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PROLOGUE

In 1903, the Women's Social and Political Union (WSPU) split from the non-militant suffragettes. They were frustrated at the lack of progress.

WSPU members were repeatedly arrested so they started hunger strikes. Force feeding raised a public backlash. The Prisoners Act 1913  allowed the release of suffragettes  close to death. Officers could re-imprison them again once they were healthy. The WSPU organized an all-women security team, the Bodyguard, to protect fugitive suffragettes.

The WSPU launched a heightened campaign of protest in 1912 targeting property. They smashed shop windows, burned stately homes, and bombed public buildings including Westminster Abbey. They burned churches and houses.  Including that of Chancellor of the Exchequer David Lloyd George. Suffragettes smashed windows of upscale shops and government offices. They cut telephone lines, sent letter bombs, and destroyed greenhouses at Kew gardens. On 18 July 1912, Mary Leigh threw a hatchet at Prime Minister Herbert Henry Asquith.

On 9 March 1914, 40 militant suffragettes, brawled with  police constables arresting Emmeline Pankour. The next day Mary Richardson  attacked Diego Velázquez's Rokeby Venus with a meat cleaver.

In Total Control 1 : By Force.   Dr. Benoit's asylum is overrun by pretty, educated young women convicted of violent crimes.  He discovers that enslaving them cures the frustrations driving their crimes. The government learns that the women are happy, and cheaper for them. Enslavement also solves the problem of hunger striking suffragettes.  Trained as sex slaves they are distributed to wealthy individuals. Regina is one of the first. She 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.

In Total Control 3: Militants. In 1913 suffragette militancy causes £54,000 worth of damage, £36,000 in April alone. Arrest and prison does not stop the crime spree.  The government fights back by enslaving the leaders of the suffragettes. The heart of the equality movement is erased while its leaders learn the joys of sexual slavery.


Chapter 1 - Frustrations

In 1911, Dr. Benoit demonstrated the efficacy of his method of total control. His pilot program trained more than one hundred convicted female felons. He used methods developed over centuries in the middle East.  His patients all responded far more strongly than he hoped.  They began as angry, desperate women barely in touch with reality. They became sensuous, loving women.  They became incredibly obedient, ardent lovers. They craved the satisfaction of pleasuring their new masters.  They were placed with wealthy individuals.  The large estates and dedicated staff were essential to security and privacy.  The existence of this was still a government secret.  He presented his radical program and its superb results to parliament in closed sessions.  He was enthusiastically supported by every one of these powerful individuals. The timing could not have been better. 

Suffragists had argued for voting rights for women for years.  Some activist suffragists had undertaken a program of arson.  They attacked public buildings and stately homes.  They claimed they did not want to harm people but no one believed them.  The suffragists began hunger strikes which garnered increasing public support.  Dr. Benoit's program seemed heaven sent to members of parliament.  Here was a way to permanently stop the terrorism.  It saved the cost of incarcerating the women. And it was enthusiastically supported by the Church.

12 March 1912. WSPU headquarters

Emmeline Pankour addresses a meeting. "Ladies, our arguments have been ignored by the government. It is time for stronger action. We will no longer accept being ignored. The action committee has proposed a campaign of property damage and demonstrations until the government takes meaningful action. We will injure no person." Cheers erupt. "The committee has prepared a list of possible targets. These places are empty at night and they are prominent.

I know that you have all volunteered to risk arrest and punishment to advance our cause. Now is the time to stand tall. Go now and meet with your team captains. We have a busy and important few weeks ahead of us.  Remember secrecy is paramount.  If the authorities learn of our activities before we are ready, we will all go to prison.  Our cause will falter."  She left the podium and exited through a side door.

She met a young, light blond woman in the anteroom. "Let's go home, Ingrid.  The others must stay and organize."

"Yes, ma'am.  Your carriage and driver are ready outside."

27 April 1913. Parliament

Disgusted by Suffragette crimes, Parliament passed the Female Criminal Reform Act.  It authorizes the imposition of slavery for women convicted of serious crimes.  But only if the judge deems the female incorrigible and it is in the best interest of the country. The FCRA  passed in closed session after extensive argument.  Every Lord and MP was sworn to secrecy, especially from every female. The Prime Minister stated secrecy would only be necessary until the ringleaders were arrested. Sentencing of female convicts were secret for a period equal to the length of sentence. Slavery was a life sentence.

30 April 1913. Scotland Yard

Chief Inspector John Travis was not happy. His scowl was deep and dark. There was another man sitting in Travis' office. A man who had never been there before. "Sergeant," he called. Sergeant Sam Vines appeared in the doorway, "Yes, sir?"

"Sergeant, set up a meeting.  As soon as convenient with Inspector Alderson and his Sergeants. Invite Sgt. Saxby and tell the Inspector he's to bring three of his best undercover operators. Only male personnel, Sergeant." "Yes, Sir, only men." "Sergeant, I'd like you there too."

...

CI Travis said, "Gentlemen, thank you for coming so promptly. You all know the Suffragettes have embarked on a campaign of property damage. The estimates are not complete yet, but it looks like they have caused around 34, 000 pounds worth of damage. They have smashed shop windows, burned homes, and destroyed a greenhouse in Yew Gardens. We know there is a cadre of twenty or so leaders.   We think a looser core of about three hundred activists.  They have a membership of supporters  numbering in the thousands. Their plan is to intimidate the crown into succumbing to their demands. The Queen and Parliament are determined this not happen. This department has been charged with  stopping this crime spree."

"Our task is made harder because the leaders and members of this conspiracy are women. Quite possibly our loved ones, mothers, wives, girlfriends, sweethearts. They live and play with us every day. They care for our children, our parents, keep our homes and are loving mates at home. Its only when they go to meetings and plan destruction to further their cause that they become a problem for us. We must remember that only a small number of women who support WSPU are responsible for these crimes. Most are innocent. We must also remember that mild supporters can pass important information to the organization. Please do not say anything of what we are doing to any women. You know how women love to talk about anything and everything. What may seem harmless gossip with scattered tidbits of data can show significant information."

"I want to introduce Mr. Ray Hotchkiss. He is from the PM's office and will be helping us with our intelligence activities. We need much better intelligence about the activities of the WSPU.  I have been given authority to call upon the entire department as needed for this. You three undercover men. I want you to case the WSPU HQ and set up a quiet surveillance of the building and determine who goes in and out.

You can have all the manpower you need. I have identified five female staff who despise these current WSPU tactics.  They are available for your surveillance activities. Use them sparingly.  I want to know where the women go when they leave there. I know there are locations where women congregate without suspicion.   Some of these may be coordination centers for these attacks.

I also suspect the WSPU is getting information from some of your female associates. The attacks in the past month occurred when there were no constables or officers in the vicinity. I don't believe in coincidences, especially repeated coincidences. Find where women associated with policemen are going. Hairdressers, women's clothing shops, mills, factories. Find out who they are. I don't think these women know what harm their tales are causing, so don't alarm them. Take good notes. Turn your records in to Sgt. Vines and he'll see that Mr. Hotchkiss gets a copy. Inspector Alderson will coordinate the surveillance activities and handle manpower. That's all. Questions?"

"OK, back to work, men. Inspector, will you stay a moment?"

"Bill, there is one other matter you should know about. Everything I am going to tell you is classified top secret. Her Majesty approves of this secrecy, at least for the present. Several days ago Parliament passed the Female Criminal Reform Act. The FCRA allows judges to sentence female convicts to enslavement for life. But only if the crime is serious, the female is incorrigible, and a menace to society. The Parliament is appalled at the crimes and embarrassed by the women's hunger strikes in prison. An enslaved woman loses all rights and may be sold, punished, killed, or given away. Most will be given back to their men, if any. Fathers, husbands, lovers. They will be returned as trained slavegirls. to the property of their owners. Enslavement sentences are secret.  The slaves are immediately taken to an asylum where they ironed and trained. The asylum and interior ministry handle disposition. Any questions?"

"Sir, what happen to the women if they have no man in their life?"

"The asylum and ministry have a great deal of discretion. Absent other factors, the women are sold at auction. The first auction is planned for October 31, Halloween."

"Sir, after all the public outcry over hunger strikers  won't this be even bigger?"

The government doesn't think so. It is only for incorrigible convicts.  The Church has approved it as a reasonable secular punishment. It is surprising, but the initial tests show the women love their new life."

"They are happy, sir?"

"I know. It was hard for me to believe. I was at a presentation by the Doctor that developed the program. He had several women with him who had been enslaved and trained. They were beautiful, obedient, and inordinately pleased with their new life. Several free women familiar with the program volunteered to be slaves."

"Bill, you're unmarried, correct?"

"Yes, sir."

"As a senior police official, you will be eligible to select one of the new slaves for yourself. You should go visit the asylum during training. I have seen some of them and they are the most sexy, desireable women you will ever see. Obedient and eager to please."

