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PROLOG

Total Control 2 : By Choice

In Total Control 1 : By Force. The government decides to enslave young female convicts. 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.

In Total Control 2: By Choice. Regina learns that her former husband has a new wife, Anna. Anna is, intoxicated by Regina's beauty and joy and overjoyed to have a sex slave. Regina gives and receives incredible sex. Anna realizes that Regina's life is what she has dreamed of. Anna realizes she always wanted to be Jack's slave. Watching Jack take and control Regina fills her with envy.

Anna's lust overrides her concerns. Chains are a small price to pay for ecstasy. Once she agrees, there is no going back. Every man now has total control over her.

Men want women who are beautiful, obedient, and eager to please. Free women cannot compete with sex slaves. Soon there are no more free women. Anywhere, to the joy of both men and women. Finally, nature's balance is restored.


Chapter 1 - My New Mistress

I regarded the tethered, helpless girl. She looked to be almost my age. She was smiling with eyes downcast, looking at the floor in front of me. Her back arched, breasts thrust out, and knees spread wide apart. The three gold rings in her loins matched her out thrust nipple rings.” Gorgeous, “I thought.” She is lust made tangible.” A trim, submissive female with full red lips, wonderful breasts, erect nipples. Those rings made her exotic and erotic and so tempting. I'd love to touch them, pull and twist them, use them to arouse her to madness. I can, I own her body and soul. I wonder what she would think if I put bells on her rings, Erotic, helpless and noisy. She couldn't conceal the slightest motion. I'm shameless, but I must talk to her, tease her, arouse her, shame her, humiliate her, love her.”

I walked over to Regina. Circled her like a lioness examining her kill. Wondering where to start. I wanted to whip her ass, kiss her lips, suck her breasts, tease her clit. She was mine and helpless. I could tickle her feet, make her chains clatter, listen to her moan with desire, lead her by a leash on her nose ring. Total control was mine. I felt my hot love juices flowing down my labia. I wanted to be Regina. I wanted all Regina's helplessness, beauty, and eroticism for myself. I wanted to wear Jack's chains and rings. I wanted jack to lead my helpless enslaved body to his bed and take me. I wanted to suck his cock dry. I wanted him to fill all my holes, over and over until I fainted. And then do it all over again.

I realized I wanted to live my fantasy, to be Jack's slave, and I wanted Regina to be my slave. But Regina was Jack's slave in reality, not fantasy! I did not want Jack doing things to Regina. I wanted him to do those things to me. I wanted to be between Jack and Regina. This was going to take some serious thought.

I stood behind Regina and wondered about her arms. How long had they been like that? Did they hurt? How did she apply her makeup with her arms chained? How did she clean herself after elimination? Was there a manicurist who specialized in slaves? Could I be as happy as Dr. Benoit said when always kept helpless? Well, she thought, I guess I will have to talk to her.

I walked to a soft chair in front of Regina and off to her right and sat down. I said to Regina, ”What do you call the position you are in? “

Regina replied, “Kneeling Display, Mistress.”

I asked, “What other positions are you trained to take?

Regina replied, “Standing Display, Obeisance, Punishment, and coffle are all that I know, Mistress.”

“Show me punishment, Regina, “I ordered.

Regina immediately said “Yes, Mistress.” She knelt up until her thighs were vertical, bent at the waist so that her forehead touched the floor.

“Alright, resume kneeling display, “I said.

Regina said “Yes, Mistress, “and resumed her previous position.

“How long have your arms been in their current position? “

Regina replied, “about two days, Mistress.”

“Is this a normal length of time? “

“Usually they are locked there for a week. I am allowed to exercise them, Mistress, “Regina replied.

“Oh well, in for a penny, in for a pound, “Lady Anna thought.” Stand, “I commanded.

I said, ”Yes, Mistress.” And stood as gracefully as I could forcing my breasts out as far as possible.

Lady Anna reached down and put her index finger through my clit ring and twisted it back and forth. I felt the heat rising in my face. I couldn't help it, I felt so hot and ashamed of my instant heat. I struggled not to move. Lady Anna continued fondling my ring. the twisting motion, watching Regina's face. After a moment, Lady Anna said, ”You are!”

She watched my face. I felt like a tiny, helpless bug in the grasp of a goddess.” Getting excited, aren't you? ”the goddess asked?

I gasped, “Yes, Mistress.”

“Don't come until I tell you, Regina, “Lady Anna commanded.

I again said, “Yes, Mistress.” I was so close to coming. I felt the sweat beading on my forehead. I prayed she would let me come soon. I feared her wrath if I disobeyed her.

Lady Anna continued the twisting motion, pulling the ring upward. when my face showed I was about to burst, she stopped and said, “are you ready to come, Regina? “

I said, “Oh yes, please Mistress. Your slave begs permission to come.”

My Mistress looked into my eyes and stopped moving my rings, but kept tight hold of them. She said, her voice calm, "You were Jack's first wife. Why did you divorce him? I was frightened. Was she angry with me? That was long ago and Jack married her. How can she hold that against me?

I decided I should tell the truth. Lies were so hard to maintain.” I fell out of love with him because neither of us could satisfy the other in bed.”

My Mistress looked at me with hard eyes. She asked, "How does it feel to have me holding your pain in my fingers? “

She scared me "My Mistress, it is your decision whether to give me pain, pleasure, or emptiness. I am scared that you may want to give me pain because I divorced Jack. There is nothing I can do to affect your decision. I hope you will let me give you pleasure. Mistress, your humble slave begs to please you.”

Lady Anna shoved her fingers between my labia rings and said, “My, you are wet. All right, you have permission to come, “. My Mistress' hands worked her will with me. She pushed me over the edge into ecstasy until I closed my eyes in surrender to the magic of her fingertips. 

I squealed and let out a long gasping moan as I climaxed hard. My belly convulsed again and again while the long drawn out moan escaped from my lips. I trembled all over, but did not move for more than a minute. I finally said in a weak voice, Thank you, Mistress. That was wonderful.”

”Have you always been that easy to arouse? “I asked.

"Oh no, Mistress.” said Regina, "I could not have climaxed at all before my training and ringing. I was almost frigid.”

"I see, punishment position, slave.” Regina knelt, spread her knees, thrust her ass high in the air and her head to the floor. Lady Anna raised the whip and said, "Beg me to whip you and thank me after each stroke.”

"Please whip your slave, Mistress.”

I gave the slave a hard blow to her raised bottom. It was fascinating watching the flesh compress under the thong. The ridge rippled away leaving an intense red stripe surrounded by fading rose. I waited for her thanks. I felt the heat rise in my belly. Whipping her is making me hot!

I felt the burning stripes. I held still and thanked my Mistress. I knew this was only the first test of my resolve to be the best slave possible. It was silly, but I already loved this strong, beautiful woman who loved me and disciplined me. The pain was an affirmation that I was owned. I belonged here and knew I was a true slave. The pain and pleasure were but two sides of the coin of love, I felt my loins growing wet all over again. The pain of the final blows was not felt. I realized that even this pain was worth being loved.” Thank you, Mistress, “I said.

Lady Anna hit me again and again. I responded by thanking her for each stroke. I felt my juices run down my leg.

Anna felt herself starting to drip and felt a drop slide down her leg. She was getting off on whipping this helpless slave girl and saw similar moisture on Regina's leg. Regina was getting off on being whipped. Fantastic.

Regina didn't move at all as Anna whipped her and her responses were perfect. Regina enjoyed the whipping, or else I wasn't hitting her hard enough. I knew I was going to whip her every chance I got. I thought about all the stories I had read and how a variety of canes, whips and crops were used on slavegirls. I thought about the many devices to hold hem: pillories, stocks, cells. One could try hanging them by their wrists or ankles, strapping them to a bench or table. There were so many places to give a girl pain: bottom, legs, back, breasts, tummy, pussy. Thinking about these future pleasures were making me even hotter. I stopped whipping her so she could service me.

“All right, Regina, let’s see if you are as good at making me orgasm as Dr. Benoit says. Kneel and service me now.”

Ignoring the pain in my ass, I moved into kneeling position between my Mistress' legs. I smiled, and said, “I am told I am skilled at servicing both men and women with my mouth and tongue, Mistress. Thank you for letting me pleasure you. Would you please arrange your clothing for me, my hands are not available right now? “

Anna sat down and slid her hips forward. She removed her drawers and lifted her skirts. Her drawers were dripping with her love juices.

I crawled closer between her legs on my knees and pressed my lips to Lady Anna's labia lips. I licked and sucked on my Mistress' engorged skin. My tongue snaked between the labia lips to caress her innermost recesses. I was skilled and could feel when my mistress was getting close to orgasm. I slowed my assault, knowing that increased pleasure came from prolonging the stimulation. Finally, Lady Anna, grabbed the back of my head. She pulled it into her groin hard and shouting “Now, I'm coming.” And come she did. It was one of the greatest orgasms of Lady Anna's life. The churning convulsions rumbled on and on for what seemed like hours. Lady Anna looked down at my proud, glistening face. She smiled , and said, I'm going to enjoy owning you.”

My face was wet with Lady Anna's love juices. I said, “Thank you, Mistress. I love being your property.”

Lady Anna collected her soggy drawers and cleaned my face and breasts of the love juices. I still glistened. She unlocked my chain from the ring in the floor. Standing up and holding the chain, she said, “Up Regina. Let's go to the party.”

I stood and smiling, said, ”Yes Mistress.“


Chapter 2 - Anna Learns to Care for Me

After they had left the women alone, Jack turned to Dr Benoit and said, "Doctor, Regina was ravishing. She did not look like that when I knew her before.”

Dr. Benoit replied, “Jack, this happens to all my patients. Before training, all are young and pretty. After their training, they are beautiful. I first thought this was a function of pheromones. Thinking that once a woman wants a master, their output increases. This may happen, but it is not all the story. I have shown photographs taken before training and after training to people who had not seen them. Everyone who saw them could not believe they were the same woman. Everyone thought the 'after' photograph was ravishing. Much prettier than the 'before' photograph. I must conclude the woman herself changes when her instincts are freed. Now, Jack, what do you think will be Anna's decision? “

Jack smiled and said, "Doctor, I have watched Anna since we first met. and I could tell she wanted Regina as soon as she saw her. She didn't smile, but I saw the color rise in her cheeks and her eyes narrowed when she first saw Regina. She tried to hide her desire, but the signs were there. Anna is having Regina make love to her. She wants to take her home as soon as possible, and hoping to find a way to distract me from Regina. Anna has dropped hints that she would enjoy bondage and rough sex with me. I've ignored them to see how far she is willing to go. It is possible after watching Regina, that she might want to change our relationship.”

Dr, Benoit smiled and said, "Well, Jack, if she decides she wants to be like Regina, just send her to me with a note.  I will return a well-trained sex slave in about two months. I have the team, the facilities, and the expertise. This will be on the house for all your services.”

..

I opened the door and led Regina through. The servant on the other side said, “right this way Lady Anna, the rest are awaiting you in the great hall.” He led them down a wide hall, threw open the double doors at the far end, and announced “Lady Anna and the slave Regina.

I saw a small crowd of men standing in a rough line on the far side of a large table, facing a wall with paintings hanging on it. I recognized Jack and Sir Robert as the men all turned to face me. I led Regina toward them and saw Jack studying me.

There was a line of naked women kneeling, collared and chained like Regina. They were facing the men, chained to the wall by their collars. There were several brunettes, two blonds, one red head, and all were as beautiful as Regina. They were silent and smiling.

I handed Regina's leash to Sir Robert and said to Jack, ”I think Regina will make a fine addition to our home. Can we take her tonight? “

Jack said, “Darling, I'm so glad you agree. As a matter of fact, we can take her home tonight. While we were coming here a team of specialized workmen have been setting up our home to let us take care of Regina. There are now secure quarters in the basement. Also, some rather unique furniture and several boxes of equipment”

I was pleased we could take Regina with us, but disappointed Jack had assumed I would approve. I said, ”You moved rather fast in assuming I would agree didn't you, Jack? “

Jack replied, “I'm afraid so, but if you had declined, it could all be gone tomorrow. This way we can take her with us when we go home.”

“All right, Jack, “I said, “but be sure and talk to me before you change my house again.”

Sir Robert said, “I am at fault my Lady. I pressured Jack to move quickly. Regina was in a critical state of her training and soon needed to identify with her Master and Mistress. Or she might have slid away from us.” As he was talking he led Regina to the wall, indicated an open spot and commanded “Kneel, “to her.

Regina slid into a kneeling display position facing the table. Sir Robert locked her tether to a ring in the wall.

“Now, “he said, "let us sit down and Dr. Benoit will explain how to care for Regina. We can examine Regina's restraints. The girls will serve dinner and we can watch their feeding, “said Sir Robert.” Jack, you and Lady Anna have much to learn. We will provide you with a lot of written material about the care and health of Regina. A lot of things must be learned by doing since each girl is different. Doctor, let's begin.”

Dr. Benoit said, ”Jack, as I told Lady Anna before, Regina is my patient and I am entrusting her to your care. She requires an absolute certainty in your authority. You must be ruthless in punishing any violations of the rules. Here is a copy of her rules and the punishment ranges for violations. These are guidelines and flexible. So, you and Lady Anna can allow for mitigating circumstances. Also, there is a sexual need. I would like her whipped at least once a day, whenever is convenient for you. When you use the supplied whip, she will thank you for it. Her training has left her incapable of differentiating between mild pain and pleasure. She will feel the first one or two strokes as a medium sting. Then her skin will feel warm all over and soon develop into erotic arousal.

After that, a mere touch on her labia, or clit ring or a stroke of your finger will result in an instant orgasm. If she has been particularly good that day, you can give her more orgasms. Now it is not necessary to give her an orgasm anytime, but she must be aroused to the point of orgasm regularly. Besides the two whippings, you may use her for your sexual pleasure anytime you want. If it leads to her orgasm it will only give her a reward.

If you use of her mouth or anus, she will receive much psychological pleasure from serving you. But sexual release only seldom. In fact several masters take their girls to the brink of orgasm then withhold it as a standard practice. They report that having sexual release infrequently makes their girls very needy and loving. Of course, you must take extra precautions to prevent them masturbating themselves to orgasm. We have provided an effective chastity belt in your gear.”

“Now, the Doctor said, “Let us look at Regina's restraints. I will bring her to the table.”

The Doctor released Regina from the chain and led her to the table in front of Jack and Lady Anna.” Let us start with her feet. Notice her ankles wear metal bands, These were fitted to Regina. They were shaped for a snug fit to prevent chafing. They are made of surgical quality stainless steel and riveted, not locked. The chains joining them are of the same material and of a length to permit her a short but comfortable stride. They are long enough for Regina to walk up stairs and short enough that they will not snag on objects on the ground. Notice the middle link is larger than the rest. That is to permit attachment of another chain or for a lock to secure her feet.”

“Around her waist is a stainless-steel band shaped to her body and riveted shut. It is designed so that it cannot rotate around her waist. If you decide to impregnate her, it can be removed. It should be replaced soon after the gives birth. Several rings are mounted around the band. Useful for securing her hands or attaching her to something. The ones on the side are well placed for using her to pull a cart or wagon. The ring in the back is in continual use. You see the larger ring held below it. The larger ring joins two chains attached to Regina's cuffs. With her hands fastened to her collar as they are now, the chains are tight,“ the Doctor explained.

Dr. Benoit took a key from his pocket and unlocked Regina's cuffs from her collar. He relocked the lock to the collar and explained “it keeps the lock handy. Now notice as I lower her hands the chains attached to her cuffs slide through the ring on her waist band. Now, she can move her hands to the front of her body and perform some tasks. If I lift the center ring up and lock it to her collar, Regina's hands are now held tight together at the small of her back. So, you have three positions of varying security and usefulness available. We recommend using the most stringent position for punishment, increased helplessness, and sleeping. If you don't use it often, her tendons will shrink, and it will become more stressful for her. Right now, it is comfortable. We keep her in it for sleeping and whenever hands are not needed for training. The unlocked position we use only when we need her to use her hands for some assigned task.”

Dr. Benoit led Regina back to the wall, knelt her, and locked her tether to the collar of the next girl in the line. He unlocked each girl's tethering chain from the wall and attached it to the next girl in line. As he worked, he said, ”Now we are going to have the girls serve dinner for us. You will see that I have linked them all together.

This is an acceptable form of security. Whenever the girl is not being supervised or in her cage, she must be chained to a solid, immovable object. If she is left alone, we recommend you use her collar and a chain to fasten her. Her collar is the strongest bond on her. With all the girls chained together, it is impossible for them to hide or be quiet when moving.”

One of Sir Robert's staff came through the door to the kitchen. He took the lead of the first girl and led the coffle of girls out the door.

He added, “You may want to tailor some of your furniture for Regina's limitations. The table you are sitting at is narrow for a dining table. It has been cut down so that one of our girls wearing the restraints I just showed you can serve meals.”

The door to the kitchen was opened by the staff man. He held it open as the coffle walked back through, each girl carrying a platter. They pranced down the table, stopping in front of their masters. They said, in practiced unison, Master, may I serve you? When their masters gave permission, each girl said, “Thank you master.” Then slid the tray as far forward as their chains permitted. The girls went to standing display position and placed their hands behind their backs.

As the masters ate, they introduced themselves to Jack and Lady Anna. Then they all talked about their girls and the unique aspects of each of them. Jeanne was claustrophobic so they had to move her cage to at attic and put in a large window. Margaret was allergic to nuts, so they had to modify her diet. Julie was a gourmet chef and the Baron obtained some special implements, so she could cook for them. He also installed an overhead track in the kitchen, pantry and dining room. There was a small trolley in the track from which dangled a chain locked to Julie's collar. To keep her diet, Julie wore a special ring gag while cooking. It fit behind her teeth and had a small opening in the center, so the tip of her tongue might taste her sauces.

When all the guests had finished their meal, Sir Robert ordered the girls to clear the table. They all stepped forward in unison, reached forward and picked up their master's trays. When all the trays were in their grasp, the girls pivoted on their right heels and marched in step to the kitchen.

When they all were out of the room, Dr. Benoit said, “Now it is time to feed the girls. We have developed a recipe that meets all their dietary needs. It also maintains their weight and shape. This is all they eat unless you decide to augment their diet. You should not do this often or they will gain undesirable weight. If you do decide to let them eat anything besides the diet, you should have them kneel beside you and hand feed them. This is one way to keep them dependent on you for everything. You will all need to participate in their feeding. Their feed is rather bland and tasteless, so they will appreciate any tidbits you give them. I will bring them back into the room still joined in coffle. I would like each master to lock their girl's hands into the reverse prayer position. Then unlock their tethers from their neighbor and re-lock it to their wall ring. Then have them move to kneeling display position. The staff will bring their food in and set it on the table behind you. Each girl's portion is marked. Place it in front of them and order them to eat. They must eat it all or be punished. They know this. Would you all move in front of the table while I fetch the girls? “

Dr. Benoit went into the kitchen and returned leading the coffle. Regina was the first girl into the room. Dr. Benoit was leading her by the chain leash on to her nose ring. All the girls had their hands behind their backs.

Lady Anna gasped at the sight. She wondered how it would feel to be helpless and led by the nose in front of strangers. She felt her warm love juices flowing out of her sex and was glad her moist thighs were hidden from view. Or was she?

Dr. Benoit led the coffle back to the wall. He handed Regina's leash to Lady Anna. Then said, “will everyone prepare their girls for feeding now? “

Lady Anna handed the leash to Jack and stepped behind Regina. She said, “It is time for your feeding Regina, raise your hands as far as possible.”

Lady Anna unlocked the padlock on the back of Regina's collar. She lifted her property's hands high on her back and locked them to the back ring of her collar. She unlocked the coffle chain from Regina's neighbor's collar and locked it to the wall ring.” Regina, kneeling display position, “she commanded. Regina knelt, arched her back, thrust out her breasts, and looked at the floor.

“Good girl, “Said Jack.

Three uniformed staff entered from the kitchen bearing bowls. The bowls contained what looked like oatmeal with bits of vegetables. Each bowl was silver and had a girl's name printed on it in black ink, Julie, Helen, and, of course, Regina. The bowls were placed on the table.

Dr, Benoit said to Jack and Lady Anna, “You may develop your own procedure. I recommend you make her beg for her food and watch them eat. It reinforces their utter dependence on you and emphasizes their dependence. Their only need is to serve, obey and give pleasure. If you slacken off on punishment, the girl will start to rebel and need more punishment. Experience shows that she must not be allowed to make any decisions. Do not let her voice opinions and enforce the rules. It is necessary to her mental health. Now place the bowl in front of her and make her beg.”

Jack put the bowl in front of her and asked, ”Regina, are you hungry? “

Regina replied, “Yes, Master.”

Jack asked, “When were you last fed? “

Regina answered, ”This morning, Master.”

Jack continued, “So that would be about twelve hours ago? “

Regina answered, “Yes, Master.”

“Beg to be fed, “Jack ordered.

Regina said, “Master, this worthless slave begs to be fed. It is very hungry and hopes you will feed it, Master.”

Jack said to Lady Anna, “I don't know love, she did not beg very well, did she?

Lady Anna said, Well Jack, most emotion is shown in body language. Since she is bound, everything we could see will be in her face. We couldn't see that with her looking down, so let's let her try again while looking up.”

“Excellent idea, love, “said Jack.” Regina look at me, “he ordered. Beg to be fed again, with feeling. Convince me you are hungry.”

Regina looked up and said, ”My Master and Mistress, your slave is very hungry. She feels weak and helpless. You are her owners and she is your property. She will obey your slightest wish and lives only to give you pleasure. She begs to be fed.”

Lady Anna said, Jack, “I think that was more sincere.”

Jack held her nose leash out of the food and said, “Feed, Regina.”

Regina immediately bent down at the waist and pushed her face into the bowl. She ate the tasteless gruel with gusto, finishing her meager ration in seconds. She licked the bowl clean. She raised her body back to kneeling display position.  Thrusting her breasts out and looking down at her bowl.


Chapter 3 - My Equipment


Dr. Benoit said, “Now that she has finished eating, let's take her into Sir Robert's gymnasium. I want to show you the use of some of the devices we have installed in your house and some devices you can use on her.”

Jack unlocked the leash from the wall ring, lifted her nose , and said, “Up, Regina.” She rose gracefully to her feet and followed her master, one step behind and one step to his right.

Dr. Benoit led them back into the grand hall, then into the gymnasium. There were several items of unique dark mahogany furniture scattered around the large room .

Lady Anna recognized several items from her history studies. She saw a pillory, a scold's bridle, a rack of whips, a whipping bench with straps, all bolted to the floor. There were several items she did not recognize. Dr. Benoit led them to a chest of drawers against the far wall. He said, “We have installed this same set of drawers in your basement. It contains all the ancillary devices you may wish to use on Regina.”

He opened the top, full width drawer. He said, ”Here you have a full set of gags of all types and sizes. This is a booklet our staff prepared showing what past owners have used for control and exercise. If you need to change Regina's restraints for something, just let me know. We have a mobile team that can make changes.”

He closed the top drawer and opened the second, saying, “Here is a complete set of anal implements. This is a set of plugs of graduated sizes so that you can adjust the size of her sphincter for a desired fit. This is a locking butt plug that expands once inside her and then you can lock in position. It also has a ring for attaching a leash or tether. All the girls are wearing them now. They are useful when training her to defecate only on your command. It enhances her dependence on you. This tray holds tail plugs. You shear off a length of her hair and glue it into the plug when you want to use her as a pony girl. Its not necessary for such use, but it does add to her appearance. Of course, this device is a chastity belt. It was fitted to Regina and will prevent even her own fingers from stimulating her. These are anal and vaginal plugs that attach to the belt. This set is for punishment. The have an absorbent finish which you can coat with a punishment solution. We supply this bottle of hot sauce, made from imported hot peppers. Very hot. Use this when she has been a very bad girl. This simple strap is called a crupper. This clip goes on the rear ring of her belt and the other, adjustable end is buckled on the front ring. Adjust it so it is tight within her labia lips. This is a useful corrective tool. It permits a full range of motion while being painful. These spring clips have blunt serrated teeth and you can use them on any flap of skin. Use them on nose, nipples, earlobes, labia lips, clitoris, or any piece of skin you can pinch. There are several sizes, but all are tight and are an efficient punishment and correction tool. And, finally, this is a jar of lubricant you may want to use when inserting an anal device. All these should not be used too often, for their effects are long lasting.”

