient and take her home to be your slave, Lady Anna, “said the Doctor. “Remember, she is both a convicted criminal and my patient. I will give you instructions for her care. If you adhere to these instructions, she will be a delight to you and Jack as well as happy herself. One other factor, my patient is Regina, Mr. Hedley's former wife. “She was afraid I was talking about her. The look of relief when I gave Regina's name was almost comical. Now she's getting more relaxed. She'll have to protest some more for verisimilitude, but she won't let Regina go now. Lady Anna is hooked. But she's hiding something, and I'll bet it’s her own dreams of submission. The clues were just too strong to be anything else.

“What, that's ridiculous, we can't have a slave, besides Regina hates Jack.“ Relief surged through me. My secret is still safe. I would love to have my own slave I could practice on in private. Of course we'll take her. I mustn't be too obvious. I will resist, but I will let myself be convinced.

The Doctor replied, ”Lady Anna, Regina feels a special guilt towards Jack. She knows he was her perfect man, yet her internal turmoil made her drive him away. She must expiate that guilt to find peace. She also knows he married you and feels no jealousy. She knows she burned that bridge long ago. She will be ecstatic if you will consent to own her and be her Mistress. She, now, only wants to serve you and Mr. Hedley.”

“Lady Anna, you and Mr. Hedley are perfect for Regina for several reasons. First, your estate provides the essential privacy. Second, Regina needs to serve Jack and knows this. Third, both you and Jack are well off and can afford the necessary security measures. Fourth, we made discrete inquiry and none of your staff talk about your affairs, “said Sir Robert.

“Well, how do you know Regina will go with us? “I asked. I know she will go with us because she's a slave. She won't have a choice ever again. I saw Jack watching me. I mustn't smile.

Sir Robert answered her, "Her conditioning makes her follow orders. Anyway, she desires this. Let's ask her. Dr. Benoit, will you bring Regina in, please”

“Of course, Sir Robert, “said the Doctor “But, before I bring her in, I need to caution Lady Anna. Regina is vulnerable right now. She knows she has new masters, but she has no idea what your reaction to her will be. You are her personal gods and if you find her pleasing, her world will be joyous. But, her world is narrow, circumscribed. We have isolated her from the outside world and she should stay that way. She must can never make any decisions or choices. You and Jack must decide everything. She knows the decisions she made were disastrous to everyone and does not want to make any more.

She owes you a duty of obedience. She has learned a rigid set of rules she must follow. Her love for Jack, her sexual needs, and the joy and pain you give her form her whole world. Its consistency is the bedrock of her happiness. You must never show doubt or ask her opinion. Safe topics are physical feelings like hunger, tiredness, or pain. Compliment her on her grace, her rings. Ask her to show the positions she knows. Ask how she walks on a leash, what tasks she can perform on your estate, and the like. Touch her. Look at her arms, they are close chained, but you can loosen them a little, so she can do some simple tasks. Above all you must be strict in enforcing her rules, so she knows her boundaries. Remember that her strongest desire is to give pleasure to you and Jack.”

The Doctor turned to Jack and Sir Robert, “Gentlemen, I need to talk to Lady Anna before we bring in Regina. Would you wait outside please. We won't be long. Thank you.”

They had left and closed the door.  The Doctor said, ”Lady Anna, you have gone to university. And spent years at boarding schools. I need to discuss female sexuality with you. Remember that I am a doctor and have had this discussion with many women. I know that an isolated group of women often experiment with female lovemaking. Are you familiar with the act?”

I blushed red hot, suspecting he knew what happened at school. I said, “Yes Doctor I am familiar with it.”

“Have you experienced it, “asked the Doctor

“Yes, Yes, I have, “I said.

“There is nothing wrong with doing it. It is a common response to lack of a man and the raging hormones of adolescence, “said Dr. Benoit. “In fact, I am quite glad you have had the experience. Did you enjoy it?”

I hesitated, my blush growing even redder. I said, "Yes, quite a lot, actually.”