3 May 1913. Scotland Yard

Inspector Alderson said, "Sir, The surveillance team reports a suspected  clandestine meeting location. It is in a dress shop on Air St. It's owned by Ms. Adeline Johnson. They followed her from the WSPU headquarters. She has been back to the HQ twice since we tumbled to her. The key indicator she is running some sort of intelligence operation is the visitors to her shop.  So far seventy women have shopped there in two days. Visitors include fifteen wives and girlfriends of MPs, police officials, and court employees."

CI Travis asked, "Does your team have a recommendation at this point?"

"Yes, sir. They want to install a listening post in the vacant shop next door. They will install voice tubes into well hidden places. We can then hear the people speaking in those rooms. In some places they can put hidden holes to observe through."

CI Travis, "Does anyone have any concerns about this plan? No? Approved. Anyone else have additional ideas?"

Mr. Hotchkiss spoke up, "Sir, with some possible agents identified. we could provide some misinformation to bait a trap and firmly identify actual agents."

Travis, "I like the idea, how would this work?"

"We provide misinformation about something the WSPU wants.  We set up more than one solution.  We then provide different answers to different possible agents. If the WSPU acts on one of these, we will know more precisely which group is passing information. If we do this a couple of times, we could identify the agents precisely. If we can't identify the actual agent, perhaps we can clear the innocents. At the same time, we could catch some of them red-handed."

Travis, "This is a great idea. Alderson, work with Hotchkiss and make a plan. I want to see the outline tomorrow at 5 pm.

8 May 1913. Adeline's Fine Dresses, 79 Air St, London

Jillian said, "Adeline, this is a beautiful dress. The lacework is so fine. How can you sell it for so low a price?"

Adeline smiled and said, "Jillian, dear. I reduce my markup for friends and I have to admit, this dress has a tiny defect in the hem. Look." She lifted the hem and rotated it . She pointed to a spot and said, "See here, the stitches aren't smooth. They put a wrinkle in the hem. It small and at the very bottom so no one will ever notice. I ask the manufacturer to let me look at all their seconds. The very best ones I get for half price from them. I know your man is in the police. That doesn't pay as well as private firms, so I'm just helping out."

"Oh, Jillian, whatever the reason, thank you so much. I want to look my best for Sam. We're going to have dinner with his parents in two weeks, when Sam gets back."

"Sam's going to be gone for two whole weeks? I didn't know police left their home for that long."

"Oh well. He said he has to escort some prisoners all the way to Scotland and he can't leave until the fifteenth. Don't tell anyone. Its supposed to be a secret."

"Mum's the word, Jillian."

10 May 1913. WSPU HQ

Emmeline asked, "How sure of this are you Adeline?

Adeline responded, " All my sources said it was on the 15th. Four of five told me it was a prisoner transport job. One said they were going to Wales. Two said Edinburgh. Two said Scotland. Two said it was three policemen in the escort. So I'm not sure about the specifics. It looks like several police are escorting some prisoners from London to Scotland on the 15th. I'll bet some of the action committee would be able to plan a rescue of our people just north of London on the 15th. Emma, that's my best guess. Beyond that, who knows."

"Addie, its not as specific as I would like, but we have to try and recover our people. Mary knows too much about us. We also need to know what's happening to all our girls. None of the ones arrested in the past two weeks have shown up. The government is hiding them somewhere. We need to find out what's happening. Maybe Mary, Maureen, or Elizabeth learned something. Or maybe the police will let something slip. OK. I'll tell the action committee."

15 May 1913. Kings Court

The Presiding Judge spoke, "Mary Stanton, Elizabeth Brady. Maureen O'Reilly. You are guilty of arson, conspiracy, assault on a police officer, and inciting to riot.  Bailiff, please clear the courtroom. Miss Hawkins, you too, please."

The judge waited until all but the barristers and male court officials were gone. Then he said, "This is not the first convictions for any of you. These are serious crimes. I'm sure this is news to you.  The government has a new  sentencing option for women who are incorrigible and a menace.  Enslavement.   This means you lose all human rights and become the property of an owner.  Women sentenced to enslavement go to a training facility and learn to be courtesans.  They are then placed with suitable owners to care for and use them as they see fit.  All property you own becomes the property of your owner.  If you are married, the marriage is nullified.  If you have children, you are no longer their parent. I hereby find you incorrigible and a menace to society. You are all sentenced to enslavement for life. Take them away."

Mary screamed, "I demand the right to speak. This is not fair. Women demand equality and fair pay. We will continue the fight until our demands are met. You can't silence us this way! We want to be free. We were only marching to try and get the attention of those pompous legislators. We want the vote. We have just as much right as men to control our lives and choose who runs the country."

We were taken from the dock to a courtyard. We were handcuffed and put in a wagon. I heard other wagons leave with us, but after a few minutes I couldn't hear them. The wagon made many turns, often it felt like we were going in circles. We were going to be slaves.  I was terrified.  I had read books describing the horrors of slavery.  England was civilized.  How could the government have reverted so far?  Was it possible?  Maybe the judge was just trying to scare us.  Well, it had worked.  I was scared out of my wits.  I know we needed to escape, but I couldn't think of even how to start.  We were locked in a police wagon and handcuffed.  Where ever we were going had to be more secure than this wagon.  I could only hope we would get an opportunity or our friends would find us.

I saw Elizabeth was sobbing and shivering despite the warmth.  Mary was quietly cursing in a corner as we rocked along. 

In fact, three wagons left the court. One turned north toward Welwyn. One turned south toward Croydon. The third turned east toward Reading. As they passed through the courthouse gates the wagons were surrounded by a shouting mob of women. But the police were there in overwhelming force and forced the wagons through the mob. Three blocks from the court they picked up their escort. All were followed at a discrete distance by a troop of armed police.

Mary fumed, "What did that pompous judge mean 'enslaved.' 'Tis what we are fighting against now. Slavery has been outlawed for decades! They can't do that to us, can they?  This just means we've got to escape as soon as possible. We can't wait for a hunger strike to get us out. That takes weeks. Once they've got us put away its going to be much harder. Do either of you know where we're being taken?"

I was silent. I didn't know any more than she did.  Elizabeth also shook her head.  All three of us were the same age, 24.  Elizabeth was a shop girl.  She had a job 'with benefits' and didn't like her manager.  She was little more than a sex slave already. Mary worked in a mill and had been in prison once.  She was one of the original hunger strikers and was let out when she became malnourished.  The police had been looking for her for over a year now to put her back in prison.  She had changed her name and moved to London from Cornwall.  She was angry and tough.  I was educated and had a bit of property my parents left me.  I shouldn't be here.  I just marched before this.  It was exciting.  I had been arrested but released the next day.  I only went along to be lookout when their regular team member came up sick.

Slavery?  I didn't know what to say. Ever since I was a little girl I had dreams, fantasies really.  In recent years they had reappeared.  I thought it was because of my unlucky encounters with men.  I never fell in love.  Several men declared their love for me, but I felt they were just after my money.  In my dreams I was often a slavegirl.  He was a romantic and a strong, demanding master.  I was tied or chained and I did domestic duties for him.  Sometimes he was a pirate, sometimes a prince.  Always he owned me and I always obeyed him.

As I grew older my dreams had me ravished all the time.  When I woke my loins would be wet.  My mother thought I had a bed wetting problem.  I never had the courage to tell her I had an orgasm problem.

It was hard to keep my secret in jail.  Mary told me I had nightmares and moaned in my sleep.  I told her I had nightmares that we would never succeed in our cause .  I didn't tell her that equality wasn't a viable concept in my dreams.  In my dreams every woman was owned by a man.  Free women never appeared in my dreams and they aroused me to the point of orgasm. 

But I knew the difference between my dreams and reality.  Here and now this wasn't possible. We all expected years in prison. Not a life sentence. This was so unfair. We had all talked about this months ago. The plan, successful until last week, was to immediately go on a hunger strike when sent to prison. The coppers always let us out when we got sick and then the girls would hide us. But starting last week, the girls who went to trial just disappeared. Our WSPU visitors had told us the last ones to be tried had just vanished. The sentences were being kept secret. There was speculation they we were being executed or had been sent to another country.

We had all agreed we wouldn't eat until they let us out.  Mary had been released once that way. We knew a lot of other girls who had gotten out that way too. We were committed to the cause. But no one knew what had changed. WSPU had watchers stationed outside the court to try and follow us to see what was going on.

15 May 1913.  Royal Asylum

Finally, the wagon stopped, paused a moment, then went on a short ways. The door opened and we were pulled out into a courtyard. We were hustled inside.

There were six large women in the room and two men. All dressed in the same unfamiliar uniform. One of the women stood closest to us. It looked like she was in charge. She said, "Stand on the yellow line."