Moving to the next drawer, he said, "here is a collection of footwear, from normal high heels to pony boots . These are mitts and knee pads for when you wish her to be a pet girl. This short chain is used to connect her shackles to the back of her waist band, so she cannot rise to her feet.”

“Jack, bring her over here, please. You and Lady Anna practice with her anal hardware, “Dr. Benoit said. He led them to a u-shaped bar bolted to the floor.

Jack led Regina over to the bar, placed her hips up against the bar.  Following the Doctor 's instructions, bent her over the bar and tied her leash to the ring at the bar's base. Dr. Benoit moved Regina's feet as far apart as their hobble allowed. He clipped chains to them, holding them in place.

The Doctor returned to the chest and selected anal implements and the jar of lubricant.” Jack, he said, "would you remove her plug and apply some lubricant to her sphincter. Use a lot and rub it around inside well.”

Jack did, savoring the way Regina moaned and resisted his penetration.

“All right, Jack, “said the Doctor, ”we gave you a full set of plugs. W have already opened her up to take a number five plug, which she is wearing now. Here, this is a number four. insert this in her anus.”

Jack pushed it into Regina, twisting it and watching it slide smoothly into her. She moaned and rolled her hips as much as she could.

The Doctor then said, “So Jack, see how easy it was to insert. It should have more tension to stay in without a strap. Lady Anna, would you please take hold of her plug, twist it several times to get its feel and remove it from her? “

Lady Anna stepped up to Regina, grasped the protruding knob of the plug and rotated it. then she pulled it out of her slave. Regina moaned again as it left her body. Lady Anna wondered if the moan was because it felt good to have it removed. Or was she losing something that felt good in her?

“Thank you, Lady Anna, “the Doctor Said, just drop the plug in this jar, please. Now would you insert this plug into Regina, just reverse the removal. What we are doing is getting both of you used to handling her and we are finding the proper size plug that fits her now. Now we will insert the next size up and increase the size until you are satisfied with the feel, Jack. Most of the men report that a size 6 feels best for them, but it is up to you. You shouldn't increase the size until the one you are using goes in as easy as the one that fits her today. It usually takes a week for their sphincter muscle to adjust.”

They decided that a five was her current size and they would start her on a size six.

“Now, “the Doctor said, “let us try out the chastity belt, “pulling it out of the drawer.” We can't close it until she is straightened up, but this is ideal for inserting the plugs.” He inserted a large dildo into the forward attachment. A smaller, size five anal plug went into the rear attachment. He felt Regina's sex lips and said, ”well, she doesn't need any lubrication for either hole. I find it easiest to insert the dildo into her sex first, then align the butt plug with her anus. Once aligned, firm pressure is all that is needed to seat it. Don't try and rush it, especially when you are using a larger plug than she is used to wearing.” He stood up, keeping one hand on the belt and locked the rear end of the belt to the back ring of her waistband.” Now, Jack, would you release her feet and the leash, so she can straighten up? “

“Regina, “the Doctor said, ”Standing Display. Face your Mistress.” The Doctor Kept his hand under the belt.

Lady Anna, “Would you please lock the front of her device to her waist band? “She did so.

“All right, any questions? “the Doctor asked.

“No, “said both Jack and Lady Anna.

Then, “said the Doctor , “would you remove her chastity belt, Jack? “Jack did so.

“Now place it in this bowl, “said the Doctor.” It is important that you clean and disinfect all anal devices after removal. Let's take Regina to do her eliminations. We like to walk a girl 30 minutes after they eat. But they are adaptable, and you can always ask them if they are ready. Some masters teach their girls a signal they can use when gagged. Take her leash, please.”

Lady Anna took Regina's leash in her hand and they followed the Doctor out of the room, and out to the back yard. He led them into the opening to a garden area. He said, Sir Robert likes to keep his garden well fertilized, so he asks us to use this.” He indicated a hole dug in the soft earth with the removed soil beside it. This is how most owners take care of their girl's waste products. It shows them, twice a day, that they are not in control and not allowed privacy. Regina, pee in the hole.”

Regina walked to the hole and squatted over it. A stream of pee jetted out of her sex, steaming in the cool air. After it stopped, the Doctor said, “Crap.” Regina changed her stance, so her anus was over the hole and after a thick sausage shape fell into the hole. Regina straightened up.” Done Master, “she said.

Dr. Benoit said, “Cover, “and Regina used her right foot to scrape some loose dirt over her droppings.

The Doctor said, “This is the most common way masters deal with waste products. You can let her use the toilet if someone watches her. The girls are all trained in this procedure. They know how to spread their legs far enough apart that a wipe is usually not necessary. If you detect any odor from them after elimination, you can wipe them. Or have them wipe themselves on a nearby bush.”

“This is everything I need to show you tonight. Let us go back inside and get Regina ready for traveling. I will drop by your home tomorrow and talk to your staff. I'm sure they will have questions and concerns I can answer for them. Is ten in the morning a good time for me to arrive? “

Lady Anna said, “Ten will be perfect. We will keep Regina gagged and in our quarters until you arrive.”

“Good, I will see you then, “said the Doctor.

Inside the door Sir Robert asked, “Well, are you ready for the greatest adventure of your lives? “

Both Lady Anna and Jack replied that they were looking forward to it.

“Well then, “said Sir Robert, “we should get your property ready for her trip to her new home. I have found it best to keep them ignorant of the landscape and not let them see anything until they are in their home. After all, you should decide what they can see and learn.” As he talked, his staff brought a bondage hood and started putting it on her. They released the leash from her nose and told her to open her mouth. The opened hood was placed on her face. The integrated gag pushed into her mouth and her leash and nose ring were pulled through a slot above the gag. He wrapped the hood around her head, the built-in pads compressing her eyelids. Her hair was pulled through a hole on the top of the hood and it was laced up. The supple black leather pulled tight over her face, following every curve. The laces were tightened and knotted below her collar. A large posture collar was locked around her neck, covering her steel collar. Securing the laces from tampering, forcing her to look straight ahead, and then locked.

Another staff member brought a hooded traveling cloak and handed it to Sir Robert. He wrapped it around Regina and buttoned it up. He said, “this should keep her warm on your trip and shield her from any prying eyes. You have the keys to all her locks so have a safe journey and we will meet in a couple of weeks. Godspeed.”


Chapter 4 - Home


I was tense and nervous. I wore a bondage hood, covered with a cloak and led by my nose leash. God, this is scary. Gagged, blind. Hands chained high on my back, ankles chained together and led on a nose leash. I could do nothing but follow the pull on my nose and clink through darkness. Master Jack said, "Step up or down, “and I obeyed, of course. Terrifying minutes after we started I was lifted into a carriage, judging by the sounds. I was told to kneel, and my leash fastened to the floor so I couldn't lift my head. Shortly we started moving and I suffered through the bumps and jolts of a long ride. Uncomfortable hours later we stopped, and my leash was released. I was lifted down to the ground and my leash dropped. I had to wait for orders.

I heard soft noises then Jack told someone, to put the rig away and put up the horses. I heard the carriage roll away, felt my leash lifted and Master Jack said "Come.” I followed the tugs on my nose as well as I could, my ankle chain jingling. Jack stopped me and told me to step up twice. I heard a door opening and another man said, "Welcome home Lady Anna, Sir Jack.” He fell silent and I imagined the look of surprise on the man's face as he saw me. Cloaked, ankles chained, hooded, with a leash fastened to my nose. Oh well, nothing I can do about it, He'll get used to it.

Shortly someone took up my leash and I, of course, followed my nose. More steps then we were inside. I heard Master Jack tell someone named Stevens my name and not to let me leave. Ha. As if I could do anything on my own.

Jack said, “Stevens, this is Regina. She will be staying with us from now on. Be sure she does not leave. I'm sure you and all the staff wonder at the goings-on today. Dr. Benoit will be here tomorrow at ten am to tell you all about them. Get the staff together then. They all need to hear the Doctor. Don't discuss anything you see tonight with anyone until after you hear the Doctor. Goodnight, we are going to our bedroom and will take Regina with us.”

My Master led me up a long, long staircase, guided by constant pressure on my nose and clinking at every step. My God, a nose ring and leash are omnipotent. I could never fight that! Finally, we reached the top. I felt thick carpet underfoot. A few more steps and I was halted. My cloak was removed, and I heard my Master and Mistress discussing what they should do with me now.

Jack, still holding Lady Anna's arm, mounted the grand staircase. He led Regina to the bedroom. Once behind closed door, Jack removed Regina's cloak and hung it in the closet. He turned to Lady Anna and said, "well, what do you think we should do with her tonight? I was told quarters had been arranged for her in the basement, but I think she should stay with us tonight.”

Lady Anna said, "whatever you want darling. I made her come and she serviced me while we were alone before dinner. Would you like her to service you, or would you like to make love to me?“

Someone took up my leash and led me a short distance onto a tiled floor. A bath, I suppose. Jack said, "Kneel.” I dropped into display position and felt him lift my leash, then he walked away. I suppose my leash was fastened to something, but I didn't care. I didn't move. I heard a door close, then nothing. I waited. I had learned endless patience.

Jack stared at Lady Anna for a long moment. Then he took Regina's leash and led her into the bathroom. He ordered her to kneel before shutting the door. He strode to Lady Anna, took her in his arms, kissed her long and hard. He said, with feeling, ”Anna, I love you and always want to have sex with you. Dr. Benoit suggested we have her service us then bring her to orgasm. What would you think if we made her service you and then me before we both gave her an orgasm? Also, I would love to watch her bring you to orgasm.”

Lady Anna said, Jack, “That's a wonderful idea. Both of us could have an orgasm and it will be great fun to tease her between our orgasms. She won't know if we are going to let her come until we both take her.”

Jack said, “OK, I'll fetch her. I think I must remove her hood for her to service us. I don't think her backside is open enough for me yet.”

“Of course, Jack, “Lady Anna said, “I will need her mouth free to service me too. We could blindfold her with a scarf? “

Master Jack told me to stand and he took my leash and led me a few steps onto a carpeted floor. He removed my hood. God it felt good to be able to see and get the gag out of my mouth. I was parched, and my jaws ached. I blinked back tears just in time to have a scarf tied around my eyes again. Rats. What would it hurt to let me see part of my new home? I was going to sometime, anyway. Oh well, Masters get to decide when and what I see. One more frustration of a slave's life.

Lady Anna said, “give me her leash, Jack and I will position her.” I took the leash and pulled Regina forward and down, saying, “Down girl. Service me.” I spread my legs wide apart. I felt my labia lips open and cool air flowed into my hot, wet pussy. I put two fingers through Regina’s nose ring and forced her lips into my sex.

I knelt between Lady Anna's legs and let my head follow the tug on my nose down to the silky sex of Lady Anna. I immediately began sucking and licking the moist sex.  Savoring the hearty musk I had tasted earlier that day. Lady Anna grasped my nose ring, pulling me into her sex.” Faster, harder,” she moaned.

I started slow, licking my Mistress' labia lips, first one, then the other. I could feel them growing larger, firmer as I licked. I avoided the inner lips and hard nub of the clitoris. That came later. I listened to my Mistress' breathing. It was still calm. I waited for the breathing to increase in volume and frequency. Then, I pushed my tongue inside the labia and licked the cunt lips. After a few strokes, I tasted my Mistress' love juices, not much yet, just a taste. I licked harder and faster and the flow of love juices grew into a steady flow. I feasted on them, sucking them all in, relishing the taste of my Mistress. I sucked them into my mouth, swallowing over and over. I loved the salty, yet somehow feminine taste of the intimate flow. I licked a little faster, but saved my best effort to drive my Mistress over the edge. I knew my Mistress was not ready yet. Almost, almost. Now I started licking as fast and hard as I could. My Mistress started gasping and moaning and I took her clit into my mouth. I sucked and licked it hard. Lady Anna was pushed over the edge. I didn't care. I felt her belly convulse with a huge orgasm. Lady Anna gasped, then slumped, utterly relaxed. Lady Anna's love juices flowed like a river. Despite all my training and experience, I had never felt such a geyser. I could not believe that such force came from the heaving moaning, gasping female in front of me. I sucked in every drop of it, gloriously happy and content to be a part of such joy.

I felt lighter than air, flowing through the clouds with the orgasm pushing me up and away. I felt my love juices gushing and out of my sex. I felt every stroke of Regina's tongue, every exhalation of her warm breath onto my swollen sex lips. I grasped my slave's nose leash tight, pulling her hand into her belly hard. Her other hand was in back of Regina's head grasping a lock of her hair. She was aware of every nerve in her body, every muscle, every bone, sinew and blood cell. She was more alive than ever before. Her orgasm was swelling in her belly, slowly oozing into her sex. Pushing into it, swelling it, making it burn with anticipation. She wanted, needed, Regina to go faster, wanted the orgasm to burst in her. She could almost feel the joy, the ultimate pleasure just over the edge. The edge. The Edge was so close.” Faster, “she moaned. She needed the release NOW. I felt Regina's tongue speed up. I felt the orgasm on the lip of the edge, I squeezed her legs around Regina, my sex lips around her tongue. I felt the slave start sucking and licking my clit and it drove my belly wild. I felt her orgasm slide over the edge and burst inside me. I gasped and moaned at the pleasure. My hips jerked up, lifting Regina's knees off the floor. And heard Jack, from far, far away, say, ”My God, are you all right Anna?

After a long time, I revived enough to hear Jack say, “Wake up Anna, wake up.”

I opened my eyes to see I was laying on the bed, Jack leaning over me. I saw Regina, her leash now locked around a bed post, grinning at me.

I said, “That was wonderful Regina, you are very, very skilled. Jack, you have to reward her.”

Jack smiled down at her and said, “No, Love, Regina has been trained by the very best. That is the kind of performance we must expect from her every time. She will be punished if she falls below the standard she just demonstrated. We owe it to her to accept only excellence.” Regina's smile broadened.

Master Jack stood and walked to me and unlocked my leash from the bedpost.” Up, “he commanded, and led me into the bath. He cleaned my face and led me back into the bedroom where he reattached me to the bedpost. He opened his fly, took out a rather large erection, and sat in an armchair.” Kneel and service me, “he ordered, “and it had better be just as good as your last performance.”

Yes, Master, “I said, taking his manhood into my mouth and sucking it hard. I slid my head in and out. First swallowing it, then taking it out and kissing and licking it. Swirling my tongue around the tip. My head moved in and out, slow at first, sucking then licking. He got bigger and longer and I knew he was approaching his climax. I felt his breathing get heavier and faster, I felt the blood pulsing through his thick penis. I gloried in my ability to arouse him. I felt powerful and yet submissive. My heart beat faster with pride in my ability to pleasure my master. I wanted him filled with pleasure. I wanted him to conquer me, to force me to my knees, to fill my body with his flesh, his seed. I loved how he commanded me. I loved being submissive to his strength. I wanted him to keep me always chained. Always helpless, under his control, forcing me to do anything he desired. He was my god in every way. The whole world knew I was Master Jack's ex-wife and now I was also his slave. I wanted the whole world to see that I was the helpless, ecstatic, natural slave of Master Jack.

Jack held my leash in his hand and pulled my face closer to his erection. I licked its tip, swirled my tongue around its length. then swallowed the whole thing with a sucking noise. She felt his erection grow larger and she gloated in the ultimately submissive action of a slave. I could never look at him with less than erotic desire and respect for his power over me. His erection grew larger until he exploded into me and watched me struggle to swallow his whole load as he held me close to him. When finally, I had swallowed it all, he relaxed his arm and allowed me to pull off him. He said, “Excellent Regina. You are a very good girl. Kneeling display position.”

I knelt, and Master Jack replaced his erection in his trousers and said, “Stand.” He led me to the bed, backed me up to the foot of it and lay me on my back, then he tied my leash to the headboard. He motioned to Lady Anna to go to one side of the bed and he went to the other.

Both Lady Anna and Jack stroked my breasts, and labia lips. They stroked the overheated skin and tweaked my rings. They skimmed their hands over my tummy and penetrated my sex. They were driving me mad with lust. Then they picked up the thin whips Dr. Benoit had recommended for arousal. Together the whips descended on my belly, then the underside of my breasts. Only two strokes each were necessary before I orgasmed thunderously. My belly throbbed, my legs drew into a tight ball. My lips gave a scream of pleasure followed by a long, low moan. My naked, tightly chained body squirmed, even my feet writhed, twisting in the air. Helpless and spasming in awesome pleasure.

Lady Anna, awed by her slave's performance, said, “We barely touched her. She is unbelievably hot and responsive. I did not know a woman could be so erotic.”

Jack agreed, saying, “What a beautiful performance. I've never seen any woman come so hard, even you Anna, and you are great.”

Lady Anna, put off by his words, said, well If I were chained and helpless I would have given as good of a performance.”

Jack said, “Well I don't think you will ever be in such a position, but I bet you're correct. Any woman in such a position would be hotter and more responsive than if free. If you don't mind, Anna, I want to take her now.” Anna replied, “No, of course not. She's a slave now and anyone can have her whenever they want.”

“I knew you would understand. After all she's no threat to you. She's just for fun, when we do it, it’s for love.” Jack stripped off his clothes and said, “Slave, pull your feet up to your ass and lift it off the bed. I want to slide a pillow under your bottom.” Once the pillow was in place he said, leave your feet where they are and spread your knees wide apart.” See Anna, having your feet chained is no obstacle to intercourse, “said Jack.

Master Jack toyed with my nether rings, twisting and pulling them gently. My breath came faster and my breasts heaved. I was becoming aroused again.

Master Jack said, “Anna, she's almost ready to come just by tweaking her rings a little. And look here, walk to the foot of the bed. If I pull the rings apart her vagina is completely exposed. I wonder..Yes, if I just blow into her exposed sex her lips undulate. Isn't that marvelous. I have more control of Regina than I ever would have thought.” Anna, watching Jack, said “Any girl with those rings would be as controllable, dear. If you like them, would you like me better with a set? “Jack said, “Well, I don't know. I would spend more time playing with them and you than now. Would you like rings like Regina? “Anna replied, “I would get a set of rings just like Regina's if you wanted me to. Except the nose ring of course, and not the earrings, they are too plain.” Jack said, “I think you would look marvelous with a large nose ring, just like Regina's. I'll bet we could have Dr. Benoit fix you up in a couple of days. I can ask him when I go back to London.” Anna, said, “You'll do no such thing. If I get any rings for you Jack Hedley they will be small, ladylike, and won't be out for everyone to see.”

“All right Anna, “Jack said, I won't ask the Doctor, but you would look great with rings, just like Regina. It looks like she is ready to burst.”

Master Jack knelt on the bed between my wide spread thighs. He thrust his erect member into my sopping wet pussy. I groaned at the feeling. My gaping lips spread even wider. More love juices sprayed into my vagina. My muscles contracted violently, grasping him and pulling him deeper. My loins were superheated. I moaned in anguished ecstasy as he thrust in and out. I came thunderously, screaming his name and shouting, “More, More, please Master.” He continued his cycle in and out and I came one more time. Finally, he came too and smiled down at the squirming, helpless women he was inside.

I watched Jack take Regina with deep concern. Regina was reacting much more deeply than I did.  Jack was happy, grinning and enjoying the thrashing of his slave. I was annoyed with both Jack and Regina and said, “Come on, Jack. Finish up. We need to put her up for the night. Her screaming has undoubtedly awakened the household.”

Jack replied, “Don't rush me lass. If the house is awake, then they are awake. There's nothing to be done about that now. Besides, I'm enjoying myself.”

I was angry. I chided myself for being stupid. There was no need to be jealous of a slave. Even if that slave was the most beautiful, erotic woman I had ever seen. Her rings, and chains , and her helpless submissiveness appealed to both me and Jack. I realized I was jealous of the way Jack looked at Regina. I was also envious of Regina for the way Jack had ravished her while she was helpless. I wanted to be the one helpless under Jack.

Jack freed Regina's leash from the headboard, untied the blindfold from her head and stood her up.” Regina, “he said, do you have to go to the bathroom before bed? “

Regina replied, “No, master.”

He handed her leash to me, and said, “Tonight you will sleep on the floor in this room. Do not make any noise.”

Regina said, “No, Master.”

Jack went to the large bag Sir Robert had given him and took out a five foot length of chain. He locked one end to Regina's collar and the other around a leg of the bed.” Lay here, “he said, pointing to the floor, “and sleep.”

Regina said “Yes, Master, “smiling and knelt then lay over on her side. She closed her eyes, exhausted and contented.


Chapter 5 - Adjustments

Lady Anna awoke in the morning to find a smiling Jack looking at her. He said, “Good Morning, we both slept well, it is after eight.”

Lady Anna said, “Good morning yourself, have you looked at Regina? “

Jack said, “No, just woke up myself. Shall we look together? “

They threw back the covers, quietly arose, and walked to the end of the large bed. Regina lay on her side with the blanket Lady Anna had spread over her still in place. She had not moved from where they had left her. Her eyes were open and she sprang gracefully to her kneeling display position. Jack said, "Good morning, my pretty slave.”

Regina replied, ”Good Morning my Master and Mistress.”

Lady Anna picked up the blanket and placed it on the bed.

Jack said, “Stay there Regina. Lady Anna and I will do our ablutions and get dressed, something you will never have to do again.”

I replied, “Yes, Master.”

I waited patiently, never moving a muscle. I knelt with my breasts thrust out, my back arched, my knees spread as wide as possible. I was looking down submissively, keeping the tops of my feet flat on the floor. I could hear Master Jack and Lady Anna preparing for the day. I was hungry.

Jack said, “Stand up, Regina.” He unlocked the tether from my collar and picked up my nose leash. He locked my wrists to the back of my collar.

Lady Anna said, “Come here, Regina and kneel in front of me.” Lady Anna was sitting at her make up table, the chair pointing out, a hairbrush in her hand. Jack released my leash and let it dangle.

I felt an erotic shiver as the leash tugged at my already heavy nose ring. I walked over and knelt in front of Lady Anna, who said, “Regina, your hair is very disheveled.”

I said, “I am sorry Mistress. If you free my hands, I can take care of my hair. These chains are well designed, Mistress.”

Lady Anna said, “Not now. Turn around and scoot back. I'm finding the idea of brushing a beautiful, chained woman exciting. I suppose I can't be your maid very often, but the first time is …arousing.” Now hold still.”

When she was finished with Regina's hair she said, “All right, stand up and walk forward two steps.”

Jack had been waiting patiently, watching his former and current wife. He found them both beautiful. But Regina was wonderfully erotic and gave him an uncomfortable erection. He supposed it was the newness of owning a beautiful slave girl. When she stood in display position before him he took hold of her leash. He found it very hard to take her down to breakfast. He said, “Are you ready to go down to breakfast, Anna?“

“I'm ready, shall we take Regina or leave her here?

“I'm sure she's hungry. And I think it’s time we started getting the staff accustomed to our new slave.“

Master and Mistress went downstairs, arm in arm. Master held the end of my leash so I followed them closely.

When they entered the dining room, Stevens was standing by the kitchen door. He said, ”Good Morning Lady Anna, Good Morning Sir,,,.” He paused when he saw Regina step into the room after Jack.

Jack said, “Stevens, this is Regina. As I told you last night, she is going to be living here.”

Stevens turned red and said, “Yes Sir, but she is frightfully under dressed. I'm sure cook and the rest of the staff will be very upset at her appearance.”