“Good. It is my strong recommendation that you order Regina to service you when you are alone with her. She has learned to give great pleasure to men and women. and it will give her great satisfaction to give pleasure to her mistress. Besides, she is still conflicted, and you need to establish firm control. Make her obey you. It will be good for her and her adaptation to her new environment if you use the whip on her often. It doesn't have to be for many strokes, just to establish your dominance. She should not be your friend, but your slave.

Regina has been aroused several times a day. We only let her climax when she has earned it. She has not been allowed to climax in several days. She will be quite needy. If she is pleasing, let her climax once. This will help cement her total dependence on you and Jack.

That shouldn't be a problem. I am quite looking forward to meeting my new slave.

After we have brought her in, I will take the men out of the room and post a guard on the door. To assure you are not disturbed with Regina, “said the Doctor. “Remember, she is my patient and you and Jack are helping me resolve her medical problem. She is in actuality your slave. But under the law she is a committed mental patient and I am still responsible for her. Now, let's have a look at her.”

Dr. Benoit fetched Jack and Sir Robert then crossed the room to an inner door. He opened it and said, ”Come in Regina and submit to your new masters.”

Beyond the door was a small room. Inside, kneeling on the floor was a naked young woman with long, auburn hair. Her arms were close behind her so not even a bit of them were visible. She wore a heavy steel collar on her neck. It was tall and snug on her neck. There were large gold rings in her nose, ears, and nipples and just a shimmer of more gold in her groin. She stood and walked toward us. A soft chinking sound followed her. The sound drew my gaze to her feet, I could see she wore shiny shackles on her ankles, joined by a short silver chain. Her steps were, of necessity, short and slow. I saw she took care with each step. Pointing her toes and placing each foot close in front of the other. Her walk was slow, sensuous, erotic and made me want to love her. She was so erotic and helpless. 

A long chain descended from her nose ring and back up to her collar. She was beautiful. She had large, high, round breasts, a slender waist, and shapely legs. A narrow, symmetric face framed high cheekbones. She stopped three feet in front of Jack, knelt, bent down, and kissed his feet. I could now see her wrists were also clasped in the grip of snug, gleaming steel, locked high on her back to her collar. I would not have thought it possible for a woman to touch the back of her collar with her hands. Her arms looked so trim and compact, tucked behind her like that. I wanted to reach behind me and see if I could touch my neck, but I didn't move. I'm sure the Doctor and Jack would know what I was doing. She rose to her knees, arched her back, thrust out her ringed breasts and said “I am Regina, your slave. I am your property forever and will obey you completely in all things. Command me master.”

“Regina, “Jack said, “it has been a long time. You are more beautiful than I remember. Slavery suits you. You are much different than I last saw you. Tell me what you are now."

Master, I said, I am Regina, your property You may do anything you wish to me, with me, and I will obey you completely."

Jack said, "Property, sounds like a shoe or a cart. What other words might you use?"

"Master, “I said, I am your concubine. I will delight your senses with my skill."

"Concubine, “said Jack, "good. Are there other words befitting you?"

"Master, “I said, I am your sex slave. I will orgasm at your touch to please you. I hope to bring you pleasure every day of my life."

"Excellent, “said Jack, "Your body is delightful, much better than I recall. Describe it for me."

"Oh No, “I thought. I was afraid. My training did not include this. But words came from my mouth without thought. I knew them to be true and heartfelt. I said, "Master, my breasts are for you to enjoy. Your rings adorn them that you may enjoy and control me. I will orgasm when you caress them. My nose bears a ring and leash for you to lead me and fasten me. I must follow anywhere you lead me. My lush lips are for your kiss and to lick and suck your manhood. My arms are forever chained so that I will not forget to live by your limits. My pussy bears rings for your pleasure and longs for your touch. My rings keep me aroused and wet for your pleasure. Thank you for the plug in my ass. I am pleased that your control over me extends even to my body functions. I am happy that you make me the perfect size for your pleasure. My ass is well padded so that you may discipline me as I need and arouse me as you desire. My legs spread for your pleasure. I am proud to wear your chains so I may display my submission to the world. My throat is proud to wear your collar so that the world may know I belong to you and be envious. Master, every part of my mind and body exist only for your pleasure."