Mary, always the belligerent one said, "Not on your life, sister. We reject your authority."

The woman said, "Strip her." Two of the women grabbed Mary's arms and held her.  Another started cutting Mary's clothes into tatters with a large pair of scissors.

Mary put up an enormous fuss. She tried to twist away. She kicked and screamed, but to no avail. In less than a minute she stood naked in front of us.

The woman said, "gag her and hang her hands up."

A leather ball was forced into Mary's mouth and strapped tight. A rope was tied to her cuffs. I saw it ran through a pulley on the ceiling. One of the women pulled on the rope, causing Mary's hands to rise behind her. Mary was forced to bend over to relieve the strain on her shoulders. Her hands were lifted until they were higher than her head. Mary made muffled pleas and moans as the rope pulled her hands higher, until finally it was tied off.

The woman picked up a slender cane from a table.  Calmly she started beating Mary's bottom. Elizabeth and I were helpless with our hands still cuffed behind us. I watched the red stripes emerge on Mary's ass cheeks. I was fascinated. I had never seen a woman caned before. Mary kicked and spun about, but there was no way she could escape her torment. Only muffled pleas and cries escaped the gag. In a strange way, I liked watching Mary being beaten. It made me feel all warm inside. The beating continued until Mary sagged as if she couldn't bear it anymore. The woman ordered, "OK that's enough for now. Let her down but leave the gag. She talks too much."

She turned to Elizabeth and I. "Do either of you want to make trouble? No? Stand on the line." We hurried to comply. Mary joined us. "Listen girls. You have been sentenced to enslavement. As of now you have no rights. You are worthless, untrained cunts. You will obey every command, instantly. Do not speak unless acknowledging an order or you have been given permission to speak. You are the lowest of the low. Every man is your master, every free woman is your mistress. Are we clear?" None of us said anything. "When I give you an order, the proper response is 'Yes, Mistress.' Are we clear?"

I didn't want to say anything.  I wanted to show Mary I was made of stern stuff too.  I would not yield my dignity so cheap.

Mary was gagged but she nodded. Elizabeth said, in a quiet voice, "Yes, Mistress."

The woman stood in front of me. "Do this one too." The same two women grabbed me. I fought as best I could, kicking and trying to bite them, but they controlled me. I was stripped, gagged, and my arms lifted behind me. The first blow was mind boggling. It hurt so much more than anything I had ever felt or imagined. It was sickening. I might have thrown up if not for the gag. I danced and spun like a fly in a spider's web. Mo matter how I danced, I could not evade the biting cane. It was terrible. I thought I would die. The cane was like a thunderbolt hitting my ass. My ass was on fire after the first blow. I ran every which way, but the rope always pulled me back for more. My shoulders hurt with a sharp biting pain almost as bad as the stripes I was getting. I screamed into my gag in pain. I pleaded for mercy. I swore allegiance to the woman. I promised to obey her in all things. In that one beating I lost all my dignity, all my dedication to the cause. I would do anything to make the pain stop. Finally, she stopped. I dangled there at the end of the rope, sobbing and trying to say, "Thank You, Oh, Thank you." But of course no words passed the leather. They let me down and removed the gag.

"Are We Clear?"

"Yes, Mistress."

"Put her gag back in."

"One left. Strip her." Elizabeth lost her clothes even faster than we had. She didn't fight at all. One of the assistants strapped a gag in Elizabeth's mouth. She was strung up and caned too. But she only received three strokes. It was enough to set her sobbing, like us. It was also enough to show Mary and I the difference between punishment and training.

They let her down and took the rope off her handcuffs. "Stand on the line." We obeyed. "Girls. You are official slaves. You have no rights. As you stand, you are worthless cunts. We are your trainers. We will make you valuable pleasure slaves. Disobedience will be dealt with by instant pain. You won't believe this, but at the end of your training you will thank us and mean it. Take them to a holding cell. Processing is busy now."

Steel collars were locked around our necks. Each collar had rings front and back. There was a short chain hanging from one ring. This was put in back. Our hands were pulled high on our backs and locked to the chain. My fingers could grasp the collar they were so high. We were taken into a shower room and cleaned. Our orifices were checked for contraband. God that was humiliating. They would make one of us squat and a woman would feel around inside us with a gloved hand. It was the most humiliating experience I ever had. To be cavity searched in front of my friends and eight strangers. But what could we do. We had all been rendered mute and helpless. We had tasted the whip and been conquered.

A chain was locked to the other ring on my collar. I saw similar chains put on Mary and Elizabeth. A woman took the other end of our chains and led us along bright lit corridors to a dark cell. We were each fastened to a wall ring. We couldn't reach one another, but we could see the others. The women left. I looked at Mary. I could see anger and frustration in her face. We moved as close as we could, but we were still a yard apart. Our gags would stay in place until our captors decided to remove them. I saw we each had a waste bucket. There was no bed or cot or chair. The cell was bare save for the buckets and three naked, chained girls. Slave girls? There was nothing else to do, so I sat on the stone floor.

15 May 1913. On the road to Welwyn

Besides the driver, Sgt. Vines and ten armed constables were in the wagon. Sgt. Vines was up front with the driver. The driver halted the wagon as they rounded a bend. There was a large wagon blocking the road. A woman stood beside the wagon and said, "could you help me please, I've lost a wheel."

Sgt. Vines knew this was an ambush, but he played along and climbed down from the wagon. As he neared the woman, three armed women came out of the bushes.   One said, "raise your hands, Sgt. We just want our friends back. No one will get hurt if you let us have them." Sam Vines raised his hands and said, "I'm not going to fight and get shot. We'll catch the lot of you soon enough. I've got the key to the wagon door in my shirt pocket. Can I get it out.?"

The woman said, "All right. Move slow and it better not be anything but a key that comes out."

Sam pulled the key out and threw it to the woman who caught it. She said to the driver, "You there, get down and go to the back with us. The four women marched Sam and the driver to the back of the wagon. The one with the key said, watch these two while I get the door open. She put her gun away and the other three faced Sam and the driver, ten feet back of the wagon.

She unlocked the doors, threw them open, and found herself facing eight long guns.

One of the police said yelled, "Drop your weapons. We have eight rifles aimed at you. Face down on the ground or the next sound you'll hear will be our guns. NOW."

The woman who opened the doors said, "do it girls or we're all dead." They tossed their pistols into the grass and lay down on the ground. Sgt. Vines strolled over to the woman with the key and took it from her hand. He said, "Well, you're in custody a lot sooner than you thought, I imagine." He cuffed her hands behind her and said, "stay here."

After all the women were cuffed and searched, they were put in the wagon and the driver took them all back to London. They met their armed escort just after they turned around.

15 May 1913. Royal Asylum.

We've been sitting on the cold concrete for hours. My arms and shoulders ached. I was hungry and thirsty. I was so bored. My jaw ached from the huge leather ball filling it. I was drooling and couldn't stop it. I could see Mary and Elizabeth were as bad off as me. They looked miserable. I heard a key in the door. It opened and a woman in that strange uniform came in. She looked at us and unlocked my chain from the wall. She said, "Stand up." She held a crop in her hand. I struggled up. Damned hard with no hands at all to help. She pulled me out the door and locked it. I was led down the hall and into an unmarked door. The room was stark white. It had a sturdy wooden table and a man standing beside it. He was holding a whip. The woman handed him my leash and left.

He said, "I am one of your trainers. He took the gag from my mouth and held a glass of water to my lips. God, it was so good. Cool water sliding down my open mouth. I gulped down as much as I could then raised my head, I worked my poor stiff jaw. That gag was huge.

I said, "Thank you."

He looked at me and asked, "Is that all?"

I said, "Thank you, Master."

"Good."

He bent me over the table so my breasts rested on it. It was low enough so that my ass was higher than my shoulders. He told me to spread my legs then not to move. He started  stroking me with his whip. So soft they didn't hurt at all. He increased the strength of the strokes but kept the pace slow. After a few minutes of this slow whipping. I began to feel my body heat up. My skin felt like it was glowing with heat, but it didn't hurt. My belly was getting hot. Then I felt my trainer start to stroke my labia lips with his fingers.  Feather light strokes running up one side then down the other. They were spreading my love juices all over my cunt.

The whipping and finger actions went on together. Like the strings and percussion instruments blending into a lifting harmony for my senses. I heard a moan and realized it was me. The gentle stroking and soft impacts  led to a huge orgasm. When I opened my eyes I saw him studying my face. I had not felt this good in months. I realized my arms and shoulders weren't hurting any more.

I was sure I was awake, but this was so much like my dreams that I wasn't sure.  I was helpless, unable to move, but I felt safe, secure, and loved.  He had been so gentle with me and so sensual.  If this was slavery, it wasn’t so bad.  I remembered what the woman who beat us said - in the end we would thank her.  I hope she was right because there isn't a damned thing I can do about it.