“Yes, Yes, Stevens, “Jack said.” I was at first, too. Dr. Benoit will be here at 10 to talk to the staff and explain why she is here and why she is naked and chained. For your information only, until Dr. Benoit talks to the staff, Anna and I have agreed to accept her as our slave. This is a government program and to be kept secret until they are ready to tell the public. Do you understand? “

Stevens looked perplexed. He replied, “Well, not really Sir. I'll keep the secret, but what do I tell the staff who see her before Dr. Benoit arrives? “

“For now, “Master said, tell them she's a slave and has to stay that way. All right? “

Lady Anna and Jack sat at the dining table. Jack was at the head of the table, Lady Anna on his right. Regina, naked and chained knelt between them. Her nose leash fastened to a ring in the floor at the base of the table leg, installed the day before by Dr. Benoit’s team.

Breakfast was served by young maid who almost dropped her tray when she saw Regina.” Lady Anna, who's that lady? She has no clothes and she's all tied up.” “It’s all right, Marie, “said Anna, “she is just a slave and they don't wear clothes. Ignore her.”

Marie served their breakfast and hurried out. Anna and Jack ate their breakfast and discussed affairs on the estate. Occasionally giving Regina a tiny tidbit. She nibbled it daintily from their fingers, politely licking them clean.

When they were finished Jack said, “Well, breakfast went well. Stevens and Marie were startled by Regina's appearance. But they didn't quit out of hand.”

Lady Anna reached out and rubbed Regina's head gently. Regina rubbed her head back against Lady Anna's hand and made a small moan akin to a purr.

Lady Anna, said softly, “We must make this work, Jack. I want to help Regina, and I want to feel her lips on me again.”

Jack said, “Be confident, Anna.” "Remember Regina is the latest in more than a hundred mentally ill women placed in private homes. His method works and he has convinced all those other family's staffs to cooperate. Dr. Benoit will be here in a little while. Let's take care of Regina before he gets here.” He rose and went into the kitchen. “Cook,” he said, “have you finished with that recipe? “

“Yes sir, But I wish you would let me add some spices or sugar or something. It tastes awful bland.”

“That's the way it is supposed to taste. Be sure you get enough supplies to make two batches a day from now on. That's all our new pet can eat. Put it in bowl and I will feed her.”

“Yes sir, “said cook.” Here it is.” She handed the bowl to Jack.

Jack carried the bowl back into the dining room. He asked, “Regina, do I understand that you are whipped to orgasm in the morning before you're fed? “Yes, Master.”

He released her leash from the ring on the floor and said, “Stand.” She gracefully stood and displayed herself. He continued, : Anna dear, what say we take her to the basement and do our chores, then feed her? We need to explore the new things anyway.“

“Wonderful idea, darling, “Anna said, standing.” Lead the way.”

Jack led Regina down to the basement with Anna trailing them. They passed Marie on the way who backed against the wall as if afraid she would be hurt. Anna said, in passing, “Don't worry Marie. We're taking her to the dungeon.” Marie fled to the kitchen.

In the large basement room they found it had been cleaned out. The room was now dominated by a large metal cage, now containing a bed and a bucket. There was an impressive lock on its single door. There was a solid looking pillory.  Several chains hung from hoists on the ceiling. A large 'X' shaped frame festooned with straps and buckles stood against a wall. A leather covered bench with a curved top, a metal clamp for the neck, and with many straps. There was a waist high u-shaped metal bar bolted to the floor. The walls and floor had many rings for attaching slaves. There were also several bulky items they didn't recognize.

Jack led Regina to the bar, and said, ”This looks perfect for your inaugural whipping and orgasm. What do you think? “

I said, “Yes , Master. I have been whipped on a similar bar many times. It is perfect.”

“Regina, are you looking forward to the whip?

“Master, I have come to both fear and love the whip. It always takes me to the brink of orgasm. A punishment whipping that is very hard and lasts a long time leaves me tender and sore. It always corrects my behavior for a little while. But I will have increasingly strong orgasms while I am whipped. I do not ask you to be lenient or punishing. That is entirely your decision. I will love it, however you do it.”

“Interesting, however we whip you it is part punishment and part reward. Do you mean that you orgasm just to the whip? “

“Oh No, Master, the whip never makes me orgasm. It just gets me really hot and needing to come. I can't come unless my nipples, sex lips, or clit are touched.”

“I'll have to think about that. Bend over the bar. Do I need to fasten you? “Jack asked.

“No, Master. I will scream at a hard whipping. You may want to gag me.”

“Good idea. Stand here.” He went over to the chest of drawers and shortly came back with a large leather ball on a strap. “Open wide.” He inserted the ball with some difficulty and buckled the strap behind my head.” Now bend over, “he said.

He chose a long single tailed whip from the rack and quickly gave her a stroke across her perfect ass. The thong whipped quickly across her ass, leaving a hot, red line.

I jumped a little and a moan escaped my gag. He drew back his arm for another stroke, but he stayed his hand before he swung. My body was spasming gently. The muscles contracting in sequence as if I were pressing my innards toward my ass. I moaned again, and he struck. Another red line below the first. My body's spasms increased in frequency and strength. I moaned more loudly, my breath coming in noisy gasps. He gently stroked my cunt with one finger and I squealed into my gag, spasmed strongly, and went limp. I had experienced a strong orgasm after only two strokes of the whip.

He paused and watched the vivid red lines grow broad pink umbras. Slowly growing wider on her buttocks.

Lady Anna, avidly watching her whipping, was enthralled. This was hot. I felt time slow down. I saw the whip slowly caress Regina's tender skin. Depressing it slowly by inches as its terrible, geometrically perfect curve descended.  The contact point traveled across the left cheek over the divide. On across the right cheek, until the tip wrapped around her body and caressed her belly. It was erotic as hell. I wanted to wield the whip. I wanted to feel the whip caress my ass. Before I had done it and seen it, I had not been able to understand the fascination whipping a girl held. It was a glimpse into a world of perfection. Where every action had a consequence and none were bad.

Jack felt Regina's loins, tweaking her rings as he passed and found they were very wet. He said to Anna, “Two quick, hard blows took only a few seconds to orgasm and she is sopping. Actually, I found it hard to stop. It felt very good to whip her. Would you like to try?

“You want to whip me, Jack? “I asked, half hoping that was what he meant.

“No, no, of course not. Would you like to whip her. She really likes it, apparently, “Jack demurred.

“Yes, it looked like fun. Should I try a different whip, you think? “I asked.

“This one worked like magic, but they all look like they will work well on such a willing subject. Whatever you want, my dear.”

I took the whip from Jack's hand and raised my arm.” Two more, “I said. I brought my arm down as hard as I could, aiming just below Jack's work. The stripe flared instantly, perfectly placed.

Regina jumped a little and gave a long low moan. I gently squeezed her clit, pulling it a little. Her body spasmed again, instantly reaching a second climax.

I raised my arm to give Regina her second stripe, holding it aloft briefly. I was amazed. I would never have believed a girl could orgasm so quickly, so many times. I also would never have believed it possible for a girl to hold so motionless for a whipping. I knew that I would have fled at the first touch of that whip. The pain must have been incredible. Such stoicism was amazing, unless, maybe it really didn't hurt as much as I thought. I gave Regina her promised second stripe and flicked her labia rings lightly with one finger. Regina orgasmed instantly. Gasping and clenching her belly, her thigh muscles twitching rapidly. She squirted silvery streams of love juices down her legs. I felt hot, my belly was contracting, and I felt love juices on my own legs. I realized I was coming, just from making Regina orgasm. I quickly thrust the whip into Jack's hand and grabbed hold of his arm.

Jack took hold of my arms and worriedly asked if I was all right. I just said I felt funny and needed to sit down. He easily picked me up and took me to a chair and sat down with me in his arms. I felt safe and loved. I realized I wanted to submit to him as I had seen Regina do. I wanted to be whipped by him. I felt my loins contract and I wanted him in me so bad. I snuggled close and shoved my hand into his crotch and massaged his erect penis. I said, “Jack, take me. Right here. He looked at me. I could see lust in his eyes. I slid off his lap and knelt before him, my knees spread wide, my back arched, and I thrust my breasts at him. I said, "I want to be your slave too. Whip me. Whip me to orgasm like you did her.”

Whipping Regina had aroused Jack too. He had planned to fuck Regina, but this was even better. To Anna he would make love. He gently stood her up and said “Strip, wench.” He turned back to Regina and locked her nose leash to a floor ring holding her bent over the bar.

I stripped as he removed his pants. Our coupling was noisy but short. We were both so primed that we climaxed together very quickly. Jack stood up and pulled me to a chair. He sat down and pulled my body down across his lap. He used his left arm to hold me there and his right to spank me slowly but powerfully on my ass. I lay there, too stunned and aroused to move. I felt his hard hand strike first my left, then my right ass cheek. They hurt, but my arousal was stronger. I began to moan, loudly and deeply as I felt his hard hand warm my bottom. I felt his erection quickly growing under me as my arousal spiked. After ten or so spanks, he lifted me up, spun me around as if she were weightless, and sat me down on his lap, facing him. I wrapped my legs around his torso. He lowered he me onto his erect penis, spearing into my overheated vagina. I squealed as his cock slid between my well-lubricated lips. I started bouncing up and down, helped by his big hands on my waist. We orgasmed simultaneously, again, and I collapsed into him.

We both stayed on the stool saying nothing. My legs still wrapped around him and his penis lodged comfortably inside me.” Jack, “I whispered in his ear, "I would like being your slave. I could feel him growing larger in me. I was thrilled. He wanted me. Time passed.

Suddenly, Jack said, “Dr. Benoit is due shortly. We had better get dressed.”

I remembered and gasped, he lifted me to my feet, and we both started getting dressed.

After Jack was dressed and before I had finished, Jack went to the dresser and removed two nipple clamps. He came to me, caressed my nipples until they were hard rocks then gently put one clamp on each nipple. I gave a quick inhale of breath when each clamp closed on my tender flesh. He laid a finger across my lips and said, "Anna, darling, I want you to wear these. When Dr. Benoit has left and we are alone in our bedroom I will determine when they should come off.” They hurt like crazy. They were like being bitten by tiny devils. I wanted to protest, but I couldn't. My husband had become my master. I had submitted to him. He owned me and I had to wear those terrible clamps.

After they were standing and dressed, Jack went to where Regina was still bent over the rail. He released my leash, ordered me up and wiped my loins with a cloth from the dresser.” Kneel, “he ordered. He lay my food bowl on the floor in front of me.” Eat, “he said.

I said, “Yes, Master, “and lowered my head into the bowl. I quickly ate all of the tasteless gruel and licked the bowl clean. I raised back into the kneeling display position and said, “Done, Master.”

Jack picked up my leash and said, “Up.”

I stood into standing display position.

Jack said, “Anna, Dr. Benoit should be here any minute. Let's have Regina wait in the small sitting room until the Doctor is ready for her. Stevens will be gathering the staff soon.”

I stood up, wincing as my nipple clamps rubbed against my clothing, and said, ”All right. I hope this works.”

Together we walked up the stairs into the hall, and into the sitting room, Jack leading Regina by her leash. On the way we passed Stevens and Jack asked him when he was going to bring all of the staff into the study. Jack led Regina to a column between two large windows, turned her to face the center of the room. He locked the back of her collar to a ring set into the column. He clipped the end of her nose leash to the front of her collar.

Do not make a sound unless told, “Jack said to Regina.

“Yes, Master, “ she said.

Jack said to me, "I'm going to go wait for the Doctor in front. Will you stay with Regina, or go to the study? “

"I'll wait here until the staff is ready, “I said. Jack left, and I looked at Regina.” You need something, “I said. I know. I went to the garden and came back a few minutes later with some roses and a leather strip. I cut the stem of one perfect rose to 5 inches. Then I wound the leather around the stem, making a ball and covering all the thorns. I went to Regina and deftly inserted the stem into her pussy so that the rose was smug to her rings.” Now keep that in place or I will take off the leather and let the thorns anchor it, “I said.

Regina's thoughts flew. She was humiliated and exhilarated.

Jack waited for Dr. Benoit at his front door. Stevens had already gathered the staff in the library. Lady Anna moved an armchair next to Regina, facing the door, and waited.

When the Doctor arrived, Jack greeted him warmly and escorted him to the library.

All two dozen staff members were already there, some seated, most standing. There were several whispered conversations going on. Which instantly quieted when Jack arrived. He said, "I have called you here so that Dr. Benoit can explain to you about our new arrival and what is expected of you. Lady Anna and I already know about Regina and have decided she will stay with us. Dr. Benoit will explain the unusual circumstances involved. Please listen carefully to him. All right, Doctor, proceed, please.”

Dr. Benoit stood and told everyone much the same history that he had told Jack and Anna the night before. There were many questions. Finally, Dr. Benoit asked Jack to bring Regina in. Jack said, "Stevens, will you go tell Lady Anna we are ready for Regina? “

When my Mistress inserted the rose into my pussy, I was shocked, to say the least. She had me stand in front of a mirror and look at myself. The rose was both shockingly erotic and a beautiful addition that set off my coloring. It matched both my hair and my lipstick. Even so, I would be horribly embarrassed for anyone else to see it peeking out of my pussy like I was a vase. But that was just what was going to happen. I would soon be standing in front of my master's household staff with everything hanging out and a rose in my sex! I knew I shouldn't feel embarrassed by anything I was made to do. It wasn't my choice, but that didn't affect how I felt.

Lady Anna ordered me to tell her about my time with Master Jack. I'm afraid I just babbled about how I had treated him badly and wanted to make it up to him. How I was a terrible bedmate. Almost frigid and I couldn't bring myself to tell him what I needed. How I had been such a fool and wanted him to punish me, to cleanse me of blame. She just looked at me with a frown on her face.


Chapter 6 - Introduction


Stevens opened the door and told Lady Anna that Jack was ready for me. My mistress took my leash and led me to a large room. To my horror I faced a room filled with twenty or more people, mostly rather shocked looking women. I was led to Master Jack who said, "Nice rose, slave.” I'm afraid I was blushing the same shade as the rose. I was so ashamed. I was naked and helplessly chained and being led around by my damned nose. I wanted to scream, 'It’s not my fault.' But I knew, deep in my heart that, not only was it my fault that I was slave, but also that I loved it and I was getting aroused. I was a slut. I wanted to be controlled. My God.

Dr. Benoit took my leash and turned me this way and that. He explained to everyone how my chains worked. How I got both pleasure and pain from being whipped. How they had to be very strict with me and never let me go unpunished if I broke a rule. He explained my required positions and made me demonstrate them.  There was a feral gleam in the eyes of several of the older women. I could see much pain in my future from them. When there were no more questions, Dr. Benoit left with Master Jack. My Mistress clipped the free end of my leash to my collar. She picked up a wicked looking crop. Then she took a double ended spring clip from her pocket and clipped it to the crop. Then she clipped the other end to my left nipple ring. Oh. My. God. This is humiliating.

My Mistress addressed the room. If any of you don't know, this slave is the ex-wife of Jack. She divorced him before becoming violent. She will now go to each one of you and swear to obey you then ask you to show your dominance over her by cropping her ass. She turned to me and said, “Go, slave.”

I went to the nearest person, a woman, and said, I am Regina, the slave of Master Jack and Mistress Anna. I will obey you in all things. Please crop my ass mistress, to demonstrate your dominance over me. The woman replied, certainly slave. She unclipped the crop from my nipple ring and said, "Punishment position.” I bent over and lowered my head as far as I could. It was hard to bend over with my hands locked to the back of my neck, but I had a lot of practice. The woman must have hit me as hard as she could, because, for a short woman, it really, really hurt. I made a kind of gurgled squeal, but I didn't move. I said, "Thank you, Mistress.” The woman said, "Display position. I sprang up and thrust my breasts out for her. She smiled and hung the crop back on my nipple ring.

I went all around the room, begging everyone to crop me. I was blushing crimson the whole, long journey. This was so humiliating. Of course, I knew I was a slave. I knew I had to obey every person there. But still, to carry my means of punishment clipped to my breast and ask them to stripe my ass was bloody awful. And I hadn't done anything wrong. This was just my introduction. After a few people had 'greeted' me, Master Jack came back into the room. He just watched the proceedings with a smile on his face. I'm glad someone was enjoying the spectacle, because I sure wasn't.

After I had been 'Greeted' by everyone my Master dismissed everyone back to their duties. He asked me, ”Regina do you need to eliminate? “

I answered, “Yes, Master, I need to pee.”

Jack said, Stevens, get Smith and Martha to meet me in the garden, tell Smith to bring a shovel.” He unclipped the leash from my collar and led me to the garden. Lady Anna followed us.

After a short wait, the gardener, maid, and butler joined us in the garden.” Smith, “Jack said, “would you dig me a hole here. Make it about two feet deep and 1 foot around. Leave the dirt next to the hole.”

Shortly the hole was finished.” Thank you, Smith, “said Jack. You can go back to your work now.” Smith left.

Jack turned to Martha and Stevens.” You remember what the Doctor said about Regina never having privacy or pride? “Jack asked.

They both nodded, and Martha said, “I remember sir, but what does this hole have to do with his statement? “

Jack said, “Regina must eliminate her wastes twice a day. This is the place where she will do that, no matter the weather or who is present. Usually, Lady Anna or I will bring her out to do her job, but occasionally we may ask you to walk her. So watch.” Regina, Pee now, “Jack ordered.

Regina squatted over the hole and a golden stream flowed into the hole. Martha's hand flew to her mouth and she said, “Oh my.” Regina scraped some dirt into the hole with her foot.

Jack told Martha, “Yes, I know it is not how ladies usually take care of their wastes. But remember Dr. Benoit's statements. Regina is to be treated as a pet, not as a woman. And this is how we walk our pets.”

“Stevens, “jack said, “I have been told a team of workmen came while Lady Anna and I were off picking up Regina. They were supposed to make some changes. I saw and used several of the rings they installed. Have you seen their work in the basement? “

Stevens replied, “Sir, they took a number of heavy crates downstairs. They worked there nearly all day. They said you did not want us to go downstairs until you returned.”

Jack said, “Good work, Stevens. You did just right. Let's go see what they brought us.” They all went downstairs, Jack leading Regina. In the large basement room they found the crew had installed a new brick wall on the south side. It had a large number of rings protruding. But the most noticeable object was a large cage with a metal framed cot inside. There was also a small metal box with a few holes scattered around its surface. It bore the legend, “Bad Girl Box.” There was furniture for confining and whipping girls. Several boxes containing coils of wire and piles of chain, and a winch on the ceiling.

Jack said, “This looks just like what I expected. It will be a very secure place to keep Regina when we don't have anything for her to do.”

Lady Anna said, “Jack, this is a terrible place to keep Regina. I want her with us upstairs. I suppose we can keep her here when we are away, but we have to give her some books.” “Regina, she continued, ”do you like to read? “

“Yes, Mistress, “I said.

“Anna, “Jack said, ”If we keep her with us, we will give up all of our privacy. We may consider her a pet but remember she is an intelligent pet who can speak to other people. I would prefer to keep her here at night and either bring her to our room or come down here when we want to play.

Besides we will want her handy to this gear to keep her properly disciplined and trained. It is already here and won't fit in our room anyway. We will want our staff to discipline her, move her around, and otherwise take care of her, right? They will need access to her, and I don't want them traipsing through our bedroom all the time. Let's keep her here for a couple of weeks and see how it works out, all right? “


Chapter 7 - My Routine

I lay on my bed. My leash was locked to a ring on the brick wall that was part of my cage. I had a thick blanket covering me. I was under orders to use it only when sleeping, or it would be taken away. My wrists were locked to the back of the steel band clasped tight around my narrow waist. As always, my ankles were hobbled by 14 inches of chain. I was awake and thinking about my life. I used to have choices. I made a lot of bad ones. Now I had no choices, made no decisions. It was strange, I thought, When I was free, I had problems, hopes, frustrations and failures. Now I was slave I had only obedience. I was property. I had owners who cared for me and corrected me when I made mistakes. They continually trained me to be the best slave possible. They feed me, give me pain and pleasure, let me service them whenever they wanted. I was happier than I had ever been. My future was certain and had everything I needed. I was content.

The window at the far end of the room was getting light. I wondered when I would be taken out of my cage? It was a mild curiosity I realized. I didn't care and was helpless to do other than obey orders.

I lay awake on my and Jack's huge bed, looking out the window at the lightening sky. I was covered by silk sheets and a down comforter. Jack had already gone to one of his factories. He spent a lot of time away from home overseeing his business. He assured me that he would be able to spend more time with me as soon as the new managers became more experienced. I doubted that, but hoped he was correct. I missed him. I felt pressured to watch over the staff and the grounds and household maintenance. The wife of a wealthy man had more responsibilities and less time to herself than I had imagined. I thought of my new, delightful responsibility – Regina. She was safely locked away in a cage with chains on her limbs and rings everywhere else. Regina had no responsibilities, none! She just waited to be told to do something. And sex. The damned slave had sex several times a day. She was whipped to orgasm, fucked in every hole and had the rapt attention of everyone in any room she was in. Sometimes I would like to change places with her. Nonsense. It was time to get up and start the day.

After breakfast, I, took Stevens downstairs. I showed him where everything was and got Regina unlocked and bent over the whipping rail. I said, “The slave must have a regular schedule and strict discipline. The rules are posted on the wall to your left. Any violation earns her three stripes, and protests double it. A whipping gets her very aroused so that a single touch of your finger on her genital region will cause an orgasm. The punishment aspect of a whipping is when you decide not to let her have an orgasm. If you don't permit her to orgasm she will be in an agony of desire for hours. So, in the morning, if she has been good, three strokes and finger her slit. If she is particularly naughty, put her in the pillory or on the horse for a few hours. If you want, you can have her service you with her mouth or her ass right after the whipping. And of course, whenever else you want. Isn't that right, Regina? “

“Yes , Mistress. I would be most honored to service Master Stevens however he wants.”

I continued, “here is the key to her arms. always keep it on you and never let her touch it. Everything else on her has no key. When you are finished with her, feed her, and chain her in the bath. Give her thirty minutes to freshen up then take her upstairs and introduce her to all the other staff. Remind them that she must be instantly punished for any lack of respect or violation of her rules. Find something for her to do, even outside, so long as she is secured and watched. She is not to use a chair. She may kneel, stand or lay, but sitting is forbidden. Decide how much the rest of the staff may use her and inform everyone. Don't let anyone use her vagina for sex. That is reserved to Mr. Hedley.” I left them and went upstairs to see to her weekly food order.

Stevens took me to the bathroom and chained me to the wall then he had me kneel in front of him. He opened his pants and took out his semi rigid cock and said, ”now slave, service me.” “Yes, Master, “I said, leaning forward and kissing his member gently.

I licked and kissed and sucked on the tip, pleased at the swelling erection I caused. I took more of him in my mouth, tasting the pre-cum. God, I do love the taste of men. I took him fully into my mouth, feeling his penis touch the back of my throat. I moved my head forward and back, taking him in and out using my tongue all around the member. He grabbed my head and held me fully onto his cock as he came. My mouth filled with his wonderful seed. I swallowed the gushing, warm, salty, liquid as fast as I could. I loved the taste, knowing that I had pleasured a Master with the most submissive act possible. I loved my slavery. He released my head and I reluctantly, slowly released him.

He looked down as me, smiling and said, you performed very well. If you do not do as well in the future, you will be punished.”

I smiled up at him and said, “Master, your slave is pleased that you enjoyed her work.”

“Very much slave. Now clean my cock.”

“Yes, Master.” I slowly licked his cock clean and said, "that is all I can do, Master.”

He returned his cock to his pants and closed them. He freed my arms and said, “I will be back in 30 minutes. Clean yourself and I will take you upstairs.” He left.

I washed my hair and body and dried off. I sat at the small table and applied some make-up and put my hair into a pony tail. Then I knelt on the floor and crossed my wrists behind me and thrust out my breasts. I'm sure I glowed, I was so happy.