Jack said, "Regina, you are now my property. I will keep you safe and cherish you. When I discipline you, or pleasure you, it will be from love. I will treat you as a rare and valuable treasure, and you will never be free of chains. This is Lady Anna, my wife. “Pointing to a young, well dressed woman beside him, “She is your mistress and you will obey her as you do me. Now submit to her.”

“Yes master, “I said, standing and walking the small distance to her. I knelt and kissed her shoes and said, “Mistress, I am Regina, your slave. I am your property forever and will obey you completely in all things. Command me mistress.”

I stared at the naked slave girl in shock. She was more beautiful than I had imagined. This was not the beaten, enslaved wretch of her imaginings. Nor was it the prim and proper, stoic girl shown in Jack's photographs. Her hair was long, lustrous and smooth. it fell inches below her shoulders. She had full, sensuous lips painted light red. Her glorious breasts thrust far out and preceded her wherever she went. They were large, high and firm.  Perfect bases for her large, erect nipples to flaunt their adornments. Large gold rings pierced her flesh and swayed when she moved. I wanted to touch them. Then I realized that was incorrect. I wanted to feel them in my nipples. Damn.

Her face was beautiful, with high cheekbones, emerald green eyes, and long full eyelashes. Her neck beneath her collar was long and graceful. A tight steel band with many rings encircled her narrow waist. I could see it compressed her waist which was already narrow. She had not an ounce of fat on her. Her legs were long and the muscles toned like a swimmer. As she walked toward me my rapt attention was drawn to her full labia. She had large gold rings through each lip and one in her clit hood. They swayed in an enticing dance as she walked toward me.

This was Jack's former wife and her rings made her exotic and erotic. I wanted to thrust a finger through them and control her. This siren, this vision of enslaved perfection was now mine. Her breasts were large, firm melons, with large dark aureoles and pink, engorged nipples. Her nipple rings were golden, thick, inches across and heavy. I wondered if they felt as good as they looked. I wanted to make her do whimsical things, to humiliate her further. I wanted to show the world my complete control of this temptress who was now my property.

Most of all I wanted to somehow keep her away from my husband. She knew this ringed and helpless girl held enormous power to attract and control men. My Jack was strong but could he master this slave without falling in love with her? I had a tremendous urge to reach out and take hold of those beautiful rings and twist and pull. To force this girl to obey my fingers through pain. To hear her squeal. To ensure this girl was my abject, humble slave. To know she held nothing back in her submission. To know in my heart that I was her mistress. For her to know who was in charge and to fear my wrath. But not now, not with the men watching. This had to be a private woman to slave girl understanding.

Dr. Benoit took a padlock from a desk drawer. He said, “Jack, if I may, I will secure Regina by that chair and we can let the women talk a little.”

Jack said, “All right, Doctor.”

He removed one end of the chain from Regina's collar and commanded, “Up.”

Regina stood and followed Sir Robert to the indicated chair. He pointed to a spot on the floor and commanded, “Kneel.”

Regina knelt on the indicated spot and Sir Robert locked the other end of the chain to a ring inset in the floor. He then, with a sweeping motion of his arm said to Lady Anna, ”We will leave you to talk to Regina. Here is the key to her tether. When you are through, release her from the floor. The chain is a part of her nose ring so use it as a leash. Remember she is your slave and be firm with her. Go out that door to the party when you are ready and be sure and bring Regina.”

Jack pulled Anna Aside and said, here are some little devices you can use if you don't trust her answers. I had them from Dr. Benoit. It is difficult for these girls to lie when in pain. Clip one on each nipple and she will be quite responsive.

I looked at the tiny metal clips, smiled at Jack, and whispered, "Darling, they are perfect. Thank you."

The three men left through the door and I smiled at my new slave.

The End
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