He got me off the table and led me away on shaky legs, murmuring, “Good girl."

He unlocked the chain from my collar. A light chain leash took its place.  He took hold of the and said, “Heel.” and led me out of the room. We entered a small, hot room. There was a black metal machine in the center of the room and a red hot brazier in the corner.


Chapter 2 - Steel and Gold

I balked when I saw the brazier, but two men grabbed me and dragged me the rest of the way into the room. One said, “There's no point in fighting, girl.  You're now a slave and all slaves get marked for easy identification.  It will hurt, but not for long.”

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

I awoke to a burning pain in my thigh and it took me a moment to realize where I was. I jerked as I remembered my branding. My wrists were still locked high on my back to a steel collar. I felt cuffs on my ankles, too. I tried to lift my head to look at the brand. Nope, nothing happened. My collar must be fastened to the bed somehow. I raised my legs as far as possible. I could just see the mark on my thigh. It was a stylized crown with three points. I heard Elizabeth stirring on the next bed. And said, “Liz, can you hear me, how do you feel?”

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

I said, “Liz, I'm branded too. I don't think we can ever get them off. We're marked for life.”  I could see my brand.  It was a stylized crown.  Actually it looked better than some of the tattoos I've seen.  When it stops hurting and looking red and swollen, I might like it.  Once again, there wasn't a damned thing I could do about it.

I remember I decided to go on the raid with Mary and Elizabeth because I wanted to something exciting.  To be active. To live.   Now I was a slave.  I'd been tried, convicted, stripped naked, caned, chained, forced to orgasm, and branded.  I couldn't move.  My brand hurt. God has an evil sense of humor.  In my condition, I couldn't even plan.  I could only wait and see what someone was going to do to me.  I guess slavegirls must learn patience.

The door opened and a man in a white coat entered. He looked like a doctor. He walked over between our beds and checked our brands. He said, “excellent. These are clear and crisp. You will be proud of the way they look.” Then he unlocked me from the bed put me in a wheelchair.

He locked my collar to the chair and gagged me. It was easy for him.  He said, "open, " holding the gag in front of me.  I opened my mouth and accepted the gag.  When he was strapping it tight around my head, I realized what I had done.  I obeyed him without thinking.  I didn't want that nasty thing in my mouth, but when he said open, my mouth seemed to open without any thought of mine.  I had been conditioned to obey with a single caning.  Was that all it took to train a girl?  Were we that easy?  I had thought of myself as strong.  A testament to feminine will.  Lost in a single beating. Shit. At this rate I would be kissing a man's feet by the end of the day.  As the thought occurred to me I felt my loins give a blast of submissive heat.  I guess my body liked the thought even as my mind rebelled.  Aw shit.  They were going to make a slave out of me whether I liked it or not.  If I couldn't escape I should start liking it. And I didn't see any way to escape.  We were all kept helpless.

He wheeled me out of the room and took me to a workshop that stank of hot metal and oil. There were several large machines in the middle of the floor, alike as far as I could tell.  My chair was rolled up to one of them and I was stood up beside it.   I just relaxed and let them move me around.  They had the right.  I was just a girl.  A man fastened a short chain to my collar that forced me to stand up tall beside the machine.  He measured my wrists, ankles, wait and neck.  He walked out of my sight and I heard metallic noises for a few minutes.

I examined the machine.  In its center was a section that looked like the front of a girl.  There were depressions for breasts with holes in the middle for the nipples to poke through.  The lower face was exposed and the groin.

He came back with a wooden box.  He said, "These are your size fittings.  I'll put them in the machine.  He inserted four small and one large steel plate into slots in the machine.  He showed me one that was midway in size between the others.

It was  wide, gleaming silver,  a single flat piece of steel.. It had a thick staple welded to the center with a large, thick steel ring. There were words engraved around the staple. 'MAUREEN -Property of Royal Correctional Service-£1,000 Reward -Return to any Police Station.' I read them with helpless resignation.  None of my associates would be able to remove it.  Cold steel defeated education and words.  No man who could remove it would want to remove it.  Once on me, it would be forever.

The smith said, "this will be your collar.  It, like the others, is permanent."   I looked at it with mixed emotions.  Collar.  There was so much meaning in that word.  Owned, controlled.  Loss of choice.  Property.  I felt a rush of conflicting emotions.  Fear. Joy that there would never be any doubt of my nature. Acceptance that escape was even less likely. Resignation that I had no choice.  Relief I had no more choices to make.  Anyone who saw the collar would turn me in and there was no way I could remove the collar without a smith's help.

I stared at my collar. I knew that, by itself, it would change my life forever. It looked heavy and obdurate. I would wear it for the rest of my life. It would define me as slave far more than its mates on my wrists and ankles. To everyone who saw it, it was me. No matter what I did or said, what else I wore, how I looked, this obdurate mass of metal was alive with meaning. Once it grasped my neck it would shout with glee 'I hold this slave for you to see. I will hold her forever. Command her.' I hated it.  I hated the loss of freedom, the loss of choices. I would be owned, OWNED.  I would be seen as an untrustworthy slave or pet who would wander if not chained.  It was shaming. My friends and associates could never again view me with respect or confidence.

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

He inserted the collar into the machine.  He opened a door, just my size.  He pulled a chain out of the machine and locked it around my neck.  He removed my collar and cuffs.  He threw a lever and the chain around my neck pulled me into the heart of the machine.  He strapped my arms and legs into depressions More straps encircled my head and chest.  I couldn't see anything and I was strapped in place.  No motion was possible. My breasts were in smooth depressions and I could feel cool air on my nipples.  My knees were spread wide and my feet about shoulder width apart.  I could feel the same cool air flowing over my labia.

He started the machine.  I could feel the metal bands closing around my wrists, ankles, waist and neck.  When they felt snug there was a series of loud sounds.  Then silence.  

I felt hands moving on my nipples and labia. The men  stroked my nipples and clit until they grew rigid. They were skilled.  Against my will, the traitorous nipples swelled.  Standing rigid at attention before my heaving breasts, ready to be forever changed.  

They applied a cool liquid to my rock hard nipples and I felt the huge needle pierce them. They stung more than hurt.  I felt the rings inserted.  If asked, I would not have given consent to be pierced and ringed. My opinions were not ever going to be sought again.. I had lost any right to my body. It was owned by another. I didn't even know who yet. I could only gasp and moan as my flesh was pierced. I heard the clicking as their internal locks engaged.  My ears were done next.  They didn't hurt much.  The rings were just as heavy as those in my nipples.

I didn't want to be pierced, but my masters didn't care.  I was only a slave and if they thought I needed rings, I would get rings.  

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

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

The nose hurt much more than the others.  After the piercing something cold and large slipped into both nostrils.  I felt my septum being squeezed.  There was a snap and the large things withdrew, but the pressure remained.  I knew what had been done.  A grommet was placed in my septum.  That was done to let my nose withstand more pressure.  The ring going there was not just for ornamentation.  Damn. My nose was going to be used for a leash or fastening me, or both.  Damn.  More fumbling and I felt the rings inserted in my flesh, one at a time.  Immediately after the ring insertion, I could feel and hear the clicks as the locks engaged.  

One at a time my hands were unstrapped then locked to the belt, behind my back. Then I was unstrapped and backed out of the machine.  I was fixed but good.  My ankles were chained together.  I had steel bands around my neck, waist, and wrists.  All the bands had one or more sturdy attachment rings. My collar had a short chain hanging from the back ring.  The waist band, call it a steel belt was tight, not snug and had eight rings. And I was ringed.  Eight large, heavy, gold rings dangling from my flesh.  The ring in my nose was way too big and it bore a thin chain that ended a foot above the floor.  It was a leash. A permanent leash.  Double damn. Whoever held it had total control over me.  I was helpless.

I was surprised how little time it had taken to put all this hardware on me.  It must have been less than ten minutes.  One of the men took my leash and led me around the room.  Walking was a challenge.  He stopped me in front of a full length mirror.  I looked at my image.  I studied myself from my shackles up to my nose ring and leash.  I looked like a slavegirl.  In a perverse way, I was beautiful.  I was the epitome of helpless femininity.  I was naked and ripe for plucking.  I could only hope my master would like me and be good to me.  It was certain I had no choice but to be obedient .  If smart, I would try to be pleasing.  I hoped whoever was to be my master, he liked intelligent women.