Stevens returned, unlocked my leash from the wall ring, stood me up, and locked my wrists in place. He pulled my leash over my head, gently lifting my face, stepped close, and said, “kiss me, slave.”

I smiled and parted my lips just a little. He bent his head to mine, I cocked my head to one side and he followed suit to the other side. He placed his lips on mine softly and ran his tongue back and forth on my lips. I slowly opened my lips to grant him access. He quickly pushed his tongue into my mouth, gently flicking all around. Savoring my sweet breath. Our tongues gently danced with each other, jointly exploring my mouth. Breathless minutes later, he broke the kiss, pulled back slightly, and said.” You taste like honey. Did they teach you how to kiss too? “

”Yes, Master, “I breathed.” My trainers were very thorough.”

Stevens said, “Come on.” and led me out of the basement and up the stairs. I was careful to keep the leash fastened to my nose slack as I hurried after him, my ankle chain merrily clinking. We passed a young dark-haired maid in the hall who looked, wide eyed at me. Stevens said, please join us in the parlor Agnes. When Stevens stopped in the parlor, I knelt beside him, spread my knees wide and thrust my breasts out. Stevens said, Agnes, you were at the meeting yesterday with Dr. Benoit. You were introduced to this slave. She will be serving in the house and grounds. How do you feel about that? “

Agnes responded, “Sir, she is beautiful. Did I hear right that she will be whipped every day and we may have to whip her? “

“Yes, that is correct, “Stevens said.

“Sir, I don't want to hurt no one, “replied Agnes, “Especially a poor, chained up lady who is beautiful. It wouldn't be proper to hurt someone like that.”

“Agnes, “said Stevens, “That is correct, for everyone but Regina. She is a slave. We use the whip to correct her errors promptly so that they don't grow into large errors. Regina actually likes to be whipped, Don't you, slave”

Yes, Master, It stings, but I'm used to it and it doesn't hurt as much as it sounds.  And it makes me feel all warm and shivery inside. It’s the best way to teach me how to behave. It is also the best way to reward me too, because if you touch me afterwards it makes me come. I love being whipped, Mistress.” I desperately wanted this young woman to understand. I knew I was a living testament that everything society was teaching people was wrong. For thousands of years everyone was either a master or a slave. Oh, different words were used, but there were always people who gave orders and people who took them.

Women were always submissive to men and biology impelled that relationship. Men were stronger, faster, and more aggressive. Women had children, they had to care for them. A man could impregnate many women and be long gone before a child came. Women had to use their beauty and their submissiveness to keep the men around. Beautiful, submissive women got the best, the strongest, the smartest men. I had been bred to be submissive and I knew it. Agnes did not. I wanted so badly to pass on my hard-won knowledge of how the world really works. All women were natural slaves, whether they knew it or not. They would be much happier if they could learn that one simple fact.

“Really, miss? “Agnes asked. Stevens quickly said, “Agnes, she is not a 'Miss' she is a slave and has no titles at all. She must address everyone as Master or Mistress, and if she forgets, she must receive a stroke of the whip. Am I clear? “

“Yes, Sir. I'm sorry. Won't happen again, Sir, “said Agnes.

“Regina, explain your feelings about being whipped to your Mistress, “said Stevens.

Yes, Master. Mistress Agnes, I really meant what I said. It takes practice, and I have been trained for weeks. Now, a whipping stings something fierce, but only for an instant. Then it becomes pure pleasure that builds and makes me very aroused so that if I am touched on my pussy, I orgasm. The longer I am whipped before being touched, the bigger the orgasm. But if I am not touched, after the whipping stops, I live in an agony of need. I juice endlessly, and I can't think of anything but my need to come. It is a beautiful agony, but it lasts for hours. I am so needy that I pant, I beg for someone to touch me. I will come in a burst of pleasure even if I am whipped or caned on my pussy. Pain and pleasure feel the same for me.”

..

“Well, Stevens, “I asked, “You've had Regina for the morning. How did the staff react? “

Stevens replied, “Lady Anna, I introduced her to the house staff and all were polite. They had a lot of questions and Regina's answers were surprising to many. I think all the ladies are in awe. Regina is quite lovely and, seemingly happy, despite her condition. I heard several of the maids discussing how happy she was and wishing they could be too. The married ladies were wondering if they should ask their husbands to spank them. I have her polishing the silverware in the parlor now. It is a task she can do with her limited arm reach. Per your instructions she is kneeling on a pillow beside the cabinet and I chained her collar to a ring on the wall. She had never done that before, but with a little instruction from Marie, she is doing well. When I looked in on her, she was humming a tune, quite becoming, really.”

“Good, I said, "you are handling this remarkable situation rather well, Stevens. I want you to work out a regular schedule for her. She needs to be exercised regularly. She should work up a good sweat every week. Of course, we want her to do some regular chores around here. I'm told some of the other owners are using their slaves outside to pull wagons and carts. We have some gear in the basement for that, her 'tack' we should call it. Anyway, make a schedule of work for Regina. We will adjust it as we get more experience.”

“Yes ma'am. I will have it for you tomorrow, “said Stevens.


Chapter 8 - Envy


After exercising her, Stevens took Regina downstairs and secured her in her cage.

I brought Regina up to the upstairs study. It was connected to the bedroom. The workmen had provided several sturdy rings for fastening Regina when they were there. I locked Regina's leash to one of them close to my desk and had her kneel.” Regina, you look happy, “I said, "tell me why.”

“Mistress, I don't understand, “Regina replied.

I reached out and put a finger through her right nipple ring and twisted it gently. Regina smiled. I said, “You are helpless and completely under my control. I can cause you pain or pleasure with a single finger. How does that make you feel? “

"You arouse me, Mistress, “said Regina, "When you look at me I am reminded how helpless I am. I get hot and want you to touch me. When you touch me my heat rises higher. I am starting to get wet. If you continue I shall stain the carpet. I wish you would touch me more. May I make love to you my Mistress? “

Anna said, “Not yet. I want to understand. Have you always felt this way about women?”

“Oh no. I used to love only men. I have only been this way since just after my training started, several months ago.”

Anna continued, “Exactly when did a woman's touch arouse you? “

“I am not sure, “Regina said, "I think it was just after I was first chained to a woman.”

“What do you mean 'chained to a woman'? “I asked.

Regina replied, ”Elizabeth and I were told to take a shower. When we came out we had our hands cuffed behind us.  Collars were locked on our necks and a chain locked between our collars. When we were alone. Liz made love to me and then I to her. We couldn't use our hands, and she smelled so good. Then, when we cuddled, it just sort of happened. I loved it and enjoy it whenever I am permitted to do so.”

I asked, "Don't you ever start it? “

Regina said, “My Mistress, I am a slave. I cannot have opinions, desires, or make decisions. I simply obey. If you told me to love you now, I would, and I would love it, but I must await your decision. If I was put with another slave, and we were able, I am sure we would. We are trained to perform well and to love it.”

I persisted, “But doesn't that bother you. Never to do anything because you want to? “

Regina said, “Mistress, Every decision I made before I was a slave turned out badly for me. Now, I love it that I am not allowed to decide anything. I don't wish to be punished and anyway, my hands are useless, my feet are chained, I am locked to a ring in the floor. I am helpless and that's the way it should be. This way I have no guilt or shame because I am responsible for nothing. I know I am a true and complete slave. Despite my chains, I have never been freer.”

I thought, “She's as free as our pet dog. I wish I could be as free. I've got several hours of paperwork to do today just to keep this place running smoothly.” I felt frustrated that a slave should feel so good while I, a woman of substance, was trapped by obligations. I never realized what a burden I was assuming when I married Jack.” Damn!” “All right”I said, scoot over here and lick my pussy.” I lifted my skirt and lowered my underclothes.

“Thank you, Mistress, “Regina said, smiling.


Chapter 9 - Stevens

Stevens would always begin by having Regina service him with her mouth.  Or remove her butt plug and take her in the ass. He would then allow her to cleanup and then take her upstairs for her feeding and the days chores. Her chores were simple ones, dusting, cleaning, polishing followed by an exercise period. Regina's exercise periods were a great treat for the staff and always well attended. Once Stevens learned that she was a trained belly dancer, he would have her dance until she worked up a sweat. Before each dance he would hang bells on her nipple rings and order her to ring her bells every few minutes. A common exercise for Regina was to gather a few of the maids. Then they would take turns ordering her to different required positions. Each maid had a crop and if Regina was not perfect, the maid who ordered the position could strike her once. This continued until she worked up a sweat. When Regina got so good that she didn't get whipped once, she had to do it blindfolded.

After her chores were done and the exercise complete, Anna would either take Regina up to the bedroom. Or have Stevens put her away downstairs. In either case, Regina was whipped and ordered to please her Master or Mistress. When she took Regina upstairs, she would lock her wrists to her collar and lock her leash to a floor ring. When Stevens took her downstairs the first time, he locked her to a hanging chain. Then he walked around the room looking at the new apparatus, for he had not had a chance to look around before. As he came to a new item, he would ask Regina to tell him about her experience with it.

“What is this? “

“It is a horse, Master.”

“It looks like a beam with a pointed ridge on two supports.”

“Yes, Master, it is called a horse because girls ride it.”

“It looks uncomfortable.”

“Oh, Yes, Master. It is very painful to ride.”

“So, you have ridden one? “

“Yes, Master.”

“It is low enough your feet could keep you off of it. So you must have been tied on it some way, weren't you? Tell me how I should fix you for the maximum pain.”

“Yes, Master. You make me straddle the board, then you fasten my feet up behind me, well off the floor. My hands are locked together behind me, but not locked to my belt. Then you use a rope or chain to pull my hands up toward the ceiling. This forces me to lean forward so my pussy is right on the board. My master would also pull my head up.”

“You must have been very naughty to warrant such a punishment.”

“No, Master. I was put on it to show me what would happen if I was bad. They only left me on it for an hour. I learned then that the punishment for being bad was too terrible. I was not put on it again.”

“Well, a very effective demonstration, then. I wager you won't make it necessary to punish you with it.”

“No, Master, never.”

“Good girl.”

The next piece of equipment looked like a sturdy steel post with two smaller square bars sticking out of it. There was a crank at the top of the larger post. The large post had a cross bar with a sturdy ring welded to each end. .” Tell me about this, Pretty Tits, “said Stevens.

” Master, that is a pillory designed to hold a girl who is wearing my chains and cuffs. My ankles are locked to the ends of the lower cross bar My wrist cuffs to each end of the upper crossbar. And my collar to the top ring. The top can be raised or lowered as you want. It makes me even more helpless than I am now.”

“Were you locked to this very often? “he asked.

”No, Master, once just for demonstration. Twice when I couldn't hold still for a hard whipping. And several more times when I was being trained for anal sex.”

“All right let’s try it out. Position yourself so I can fasten your feet, “Stevens ordered.

”Yes, Master, “Regina said, walking over to the stand.

He used the attached clips to fasten her ankle cuffs to the rings.” Bend over, “he ordered. He fastened the front ring of her collar to the top ring of the device. He unlocked her wrists from he back and clipped them to the upper crossbar's rings. He turned the crank and lowered her body so her back was level with the floor. She was positioned in a kind of “Z” with her torso level, her feet straddling the base of the stand, and her hips in a sharp bend. He went to her head and said, “Service me with your mouth.”

I obediently opened My mouth and started licking and kissing his semi-erect penis. It grew larger and I had enough play in my fastenings that I could pump my mouth almost halfway down his member. It grew larger and longer as I sucked and licked. Without warning I felt a sharp sting on my ass and heard a loud crack. He had taken his belt and whipped me. My pussy, already hot, churned with a large flash of heat. I felt my love juices dripping onto my toes. Suddenly, he pulled out of me. I moaned in anguished denial. I needed to come.” Why did he leave me? “, I wondered. It felt so good. Was he disappointed? What can I do. I can't move.

Stevens strode around to my rear. Maybe he was going to whip me for failing to please him. But he was erect. I had succeeded in pleasing him. Wasn't it enough, oh, if only I could speak to him. Ask him what was wrong. Learn to do better, to please him more. Without warning, he thrust his massively engorged male member into my sopping cunt. It slid in easily, the slippery friction of my juices making the short journey so easy and to potent. My strong vagina muscles gripped the slippery shaft and pulled him farther into me. Squeezing him, straining to get every drop of his cum. My belly churned, squirting copiously.  Trying instinctively to make it easy for the male to impale and dominate me.

I felt him slowly pull back and was grief stricken. I was not ready for him to leave, I needed more. My thoughts raced, my inner muscles gripped the slippery member fiercely. He was almost gone.” No, No come back, “I thought. He slid back in and her belly exploded in a thunderous gusher of love juices, every muscle spasmed. I quivered in my rigid bonds and fainted but could not move. I recovered my senses as he thrust yet again and I felt him climax, pumping a huge volume of his seed into me. He stood immobile for most of a minute before withdrawing, his arm grasping my upper arms.

When he finally pulled out of me, I felt saddened. I would have been happy to hold his member for a long time. When he left I felt drained and hollow. I couldn't move, held erect by the immovable stand, so inflexible, so strong, so male. The pillory faced away from the door, so I could not see Stevens. I heard the rustling of clothing behind me and thought it was Stevens getting dressed. I longed to speak to him, to tell him how much I loved him, to ask how I did, but I had not been given permission to speak. The sounds stopped and I felt something, I saw a large leather ball gag placed in front of my mouth. I obediently opened for it and it was shoved in firmly and strapped in place.” Oh, well, not talking now, “I thought. I heard him leave the room and close the door.

A slave learned patience very well.

Over the next few weeks, life on the Hedley estate settled into a comfortable routine. When Jack was home, he would get me up and whip me to orgasm. She saw that whipping her gave him a great erection. After my second or third orgasm, keeping me bent over the rail. He would enter my pussy from behind and fuck me roughly. We would both climax together. He would have me kneel and chain me to a wall ring then go upstairs and have Stevens come down and take over.

When Master Jack was away, Anna would do the honors. She would get me out of my cage and whip me to repeated orgasm. Then she would chain me to a floor ring near the easy chair and have me tongue her to two or three orgasms. Then, just like Jack, she would turn me over to Stevens who would always have me suck him off then let me clean up.

After I was fresh he would take me upstairs for breakfast, ugh, and set me on my simple tasks. I was always chained and under a maid's watchful eye. What I would give for a simple walk in the garden without someone leading me by the ever-present nose leash. Oh well, maybe someday.

My Master would often find me and take me with him when he came home. Usually two or three days out of a week, My Master would come to where I was cleaning or washing. Of course, I would stop whatever mindless task I was doing and kneel and kiss his feet. He would unlock my leash and have me stand. He would hold the leash high, forcing my head back and kiss me hard on the mouth while his other hand wrapped around me. He grasped my wrist chains and forced my hands back to my waist band. Pulling me close, my nipples rubbed against his coat in the most delicious friction. He always locked my hands behind me to the waistband before anything else. I didn't mind. My hands could only get me in trouble and I loved being more helpless in his arms.

Sometimes he would fuck me then. Usually he would take me for a walk in the garden first, always holding my leash. Often, he would take me back to his study where he would work. I knelt beside him, content, and he ran his fingers through my hair. I was content, a pet dog sleeping at her master's feet.


Chapter 10 - Live the Dream

One day after my Master had left for one of his factories, Lady Anna came to where I was polishing the silver. She said, "Come with me, Regina.” She locked my hands in reverse prayer and unlocked my leash, leading me outside. We walked to a white pagoda and she sat on a bench. I knelt at her feet.

She said, "Regina, you have been with us for almost three months now. How do you like it here? “

"Mistress, “I said, “I love it here. I love serving you and Master. It is ever so much better than that nasty asylum and it is much better than my former life. I realized long ago that I am a natural slave and need someone smart, live you and master, to obey.

"Regina, she said, “you were once Jack's wife, but you gave it up. Why did you do that? “

"Mistress, I said, "it was all due to me. I needed hard sex and I did not know how master would react if I told him that. I know it’s silly, but I was more afraid he might reject me than I was of leaving him. Dr. Benoit showed me how I should act and I am very glad I'm here now. The pleasure Master gives me now is infinitely better than when we were married.”

Mistress said, "So, Regina, do you think the pleasure I get from Jack would increase if I were a slave too? “

I hesitated, not sure of the trouble I could get in if I answered incorrectly. I said, "Mistress, I saw many women trained as slaves. Their pleasure increased tenfold once they learned it was OK to really feel, not just pretend. I believe that only when a woman is forced to abandon her pretenses will she truly know love and pleasure. I love you and master far, far more than I ever loved before I was enslaved. It may sound strange for a slave to encourage a free woman to become a slave too, but it is the only way to be your happiest.”

Mistress said, "I was afraid that would be your answer. I suspected it from watching you. Despite your helplessness, your submission, you seem to be far happier than anyone else I know.”

"Mistress, I said, "may I speak? “

"Yes, “said my mistress, "what is it? “

"Mistress, “I said, "if you are thinking of becoming a slave, you must take Dr. Benoit's training. to reach the peak of your potential happiness.”

"Thank you, Regina, “said my mistress, “now come over here and pleasure me.” She pulled her clothes up and my nose to her loins.

I moved in high, gently licking her labia lips, moving ever lower. I wetted one side at a time, back and forth, slowly. Her lips grew engorged and started to spread. I thrust my tongue between them, and continued licking slowly, up and down. My mistress started to moan, slowly getting louder. I started to taste her sweet love juices now. I sucked on her vagina, licking and sucking, milking her for every drop. Her legs spread further open and she pulled harder, fingers in my nose ring. My belly started to spasm as my arousal grew with hers. Her body slid lower on the bench, pressing into my mouth. I wished I had my hands free to play with my labia rings, they felt so good swaying in the breeze, pulling on my lips. My mistress' breath started coming in gasps and I knew she was ready to leap over the edge. I shifted my mouth to her clit and sucked hard on her hard knob. She exploded into me. Her love juices fairly gushed out of her and into my mouth where I greedily lapped them all up. I didn't want to miss a drop. Her vagina muscles were spasming, trying to draw a phantom penis into her. All I could give her was my licking tongue. Finally, she slumped on the bench. I thought for a minute she had fainted with her fingers still grasping my nose ring!

I was still very aroused. Just a tiny push and I would leap over into orgasm. But, alas, I was locked in place until my mistress released my nose ring. Finally, she roused and shifted her grip to my leash. She said, “Regina, most delightful slave, stand up and put your pussy over my hand.” I complied and she finger fucked my just slightly and I came instantly. After I recovered and opened my eyes, she said, "I thought you were ready.”

My mistress sat up and said, "Kneel again.” I complied. She spoke again, "Regina, you are most precious to me. I am becoming jealous of the time Jack spends with you and the pleasure both of you get from each other. I am seriously thinking of volunteering to become Jack's newest slave. I may be greedy, but I want to experience the pleasure you do. I want to give him the pleasure you do. And I want to rid myself of the tiring, endless responsibilities I have as his wife. I am about ready to give up freedom and mobility for these pleasures. Is that foolish? “

"My mistress, “I said, “It may be foolish. Only time will tell. For me, slavery has been the best thing ever to happen. It has given me all that you desire. In your place I would do it. But then, girls are foolish.”




Chapter 11 - Pride is Unbecoming

“Mr. Stevens, I'm sorry to bother you but Regina is being difficult. She won't let go of the lock so I can move her to the parlor. She said I'm not her mistress so she doesn't have to obey me! I pulled on her leash but I'm afraid of damaging her if I pull too hard, “said Maude, one of the downstairs maids.”

“Thank you for telling me. I will deal with her. Where is she? “

“She's in the library sir.” she replied.

”All right. Go about your duties.”

“Yes, Sir.” Maude left.

Stevens found Regina standing in the library looking at the wall. Her leash was locked to a ring. When she heard him enter she spun around and dropped into kneeling display. He said, “Regina, Maude tells me you have been bad. You acted out with Jenny yesterday too. What is causing this? “

"Master, “I said, "I am sorry I disobeyed. I have been foolish. Please punish me.”

“No, Regina, you did this on purpose. You know escape is impossible and punishment is swift. I suspect you want to be punished. I am aware that whipping you causes you to become aroused. Stand up.”

I stood.

He barked, "“Turn around, slave.”

I spun around and faced the wall. He locked my hands together, but not to my waist band.

“Don't move, “he ordered.

Of course. I was chained to the wall ring so I couldn't move. My thoughts whirled. Why was I so stupid? I just wanted to come. How did he know? What is he going to do?

Stevens returned to the room, walked to me and wrapped a cord around my upper arms. He used his arms to push my arms together and pulled the cord until my elbows touched and tied it off.” Regina, “he said, “I think you need to think about your behavior.” He pulled me over to the wall by my leash until my face was against the wall. He took a padlock from his pocket and locked my collar to the wall ring. He thrust a ball gag into my mouth and strapped it in place.

I stood facing the wall. My thoughts were repetitive yet confused. My arms and shoulders ached with a dull pain. It was beastly. It didn't arouse me at all like spanking or whipping my ass. I had no idea how long I would have to stand there, immobile. I had underestimated Stevens. He was smart and had total control of me. I would be respectful of everyone in this place. Damn, my arms hurt.

I dozed and my head slowly tilted forward and I slumped down. Jerk. My head was snapped back as the ring on the front of my collar jerked my neck up.” Ow, Damn.” and I woke up. Again. I'm so tired. I won't do this again. I promise. If only I could speak. I'll be good. Oh God, I'll be good. I will obey my Masters. I will. Oh, please let me down. I'm so tired. I hurt so much, so much, “I promised.

The house woke up. People passed. Talking. I couldn't move. I hurt all over.” Now they will let me down, “I thought. But no one touched me. I couldn't see anyone the way I was fastened. I could hear people's voices and all the sounds a house makes, but I was not allowed to participate. I felt so alone. I was a puppy who soiled the floor. I didn't deserve to be a person. I was nothing. I was just property.

I heard rustling in the room, but I couldn't identify the sounds or see what was happening. Finally, I felt fingers at the cord binding my elbows together. The cord was untied and had to be unwound from my arms it was so deeply embedded. It hurt but the ache in my shoulders subsided. I moaned in relief and for the new pains due to returning circulation. I rolled my shoulders to aid in their return to normal. My wrists were unlocked and my arms folded up my back into a familiar, but not painful position. My hands were locked to my collar. my gag was unstrapped and pulled from my mouth. Finally my collar was unlocked from the wall ring. I stood still and awaited orders. A female voice said, “turn around and kneel, slave.”

I turned and found Maude looking at me with a crop in her hand, gently slapping it into her other hand. I dropped into kneeling display, my leash coiling on the floor. Maude commanded, “kiss my feet, slave.” I said, “Yes Mistress.” I bent to Maude's feet and kissed first her right shoe, then her left before raising back into position.

“Well done, slave, “she said.

Maude walked to a nearby chair, sat down facing me, and said, “come over here, on your knees, and lick my shoes. I want long strokes of your tongue down both sides of each shoe. Now, slave.”

I raised up on my knees and said, “Yes, Mistress.”

I crawled to Maude, avoiding my leash. I licked her shoes, both sides, from the toe to heel, slow and steady. The leather and polish filled my heart as the sweet taste of submissive obedience.

I rose back to kneeling display and looked at Maude's face in awe. I had not realized how dominant she could be. Nor how good it felt to obey.

Maude asked, “Slave, do you like the taste of woman? “

I said, “Mistress, I love the taste of all women. I have tasted many and all were marvelous.”

“That's good. You will taste me now, “she said.

She rose from the chair, lifted her skirt, and pulled down her drawers.  She sat back down on the edge of the chair, leaned back, and said “Make me happy, slave.”

I said, “I will make you very happy, Mistress.”

I leaned forward laying my mouth on Maude's pussy and sucked her exposed sex lips. I licked until I tasted her love juices, then I thrust my tongue deep into her and licked deep int her vagina. She gave a loud moan and I grasped her hard nub and sucked hard. She gasped and came with a vengeance, flooding my mouth with a geyser of her juices. I drank deep of her for minutes as she subsided. After her moans stopped, I moved back into kneeling display and waited. My face was damp with her juice.

Maude regarded me for a few moments, savoring her dominance over this beautiful woman. Without moving, Maude said, “Slave, you were disrespectful of me yesterday. You received punishment. Was last night enough, or should you receive more? ““Mistress, I am a slave. My punishment is whatever you decide.”

“Correct, “she said, "submit to me, slave.”

I looked at Maude with new awareness. I blinked back tears of joy. I said, “Mistress, I am Regina, your slave. I am your property forever and will obey you completely in all things. Command me mistress.”

Maude said, “Punishment position.” I replied, “Yes, Mistress, “and raised my ass and lowered my head to the floor. I knew what was coming and steeled myself. I heard it first, a swishing sound, then a splat as burning pain seared my raised ass. I swallowed my scream. I thought, ”I've had worse than that, count.” then I said, “One, Mistress, Thank you for correcting me.” I received two more strokes and thanked my Mistress for each cut of the crop. I realized I was grateful. I had been getting away with dissembling and losing respect for the whole setup. My punishment had made me feel a new respect for the household, all my Mistresses and Masters.

She felt Maude rubbing a soothing cream on her upturned ass. She said, “Regina, kneeling display. Tell me what you have learned.” She raised herself into the kneeling position and looked at her Mistress. She said, “Mistress, I have been punished for my behavior. I hope you feel it has been appropriate, I know I do. I was playing at being your slave. I have learned I am a slave of every free person. I thank you. I swear I am a slave girl. I am the property of Jack Hedley and every free person is my master or mistress. I will be the best slave ever from now on. It is what I am. I submit myself to you and every other free person. Forever.”

Maude said, “All right, slave. Stand.” Regina went to standing display and waited. Maude took hold of her leash and said, “Heel.” Regina hurried after Maude. Her short hobble chain clinked at every rapid step she had to take to keep her leash slack. Maude led her into the pantry and handed the leash to Stevens. Maude said, “She is better, now, sir.”

“Thank you, Maude. What do you think? “

“Sir, I didn't know what to expect after yesterday. Now I think she means it when she says she has learned her lesson. I was not lenient with her and she showed the respect Dr. Benoit told us to expect.”

“Did you have her service you? “he asked.

” Yes, sir. It was fine, indeed sir.”

“Did she get any relief, Maude?, he asked.

” No sir, just some pain and submission, sir.”

“All right, “he said.” I will put her to her next job. One I'm sure she will not like.”

Maude left the room and Stevens led me out the back door into a courtyard. I hurried after him, wondering where they were going. I had not been outside the house since my arrival. Birds were singing and the sun was warm on my exposed skin. Stevens led me to a workshop. There was a man inside working on some machine she did not recognize.” Jimmy, “said Stevens “is the stable ready for our slave? “

“Yes, Sir. I finished it last night.”

“Good, I'll get her busy, “said Stevens.

Stevens led me out of the shop , across a small yard, and into the stables. It was a long narrow building with ten horse stalls along one long wall. There were bales of hay in the last stall, and tack hung on the wall facing the stalls. I saw a long chain descending from an overhead track. Stevens led me to the chain, picked up the free end and locked it to my collar. He clipped the free end of my leash to my collar also. He said, “Slave, you are to clean these five stalls, indicating them with his hand. Use that shovel and rake and clean out the stalls. Put everything in this wheelbarrow, then take it outside and put it in a pile to the right of the door. Do you understand? “

“Yes, Master.” Stevens unlocked her arms. He said, “I will be back in two hours. If you are not finished by then, you will be punished.” and he left the building.

Regina looked at her tools and moved the wheelbarrow to the door of the first stall. The place stank of manure. The other end of her tether was fastened to a trolley on the overhead track. The trolley would not come off the track. She picked up the shovel. It was awkward to maneuver with her hands chained, but it was doable so long as she twisted with her body. She put six shovels of manure in the wheelbarrow and found it was easy to move. She added more until it was difficult then dumped the load where Stevens had indicated. After the first stall, she was sweating and her feet were coated with manure.

After she had started on the second stall, Jimmy appeared with a glass of water.

“Want some water? “he asked.

“Oh, yes, please, Master, “I replied. I leaned the shovel against the stall wall and took the glass in my hand. While I was downing the water, savoring the cool liquid, I saw his erection growing in his pants.

Finally, Jimmy said, “You don't have to call me master, I'm just a hired hand here.”

I said, “I must call all men Master, or I will be punished, Master.”

Smiling, Jimmy asked, “Does that mean you have to obey me, too? “

"Yes, Master, “I said.

Jimmy continued, “And do anything I tell you? “

“Yes, Master, I again said, smiling back.”

“Good, “said Jimmy, opening his pants, "You know what to do.”

“Yes, Master, “I said, kneeling and using my mouth to extract his erect penis.

Minutes later, Jimmy said, ”That was wonderful. Where did you learn to do all that with your tongue? “

“I was taught by professionals after I was enslaved. Could I have some more water, Master? “She asked.

“Right, I'll get some more, “he said.

I finished the rest of the stalls and knelt near the door. Stevens returned and said, “Stay down, slave, while I inspect your work.” He looked in the stalls and at the pile then returned to me.” Good girl. Your work is satisfactory so you will not be punished. Stand up.” He locked my hands behind me, took the end of my leash from my collar, and unlocked the hanging chain from my collar.” Let's go. Heel.”

I scampered after him, intent on keeping the leash slack. As I walked I felt my nether rings swaying back and forth. I felt that familiar submissive warmth growing in her belly.” My God, “I thought, “I'm getting hot just by walking on a leash. I need a man in me. It’s been too long. I can't stand it. Would Stevens punish me for begging him for relief? She agonized over the question for long moments of her journey. Before she decided, Stevens stopped and clipped my leash to a ring on a post in the small courtyard. He picked up a hose and turned on a jet of freezing water. He hosed me down. Cold, wet, and bedraggled, my hair a mess, Stevens stopped on the back porch, tied my leash to a post and went inside. Moments later he returned and toweled me dry. He freed my leash and took me inside.

Lady Anna was in the parlor when Stevens brought Regina into the house. She thought, "She looks like she's been well laid. Her skin is flushed, her eyes are sparkling, and her gait is quick and lively. Despite her chains and leash she is smiling like she's on top of the world. I wish I felt like that, especially after I've just finished mucking out the stables. She doesn't have a care in the world, doesn't know what time it is or cares. She looks fit and healthy and she knows she's going to have several orgasms tonight. I wish I could feel that good.”


Chapter 12 - Capitalism

Sir Robert said, "Rene, I spoke with the minister and he is interested in seeing your program. If you will come to my city house next Thursday at noon, you can present it to him after we have lunch. Be sure to give him a schedule for going public, as well as an estimate of how many girls we can distribute per month. I want to open our private training facility as soon as its legal. We can start putting them in my factories as soon as the program is announced.”

"I will be there, Sir Robert, “said the Doctor, “and I will have all the data I have collected. Do you think I should bring Roseann along? “

"By all means, Doctor. I plan to bring Julie with me. A slave girl is worth a thousand words, don't you think? “

"I plan to arrive by eleven. I should go to the service entrance, no? “asked Dr. Benoit.

"Perfect, “

..

Sir Robert greeted his first guest at the service entrance of his stately city house.” Right on time, Rene, “he said. He looked at the Doctor's companion, a cloaked and hooded figure about five feet tall. His eyes followed the leash in Rene's hand up to Roseann's nose ring, deep in the shadow of the large hood.” Let's get her inside and refreshed, shall we? “

As Rene followed Sir Robert inside, it was obvious that Roseann could not see what was happening. She hurried after the Doctor only when her leash grew taut. She followed the tug on her nose as quickly as she could, considering her short ankle chain. The Doctor slowed and said "three steps up, “as she reached the short flight of stairs leading up to the door. When they were inside and the door closed, the Doctor removed Roseann's cloak. Then he removed her blindfold and gag.

Roseann's jaw ached from wearing the gag so long. She said, "Thank you, Master.” when she could. Her hands had been locked in a reverse prayer position for many hours, but that was normal and caused no pain. She saw Julie standing a few feet away, her hands also locked in reverse prayer. She did not greet her old friend since she had not been given permission to speak.” Oh, well, “she thought, “We can talk later when we're alone.”

Sir Robert called to his butler, "Wilson, would you fasten these slaves in the drawing room. Ask Nora to see to their hair and makeup, please? “

"Rene, let's look at your data and discuss the approach to the Minister.”

..

Dr. Benoit, finished up his presentation. He said, "So, M'lord, by moving the lifers into private homes saves about £10,000 per year. Extending it to include all violent crimes saves almost £300,000 per year. Including all crimes the savings would be more than £1,000,000 per annum.”

The Minister said, "The savings are larger than I expected and will be welcomed by Parliament. What about the be costs to prepare and train these women, and their up keep? Will the government be liable for any of these costs? “

Sir Robert answered the questions, "M'lord, there will be no cost to the government for this. My institute will take custody of the women, train them, equip them, and place them in good homes. To pay for this work we will ask the prospective owners to pay a fee. For most of the women the price will be set based on the costs we incur and the time they have to serve. The lifers will be auctioned to the highest qualified bidder.”

"You mean to run a slave market? “Sir Robert. Aren't you afraid the Women's Rights movement and the Liberals will crucify you? “

"M'lord, “replied Sir Robert, smiling, "if these were just average women, most certainly. However, these are all criminals. We have the Church's blessing, and the slaves themselves prefer this to straight incarceration.”

"Well, Sir Robert, “said the Minister, “doesn't the auction seem a little extreme? “

"M'lord, the auctions will be private, by invitation only. These sales will be permanent and expensive. The girls are all quite lovely, submissive, and well trained. They will give their owners, man or woman, the greatest pleasure they can imagine. They also pose the greatest potential risk since they have all committed a violent crime. We want everyone involved, owner, slave, and government to be safe and happy with the sale. We can't do this unless we spend a lot of time and money investigating the buyers. We will make only a fair profit from these sales because of the extra expense involved. Would you like to meet a couple of these lifers? These are two of the original girls in the program. They now belong to Rene and me.

"Yes, “the Minister replied, I would like to talk to them.”

"Wilson, “Sir Robert said, "would you fetch Roseann and Julie, please.” "Yes, Sir Robert.”

Wilson returned in a moment leading the two slaves. He dropped their leashes and they knelt in the center of the room. Knees wide spread, back arched, shoulders back, eyes submissively downcast.

Sir Robert said, "the one on your left is Julie, my property, and the other is Roseann, belonging to Dr. Benoit.”

The Minister looked first at Julie, then Roseann. He stood and walked around the two helpless females, studying them closely. He said, “These girls are beautiful and helpless in their chains. Julie, look at me. Are you happier now than when you were in the asylum? “

"Master, I like being a slave to Sir Robert and I hated the asylum. I am happier now than I ever was before, even when I was a child. I want to stay just as I am now, forever.”

"Roseann, how about you? “

"Master, I completely agree with Julie. I want to be Dr. Benoit's slave forever.”

"Don't either of you want to be free?, “asked the Minister.

After a brief pause, Roseann replied, "Master, this is the best life I have ever known. I have no concerns except that I am pleasing to my Master. I am looked after like a princess.  I have pride in my pleasure skills and I know I am beautiful and desired by the reactions of men and women who see me.” Julie nodded enthusiastic agreement.

"All right, “the Minister said, "I am convinced. Your program looks to be of benefit to the government and to these girls. I expect you will be quite profitable. Do you plan to accept investors, Sir Robert? “

Sir Robert replied, "M'lord, we do have capital needs. While not necessary, I think it best if we have some outside investors and board members. We would be pleased to offer you a place on the board to help ensure we continue to operate for the good of these girls. Before you decide anything, would you like to spend some time with these slaves? They can show you how they erase the stresses of great responsibility. You will see why we believe there will be a large market for them.”

"Why, yes, “Sir Robert, “I believe that might be useful, “said the Minister, smiling.

"Good, “said Sir Robert, we will leave you now. Come through that door when you are finished. They are well trained and skillful in all the erotic arts. They are also skilled masseuses. If you wish them to prove that skill, here is a key that will free their hands. Have a good time.”

..

Over the next few months, Sir Robert and the Doctor entertained more than one hundred MPs.  In a change of policy, female slavery for convicted felons became law in England. The Church praised it, saying it properly shamed law breakers and supported family values. Incidentally increasing church attendance. Women's Rights groups deplored it. It was welcomed by the business groups who approved the lower taxes.

To simplify logistics, all the female slaves were fitted with the same restraints. It was argued most of them were not as strong a threat as those who committed capital crimes. But, it cost less to buy the chains and rings in bulk, so the lower cost argument prevailed. It was clear, however, that most men preferred the women to be naked, ringed, and helpless.

Some females who wanted to be enslaved turned up. The law was changed. When a female enslaved herself to a particular owner, he would have to pay the costs. If the female did not have a male "sponsor” the state would pay the cost and she would be sold at auction. A volunteer female was not a convict. So she only had to have a collar identifying her and a nose ring for easy visual determination of status.

However, most owners opted for the full set of restraints and rings. Why not, the cost was small and the slave was more easily controlled. Also, there was no prohibition against clothing a volunteer slave. Most owners didn't bother. Those slaves who were clothed found their garb more sexually titillating than they wanted. Most industries and stores providing female garments died. Only a few survived that made and sold the most scanty and diaphanous coverings.

The new owners needed training, of course. They had never seen women who had freed their passions from society's pressures. Dr. Benoit and several of his trainers contributed to a book titled, The Care and Enjoyment of Your Slave. published by Sir Robert through a new company. New owners were required to attend a short class before taking possession of a slave. Jack Hedley started a Cornwall Owner's Club. It offered weekly classes for new owners and free home hygiene and security inspections. It put on socials every month for new owners and their property to meet and exchange ideas and concerns. Jack soon opened franchises in ten more counties.

In a month, the uproar dried up and female slaves began to be seen in public. Interestingly, the naked slaves were ignored, for the most part, by free women. The men ogled them and the children were fascinated.

To ensure one's property did not wander off, a pass system was instituted. A master who wanted his slave to run an errand would fill out a small form. It had the slaves identity and when and where she could go. . It was placed in a transparent holder, much like a luggage tag, and fastened to the front ring of her collar. Anyone seeing a loose slave could stop her, check the information. If she was out of bounds, return her to her owner or the nearest police officer. Any slave caught loose without a valid pass was detained and returned.

Once female slaves became more numerous, they were seen in public more frequently. Soon, the ratio of slave to free females seen in public grew to more than half. The government ruled that the nose leashes were no longer required.  A few men removed them from their property, but most kept them. The slaves were used to them, and, in general the men saw no benefit for relaxing total control of their women. Men liked their women obedient and a nose leash was the ultimate control device.


Chapter 13 - Public Disgrace

The party arrangements were progressing. Maude approached Lady Anna and asked, "Lady Anna, what shall we do with Regina for the party? “

I was surprised. Regina had been my property for several months. But she had always been in her cage and gagged when people visited. Due to the original secrecy agreements. But now that female slavery was publicly known, there was no need for secrecy. I said, "Let's have her serve drinks. We might as well make use of her now that her status is widely known. Dr. Benoit gave us a serving tray for her to wear. Would you go get that from her room and bring her to me.”

Maude brought Regina to me. I had her stand and held up the silver serving tray. I said, "I see how this goes. Maude, clip that snap onto the ring on her belt.” I did the same on her side. I lifted a chain from one side of the front of the tray and passed it through Regina's collar ring. I snapped it onto a ring on the other side of the tray. It was level in front of Regina, snug to her waist.” She needs something else, doesn't she? “I asked.” She needs to look both formal and slutty. Maude, get those black high heeled boots from my closet, and let's see how they look on her. Regina, I had these boots modified for you. They have the seam on the inside to allow your ankle chain to pass through the laces.”

I walked behind Regina and locked her wrists to the back of her collar. I said to myself, "Better, but not enough.” I released her hands and said, "Relax your arms.” I raised her left arm out and up and locked it to the back of her collar so that her elbow stuck out, above her shoulder. I put Regina's right hand in the same position and locked it in place. Regina had never looked so exposed and vulnerable. The position lifted her breasts and forced her shoulders back, emphasizing her helplessness. I saw her silvery love juices running down the inside of her thighs.

I laced Regina into a tight, black corset that reached from the top of her steel belt to the bottom of her breasts supporting and lifting them. She wore the high heeled boots, serving tray, a large, red ball gag. Now she had large golden bells hanging from all her rings. I had her walk around the room. Regina did not know she was to be exhibited to and serve a bunch of strangers tonight. She knew that her attire was unusual. Her breathing was limited to short, quick breaths, and she was noisy. Her ankle chain clattered with every step and the bells tinkled with every motion. The labia bells were so large that her thighs knocked them around at every step.

I said, "Stop and face me.” Regina moved into standing display position, facing me. I said, “Regina, I want you to learn a new command. When I say 'Ring your bell' I want you to lift and drop your breasts and make their bells ring at least three times. Do you understand? “

She nodded her head, “Yes.”

"OK, Ring your bell, “I said.

Regina flexed her pectoral muscles. Her dance training had made them strong and put them under her control. The bells rang clearly three times and I said, "Excellent, slave. I will expect just as good a performance every time, or you will be punished. Maude, take Regina down to the dining room and have her practice serving drinks on her tray.”

Maude took me downstairs and made me practice carrying full water and wine glasses. I went from the kitchen into the dining room and living room, then back to the kitchen. At every drop of spilled water, Maude added another stinging stripe to my bottom.

During this training, I learned from comments of other staff that there was to be a large party tonight. My blood ran cold. I had never been shown to strangers before. I was mortified. I would have to walk up to and serve well dressed strangers, men and women, naked and heavily chained. I would not be able to speak or hide. My belly churned with submissive heat. I was to be publicly disgraced, humiliated, displayed like a prize dog. I wanted to hide and I wanted to strut. My Mistress was proud of me. I was beautiful enough to be collared and displayed naked to my Master and Mistress' friends.

I wanted to impress these strangers with my grace, my beauty, and my submissiveness. I would be the best, the most impressive slave girl anyone has ever owned. I was close to orgasm. I stumbled and spilled a little water from a glass and felt the sting of the whip on my sore ass. I climaxed in the middle of the living room and dropped all the glasses as my belly contracted.

More blows landed, accompanied by Maude's curses. I couldn't do anything about them and my heat started building toward another climax. I crumpled into a kneeling position and spread my knees. I heard Maude order, "Punishment position, slave.” I pushed my ass high up and my head to the ground. Maude rained more stinging stripes onto my upraised ass and I could only feel my ass grow warmer. Please let her touch me. I'm so close to climax, just a touch on my pussy and I'll come. I'm gonna burst. I'm so, so ready. Please, God, just one finger, one stroke, please, please.” I moaned piteously, "Unnnnh, Unnnnnnh.” Then Maude stopped hitting me and said, “Kneel, slave.”

"Oh, no, “I thought, "don't stop, please don't stop. I'm so close, please.” I shook my head furiously.

"Not done yet, are you, slave? Too bad. No pleasure for you until you can serve perfectly, and maybe not then if you take too long. Now stand up and go to the kitchen.” said Maude.

With lust in my heart and desire in my eyes, I forced a smile onto my gagged lips and stood up.

..

Hours later, I was clean and freshly made up. I was standing in the parlor, leashed to a wall ring. I could see my reflection in a wall mirror. I was the picture of a beautiful, helplessly chained slave serving girl. The steel bands on my limbs and neck were gleaming. , My chains and rings were polished and gleaming. The bells pendant from my rings tinkled as I moved. My lips, and labia had been painted a glossy red. My toenails and fingernails were also a shiny red. The black, fishnet stockings and red garter belt framed my ringed, freshly shaven labia. A classic rosebud adorned my pussy, its stem grasped by my labia lips. I was a festive, erotic sight, both proud and ashamed. 

My hands were locked behind my head, lifting my breasts high and thrusting them out. I wore my accustomed shackles. and my feet were hobbled with my accustomed fetters. My mouth was gagged with a large red ball strapped in place. The silver serving tray clipped to my waistband was supported by a chain through my collar ring. My waist had been made narrower by the black corset, tightly laced, restricting me to small, quick breaths.

I was nervous yet filled with submissive excitement. This was my first public exhibition. The first time strangers would see my humiliating subjection. My slavery. I knew I was a natural slave, maybe all women were. I didn't know. It felt so right that I should serve and obey. I had no use for freedom. My mother, all my friends, all got everything they had through men. Men were our natural masters. They were so much larger, stronger, mentally and physically. They were so much more than I was! I wanted and needed a Master and tonight I would show that truth to my Master's friends. By my complete docile obedience, I would show them I was living my dream. A momentary sadness overtook me as I realized how much of my life had been wasted with so called freedom.

Lady Anna entered the parlor followed by a young girl, no more than fifteen. She said, "Holly, this is our slave, Regina. Regina, Holly is Jack's niece and will be staying with us while her parents are away. Since I and the staff will be busy with our guests tonight, We have decided to put Holly in charge of you.” Anna went to me and removed my gag and released my leash from the ring.” Submit to her. Holly come over here.”

I felt a blush rising, reddening my breasts and face. I thought, terrified, "She's just a child. Children are horrible to each other, what will she do to me? I'm completely helpless. I'll just be a toy, a plaything.” My mind conjured up images of being displayed to all Holly's friends. Being whipped to orgasm for their delight, forced to suck off all the boys she knew. Taken to school for 'Show and Tell.' For a grown woman be in thrall to a child was the most humiliating fate imaginable.

Holly walked over in front of me, looking in wonder at the naked, chained woman who was now under her control. Lady Anna handed my leash to Holly. For an endless moment, I contemplated refusing to submit. Then I remembered I was only a slave, and, of course, any free female was my Mistress. I would be punished for failing to obey. Rebellion was impossible and submission was my only course. Ashamed, I submitted. I knelt, and kissed Holly's shoes. I cleaned them, licking them with long sensuous strokes of my tongue. I said, “Mistress, I am Regina, your slave. I am your property forever and will obey you completely in all things. Command me, mistress.”

Holly was in Heaven. She held a leash connected to the nose ring of an adult woman. Her slave. Naked, and helpless with large breasts and more rings in her nipples and pussy. She was hers to command. Her hands were locked behind her head and her feet were chained together. She had a wonderfully thick, heavy collar around her neck. Her bells were a wonderful addition. She was belled like her cat so every move she made rang out to all nearby. She was just like her horse. She was bigger and stronger but helpless and totally controlled by the leash to her nose ring. And she was intelligent. She could talk and she could be given complex commands. Holly said, "Stand up, slave.” Regina instantly went to standing display.

Holly asked, "Aunt Anna, what if Regina doesn't do what I say? “

"If a slave does not obey, she must be punished, “said Anna, Here is a whip we use to correct her. Usually, just a single stroke on her bottom will fix the problem. It stings, but won't really hurt her. Use it anytime she balks, or struggles, or fails in any way to do what you order or if she fails to smile.”

"I can hit her with this? “asked Holly.

"Yes, Holly she is just a slave whose duty is only to obey complete and respectfully. She sometimes needs our help to understand her duty.”

"One more thing, Holly, “said Anna, "come around behind her. Look here, do you see this metal? It is a plug. It keeps her from crapping until we remove it. We do it in the morning and evening. Her pussy is left open so she needs to tell us when she needs to urinate. She is only allowed to pee in the garden. If you take her out to pee, let her take you to the proper place. Tonight I want her not to speak, so strap the gag tightly in her mouth when the guests arrive. Since she won't be able to use words to tell you when she needs to pee, I have taught her a new trick. Regina, Ring your bell!

I complied and the sounds of my bell rang out loudly.