Now I felt like a slave.  The brand was just an ornament.  These shackles reduced my freedom.  No longer could I run or kick or take the stride my body wanted.  Now my steps were limited by men. Even the longest dress could not hide the clatter of my chain as I walked with my short rapid steps.  I had to learn how to walk with grace all over again.  Right now, I was clumsy and my confidence was shattered new with each snubbed step. There was not enough chain for a decent step, but plenty to snag a toe. These shackles were permanent. There was no key. Only a smith could free me. No man would ever want me free to run or kick. No woman would ever be able to free me. I would wear these shaming, limiting, clanking symbols of my slavery forever.  I realized it was like my dreams.  I guess it was reasonable.  Slaves must be hobbled, or they might run away.  Yet they prevented nothing important.  I could walk, spread my legs for men, kneel to my masters.  They only made some things harder.

overall, I cared not for my lost freedom of motion.  My shackles were forged with care and enhanced my look.  Women have always traded practicality for beauty.  I thought about women's ridiculous shoes, their corsets, the bustles of yesteryear.   If I must be a slave, at least these made me beautiful.  Looking down at my shackled feet, I realized they fit me.  I could not pretend I was an equal of men with these on.  I realized I liked being submissive.  It felt good. I was happy to be a slave. My loins were aflame with submissive heat and I could feel my juices running down my leg.

I stood there for minutes just feeling my irons and rings.  I was enslaved but also I was feeling new sensations.  The snug grasp of the steel on my limbs and throat.  I was still, just breathing.  Even then I could feel the heavy rings moving in my flesh.  I was getting aroused.  I didn't know whether it was the barbarous piercings movement that was stimulating me.  It could also have been the sight of my helpless body and my ready availability to any man who wanted me.  Maybe too, it was my submissive feelings stimulating me.  Maybe it was the experience of the work that enslaved me.  I didn't care. I just wanted a man to take me and fuck me silly.  Feeling my arousal building, I looked anew at my collar.  It was beautiful and was perfect on me. It was exactly right for me, a slave.

One of the men unlocked my wrists from the belt and relocked them high on my back to the dangling chain.  It was a strain on my shoulders and arms.  I hoped someone would fasten them lower soon.


Chapter 3 - Training Introduction

The doctor removed my gag, took my leash, and led me out of the workshop and down a corridor.  I had never walked with chained ankles before. I kept trying to take too long a step and had it jerked to a stop several inches shy of my natural stride. The Doctor shortened his stride to match mine. He said, “walking will become easier with practice.”

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

“Tomorrow your training begins. Remember to kneel unless  ordered otherwise.”

"Yes, master."

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

He said, "Good.  Stay like that.  Your friends will join you shortly."  He left and locked the barred cell door behind him.

I  stayed like that.  Obedient, meek, slave.  I had lost all dignity and resistance.  I was humbled, broken.  I was a slave and I accepted it. I knew my hopes and dreams of equality had ended.  For me and likely for all women.

With a clang the cell door opened and Mary was led in.  She wore the chains and rings of a slave.  She was led by a leash on her nose ring.  She was helpless.  For once she was silent even though not gagged.  She was sobbing.  The guard locked her leash to a wall ring.  She knelt as ordered and looked at me.  Neither of us said a word until the guard left and locked the door.  We waited until his footsteps could no longer be heard.

"Hello, Mary."

She sobbed, "Look what they've done to me.  To us.  They are making us into slaves, just as the judge ordered.  I never thought it would happen.  I don't care what they do to me. I won't be a slave!"

"Mary, be careful what you say.  Remember how we were caned?  Instant and casual.  This was not new for them. I've read stories. Much worse punishments for slavegirls have been used for ages. I don't think we can ever escape.  These chains are permanent.  No key can open them.   And the rings they put in our flesh.  They mark us as slaves and make it child's play to control us.  If a five year old gets a finger on any of my rings I will obey. We can't kick or run or use our hands.  We're either chained to a wall or a post or someone's holding this damned leash.  Face it Mary, we're slaves.  We've been made obedient and submissive.  It’s not our fault."

I didn't want to admit to her that I now thought of myself as a slave.  To save face in front of my aggressive feminist friend, I would pretend to hate our treatment.  But, I no longer minded.  It wouldn't matter if I minded anyway. Our masters would decide what we would do from now on, but that was all right by me.  My choices hadn't worked out all that well for me anyway.

Mary raised up on her knees and started to get up.

"Mary! Don't get up.  Stay kneeling.  The guard told you not to move.  If you get up you'll be punished.  They're watching us close."

She stopped and looked at me.  "I'm not a slave yet.  If I can move, and I can, then I will.  If I wait for an order, then I'm admitting I'm a slave.  You should get up too."

"I'm not moving.  I was told to stay here, and I will.  Mary, we must act like slaves or we'll just get punished until we act like slaves.  Besides what will you do when you stand?  Your leash is still locked to that ring.  Your hands are useless.  You're naked, branded, shackled, and collared."

I guess I convinced her.  She knelt.  

"Maureen, we have to escape and tell the world what the government is doing to us."

"I'm in.  What's your plan?"

We were both silent for a long time, then Mary said, "we have to wait for an opportunity then seize it."

"Right."  We both new that our captors had us.  The box we were in had no openings,  If our chains and rings were removed, maybe.  But that wasn't going to happen soon.  All we could do was wait, watch, and obey.

The door opened again, and A guard was holding Elizabeth's leash.  She was fixed just like Mary and I.  Her leash was locked to Mary's collar.  Mary's leash was locked to my collar.  The guard removed my leash from the wall ring and said. "follow me slaves.  Keep in step."  He walked away, and I hurried to keep up.  There was another trainer waiting for us in the hall.  He was holding a whip and he followed us.

He led us down a flight of stairs then into a long, wide hallway. Halfway down the hall I could see several girls standing or kneeling next to the wall. We passed a sort of exercise bar fastened to the floor and maybe three or four feet high and three feet from a wall.  It looked sturdy. As we approached, I could see that the girls wore slave chains and rings like mine.  They stayed close to the wall.   Padlocks fastened their nose leashes to a short chain hanging from a wall ring. The chains were just long enough for the girls to lie on the floor and kept them from touching each other. The trainers stopped us before we reached the nearest girl.  They locked our leashes to  wall rings and walked away. One of them turned and said, “Smile, girls.”

We looked at each other and, one by one, smiled.

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

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

A few times, a man  would walk down the hall,  on some errand or business of their own. All the girls would jump to a kneeling display position to avoid a whipping for disrespect. Usually they would walk down the line of chained women looking them over. Sometimes the passerby would stop and command a girl to a different position. If they did this, they would touch or rub the girl. The third person to look at us, a man, stopped in front of me and said, “You’re not smiling, and your knees are too close together. Stand up.” He took one of the whips from the wall and said, “Spread your legs and bend over."

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

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

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

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

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

We have a few rules you must follow. First is instant obedience to your trainers. If you break a rule, you will be corrected. We have found that instant punishment for transgressions works best. Disobedience earns you five strokes.  Breaking a rule gets you three.  You must thank your trainer when they correct you.  Count every stroke and say thank you.  If you fail, the punishment will repeat until you get it right. We will whip you when we want too.  Everyone enjoys watching and hearing a girl dance to their whip.  You can see the whips hanging on the wall. The long one is for your back and ass and thighs. The short one is for your breasts. If you protest the punishment it will double.   We have a solitary confinement cell, we have small cages, there are individual cells.  And there are punitive restraints. You will not like any of them. Also, any free person may punish you whenever they like, and they will do it often because it pleases them. After you have been here a while, you will enjoy being whipped, believe it or not.” He paused and looked at them for a few moments.

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

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

My trainer pushed the tapered plug into me, with a rotating motion. It slipped in with only a little resistance. Once inserted, he twisted the key several times until he could not pull it out. I groaned as it swelled larger inside me. It felt like a balloon, making me so full I was afraid something would break. He removed the key and told me, “Straighten up and stand facing away from the wall.”

I  obeyed his command. He said, “Good girl,” when I had finished. I found I was pleased by the praise.  I could feel the 'handle' laying against my skin between my anus and vagina.

Each girl's ass was plugged by their trainers, except Mary.  She refused to turn around or bend over. 

She said, "I'm not letting any of you touch my ass. I'll see the lot of you hang for this." and much more of the same. 

Several trainers took hold of her, unlocked her from the wall and walked her to the bar we had passed earlier.  Fastened to the floor, inverted 'U' shape.  flat on top.  The top was about three or four feet from the floor.  Mary's ankle chain was locked to a ring in the floor.  They bent her torso over the bar and locked a chain to her collar holding her head near the floor. She received many strokes from a crop. She screamed for the first twenty or so strokes then settled into moans and grunts for the rest.  When they stopped she was whimpering.  They left her there and she whimpered softly for a long time.  Hours later, we were awakened by Mary's renewed screams as she was striped again.  She returned to whimpering for a long time until she finally dozed off.  We were awakened again just before our normal time to get up as she was whipped a third time.  She screamed more weakly this time and we were taken to breakfast while she was still whimpering .  She was put back on the coffle after breakfast.  Her ass was a maze of fiery lines.  The message was clear: disobedience is unbearably painful.