Holly clapped her hands and said, "That's wonderful. Does she know any more tricks? “

"Oh, yes, “said Anna, "She does a wonderful belly dance she can show you tomorrow. For now, you know she is serving drinks tonight and she has practiced that. The basic rules for her are simple. she is not allowed to use the furniture. She must stand or kneel. When she is not fastened to a ring or closely supervised, you must hold her leash.” Anna produced a small padlock and key. She handed the key to Holly and said, "don't lose that. You see she always wears her leash on her nose ring. Don't pull too hard. The nose is sensitive and she will respond easily to just a light tug.

Lady Anna said, "Be careful with her leash tonight. Regina will be carrying drinks on her tray. You could just thread it down between the tray and her body and hold it low. Up to you, but hold it close to her. We don't want it to get tangled when she is circulating among the guests.”

Lady Anna picked up a light chain leash from a table, reached between my legs and clipped it to my labia rings. She continued, "This pussy leash is another option. If you want to use it tonight, just clip the end of her nose leash to her collar. Try it.” She thrust the chain into Holly's hand. My legs buckled and I almost fell, but caught myself. Anna explained, "We don't usually use her pussy rings for control. But since she is serving drinks, the higher rings could interfere. All women are sensitive down here, so the extra weight will cause her to become aroused. Be gentle with her and she will try hard to obey the leash. If you need to leave her, for any reason, just lock her to a convenient ring until you get back.”

"Oh, I will be careful, Aunt Anna, “said Holly, "I think we will become good friends tonight.”

"Good, “Anna said, "I need to go now. see if she needs to pee.”

Holly walked back around to my front and passed the chain between my legs. I visibly trembled.” You've not been handled by a girl before, have you? “asked Holly.

"No, Mistress, “I said.

Why aren't you smiling, slave? “Holly asked.

"I'm sorry, Mistress, I'm nervous and scared you might hurt me, “I said.

"Don't worry, slave. If you do your best to obey me, I won't hurt you. Tell me, how does the leash feel? It looks like its pulling your pussy lips down a little”Holly asked.

"Mistress, I feel the extra weight, but it doesn't hurt. I'm afraid if I have to walk too far, I will have an orgasm. The weight of the rings and bells make me very hot when I walk and the new weight may push me over, “I said.

"Good, “said Holly, "I want to see you orgasm. I have heard about it but never seen it. I have to take you out to pee, anyway. I suppose it will happen quicker if I make you walk faster, won't it? “

"Mistress, please, don't make me come, “I pleaded, "Once I start I won't be able to stop and I won't be able to serve! I'll die.”

"Really, I'll bet you stop if I put these tiny little clamps Aunt Anna gave me on your nipples, “said Holly. She held out her hand so I could see the small, spring clamps. They had serrated teeth and looked painful. I shuddered but did not say anything. I supposed the little devil was correct.

Holly said, "Let's go, “and started walking toward the outside door. I hurried after her, trying to keep my leash slack. The short chain connecting my ankles forced me to take quick short steps. Two or three for every one of the unhampered girl's stride. The bells between my thighs chimed like a bicycle bell at every mincing step.

My fears were well-founded, I was almost to my open air relief station when the orgasm broke. I squealed and gasped as the scalding love juices flooded my vagina. My belly clenched and I stumbled. Holly had slowed her pace when she heard the moans that preceded my orgasm. She had turned her head to watch as the orgasm made every muscle in my body spasm.

Holly said, "Golly, I can make you orgasm just by pulling you fast? I never heard that was possible. Is it just you or do all women do that? I wish I could have an orgasm like that. It looks wonderful.” She grasped my leash close to my nose and put a finger through my labia rings and pulled me close.” Answer me. Is it just you or do all women react like you? “

I gasped at the sharp pain. I replied, "Mistress, I do not know about all women, but those I trained with react like me.”

She released my labia rings and relaxed her grip on my leash. She started walking again once I had straightened up and opened my eyes.

"Golly, Regina, “Holly said, “that was spectacular. Do you always orgasm that hard? “

"Yes, Mistress, “my training caused me to have strong orgasms.”

"Do they feel as good as they look? “

"Mistress, they feel much better than they look. All the orgasms I had before being enslaved, added together, do not equal one of these slave orgasms. I am embarrassed by the noise I make.”

"Well, I enjoyed your show. Let's see if you can do two of them on the way back.”

"Oh, no, Mistress, please not.”

"Be quiet, slave.”

"Yes, Mistress.”

I squatted over the hole and peed. Holly put the gag in my mouth and strapped it tight. She ran her hands over my breasts, rubbing her fingertips in a circle around the nipple. She flicked and tugged on my rings. She flicked the bells making a tinkling sound as the clappers swung. I moaned after the first ding. Holly lowered her right hand to my loins and stroked her fingers up and down my labia lips. Then she took a ring in each hand, left on a nipple ring and right on a labia ring and tweaked both of them at the same time. My breathing became ragged, then gasping. Low moans creeping out of my nose, past the ring and into the night air.

Standing over my urinal, I felt my loins grow hot. My love juices started to flow as Holly played me, her helpless toy, like an instrument. Without warning, the orgasm broke like a tidal wave. Instantly drowning my senses in molten lava. I wilted, my legs relaxing, my head fell forward, my arms and hands spasming, with nowhere to go. When my senses returned I opened my eyes, to see Holly smiling at me.

Holly smiled and said, "Maybe we can get three more,” and led me back to the house, walking fast indeed.

I was miserable at the party. I kept a happy smile on my lips around the gag, but it was so hard. I was on helpless display for hours. My feet hurt in the unaccustomed high heels. My breasts were sore from all the pinching and pulling of my rings by the guests. None of them had ever seen a naked, chained and ringed woman before. Much less been able to touch, fondle, grope, and spank her. I was taken off serving duty soon after the first guests arrived. The guests wouldn't allow me to continue my rounds, ignoring Holly. Lady Anna, saw I was unable to serve her guests. She ordered me secured to a ring on a post near the center of the large living room and took my tray and gag away.

I was showered with questions as I was fondled.” How old are you? “What did you do to be enslaved? “"Are you whipped? “"How do you like it? ““How long have you been here? “"Do you service women too? “"Do the rings hurt? “What is the most difficult thing for you? “"Why do you let them do that? “"Are you chains ever unlocked? “"How long will you be a slave? “"Do you have privacy in your bath? “"Is your collar heavy? “Do your chains hurt? “"How often are you punished? “"How are you punished? “Once I lost my temper with a persistent questioner and snapped, "I can't refuse. I'm helplessly chained. I would only get whipped!”

Holly corrected me with three quick stripes on my bottom and ordered me to apologize. Which I promptly did, of course.

Jack was besieged with requests to help his guests procure their own slave girl. Sizable commissions were offered if he succeeded. One gentleman offered a large sum to persuade Dr. Benoit to enslave his wife. and return her to him as docile, obedient, and sexy as Regina.

I was hurting in several places, but the worst was my pussy. I lost my rose very quickly. The fondling and rubbing of my most sensitive spots had aroused me. I was on the brink of coming when the guests were called to dinner. I was left standing, of course. I cooled a little while the guests were eating but was still aroused. Master Jack released my arms from behind my head and re-locked them in reverse prayer. He unlocked me from the post and Said, "You were appreciated by our guests.” He felt my pussy and said, "You enjoyed their attention, too, didn't you? “

"Yes, Master, “I said.

"Did you come? “he asked.

"No. Master, not yet, “I replied.

"I have invited two couples to stay and enjoy your services, let's go to the drawing room, “said Jack.

I followed my Master to the drawing room. There were five people waiting for them. All had glasses of brandy and there was a large bottle sitting on the table next to my Mistress. Lady Anna and George and Sally and Henry and Louisa. All the people in the room were about the same age. The men in dinner jackets and the women in evening gowns. Jack announced, ladies and gentlemen, you have all met Regina. She is our entertainment tonight. First, she will dance for us. George, Henry, would you move those couches and chairs back so there is plenty of room for her dance.” He went to the Victrola in the corner and started it playing a middle east drum piece. He said, "Regina, you may begin.”

I listened for a moment and moved my feet into the starting position, my left foot slightly forward. Then I lost herself in the dance, catching the rhythm and swaying my hips, my breasts in counterpoint. As the music dictated, I moved my large, firm breasts in a square - up, left, down, right. I moved them in tight, controlled jerks, my bells marking each movement. The next time, I would move them in the opposite direction. My feet kept up a small glide forward then back. Letting me drift around the center of the room, always facing my Master. My hips swaying and my belly moving in and out. All my bells were ringing softly throughout the dance. My nipple bells much louder for emphasis.

When it was over, I was glistening with the sweat of my exertions and knelt before my Master in submission. Everyone clapped loudly and long. Jack said, "Stand and bow, slave, you earned it.”

I complied, proud of my prowess in dance and of my ability to enchant my masters.

Jack said to the group, "She cannot curtsey due to her hobble, so a bow will have to do.” Now, I have a little game in mind. Regina loves being whipped and fondled. It brings her to sexual arousal quickly and she excels at getting orgasms. So, next on our entertainment schedule tonight is a game. we are going to have her stay on her knees and go to each one of you and beg you for a treat or release. Her goal is to get as many orgasms or treats as she can. Your goal is to tease her and give her either a treat or fondle her. Fondling her gets her closer to an orgasm, a treat cools her down. The last one of you to fondle her before she gets an orgasm gets a prize. Since she likes it, a fondle may be done with either one of your body parts or the whip. I have three prizes to award. You can see how close she is to orgasm by her sounds, skin tone, and her pelvic motions. Regina, start with Lady Anna.”

I crawled to Lady Anna, who smiled at me, took off her shoes and said, "Kneeling Display, slave.”

I smiled, spread my knees wide, pulled my shoulders back, and thrust out my nipples. I aimed my best nipple at my mistress' chin. Anna reached out with her stockinged foot and caressed my labia, above the rings. After several passes, she increased the pressure and rubbed her toe against my clitoris. My face grew redder as the stroking continued and I gasped when my clit was touched. I gave a low moan and, terribly, the foot move away. Anna said, "Sally, I've heated her up for you. Have fun.” I was so ready, I needed just a touch to release me to a heavenly orgasm. I kept a smile on her face as I crawled to Sally. I could feel the heat draining slowly as I moved. I hoped Sally was good to me.

Sally, turning to Anna, said, "I want to warm her ass with the whip, what should I tell her to do?“

"Just say, "Punishment position, slave.”

"Punishment position, slave, “ordered Sally. I lifted my ass high in the air, spread my knees, and lowered my head to the floor.” That's wonderfully convenient, “said Sally.” Did you train her to do that? “

"No, Anna replied, “she came to us already trained. We have taught her a couple of new tricks, but she already knew the most useful ones. You will need to be careful with the whip. She orgasms quickly to it. She loves it. You will get more time if you focus on her thighs or breasts. She is most used to her ass being heated.”

"Oh, OK, “Sally said. She made one hard stroke on my ass, causing me to twitch and gasp. Then she gently stroked my labia, feeling for moisture.

” Hunh, “she said, "wet already.” Sally then laid several medium strokes onto my inner thighs and I responded with a small cry at each one. Sally said, "My, it is rather fulfilling to stripe her thighs. She squeals very nicely.” She felt my labia again, then looked at the moisture on her fingers and wiped them on my hair.” About the same, “she said, and gave Me two more hard stripes on my ass. Sally felt my labia again and this time I exploded with a thunderous orgasm. I gasped and moaned loudly, writhing in my pleasure, but holding my position.

” Well, “exclaimed Sally, "She is easily aroused isn't she. I never knew a girl could be that responsive.”

As I moaned and writhed on the carpet, Anna said, “I'm told that every slave girl is conditioned. They are aroused by almost any contact and they are hot and responsive. Dr. Benoit thinks that every woman has a slave mind that can be brought to the front with the right conditioning. I don't believe it is that easy, myself. I've known some strong women.”

Sally responded, "Well you won the first prize. Regina is obviously enjoying her orgasm a lot. I wish my orgasms would be like hers.”

George spoke up, "As much as I like your orgasms, my love, I am seriously considering enslaving you.”

"Not on your life George Halliday, “Sally said, "sure, I would like the orgasms. But I would not like obeying everyone I saw, nor being naked all the time.”

"Are you sure, my love? Regina certainly seems to enjoy her life, “George replied.

Sally laughed, then said, "Slave, are you happier now than before you were enslaved? “

"Regina quickly said, "Yes, Mistress. I was tired, frustrated, and miserable when I was free. Now, I don't worry at all, I am well fed, and receive much pleasure.”

"Do you like what we are doing to you tonight? "Yes, Mistress. My orgasm was wonderful. May I service you? I am told I am quite skillful, and I must do my best to please you or be punished. I would like to give you some of the pleasure I have received.”

"Well, “Jack said, "that is an unexpected offer. If you ladies would like Regina to pleasure you, the gentlemen will retire to the parlor until you are done.”

"Jack, “said Louisa, “not until we have finished the game. I want my turn.”

"Of course, Louisa. There's no rush. More brandy? “

It took twice around and the three women were the winners. The men retired and left the women alone. Anna, as the hostess, stripped off her clothes and suggested that the guests do the same. She said, "no point in soiling our clothes and Regina will have easier access.” Anna took hold of my leash and said, "this is a handy way to ensure Regina gets deep into her work.” She handed the leash to Sally, and said, "You first, dear, Its old hat for me.”

Sally took the leash and said, Regina, I want a good, quick orgasm from you. Follow me.” She led me to a padded armchair and slouched into it. She pulled my nose leash into her pussy and said, "get to work, slave.”

I knelt between her legs and let my head follow the tug on my nose down to the silky sweet prize. I began sucking and licking the moist sex, savoring the hearty musk I had tasted earlier that day. Sally held the leash close to my nose ring, pulling me hard into her sex.” Faster, “she moaned. I remembered my training and followed the program, just as I always had.

I started slowly licking her labia lips. I could feel them growing larger, firmer as I licked. I avoided the inner lips and hard nub of the clitoris. That came later. I listened to Sally's breathing. It was still calm. I kept licking. When her breathing grew loud and quick, I pushed my tongue inside her labia and licked the cunt lips. After a few strokes, I tasted love juices, not much yet, just a taste. I licked harder and faster and the flow of love juices grew into a steady flow. I feasted on the sweet nectar, relishing the taste of aroused woman. I sucked them into my mouth, swallowing continuously. I loved the sweet, salty, yet somehow feminine taste of the intimate flow.

As I savored the taste of this woman, I saw the reason our food was so bland. It made this even more pleasurable. i licked a little faster but saved my best effort to drive my prey over the edge, and I knew her she was not ready yet. Almost, almost, Now. I started licking as hard and fast as I could. She started heaving, gasping, and moaning. I took her clit into my mouth and sucked and licked it hard. Sally was pushed over the edge. I felt her belly convulse with a huge orgasm. Sally’s voice felt lighter than air, mewing and flowing through the air. The orgasm was pushing her up and away, her voice growing softer and more musical, like a lullaby. Her love juices flowed like a river. I sucked in every drop of it, happy to be a part of such joy.

Sally felt her love juices flowing faster and faster out of her sex. She felt every stroke of Regina's tongue. And every exhalation of the slave's warm breath onto her swollen sex lips. She grasped the slave's nose leash tight, pulling her hand into her belly hard. Her other hand was behind Regina's head grasping a lock of her hair. She was aware of every nerve in her body, every muscle, every bone, sinew and blood cell. She was more alive than ever before. Her orgasm was swelling in her belly, slowly, oozing into her sex. Pushing into it, swelling it, making it burn with anticipation. She wanted, needed, Regina to go faster, wanted the orgasm to burst in her. She could almost feel the joy, the ultimate pleasure just over the edge. The edge.

The Edge was so close.” Faster, “she moaned. She needed the release NOW. She felt Regina's tongue speed up.  Her orgasm was ready to break. She squeezed her legs around Regina, her sex lips around her tongue. She felt the slave start sucking and licking her clit and it drove her belly wild. She felt her orgasm slide over the edge and burst inside her. She gasped and moaned at the pleasure. She dropped the leash. Regina knelt back and, smiling with pride over a job well done, watched Sally's glowing face.

Anna took the leash and handed it to Louisa.” Here, “she said, "I'm sure Regina is ready to go.” Louisa pulled me to another chair, pulled me close and said, "I got hot watching you and Sally. Hurry.”

I gave tremendous orgasms to both Louisa and Anna in quick succession. Anna, still holding my leash, said, "that was wonderful Regina. How can you handle five or six orgasms in a row? Just one has drained us.”

I replied, "I was trained by experts, Mistress. I get a lot of practice and have no choice. A slave girl must be flexible, Mistress.”


Chapter 14 - Anna's Choice

Anna said, “Girls, I don't want to dress again. Do you mind the boys seeing us in our skin? We are all young and fit and should be proud of our bodies. Besides, these are our husbands.” Sally and Louisa agreed, and Anna opened the door to the hall and called Jack to come back.

The men entered and found their women standing naked and striking sexy poses for them. The men all grinned and made appreciative comments. Then Jack asked, "Well ladies, did you all experience the benefits of owning a slave girl? “

Anna replied, "She was wonderful and inexhaustible. I think she could do us all again.” Regina smiled, glowing with the only pride permitted a slave girl.

Jack, said, "Then it is time for us to present you each with your prizes. Since each of you won a prize, your husband will present yours to you.” The men went to their wives and escorted each to a different corner of the room. Each man and whispered something in their ear. I knelt in display position, my eyes downcast and so missed much of the ensuing events. Each woman gave a startled exclamation and was soon led back to the center of the room. I could see Sally and Louisa now wore steel collars and their hands were cuffed behind their backs.

Jack was still locking hardware on Anna. Despite her struggles and protests, Anna's wrists and ankles were chained together. They were encircled by cuffs like Mine, but with locks. Her hands were locked behind her and a short chin linked her ankles. Her neck wore a heavy collar like mine and her waist bore a tight steel band. She was much more securely restrained than Sally and Louisa, nearly identical to me. Each man held his wife’s leash.

Jack said, "It is clear that Regina has much stronger orgasms and much longer pleasure than a free woman. Dr. Benoit has observed this phenomenon and believes this is due to the woman being helpless. We will see whether you, will receive greater joy from an orgasm while helpless. The servants have all retired now and your husband and master will now conduct you to the test. Enjoy.”

At breakfast the next morning, all three wives were fully clothed. But they still wore the collars and ate with their hands cuffed in front of them. Anna's feet were still chained. Both Sally and Louisa were bursting with questions about Anna's ensemble.

Sally asked me why Jack had chained me like Regina. I didn't know why. All I knew was that it felt right. I was born to be his slave. Now, what I wanted was not breakfast or conversation. I wanted my rings. I needed to be his full slave. It was like I was nearing an orgasm but couldn't reach it until he controlled and possessed me. I said, "He likes Regina this way, thinks I will like it as much as her, and he would like me this way too.” What I didn't say was that I wanted it too.

Louisa, getting right to the point, asked, "Anna, would you rather be Jack's wife or slave? “

God, I want to be both. I liked being his wife. But after seeing Regina, I crave her life. I want her joy, her obedience, her freedom from obligations. My real answer was that I longed with all my heart to be Jack's slave. I was ashamed of myself. I felt I would be letting down all my friends, every woman in the world. I gave an equivocal answer, "I'm not sure. I like being his wife, I like the status it brings me, I like the nice clothes, but it’s not enough. I love being his obedient, sexy, ravished woman. I even like being punished. The sensations I have when I'm being his slave are overwhelming. You know how food is often better when some spice is added? Well, it’s like that. When I'm a wife, everything is pretty good. When I'm a slave everything is wonderful, even the spicy things. I think actually being a real, permanent slave will be even better.”

Sally smiled and said, "Anna, you look radiant when you talk about being a slave. I hope you get your wish.”

After the guests had departed, Jack and Anna sat in the parlor and talked. Anna was still collared and chained. Jack said, "I planned the events of last night with George and Henry. We consulted with Regina to give you the best experience. How did we do? “

Anna replied, "Jack, that was sneaky and underhanded and we all played right into your hands. I think the drink played a part also. On the other hand, that was the best night and morning of lovemaking I've ever had. I think this collar and these cuffs are fantastic aphrodisiacs. Would you mind if I asked you to leave them on for a while? “

"Why are you and Sally and Louisa still wearing them. You are not in the bedroom now and there is not much chance of immediate sex, “Jack asked.

I guess we are still wearing them because we like the way we feel when wearing them. They don't keep me from doing what is necessary and I love the way they look. Jack, Sally and Louisa wore handcuffs last night. They looked uncomfortable. These fit like they were made for me. How is that possible?

Jack smiled and said, "Anna, love, do you remember I ordered the clothes you wore to Sir Robert's party? Well, once I had your measurements, it was easy to have these made to fit.”

"Jack, “I said, "that was even before we got Regina. Did you want me as your slave even then? “

"Anna, “Jack said, "I had already met Sir Robert's and Dr. Benoit's girls by then. They were quite happy and made their masters ecstatic. Of course, I wanted you and I to be as happy as they were, so I started considering it.”

Jack, I feel like I am your property and I like it. I guess I know a little how Regina feels. Except you can take these off me whenever you like, and she will always wear hers and be your property.”

"Anna, would you like to be my property, just like Regina? “

Anna paused, then said, "Jack, you are already my master and I am your property as well as your wife. I like wearing these cuffs and your collar. They make me feel submissive and they arouse me. I would love being your slave. But I can't compete with Regina for your love. She has been trained and conditioned to be a walking, talking sex bomb. I am not that way, no matter how much I want to be.”

"Anna, you have not answered my question. Would you like to be my property, just like Regina? “Jack reiterated.

"If I could be as good as Regina, yes, I think I would love it as much as she does, “Anna admitted.” But I would die from embarrassment if any of my friends saw me like Regina.”

"No, my love, you would not, “Jack contradicted her.” Regina did not die of embarrassment when you and I saw her.  Whatever embarrassment she felt was overcome by her obedience. I daresay she got over her embarrassment as soon as she orgasmed.”

"Anna, my love, “Jack said, “You were fantastic last night and I love seeing you in the collar and cuffs. I want you to wear them always. Your appearance has given me a stiff cock . You are the most erotic thing I have seen besides Regina.”

"Jack, you can't mean that.” I said, "I can't wear these and still do my work around the estate. And what do you mean Regina is more erotic than I am? “

"I'm sorry, Anna, “said Jack, "but Regina is a full slave. She's been trained.  She is always naked and eager to copulate. She is submissive and obeys totally, and she is always aroused. It’s impossible for any free woman to compete with her.”

"Does that mean you like her better than me, Jack? “I asked.

"Of course not, Anna, I love you. With her it’s just sex and she is always available, and obedient. I lust after her. She's never too busy or doesn't feel like it. She lusts after sex like a moth to a light. You're my love and I respect you. So, the real question is whether you would be happier if enslaved? Think hard about that and if you want it I can arrange it. I will love you either way. If you decide you want to be my slave, there are three things I want you to know. You will receive the same training and equipment as Regina. I will use the same rules for both of you. Once you are a slave, you cannot change your mind. Only your owner has the power to free you.”

I said, "I will think about it. Would you unlock me now? “

"No, not yet. Come with me, “Jack said.

He led me clinking downstairs into Regina's room. Regina was locked in her cage. She was laying on her small bed reading a book. She knelt facing us. Her eyes widened as she saw me wearing a collar and my hands chained in front of me. I knew my ankle chains were hidden by my dress, but I'm sure she heard their clatter, so like her own footsteps. He unlocked my manacles and said, "Remove your clothing.”

"But Jack, I don't want to be naked. Regina is here and what if Stevens comes down? “I pleaded.

"Regina won't see anything new. If you are obedient, I may lock the door. Now strip, “Jack ordered.

I stared at Regina and slowly took off my clothes and dropped them on the floor. Regina's face was serene. Her face showed surprise, worry, joy and finally settled into a knowing smile. I was naked, wearing only shackles and collar. Jack, standing beside the pillory said, "Come here.”