Mary was broken. She never complained or protested again.

None of us wanted to be slaves.  We were repulsed by the thought.  But we were converted.  By the end of my first week I had learned the rules and was seldom corrected.  We could talk to each other when chained to the wall, so long as we didn’t get too loud. We all talked. It was the only thing we could do.  In the first month we complained about favoritism by the trainers and the unfairness of it all.  By the end of our training, everyone loved our lives, especially the frequent orgasms.  Either the conditioning had worked, or women were all natural slaves and just needed to be shown how.  By the end we only speculated on what our masters would be like.  We were all afraid to graduate.  We would be leaving the known and familiar for an unknown we were powerless to change.

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

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter 4 - Cleaned

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

After we had finished, we marched to breakfast.

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

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

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

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

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

After breakfast we were marched to the training area.


Chapter 5 - Questions


16 May 1913. Training Week 1

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

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

I learned that different instruments were used depending on the results the trainer wanted.  The whips and crops gave a sharp cut that left a red mark on our skin.  The leather strap was broader and left us with a red ass.  The strap's redness faded out after only a day.  The whip and crop marks lasted four or more days, depending on how hard they hit.  I would be ready to climax after only a few strokes with the strap.  I came to look forward to the strap.  It made me hot in my belly as soon as it reddened my ass.  I was aroused whenever I was fastened for the strap.  It always took several whip strokes to arouse me.

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

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

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

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

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

20 May 1913.  Slave Training Facility, London

On my fourth day of training, two trainers took Mary, Elizabeth, and I out of the class after our whippings.  They connected us in normal coffle and took us to the punishment room.  There were three men in suits waiting for us.  Mary looked at them and said, "copper."

The older copper said, "Good morning. I am Inspector Travis. You are all convicted criminals and now slaves.  You have no rights whatsoever. We want you to tell us about the WSPU.  Understand that we may order some painful things done to you until you tell us what we want to know.  And we can continue until we get everything.  You will be questioned in separate rooms.  Lies will earn you extra punishment. Truth will relieve you of pain."

He turned to the trainers. "Leave one here and prepare the others. One of my men will stay with each slave. Come back here and we will talk to her until you return."

"Yes, sir," and they unlocked me from the coffle and locked my leash to a floor ring.  "Kneel."

Travis said, "Maureen.  How do you like it here?

"Master, I don't know.  I know I will never be able to return to my old life.  I hate the pain, I love the sex.  I'm learning the joys of sex and submission.  I guess I like what I'm learning here but  know I will be given to a master someday.  I hope I like that life.  I don't know."

"Good answer.  We want you to tell us about everyone and everything in WSPU.  We need to know who gives the orders, who makes the plans, who collects intelligence.  We want everything.  Are you going to tell us?"

"No, master.  I can't.  I swore an oath to never squeal on my teammates in WSPU.  I'd sooner die than turn them in.  I have a duty to women everywhere to lift them to equality.  You can whip me until I die.  I won't tell you anything."

"OK.  When the trainers get back, they will get you ready and then we'll leave you alone to think about it."

"Yes, master."

Travis and the other man leaned back in their chairs and looked at my naked body displayed for them.  The other man said, " Are you sure this is going to work, boss?"

"The doctor assures me it is well tested and effective.  We should have answers in less than two hours.  I like the rings they have put in her  She is quite decorative.  She was beautiful before, but the finished package - gold rings, brand, chains.  Wow.  She looks like what I imagine Cleopatra looked like.  Wouldn't you like to have her as your property?  Really something to come home to, eh?"

"Yeah, boss.  I'm getting stiff as you talk about her."

"Maureen, have you thought about what your life will be once you have a master?"

"Yes, master.  Here that's about all I have to think about.  Here I have no choices.  In my mind I imagine all the many ways I might be treated.  If I belonged to you, for instance.  I would do domestic duties, like cleaning and polishing while you were working.  You would hold me to high standards and expect everything to be spotless, even my own chains and rings. I expect I would have a long chain locked on my collar so I couldn't run away.  I would have to have some use of my hands.  Maybe they would be locked together in front.  I would spend the time when you were home feeding you and loving you.  I would use my mouth, my anus, and my vagina to service you.  I would cuddle as close to you as you would allow.  I would always be naked.  If you wanted I would sleep in your bed, suitable chained.  Or if you wanted to sleep, you could chain me at the foot of the bed. I expect you would whip me for punishment and for your pleasure.  I have learned that many people get pleasure from whipping a girl.  Have I come close to your expectations, master?"

"Indeed, indeed.  You make me want you.  You have the potential to be a superlative temptress, Maureen.  I would have to keep you gagged most of the time."

The two trainers returned and took me to a thing they called the horse.  I looked like a plank mounted on edge on two trestles.  The made me stand on two boxes and slid the plank between my legs.  The trestles had a fixture to hold it on edge. Two short chains fixed my ankles to the floor, as wide apart as my hobble allowed.  My hands were still locked to the back of my collar.  They took the two boxes out from under my feet and all my weight rested on the narrow part of the plank.  It hurt a lot.  Then one of them pulled my leash so I was forced to bend forward.  My cunt was now bearing all my weight.  He clipped the end of the leash to the end of the plank, so I was held way forward.  The pain was terrible.  The wood was inside my labia lips and I was resting on my inner lips.  It was cutting me in two.  I screamed and screamed.  I yelled. "Let me down.  In heavens name let me down."  God.  I thought the whip was bad.  This was a thousand times worse. It was killing me.  I begged, I pleaded, I screamed some more.  The men stood and looked at me.  I was so fucking helpless.  I couldn't move, and my own weight was pulling me down onto that horrible device.  So simple.  A plank of wood and my pussy was killing me.

One of the trainers walked up to me and when I opened my mouth to plead with him for mercy, he rammed a gag into my mouth.  It hurt even more when I couldn't scream.  All the pain was bottled up in me, getting worse with every passing second. Then, horrors, they left me alone in my misery.  They turned off the light and I was alone with pain in the dark.  Only they could stop the pain. The pain blotted out all other thought.  I wept bitter tears.  If only they had waited.  If only I could speak.  I would tell them everything.

Endless ages of agony passed lingeringly.  My pain seeped into every pore of my being.  What if they forgot me.  Please come back. Please.  My moans were soft in my ears.

Then the light came on and the men returned. Travis removed my gag.

"Please let me down.  Please.  I'll tell you everything I know. It hurts."

"Maureen, who is in charge of WSPU?"

"Emmeline.  Emmeline Pankour.  She gives the orders.  Please let me down.  I can't think."

"When we're done, Maureen.  Did she tell you to burn that house?"

...

After an age of agony and confession, they put the boxes back under my feet and released my leash.  The pain as I raised my crushed loins off the plank was almost as bad as when I was sitting on it.  The blood rushing back made my cunt burn with an unholy fire.  

Travis knelt me back where I was earlier and locked my leash to a floor ring.  He told the younger one to watch me and left.

"Please, Master, may I speak?"

"OK."

"How long was I on that thing?"

"Thirty minutes."

My God. I thought I was on it for hours.  My cunt was quite sore, and I had only endured it for thirty minutes.  I thought it was going to kill me.  If I had been left on it for hours, how could I endure it?  I guess endure is the right word.  I was slave.  I would endure the horse for exactly as long as my masters left me on it.  I had no choices anymore.  I vowed that I would do anything, anything to avoid punishment.  I would commit any indignity, violate any confidence to avoid the horse.

I could feel my shattered will lying in pieces around my mind.  I was so broken.  I was the most abject and obedient of slaves.  I vowed to obey every order, answer every question and be the most loyal slave possible.  I would strive to be the best slave ever and give the most pleasure to my master or mistress. I was elated.  All my internal fears, concerns, and uncertainties had vanished with that simple vow.  I had thrown away temptation and ambivalence and choice.

Travis came back with Elizabeth and one of his men.  He locked her beside me and said, You both gave us names and places that match.  I don't think we will have any more questions for you now.  Mary is still riding the horse.  We'll give her another hour before we check on her again."  He told his men to go get some lunch and he would watch us.  He sat down in a chair and looked at us.

"Master," I said, "may I speak?" This policemen had gotten what he wanted from us.  Maybe he would help us in some small way.

Travis smiled and said, " Maureen, I am astonished at the discipline you show in just a few short days.  Yes, you and Elizabeth may speak, but stay respectful.  Dear Mary is quite inventive in her invective."

"Master, may we have our hands unlocked?  They have been locked behind us the whole time we've been here.  We can't escape.  Our feet are chained and we're leashed to the floor."

"Maureen, I only have the keys to your leashes and I am told it is part of your training."

"Master, you are a powerful man in the police.  Would you help us in some small way if you could?

"We don't have any say in your lives.  You are slaves and you're being trained to be useful and provide pleasure to your master.  What could I do?"

"Master, I wasn't teasing earlier when I told you how I would like to be yours.  You are strong and would be a fair but stern master.  You wouldn't hurt me too much.  Would you claim me as your slave if I were offered?"

"You haven't been here long, Maureen.  Do you know that men and women get great pleasure from whipping a girl?"

"I've heard that.  We're whipped every day and I know that I'm starting to like it.  I know the trainers that whip us enjoy it.  Are you telling me you would like it, Master?"

"You have the most spankable and whippable bottom I have ever seen.  I would love to do either."

Master, I wish you would spank me.  I would treasure the experience.  There is a good chance you would too.  Elizabeth and I are only slaves.  Our only purpose in life is to bring you pleasure.  I am good at servicing men with my mouth, too."

He stood up and pulled his chair close to me. "Your leash is long enough. Stand and drape yourself over my lap."

My loins were hot.  I wanted him in me.  I blushed and said, "Yes, Master. "I stood and lay across his lap.  I could feel his rigid member poke me in the pussy.  The first blow came as soon as my weight landed on his legs.  My pussy flamed in time to my ass.  He alternated blows between my ass cheeks.  The pain was lost in my swirling senses.  I was so hot I was ready to explode.  I squealed and kicked to no avail.  His blows rained down on me like hail, one smarting sting of pure joy after another.  His cock felt like a pole in my groin.  I begged for more, harder, faster.  I came, gloriously with a scream and moans.

He threw me off his lap and said, "Service me, slave.  Now." He opened his fly and a monster cock leapt out.  It was huge and potent.  I worshiped it with my lips and tongue.  He grabbed my head and face pulled me onto his huge penis.  It filled my mouth to capacity and he pumped my head on off.  He came soon, filling my mouth with his hot cum.  I greedily swallowed it all and sucked him dry.  When I was done cleaning him, I kissed the end of his cock and said, "Thank you master.  I hope I pleased you."  I felt the rosy glow in my ass.  A fine seasoning to my orgasm. 

"You gave a fine performance too, lass.  My thanks.  And I enjoyed spanking you.  I was correct.  You have the most spankable ass I've ever seen."

"Master, can I take it then that you might consider purchasing me if I'm available?"

"I will think about it, lass."

"Master, I wonder if you know about this slavery business.  I mean I know I am now property and someone will own me.  What will happen to any property I owned when I was enslaved?"

"Any thing you owned will become the property of your first master.  If he sells you later, your former property remains his."

"Master, just as a point of information and not to influence any of your decisions, I had property.  I had a large house, a carriage, several horses and some stock.  It all was left to me by my parents. "

"Conniving wench.  You would entice me with money besides your beautiful body?  I thought you knew police officers cannot be bribed."

"Of course, Master.  It never crossed my mind." 

21 May 1913. Scotland Yard

CI Travis' Office:

Travis asked, "So how are they organized?"

Hotchkiss replied, "Sir, from the data we have so far it looks like there is a captain for each district.    Policy is given to the captains.  The captains decide what action to take in their district. It appears that the upper echelon, only one or two people, decide on policy."

"That's a simple structure for as many women as we've seen in marches, Ray."

"Yes, sir.  We believe the criminal activities are kept separate from the peaceful marches.  It could be because most of the members won't go as far as the small group of terrorists.  It looks like two different command structures. They likely come together at the top with a few charismatic leaders."

"So, you think you have several captains and leaders identified?"

"Yes, Sgt.s Saxby and Vines put together a list based on the sources you interrogated.  There are two of them who work at the same mill as Mary Stanton.  That's our best bit of misinformation to use.  Sgt. Vines thinks his girl may be an unwitting source of information for Adeline Johnson.  If you agree, He will tell Miss Meyers that it looks like that mill is the source of some terrorists.  If we are right, there will be an emergency meeting of the captains and leaders.  They will want an agreed action before we act."

"OK, sounds good.  Then we put a watch on WSPU HQ and a tail on Miss Johnson and Miss Pankour?"

"Yes, sir and we get a couple of large flying squads ready to respond to  any meeting. "


Chapter 6  - Lovers

22 May 1913 .  Emmeline Pankour's Home

My coach stopped at my house.  The footman opened the door. Ingrid, my secretary and a striking blond and I got out.  "Samuel.  Put the coach away then take the night off."

"Very good, Madam."

"Ingrid, tell Maude we'll have a late supper in the parlor then go up and change, please."

"Of course, Emma."

...

I heard Ingrid and looked up as she entered the parlor.  She's wearing stockings, garters, and high heels.  Handcuffs hold her hands behind her.  She twirls in the entrance. She is beautiful.  The black stockings and high shoes make her long legs seem even longer and show corded muscles.  They contrast delightfully with her fair Swedish complexion and long blond hair. "You like this, Emma?"

I wanted her in bed now, but dinner was coming.  I decided to wait.  I needed to practice patience. "Gorgeous, Ingrid.  I like you. I need you tonight.  These meetings and their endless squabbling drive me to distraction.  No one in the Organization seems to take a longer view than a week."

"Can I help you relax, Emma?" Ingrid slithered languidly to Emmeline, smirking as only a lascivious blond can.

"After dinner, love.  I'm famished.  Maude should bring it in shortly."

Ingrid kneels in front of me and licks my exposed knee.  I smile and pull my skirt higher.  Ingrid licks up the inside of my right thigh.  She burrows her head under my skirt and licks the naked labia lips.

Ingrid raises her head and looks up, "Emma, darling, you're sopping wet down here.  Its a treat for me, but you must have been frustrated  to tears. Why didn't you tell me?  I can help. I want to help.  I love helping you. "

Maude wheeled a serving cart into the parlor and said, "Dinner, madam."

"Bring it over here, please, Maude.  Ingrid, stop that and come over and kneel bedside the chair."

The cart is low enough I can eat from it.  Maude casts a knowing glance at Ingrid and leaves.  Ingrid ignores her and cuddles up close to my chair.

"Darling, turn around and face me.  Slide up so your knees are against the chair.  Good.  Now open your legs wide.   Kneel up.  Stick your breasts out.  They are very nice and deserve a prime location.   I want to see them all the time we are eating."

I ate some vegetables then fed some to Ingrid.  She craned her head toward me and opened wide, like a baby bird.  I put the fork in her mouth and waited for her lips to close.  I pulled the fork out.

"I was looking through a naughty magazine and saw a tart who had rings in her nipples.  You would look alluring with some large gold rings..  Would you like that?"

She looked shocked. Her mouth opened in a perfect circle and her eyes grew wide. "Emma, I have never considered it.  I imagine it will hurt a lot."

"Darling, it will sting when they're pierced, but I understand the soreness goes away.  It takes a few days to heal then the magazine said they give you heavenly erotic feelings as you feel them move.  I think they would look marvelous.  In your fair skin I would use large gold rings in them.  Silver wouldn't contrast as well."

"That doesn't sound too bad.  My clothes would cover them during the day. I suppose if I didn't like them the hole would heal if they were removed?"

"Yes, I believe that is true.  But remember, you are mine and I will be the one to decide to put them in or remove them. I will also choose to display you to others or not. Unless you choose to leave me.  You can do that at any time."

"Emma, I will never leave you.  I love you. I suppose if you want me to wear rings in my nipples, I won't have any choice, will I.?"

"No, not once I decide, but that hasn't happened yet.  I'll wait a few days and maybe talk to someone who does piercings.  Don't think about it now.  I will let you know when I decide."

We finished the meal and were about to go to bed when there was a visitor.

Maude announced Adeline Johnson wanted to see me.  I told Maude to bring her back.  "Ingrid, don't move."

"I'll shock Addie, Emma.  Adeline's never seen me like this before."

Adeline entered the parlor and stopped short as she saw Ingrid.  She paused a moment and said, "Goodness Ingrid, you look good enough to eat.  Would you like me to feast tonight?"

"Why Miss Adeline, I though you’d never ask.  You know I love a late-night snack. Would you like to talk to Emma first, or..."

Emmaline interjected, "Good evening, Addie.  What brings you out so late?"

"I've just received some worrying information.  The police think there are several action committee members working in the Glenburnie Mill. And they're right.  Three of our most reliable captains and several members work there.  If they find even one, they could cripple our organization.  Worse, if any of them talked we could all wind up in jail."

"Addie, you worry too much.  Almost all of us have been in prison before.  No one has ever talked.  Even so, I'm concerned.  Did your source tell you why the police are looking there?"

"This girl is one of my unknowing sources.  She just likes to brag about her boyfriend, so I couldn't ask too many questions.  I did ask a few, but she didn't know where they got their information." 

"Do you have any ideas?"

"My only idea is that one of the three missing action committee members, talked.  You know that all three are still missing.  None of our sources can find out anything about them.  They aren't in any prison or jail that we can find.  And all three of them knew about the mill."