I clattered and clinked to him and he said, "Bend over and put your wrists and neck in place.” I put my neck into the center semicircle and gathered my hair to the right side, away from Regina.  Jack lowered the bar and locked it in place. He removed my shackles, spread my feet and tied my ankles in place.” Now, he said, I'm going to whip you and let you see what Regina feels.”

I heard him moving behind me but saw nothing. He said, "You will receive twenty strokes. Count them out loud and thank me for each one or I will start over. Show proper respect by addressing me as Master.” The next thing I heard was the swish of the whip and my bottom exploded in pain. I gasped at the sharp cut of the whip. It felt like I had been cut in two. I screamed as the pain flowed through my body like fire. I fought my implacable bonds, desperate to escape, but they didn't budge. I pleaded, "Jack, you're killing me I can't bear it. Stop, Oh stop, please, my love.”

Jack said, “Disrespect and no count, should I start over, or would you like to correct yourself? “

I couldn't bear even one more stroke. I wailed, “One, Master, One, Thank you. Please stop. I can't bear it.”

Jack said, "You are under the same rules as Regina. Do you recall the punishment for objecting to a punishment decreed by a master? “

I mentally recoiled. The same rules as Regina. He was treating me as his slave. I had not agreed to that! But what could I do?  I felt myself calming. I knew the rules. I knew Jack was my Master. I knew he loved me. I felt submissive joy. I said, "Master, I did not know what rules I must follow. If I were Regina, my punishment would double for complaining. Please forgive your obedient slave, Master.” I was not sure whether this was a role I was playing, or my new reality, but it didn't matter now.

Jack said, "Since you are new to your slavery, I will forgive you this one time.” Again I heard the whish of the whip and again fire blossomed through me. It hurt, but less than before. I gasped at its embrace of my soul, then I said, "Two, Master. Thank you. May I have another, please? “I knew I had admitted I was a true slave. I had shown my master and my companion in slavery that I had joined her. I felt the joy of the sisterhood of slaves. I knew I would join her in that cage sometime soon. I

I regained my senses and realized I had survived and the overwhelming pain in my ass had subsided. Now it was a dull ache and I was aroused. I could remember reaching twenty and Jack saying he would let me rest. I must have fainted. When I awoke, I could feel my love juices running down my leg. My ass felt a little sore, but much better than I expected.” My God, “I thought, “A whipping does arouse me. I could get used to this.”

I heard Regina say, "Mistress, Master really lit into you. Do you still want to be a slave, now? “

I knew I was already one, even if only in my mind. I turned my head in its confining oak and looked at her. I said, "Regina, I know it sounds silly, but I have been thinking that I might like to be a slave. This was a test of my resolve. If you could, would you like to be free? “

She said, "No, Mistress. I love my life now. I get whipped like you were, but I feel wonderful, I don't have any grief or worry. I'll never get fat, I don't have to worry about money or shopping, and I get more sex than I ever thought possible. The work here is easy and everyone is strict but nice. I've never had it so good. I would like to have my hands free sometimes, but I can do everything I need with these chains, so it’s not important.”

I knew all these things. I guess I just wanted reassurance. I said, "So you think I would like slavery, too? “

She took a minute, and said, "I was married to Master Jack once too. I once had fine clothes, upstanding neighbors, the respect of most people. If I knew then what I know now, I would have riveted my own collar on my neck. The difference in my two lives in indescribable. Despite my chains and rings, I am much freer and happier than before. If I was you, I would cast my clothes aside forever and dive headfirst into my chains.”

She stood and displayed herself to me. She said, "Look at me, Mistress. I am ringed and chained. I am locked in a cage. I have a leash always on me. I am helpless and made to do anything any free person wants, no matter how young or able they are. Yet I know I am beautiful and the mere sight of me brings joy to everyone who sees me. I am everyone's perfect dream of lust fulfilled. I am a sex goddess and loved by all. I am the wet dream of every man and woman. Everyone desires me, and this fills me with joy. To be helpless and yet hold the power to make everyone feel joy is indescribably wonderful. In my submissive obedience I have become a beacon of hope, of longing fulfilled for all who behold me. I am WOMAN. Set your fears aside, Mistress. Of course, you will like being a slave. You are already pretty. Slavery will make you a beautiful goddess and fill you with endless joy.”

WOW. I already loved Regina, but her passion was overwhelming. Even from my strained vantage, she shone like a beacon in the dark room. I couldn't speak. I wanted Jack to come back. I wanted my proper rings and chains. I wanted to be just like Regina.

I couldn't tell how much time passed. My ass was sore, and my loins were hot. My thoughts wandered over the past day’s events. Through my whipping, to my current rampant lust. How could I cope with slavery. I never considered not being enslaved. I was so much more alive when Jack controlled me. Every sensation was extreme. All my past life was drab and colorless.

I mused on how Regina and I would coexist. Would we be chained together at night when Jack didn't want our company? Could Jack forgo both of us? Unlikely, but he could do anything he wanted with us. He might let the servants use us for sport. What would it be like having slave girl to slave girl sex? Who would be dominant. Which of us was the stronger?

I felt my love juices running down my thighs.” God, “I thought, I'm sopping wet just by thinking of sex with Jack and Regina. I really am a hot, randy, slave girl. I wish Jack would come back and have me. I need him in me. I need to submit to him. Now, please God.” She heard the bolts being thrown on the door.” He's back, finally.” I called out, "Master, oh Master. I've missed you.”

Footsteps, slow and heavy. Coming closer. They stop. The heavy, obdurate timber forces me to look only at the wall. A hand is laid upon my ass and strokes it. Finally, Jack says, "You are most beautiful when locked up. The sight of your body forced into immobility to await my pleasure is breathtaking. I would see you thus fixed often. My rod is stiff. Have you found any truths in your solitude, my lady? “

"I have discovered that I am a true slave, Master. I have learned that I desire only to wear your chains and rings. I have discovered that I need your touch. No matter whether it is to discipline me or to use me for your pleasure, but I hope you will enter my body often. I have discovered a need to equal Regina in contest for your love. I want to pleasure you, my Master. It is my hope that you will permit me to have the same training as Regina. That I might be the best slave of my master. I have learned that I want to submit to you, my Master.”

Jack felt my pussy and found it well lubricated. He freed his cock and pushed it into my pussy. I was wet and hot and wide open. He slid in easily and I bucked and moaned. My pleasure was rampant. The slippery friction of him pushing into me and pulling out was driving me crazy. I wanted to come so bad. I swayed my hips back and forth, in a vain attempt to push myself further onto his cock. But the pillory permitted me no play in that direction.

My neck and wrists were fixed and could not move. My legs flexed just enough for him to feel my exertions. He grew inside of me and his thrusts increased in strength and depth. I was sure he was close to coming, but in total control of all the action. He kept up a slow in and out, stretching out the act. I was moaning louder, saying "Now, Master, Please, Now.” I repeated it like a mantra, punctuated by gasps and moans.

He was enjoying the pleasure of the slippery friction. Feeling his member getting larger and he loved controlling Me so completely. I was on the brink of my orgasm but couldn't reach it unless he allowed it. When he tired of the game, he slapped my ass cheeks while he was still deeply embedded in me. Right, Left, Right, Left and we both came together.

After he was spent, he stayed in me, enjoying the feeling of my body spasming around him.  My moans increased when I came and died down as I recovered. Finally, he withdrew and cleaned himself. I still wore his collar and was locked in the pillory, but I didn't mind. It was my chosen place to wait for my Master and just obey.

Jack released me from the pillory. He told me to clean up and I did so. I walked back to him and knelt at his feet. He said, "Submit, slave.” My heart thrilled at the word 'slave' for I knew it to be true. I spread my knees wider and kissed his feet. I remembered what Regina had said when she submitted, then said, “Master, I am Anna, your slave. I am your property forever and will obey you completely in all things. Command me Master.”

Jack said, "Anna. I accept you as my slave. Kneel properly.”

I spread my knees wide, crossed my wrists behind me, thrust my breasts out, and looked at the floor.” Good, “he said, "Stay.” He went to the dresser and took out a handful of chains, meant for me of course. He locked leg irons on my ankles and manacles on my wrists. These were joined by a separate chain. He walked to stand in front of me and said, "Lift your head, “I complied and he locked a chain to the front of my collar. He tugged on the chain and I stood. He led me to Regina's cage, unlocked the door and led me in. My leash was locked to a ring. Regina and I could embrace, but she was kneeling, and I did too.

My Master said, "you may enjoy each other's company for a while. I must tend to business. Enjoy.” He left and locked the cage door.

After he left the basement, we looked at each other, two chained slaves. Locked in a cage and told to enjoy each other. We both smiled, and Regina said, "welcome to your new home my mistress.”

I smiled back and replied, "your mistress no longer. Now I am your sister slave.”

Regina said, "Oh no, Mistress. I am a true slave and my chains are permanent. Yours may be unlocked by Master Jack. I am branded and officially enslaved. Too, I have submitted to you. Now, you are playing the role of a slave, even though you may be a natural slave in your heart.”

I smiled and replied, "I fear not. Your submission to me was dissolved when I submitted to my Master. I am now his slave and I can now own nothing, not even your submission. We are equal, and he will not remove my chains, nor do I want them gone. I am a natural slave and relish my submission. Let us be equals and less than the dust below our master's feet. May I pleasure you my sister slave? “

"Oh, yes, my sister. Pleasure me, “she said, laying back on her chained arms and spreading her legs.

I lowered my mouth onto her pussy and smelled the sweet scent of woman. I used my tongue and lips as she had taught me. I drew it out for long minutes until finally I let her come. The sounds of her orgasm were as sweet as her nectar. Eventually, she raised her head and said, "you were wonderful. You have drained me.” I raised up and looked at her erotic, chained nudity.

I asked, "Am I still your mistress, or just another slave? “

Regina looked me in the eye and said, "Thank you for your love, SLAVE.”

I laughed and said, "You are welcome, SLAVE.” And we both laughed, and I said, "my turn, slave. Pleasure me!” and I lay back on the bed and spread my legs.

..

My Master took Regina and I out of the cage. He said, "Open your mouth, “I did and he inserted a large, red ball gag into it and strapped it tight. I looked up at him, my lips curling happily into a smile around the gag.

"Today my beloved wife, “said Jack, "I am taking you to London to begin training for your new life.”

"The life of my dreams, “I thought, "I hope I'm not making a mistake. Oh, well, too late now.”

He pulled up on my leash and I stood. I looked at Regina and she, kneeling again, smiled and nodded her head to me.


Chapter 15 - Homecoming

"Sir, “said Stevens, "She's here.”

Jack stood up from his desk, "Wonderful. I'll go meet her. Get everyone together in the library in, oh, an hour, to welcome her back. Also, ask Holly to come help me greet her.” "Very good, sir.”

A large yellow and blue covered wagon was parked in the courtyard. Two men were lowering its tail gate when Jack emerged from the house.” Sir Jack Hedley? “asked one of the men?

"Yes,” Jack said.

” Just sign here sir and she's all your, “he said.

”She's already all mine, “he replied, taking the clipboard and looking in the wagon. The other man said, "I have a box of her things for you sir. He handed Jack a box containing the chains she had worn to the asylum.

There were three women in the wagon. He recognized Anna, Sally, and Louisa. They were all in slave attire.  Ankles chained, hands locked behind them, collared and ringed, but otherwise naked. Anna was closest to the back. Jack said, "Welcome back, slaves.” They all responded, "Thank you, Master.”

A heavy chain was threaded through their legs. The second man unlocked the end of the chain from the back of the wagon and told Anna to come to the back. She slid along the bench and the man unthreaded her from the wagon chain. Jack signed the delivery receipt and the second man lifted Anna down and placed her in front of Jack. She immediately went to kneeling display.

"Jack said, "Stand up.” He wrapped me in his arms and kissed me, long and hard. I almost came, standing in my Master's arms. I wanted the kiss to last forever. But with my arms locked behind me, I was unable to prolong it. I just pushed my body against my Master and hoped. The wagon pulled away before he broke the kiss.

I understood that a girl lost all rights, including marriage and inheritance when enslaved. A slave may not own property. She is property. But I still thought of my Master as also my husband. I wonder what he thought of me now that I must obey his every command?

Jack released me, and I assumed the standing display position. He said, "Holly, take my new slave in and freshen her up. You have whip rights over her, but for cause only. I want her clean, and presentable. Fix her hair, shave her pussy, add light makeup, polish all her metal, and add a touch of perfume. Have her in the library in an hour.”

Holly stepped up to me and took hold of my nose leash and said, "One hour, Sir. Come slave.”

Jack followed them into the house carrying the box with Anna's old chains. He put them in a closet just inside the door. He found Stevens and asked, "Stevens, do you remember the ceremony we had for Regina when she met the staff? “

"Yes, sir, I do, “said Stevens.

"Good, would you have someone fetch me one perfect rose from the garden and a long strip of leather. We have a new slave to introduce, “Jack requested.

Stevens smiled broadly and said, "Yes sir, right away.”

Holly took me to the bath we had used for Regina when I was in charge.  She fastened the hanging chain to my collar so it was taut and I had to stand tall to ease the strain on my neck. Holly didn't have to make it so tight. I was here by my own choice! She unlocked my hands and pulled them down and relocked them to the back of my collar, but with my elbows out. Just like I had showed her how to wash Regina.

She used a soapy cloth to scrub me all over, paying particular attention to my breasts and loins. I tried to hold still.  But I couldn't help squirming as the slippery friction of the soapy cloth aroused me. . My nipples grew rock hard and I felt my breasts swell and my skin redden. My labia lips engorged, and my rings spread further apart. They were no longer rubbing together. Holly was well aware of what she was doing to me. I sensed she greatly enjoying her control over me, the former lady of the house, and her aunt.

Holly removed my butt plug. She inserted the enema plug and opened the valve to fill my ass with the cleaning solution. She drained it after a few minutes and repeated it until the drainage was clear. She washed, lubricated, and reinserted the butt plug. I was used to being handled as livestock, but I was still embarrassed to be so handled by my former maid and niece. I didn't dare say anything.” My, how the mighty have fallen, “I thought.

Holly rinsed me off, dried my hair and body, then dabbed perfume on my neck, breasts and labia.” Roses, “I thought.

Holly released my hands and relocked them in reverse prayer position. She took hold of my nose leash, unlocked the hanging chain from my collar, and led me out of the bath. Neither of us had said a word. I was disappointed. I had hoped for a happy welcome home, even if I had become a slave. This felt cold. I was led to a small sitting room near the front of the house. I saw no one on the way. I found Jack and Regina waiting for us. Jack said, "Thank you Holly, leave her here and go to the library. Tell Stevens we will join him in a moment.”

"Yes sir, “she said.

"Anna, “said my Master, "do you remember the welcoming ceremony we had for Regina? “

"Yes, Master.”

"Describe it to me, please, “said Master Jack.

I remembered it well. I had used the occasion to shame Regina before the entire staff. I didn't want to speak about it. Maybe Jack, and Regina, most certainly, would like me to be forced to repeat it. But what choice did I have? "Yes, Master. I put a rose in Regina's pussy and ordered her to submit to everyone and made her ask everyone to beat her with a crop. I meant no harm, Master. It just seemed appropriate to let everyone know how to deal with a slave since none had ever seen one before.” I saw Regina staring at me, entranced. Jack was looking happy.

Jack held up a single rose and said, "like this one? “

"Yes, Master.

I was, of course, in standing display position. Jack walked over to me and deftly inserted the rose stem into my pussy. He said, "I think this will be a perfect way to have the staff learn how to treat the slave who used to be lady of the house. Let's go see them now.” He lifted my leash and led me to the library, Regina followed us.

When my Master inserted the rose into my pussy, I was so ashamed I almost fainted. I remember how startled Regina had looked when I had done it to her. Jack turned me to face the same mirror I had used to let Regina look at herself. He let me look at myself. I saw myself as I saw Regina those months before.

I was stunned. I had never seen myself as a full sex slave with my hair and makeup done. The naked woman I saw in the mirror was exactly what I had seen in my dreams. I was incredibly erotic. My pussy clenched at the sight of me. It was like seeing lust embodied standing before me. The months of strict diet control and exercise had done wonders for my body and posture. My waist was slim, my breasts seemed larger, rounder and firmer than before. There was no fat on my body at all. My neck seemed longer but that may have been an effect of the massive collar riveted on it.

My nipples were swollen and hard. They ached and clutched their rings like they were afraid of losing them. My naked labia lips, pink and engorged, their rings standing away from each other. My hair had always been one of my finer points, now the thick blond waves floated around my head like a corona. My eyes were bright blue and shining. I was proud, proud of my body and I craved the opportunity to show my master how much I could offer him.

The rose was a beautiful addition that set off my coloring beautifully. It matched my lipstick. I knew, I will be horribly embarrassed when the staff sees it peeking out of my pussy. But that was just what was going to happen. I had made Regina stand in front of all the household staff with everything hanging out and a rose in her pussy. Now it was my turn. It wasn't my fault. I was not born that sort of woman. But I had no choice. I must obey my Master. Oh, but I wished I was in his bed.

Master led me to the library and as I walked in, I saw everyone had gathered to see me.

Unlike when Regina was presented, I knew everyone there. I had hired and instructed and corrected most of them. Now I was at the bottom of the heap with Regina. Well. I had asked for this. I must take the bad with the good, and how scrumptious the good was.

Jack said, "You all know Anna. Both Regina and Anna used to be my wives. Now both are my slaves. You will use them to help keep the estate in good condition. Anna oversaw keeping things in good shape while I was away. Now she oversees nothing. She is to be treated the same as Regina, and any other slaves I may acquire. You all have whip rights over both. Use those whips to keep them humble, respectful and obedient. Do not let them orgasm. You may tease them until they beg for release, but do not give it to them. That is my right.

Does anyone have any questions? No, good. Anna will now reintroduce herself to you as a slave, just as Regina did when she arrived. Anna will now go to each one of you and swear to obey you then ask you to show your dominance over her by cropping her ass. He turned to me, hung the crop on my nipple ring, and said, “Go, slave.”

I went to the nearest person, Maude, and said, I am Anna, the slave of Master Jack. I will obey you in all things. Please crop my ass Mistress Maude to show your dominance over me. The woman replied, with pleasure, slave. She unclipped the crop from my nipple ring and said, "Punishment position.” I bent over and lowered my head as far as I could. It hurt. I groaned but didn't move. I said, "Thank you, Mistress Maude.” The woman said, "Display position. I sprang up and thrust my breasts out for her. She smiled and hung the crop back on my nipple ring.

I went all around the room, begging everyone to crop me. I was blushing crimson the whole, long journey. This was so humiliating. Of course, I knew I was a slave and beneath every person there. But still, to carry my means of punishment with me to more than twenty people I had known for years as their employer. To ask them to stripe my helpless, nude body was awful.

This was my introduction to the abject subjugation part of being a sex slave. Master Jack watched the proceedings with a smile on his face. I'm glad he was enjoying the spectacle, because I sure wasn't. As I recalled, he smiled when Regina was similarly greeted. Maybe men just like to see a woman being humble and whipped, or maybe just the ones he owns. Or maybe Jack regards this as being a valuable training to teach his slaves their place. If so, then he is correct. I will not forget my place after this, at least not for a long time.

Life on the estate soon settled into a routine. Regina and I shared a slave’s duties and our master's bed, sometimes together. For me it was my dream life. All my former worries and concerns vanished. I had only to obey my orders and give pleasure to all who demanded it. In return, I received more pleasure than I thought possible.

My master had a large addition constructed which we all called the slaves quarters. It had a large sunken bath filled with warm water and a wide sunny area covered with carpets and pillows. We slaves were never permitted to use chairs, so there were none in this room. Of course, all the windows were barred and there was only one locked door, but it was ours.

About a year after my return, Jack gathered the staff together, including his slaves. He announced, "I wanted everyone here to know this as soon as possible. Parliament has just passed a law making female slavery legal in England. It has announced the existence of the female slave program. So girls, you are now public knowledge and may be taken out in public.  New laws permit any woman over eighteen to declare herself a slave. All women convicted of a crime are to be enslaved.

I am going to host a large garden party in a month to introduce the current slaves in the county to the rest of society. This will get any shocks out of the way early.  Anna, I want you to make a list of all your friends in Cornwall. Include Sally and Louisa. I will make sure that all the other slaves Dr. Benoit has placed in the county are invited. Stevens, I expect there will be several hundred people here, so start making plans. You may use outside caterers of course.

I looked at Regina and swallowed nervously. All my friends. I had dreaded this day but knew it would come. Perhaps my Master was correct, and it was best done quickly. In any case there was no point in worrying, I couldn't do anything about it except follow orders. I was sure I would be ashamed, but no one cared about that, after all I was just property now, no matter what I used to be. And who knows, maybe more of my friends would join us by then. Certainly, Sally and Louisa had realized how inviting it was.

Regina and I worked hard for the next month, preparing for the party. Much of our hardest work, was outside pulling carts of dirt, trash and plants around. Every morning we would have bits strapped in our mouths, so the drivers could better control us. Sometimes the carts would be so heavily loaded we couldn't pull it up small hills or bumps. then one of the men would help push the cart. It was hard pulling with our hands locked behind us. But there were long rests as the carts were loaded and unloaded.

The water boy often gave us water. I think he rather enjoyed the job since his hands were all over our girl parts every time he gave us water. Because of our bits, we would tilt our heads back and he would ladle a dipper full in our mouths. At least half would run down my body. It felt good, cool and refreshing. When we worked outside Stevens would fasten bells to our rings. We were very noisy, but that was the idea, I suppose. The water boy had to use both hands to pour the water into our mouth. one to hold the ladle, the other to move our nose bells out of the way so some would get into our mouths.

We also worked inside, polishing and cleaning and scrubbing. Always with our leashes locked to a ring or post. The staff made sure our hands were locked behind our backs before unlocking our tethers. There was never a moment when we were able to walk around without someone holding our leashes. Of course, we didn't want to escape but the staff was taking no chances. I often thought they enjoyed having a naked, helpless women, on a leash. We were like a pet animal, especially one who had fallen from the pinnacle of their world.

I was surprised one day when I was brought in the front door by Stevens. As we came in I saw Maude standing in the entry, obviously surprised by our entry. There was a box at her feet and she had my old collar and leash out, holding it to her neck, looking in the mirror. Stevens said, "thinking of crossing over, Maude? “

She blushed furiously and said, “was just curious, Mr. Stevens.”

"Well, if you are serious, talk to Regina, Anna, and Mr. Hedley, “said Stevens.” They will understand.”

Both Regina and I were docile and obedient. It would have been futile to struggle as well as painful. We were perfect slaves, always cheerful, obedient , and respectful. For my part, I found it came very easily. I enjoyed being subservient to all these people who held the power of the whip over me. When someone led me around by the nose my pussy became very wet. Many times, the shining evidence of my arousal ran down my thighs and was noticed by others. I always blushed when it was discovered, but I couldn't help it and I never had any clothing to hide it. The girls were quick to snigger at me. They would discuss my leaking among themselves as I was held still for them to observe. They teased me unmercifully, trying to get a rise from me, but I knew they held the whip.

A favorite game of theirs when my secretions were noticed was to fetch one of the dogs to "clean me up.” The dogs loved this job. It got so that whenever one of them saw me, it would run to me and start licking my pussy, whether wet or not. All of them were big enough to knock me over and when it sat on my ankle chain I couldn't move. Of course, my pussy became wet as soon as it was licked, and the dog would stay and feed until someone pulled it away. If I was near the kitchen, someone would get a bone or piece of meat and slide it deep into my pussy. The dog would get its nose way, way inside me to pull it out. I was especially still when this occurred. I wanted to minimize the chance I would get nipped inside by those sharp teeth. Boy, was it embarrassing, especially as I could do nothing about it when my hands were locked away. Everyone around would laugh at me and offer useless suggestions. Talk about a self-fulfilling prophecy.

The day of the party finally arrived. The invited slaves were brought in early morning. Te guests were expected to start arriving by late morning. I was surprised by the number of slaves. I had only known of four but twenty more arrived by 8 am. We all were paired up with another slave by the simple expedient of locking our nose leashes together. Then we all worked on each other's hair and makeup.

Sally and Louisa were brought in early since they lived close by. I didn't know anyone else until one of the very last girls was Helen. I had only known her for a few months. She was very quiet and petite with wavy black hair and a porcelain complexion. She was one of the prettiest girls I knew. It was a shock to see her led in as a slave. I assumed she was a volunteer since she was an upstanding neighbor. But I was wrong. I got to speak to her before we were put into coffle. She had been a leader in the suffragette movement. She was convicted of disturbing the peace. Unfortunately for her this was just after all female criminals were sentenced to slavery. She had just finished her training and had only recently been returned to her former husband.

When we were done we were all put in a coffle by locking our nose leashes to the back of another slave's collar. I was the lead girl and Regina was second. Holly took hold of my leash and led us out into the garden. My leash was locked to a ring on a post at the edge of a patio. We were instructed to kneel facing the patio. A long chain was locked to the collar of the last girl. I couldn't see where it was fastened, but I was sure it was locked somewhere immovable.

Soon my Master came out to the patio at the head of a throng of people dressed for a garden party. There were many gasps and gesticulations at the naked slaves lined up for their viewing. 

My master stopped them at the edge of the patio and welcomed them to the party. He explained that he is hosting them to explain about the practice of slavery for women. He introduced Dr. Benoit as the father of the movement. He told them that the Doctor would tell them why he started it and would take questions afterward.

Dr. Benoit told them about the disturbed women and how he decided on slavery as a treatment. He explained how the slaves and their owners reacted. He explained the financial aspects. Finally, he reviewed the current laws. He then answered questions for a few minutes then turned the platform back to my Master.

Master Jack came over to Regina and I. He explained that we belonged to him. Regina because she was assigned to him by Dr. Benoit and that she had a criminal past. He explained that I was his wife when we received Regina and that shortly after that, I asked to be enslaved.

He moved to Louisa and Sally and explained that they too, had asked to be enslaved after seeing Regina. He then had the other owners come up and explain about their slaves. After they finished, Master Jack asked each owner to take their slaves and circulate. Each owner unlocked their slaves and led them away. Master Jack took Regina and I to one side of the patio and locked both our leashes to a post. He said, “Talk to anyone you want. Remember you are my slaves and I want to be proud of you. I need to circulate and will return shortly. He walked briskly away.

As soon as he left, Mr. and Mrs. Anderson, our closest neighbors walked up. She said, Anna, is it true? Did you ask to be a slave?

I said, "Yes, Mistress I did ask for Master Jack to enslave me.”

"But why? “she asked, "I always thought you were happy.”

Yes, Mistress, “I answered, "I thought of myself as happy too. Until we got Regina, “motioning to her.” Then I saw how unbelievably happy a naked, helpless woman could be. After a month of that, I decided that was what I wanted, too.”

Then, Alicia, the Anderson's daughter spoke up. She asked, "do you have to do what anyone says? “

I said, "Yes, Mistress.”

Alicia said, "I want you to bark like a dog.”

I responded, "Yes, Mistress, BARK, BARK.”

Mrs. Anderson said, "That's enough, Alicia, go and play.”

The rest of the evening was much like that. Many people I knew came up and talked to me. Most were kind, all were amazed at what I had done. Several of the men were very appreciative of Regina and my chained nudity.

One man approached us and stopped to talk. He didn't stare at any one part of us, but rather, seemed to like the whole package. He asked, "Like a drink? “

I said, "Yes, Master, and I'm sure Regina would too. But, there's a problem. No hands.”

He smiled and said, "No problem. Don't go away.” He turned and walked toward the bar.

"Smart ass. Don't go away! Sure, “said Regina.

I said under my breath, "Don't complain. He may bring us some drinks. I'm thirsty and he looked nice. He sure can't expect to get us in bed tonight.”

He did return, carrying three drinks on a tray. He said, “I brought you both Scotch. OK? “

We both said, "Thank you, Master.”

He set the tray on a table and brought one drink over. He said, "tilt your head back, “and lifted my leash out of the way. He placed the glass to my lips and tilted t just right for me to take a long drink, several small sips at a time. It burned and was wonderful.

When he removed it I said, "Thank you so much, Master. I needed that.”

He repeated the process for Regina.

He said to us, "I hope you won't be offended if I compliment you on your wonderful breasts. I have never seen so much natural beauty so well adorned.”

We both demurred.

He said to me, “I heard Jack say you have been his slave only for a couple of months. You have remarkable poise for such a short time.”

I responded, "Master, I was trained intensively after I volunteered. I have been back about two months.”

He asked, "Do you think there is any chance Jack would rent either of you to me for a night? “

Regina and I looked at each other. I thought it would be fun, but I said, "Master, you must ask Master Jack, but I don't think so.”

"Oh well, “he said, "I wouldn't let you if you were mine, either. But I guess it won't hurt to ask.” and he sauntered away.

We must have talked to a hundred people that night, but none so memorable as the nameless stranger. I never did hear from him again and my Master never mentioned an offer to rent me. Oh, well.

I soon gave birth to a lovely baby boy my master named 'James'. Regina produced a girl 'Sybil', and I followed with another girl, 'Jennifer'.

Male society soon decided it liked having women as slaves rather than partners. Regina was a murderer and she cost a lot to imprison. Then Dr. Benoit discovered that slavery would cure her. I was allowed to declare myself a slave because my master knew Dr. Benoit. After that, all women convicted of a crime were enslaved. Soon, many women saw how happy the slaves were and wanted that happiness for themselves. Of course, men were happy to oblige.

Maude committed to slavery soon after Jennifer was born. She joined us in calling Jack, 'Master' since she had no man of her own. She returned from training equipped identically to Regina and I.

By the time our children were teens all females were enslaved when they reached eighteen years of age. They became property of their fathers, or if he was dead, property of their nearest male relative. Fathers sought young men who would be good masters for their daughters. Sales were negotiated. The women had no say in the matter. Much like arranged marriages except the women had no say.

Regina's chains and rings were required because she was a criminal. Mine were optional because I volunteered. I only had to wear a collar with my master's name and address on it, a nose ring, and ankle chains. But Masters may do anything they want with their slaves, just like the rest of their property. Master Jack wanted me chained and ringed identical to Regina. He made sure we were treated identically by the staff. He once said to me that we were both his slaves and both his ex-wives. He recalled me telling him I wanted to be a better slave than Regina so he had provided a level playing field.

I often saw him looking at one of us like a cat watching a mouse. I think all men would like to see all women chained and kneeling at their feet. I admit I think that's where I belong, and Regina says the same for her. But it would be nice to have my hands free like the other volunteered slave girls on the estate. Which is everyone, now.

I thought that all slaves would be equal, and maybe they are, elsewhere. In Master Jack's house, though, Regina and I are the low slaves. Everyone else, even the other slaves, had whip rights over us. He said it was because we were both his ex-wives and he liked this arrangement. Said it made us even more submissive. It’s not fair. I volunteered. The other slaves even get to move us around and have the keys to our chains. They may wear collars, but they act like they are our Mistresses. And we have to treat them as our Mistresses or be whipped! My master can be a jerk, sometimes.

So basically, I was always chained to something solid or locked in a cage. Even when I was working and chained to a ring, someone was always watching me. Jack trusted his other slaves to control Regina and I but didn't trust his ex-wives. I guess I couldn't blame him, but neither Regina or I wanted to escape. We were happier than ever before.

A normal day began and ended with Jack whipping both of us. We were taken us to Heaven with multiple whip orgasms followed by one with him. Last night he fucked me to a stupendous orgasm in the dungeon and I spent the night chained to a ring at the foot of his bed. Regina and I both sleep in his bedroom with the one he fucked getting to sleep with him in bed. The other sleeps at the foot of the bed with her nose leash locked to a ring. The lucky one has her leash locked to a ring in the headboard. He switches us the next day. Our hands were always locked in reverse prayer when we slept or when he had us.

Our whippings were ceremonial affairs and Jack usually had Stevens help. Jack would whip one of us and Stevens the other. They would alternate between orgasms. When Jack thought we were ready, he would fuck one of us standing up. Stevens would lower the chain holding the other's hands down and have her bend over.  Then he would fuck either the mouth or ass. I preferred the mouth, both of them tasted yummy. I could eat their cum all day. I would probably get fat and be exercised harder, but it would be worth it.

James was Master Jack's and my son. He quickly learned that he, too was my master. From when he was twelve until about sixteen he rather enjoyed having Regina and I to play with. He was learning about sex. It was the most humiliating time of my life. He had one of us in the pillory every day and practiced incessantly with the whips and canes laying about. He learned to love whipping us to orgasm and would sometimes keep us thrashing and moaning for hours. He enjoyed developing creative ways to give us pain. Never too bad, but enough to keep us very submissive.

He experimented with spring clamps and weights and springs on our rings and nipples. I spent several very uncomfortable afternoons wearing a diaper loaded with stinging nettle leaves. A favorite torture was to take Regina and I on a long walk around the garden. He led us by our nose leashes. Before we started he would fit us with a thin leather strap. He would clip it on to the rear ring of our waist bands, run it between our legs, and buckle it snug in front. It pulled tight into our pussies, between our labia lips. It hurt to walk, but we would orgasm every thirty feet. He wouldn't stop for our orgasms, but just kept walking slowly forward. We gasped and moaned and stumbled along trying to keep our leashes slack.

Master Jack had forbidden James from having intercourse with us, but anal or oral sex was OK. It was unbearably humiliating to be forced into any kind of sex by my son, but there was no option for me. The first couple of times, I refused to cooperate. He would just lock me in the pillory, whip me fiercely, and have his way with me. After a few of these sessions I cooperated. Regina never had the mother issue and always cooperated. After getting over my problem, we both enjoyed his attentions. At least they were much more pleasant than the painful play.

One fine spring day, Regina, Sybil, Jennifer and I were in the slave's quarters, just talking. Regina and I were, of course, chained, collared, and ringed. Our permanent nose leashes dangled in front of us. Sybil and Jennifer, although our daughters, were free. They were free and we had to obey their every command. Regina and I were kneeling on cushions, enjoying the sun. Jennifer and Sybil were reclining naked on cushions, which they would not let us do. Their father's order was that his slaves could only kneel or lay flat.

Both girls had training chains locked on their ankles. This was customary when a girl reached sixteen, so they could learn to walk gracefully in them. Sybil was almost eighteen and Jack said he had a potential master lined up for her. Nothing definite yet, but promising. Sybil had just been fitted with a collar and wrist chains, so she could get used to their feel. Sybil was trying to convince Regina that it was time for her to have her rings installed.” But mom, I will have them when I turn eighteen and that's only a few months away. All the girls in my class have them now. I'm the only one who can't practice. My friends all say they feel wonderful and I love the way they look on you and Anna. Please talk to Father and see if I can get them? “

Jennifer chimed in, "Please Regina, Mother, you too. Father will listen if both of you tell him its the right time. Besides, I want my rings too. Even in my class, several girls already have them. They look wonderful and they make you feel all bubbly inside.”

"Jenny, “I said, "how do you know any girls who have rings already? Surely they are covered by your clothes. Don't tell me they have nose rings too!"

"Mother!” said Jennifer, “you know a girl doesn't get a real nose ring until they are enslaved. Some of the older girls have smaller 'training' rings in their noses. It lets them become accustomed to the weight and feel. They say it is a very strange sensation at first and does take getting us to. The girls who have the other rings are proud and open their clothes to show us. And when one of us is bad they have to spend all day naked.”

"Sybil, Jennifer, “I said, "You know Regina and I have no say at all in anything. We are slaves, just as you will soon be. You must learn well that your opinions, desires, and feelings are not important. To anyone, and soon, not even to you. Becoming a slave was the most terrifying, rewarding, and scary thing I have ever done. You fortunately, will be spared my anguish because you have no choice. Stop whining.”

Sybil asked, "Anna, we both know what it means to be a slave and we're ready. But what did you mean when you said you were scared about becoming a slave. Did you have a choice? “

"Yes, Sybil, I did. Neither Regina nor I were born to be slaves. When we were young girls we did not have to 'be' anything. All women were free. We could choose a profession, go to school , marry or not, travel the world. Then slavery for women was started and Regina was one of the first. She didn't have a choice. She came to live with your father and me. I saw how much better her life was than mine and I asked to be a slave. It was a wonderful decision for me. Soon after that the ability to choose to be a slave or not was taken away from us. Now all women are slaves. But it has been good for us. You know, when I was a young woman, one of the most discussed things we girls talked about was our diets. We all were worried about getting fat. Now look at us. Regina and I are as slim and fit as you teenagers. Of course, the food we ate then was full of sugar and fat and starches and tasted wonderful. Now we get the same 'slave porridge' every meal. We have no desire to eat it, but we must or be punished. And we are forced to exercise. I can't count the number of miles I've pulled carts and buggies.

"But mother, “asked Jennifer, “who took it away? Was it father? "

"No, Jenny, “I said. It was men, all men.”

"Why did they do it, mother, asked Jennifer?

"Jennifer, Sybil, “I said. You know men are larger, stronger, faster than women. You also know all about reproduction. Women have babies. Both men and women are necessary. Both men and women get great pleasure from sex. For most of human life men made things. they fought, they created civilizations and tore them down. Women have always been submissive to the greater strength and power of men.  If we weren't they would force us to do what they wanted anyway. Everything women had, we got from men. Mostly it was a good arrangement. Women learned how to use our beauty, and sex to get men to protect us and care for us. We took care of the home and had babies.

Then, when I was young, society invented many new things that gave women more free time. Time away from our traditional duties. Some of us decided to try and win more concessions from men. Like the right to vote and equal pay with men. We agitated for the right to control our own lives. Some women became strident, started marching in the streets. They accused men of intentionally holding us back. Men simply became tired of this and put us down, not only back where we were, but below that. Now we are all slaves and must obey men, our masters. We are back where we used to be. Before 'modern' changes in society drove us away from our nature. Men protect us, house us, feed us, make us comfortable, and give us immense pleasure. The price they charge us is obedience, availability, pleasure, and respect. It’s not a bad deal for any of us. I am much happier than I was before I was a slave. You too will like it.

Sybil said, "Slaves, you have changed the subject. While history is fascinating, what is, is. Both Jennifer and I want our rings. We want them now, so we can feel closer to our friends and be more attractive to our future masters.

Anna, Regina, you are our mothers, but you are also our slaves and must obey our command. Talk to Father and ask him to have nipple and labia rings put in both of us.”

Regina and I looked at each other, knelt and said, "Yes Mistress.” I said, "Mistresses, one of you must open the door, we cannot.”

Sybil said, "Slaves, stand and face the door.” Regina and I obeyed promptly. We had both felt the sting of Sybil's whip. We knew both girls enjoyed making us dance to the whip. Even though we gave birth to them, they hit hard and enjoyed it. They enjoyed any excuse to make us howl. They both told us frequently that they enjoyed making us dance and shout. They also knew it would happen to them after they were enslaved. A couple of times recently they had their friends over and everyone enjoyed playing with us. We had to dance for them and they made us lick their pussies until our tongues were sore. We were whipped by all of them for imagined infractions. Anyway, we mothers were obedient to our daughters.

Sybil locked our hands to the back rings of our waistband and let us out to go find our master.

As ordered, Regina and I went to Master Jack's office and found him sitting at his desk reading some papers. We knelt on the carpet facing him and waited for him to look at us. He looked up.

"Master, we have been ordered to speak with you by your daughters. May we speak? “I asked.

Good morning my slaves, Jack said, "What do our children wish? “

"Master, both Sybil and Jennifer ask to have their nipple and labia rings installed. They claim that many girls at school have them and they feel left out. I remember that peer pressure is strong at their ages, “I said.

Regina chimed in, "Master, Sybil is seventeen and a half. She will be formally enslaved in six months. It is perhaps best that she receives her rings now so she is comfortable with them when they are made permanent. Jennifer is very young for them.”

Jack looked thoughtful and said, "Yes, Sybil may have her rings put in. I will take her into town tomorrow morning and have it done. I will also have a gromet and a training ring put in her nose with a leash. I guess she should have a training version of the rest of her gear. Tell her to expect to return tomorrow with everything you two have. Start her sleeping with her hands locked behind her. Is there anything else? No, return to your quarters. You are both looking lovely today I will spend the evening with the family. I want to discuss the upcoming Slave's Day festivities with you, pass the word, please.”


Chapter 16 - Consequences

Jack dressed in his Sunday best. It was the same clothes he wore when he received his knighthood. His son, James, drove the carriage while Jack waved to the crowds lining the route. Four of his slave girls pulled the carriage, His two former wives in front and Maude and Holly in the rear. All of them were in their dressy pony girl tack. Their headgear had tall, ostrich feather plumes in white. When they moved the plumes danced above their proud heads and the bells on their rings jingled. Jack was the Grand Marshall of the Slave's Day (formerly Mother's Day) Parade.  A coffle of ten more slave girls of his estate was fastened to the rear of his carriage. They were all volunteer slaves, so their hands were just cuffed in front. The rest of their gear was standard. 

All had bells on their nose and nipple rings. last on the coffle were his two daughters, Sybil and Jennifer, and almost old enough to be enslaved. They wore thin summer dresses and light walking chains on their ankles. Their collars were locked to the coffle, but their hands were free. Each carried a basket, overflowing with flowers they would toss to the onlookers. Some of the men from his estate flanked the coffle.

Jack said, "Jim, you are old enough to have your own slave girl. Have you got your eye on anyone in particular? “

James replied, "No, father. I've gone to the dances and shows but I haven't seen anyone I like a lot. You've never told me why you prefer slave girls to free women. Don't you like them? “

"Jim, “his father said, "I love women. I think every man should own one. I like most women I've met. As a matter of fact, I was married to both those lead slaves you're driving. It turns out that both are much happier as slaves than they ever were as free women. When we got Regina, back in the days when slave girls were very rare, your mother saw how happy Regina was and compared it to her own life. She decided she would rather be my slave than my wife.”

"Father, asked James, “why did she want to change? Why wasn't she happy being your wife? “

"Jim, “said Jack, "female slavery has been common throughout the world as far as we have records. But it was not common in England or most of what we called the civilized world. Civilization gets more complex every year. Up until a hundred years ago, there were only two kinds of people in England, rulers and slaves. Oh, we called them something else, but society was so simple that we only needed two kinds of people. Then we outgrew that, and the ways men and women related got more complex. For some women it got so complex that they became less free. They had more demands on their time and got less and less pleasure from life. So many women got in trouble and were put in jail that it was a strain on society. Then Dr. Benoit, a good friend, discovered a way to return these unfortunate women to society. He trained them to be obedient and good at giving and receiving pleasure - mainly through sex. Anyway, Regina was one of the first slaves. When she came to live with us, your mother saw how happy Regina was and decided to give up her life as my wife. She decided to adopt the much more erotic life of my slave.

The world has changed quite dramatically since then.  It was due to the determination of Dr. Benoit to help these women. Despite what society then thought was right. It turned out women were desperate for the hedonistic pleasure slavery could give them. It began with a few violent women. Female slavery turned out to be the cure for many of society's ills. Parliament soon imposed slavery for any female convicted of a crime.  It was ruled that once a female became slave, it was permanent, and she lost all human status. Marriage was dissolved. No inheritance to or from a slave was permitted. Owners could sell or give them away. In effect they had the status of livestock.

In the past most women got satisfaction from home life. As we became more industrialized many women became dissatisfied. We had marches with thousands of women demanding more fulfilling lives. The wanted equal pay with men, the right to vote, the right to own property. Their demands were trying. Many women became strident and abusive. Even though they were much better off than their ancestors. Many of the leaders of these women's groups were so angry that they committed petty crimes. Once they were enslaved, their anger was silenced. After limited slavery was instituted many women envied the slave girls. They started committing petty crimes so they could be enslaved. The men were ecstatic. Once this was understood, the law was changed.  Any female over the age of 18 could declare themselves slave. They became the property of their father or husband. Any man could take ownership of the woman if she had no husband or father. If a woman was enslaved , and there was not a man to take custody of them, they were auctioned after training. Shortly enslavement became mandatory for girls eighteen or older. Which is where we are today. Your sister Sybil will be enslaved in less than a year. It is my task to find a suitable man to but her. I may have someone now.

The number of female slaves skyrocketed. Sir Robert created a chain of training schools for slaves and did very well. I started designing tools and equipment for putting the chains and rings on slaves. My most popular tool is almost fully automatic. A girls hands and feet are put in the machine. It measures her, selects the proper length for her bonds and in less than two minutes she is fully chained. The collar has to have her name and registration number stamped on it.  Then it is riveted on her in another couple of minutes. The rings are semi-automatic. The technician positions the inserter, loads the proper ring, and pulls the trigger. The flesh is pierced, the ring inserted, and closed hydraulically. Where it took more than two hours to fit Regina and Anna, now it takes less than ten minutes.

Someone had to develop a more rapid way to fit a girl. We were swamped with girls in the first couple of years. There was up to a ten-month waiting list. Now, almost all the women in the UK are enslaved.  All of Europe and the United States jumped on the bandwagon. Its over ninety percent in Asia. Now every country in the world uses enslavement for most women's crimes. And more than sixty countries permit voluntary enslavement.

Slaves are not permitted to vote or marry. As a result, voluntary enslavement has become more attractive to many women. Since slaves are also not permitted to vote. mandatory female enslavement easily became law. The last time I saw any statistics, less than one quarter of the women in the world are still free. 

Look at the young women in the crowd. You'll notice all of them watching this parade have bare breasts and are wearing ankle chains. even though they have not been enslaved. Not because they have to.  Free girls want to find a good man to bid on them when they are collared. They are showing off their bodies and the ankle chains show any observant men that they are diligent. They are practicing so they will be graceful when a master takes them.

James, when I was your age, men and women did not get along well. Men had forgotten that biology had made us dominant and women submissive. Anyway, we were always at odds with each other. Pubs, places where men went to drink alcoholic beverages after work, were quite popular. Brothels or whorehouses, where women sold the use of their bodies to men, were also popular. Pubs have mostly gone away and brothels are completely gone. Men are much happier going home to their slaves after work than to a drinking establishment. As a matter of fact, sales of alcohol are much diminished too. Men are much happier now, when their women are obedient, happy and always ready for sex. Dr. Benoit rediscovered that women were, on the whole, happier when controlled by men. He instituted female slavery to help some disturbed women under his care. Other women discovered how happy and content women became when dominated by men. Female slavery is now the preferred norm in almost all of the nations of the world.

Another important thing for you to learn is to never trust a woman. Women have been subject to men for a long, long time. They have developed a talent for getting men to do things for them. We must make sure we only listen to women when it suits our purposes. Once you have decided on a course of action do not let a woman's advice sway you. Unless cold logic suggests they may be correct. Always listen to your women because they are intelligent. They may see things you did not, but be very cautious of their motives.

It is, now, truly a human world. Not all women will be happy as a slave to men, but most are. Not all men want to own a woman, but most do. Life is great for men.”

James said, "Faster, “in a loud voice. He shook the reins leading to the bits in his mother's and Regina's mouths. He flicked his whip on his mother's buttock. The team sped up, moving in perfect unison. Their plumes waving in the air and their tails swayed with the rolling motion of their buttocks.

Jack's heart swelled with pride in his beautiful wives, displayed in all their glory for the town to see. They really were the finest, most obedient girls ever.

Anna and Regina glowed with joy and pride. They loved showing off for all the town to see. They knew they were beautiful and desired by every man who saw them. They belonged to the finest estate in the county and were role models for every girl who saw them.

Life was great for women

The End
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