"I'm worried about them too.  If the police have found a successful way to interrogate them, then none of us are safe.  We need to find out where they are and what's happening to them.  Push your informants to find out about them, Addie."

"All right.  I wish I had more well-placed informants.  If they ask too many or too pointed questions, they may be exposed."

"Addie, I'm sure they will be circumspect.  The ones I know of are intelligent and experienced."

"Of course they are, but that also means they know too much about us to not worry about them. Shouldn't we get the action committee together and warn them?" 

"Let's wait.  I don't want to have a large meeting until we know what's happening to those who were arrested. Get word to one or two in the mill to lay low for a while. Enough of that for now.  Have you ever played games like Ingrid and I?"

"What do you mean?  I've had several women friends who I've shared favors with.  You know that."

"Look at Ingrid.  Sex and domination games is what I mean."

"Oh..Oh.  No, I've never tried that."

"Ingrid, tell Addie what it’s like being my submissive."

"Addie, dear.  I don't know how to describe it.  It just always felt right to me.  When I'm helpless, Emma does the most wonderful things to me.  The slightest touch makes my belly quiver with delicious arousal.  I'm hot and needy and I feel right on the edge of an orgasm all the time.  You know, that feeling you get just as you're about to come.  I'm teetering on the edge and want to fall over into the deepest orgasm ever.  You know you're helpless and You are totally dependent on your mistress.  You're scared and hopeful and aroused all at once.  Then, when she lets you come, it’s better than even your wildest imaginings.  You melt into yourself for hours.  The orgasm is over, but as long as you're helpless the arousal lingers."

"So, Addie, how would you feel about a night of helpless debauchery?"

"Emma, Ingrid could sell ice to Eskimos.  That was the greatest sales pitch for slavery I can imagine.  What do I do?"

Addie, get undressed and Ingrid, go get the toy bag.  We need to have fun."

Adeline was undressing and said, "Emma I knew Ingrid was your lover.  I didn't know she was your submissive.  The handcuffs, they're very naughty.  How long have you been making her do that?"

"About two years.   I enjoy seeing her in chains and she enjoys wearing them.  Says it makes her feel secure and possessed.  It helps both of us keep our relationship in the proper perspective.  I'm the mistress and she's my slave.  To the rest of the world she's my devoted employee.  To her, she belongs to me and obeys me in all things."

Ingrid returned with the toy bag.  "Also, she has the most marvelous tongue.  Stick it out Ingrid."

Ingrid stuck out her tongue and looked at Adeline.

"Emma, I've never seen such a thick, long tongue.  Was she born like that?"

"No dear, Like any muscle, it gets stronger with use.  I see to it that Ingrid's tongue gets well exercised every day."

"Emma, you're terrible, and wonderful.  I never guessed. Would you let me borrow her for a day? I could use some pleasure in my life."

I looked at Ingrid. She was looking at me and smiling. I knew she would go with Addie if I ordered it. I also knew she would be shocked and disappointed.

"Nope.  But I have a better idea, the three of us can play here.  Ingrid, put all the toys on the table so we can choose."

"Addie, are you a submissive?

"I don't know.  I've never thought about it."

"Most women have a submissive side to their personality, whether they know it or not.  It’s one of the things that have let us survive in a male-dominated society.  It’s also one of the things we are trying to change.  Women's own personalities increase our difficulties.  But it can be used to increase our pleasure if we understand it.  Will you try it tonight?  I promise you, you will enjoy it, but you will have to trust me."

Addie thought for a minute. I could see the struggle in her face.  Finally, she said, "all right.  I do trust you Emma, you already know that."

"Addie, turn around and put your hands behind you." She smiled and turned around.  I put the cuffs on her.  I closed them around her wrists until they were snug.  I enjoyed the clicking of the ratchet, feeling it taking her freedom away until I chose to return it.  Now I had two naked girls to enjoy.   Next, I put  a three foot spreader bar on Addie.  "How do you feel Addie?"

"Helpless. I can't do anything now."

"Not true.  You can love and be loved. Ingrid, arouse Addie and show what you can do with your tongue.  Addie, close your eyes and stand still."

Ingrid circled Addie and stopped in front of her, quite close.  She rubbed her breasts against Addie and both their nipples became hard and pink.   Ingrid kissed her, long and hard.  I watched Addie's face.  She kept her eyes closed but her surprise was evident.  Ingrid broke the kiss and bent lower to kiss and suck on Addie's nipples.  When both were rock hard, I motioned Ingrid to start on her loins.  

Addie's breathing grew ragged and hoarse.  I put a gentle ring clamp on both her nipples.  They constricted the base just enough they would stay engorged.   The clamps wouldn't come off until I opened them.  They had loops on their bottom.  I hung a heavy bell on each of them.  They started ringing immediately.  Addie began moaning from the stimulation of the swaying bells and Ingrids's muscular tongue. "Ingrid, slow down. I want to put a butt plug in her before she comes."

I got a small plug and a jar of lubricant.  I moved Addie over to a chair, carefully as Ingrid kept up her ministrations during the move. "Just one more step Addie.  Ok, now lean forward until your head rests on the back of the chair.  Good.  This will feel strange at first, but it will make you have a stronger orgasm." I scooped up a handful of lubricant and greased all around her anus, moving inside gradually.  I put the tip of the plug in her anus and rotated while pushing.  "Just relax Addie, it’s almost in."  Finally, it plopped into place. I hung another bell on its ring. "All right, Addie, straighten up now and back up two steps.  I'll hold you, so you don't fall.  OK, Ingrid help her come."

Ingrid redoubled her efforts and soon Addie was moaning and writhing where she stood.  I Held her up when she seemed ready to collapse.  She came with a hoarse gasp and a strangled scream. She bent nearly double as her belly spasmed.  I saw her love juices spurt onto Ingrid's face and run down her breasts.  Addie slowly straightened up and said, "that was fantastic.  It was huge.  Thank you, Ingrid, Emma. "

"Addie, in my experience, it was so good for you in large part because of your bondage.  If you weren't restrained, you would have had a good orgasm, but not a great one.  You are my submissive for tonight and this was just the first experience you're going to get.  Hold still.  By the way, for tonight, you will address me as 'mistress.'

Addie said, "yes, mistress."

I removed the cuffs from her wrists and said, "cross your hands behind you, Addie."  I used a piece of soft cotton rope and tied her hands together.  I cinched the turns and tied the knots above her hands.  I ran the long ends around her waist and tied them together in front of her.  Now no knots were within her reach and her hands held tight to her waist. I took off the spreader bar and replaced it with leg cuffs. "Now try to escape.  Struggle."

She tried hard, but eventually gave up. "It’s no use mistress.  I can't reach any knots and I can't move my arms.  Where did you learn how to tie a girl?"

"I've practiced on Ingrid for years.  Earlier you said you felt helpless.  Now how do you feel?"

"My gosh, mistress, I'm even more helpless.  I can't move my hands at all.  I feel like a baby.  I can walk a little now, but I can't do anything else.  I guess the handcuffs made anything harder. The rope makes almost everything impossible. I can barely move."

"Excellent.  Anything hurt?"

"No, mistress."

Everything was working well.  I put a leather collar around her neck and clipped a leather leash on it.  "Follow me." Ingrid followed as I took Addie upstairs to the game room.  Her bells rang with every step.  I bent her over a spanking bar.  This was just a narrow horizontal bar, padded.  It fit between her breasts and let them hang down. I strapped her torso to the top and tied her ankle chain to the legs.  Now her pussy and bottom were hanging out in the open air.  Her breasts swung below her with their bells.  I removed the bell from her butt plug.  It was just in the way now.

I picked out a short whip from a rack and showed it to her.  "Addie, this will sting and leave marvelous marks on your skin but won't cause any damage.  I walked behind her and gave her several hard strokes on her ass cheeks.  She gasped and wriggled but was helpless to avoid it.  I felt her pussy.  It was moist. I held my hand to her face, "Lick it clean, Addie."  She sniffed and started licking, soft and slow. "Good girl."

I whipped her ass, taking my time and stroking her pussy between each stroke.  Her breathing was getting louder and soon she began moaning.  Her nipple bells were ringing continuously as she swayed with her inner passion.  After about ten she started straightening her legs.  Raising her ass, trying to get closer to the whip. "Addie, what do you feel"

She gasped her words, "It doesn't hurt anymore.  Its wonderful.  I'm going to come!" At the next stroke she came with a loud scream and a ferocious clatter from her bells as she spasmed her whole body.

"Ingrid, let her rest a few minutes then take her to the bath and get her clean.  When you're done, bring her to my bedroom and fasten her.  You too."  I went to my room and undressed,  I should have undressed as I was doing Addie.  My clothing below the waist was sopping.  I must have gushed a quart.  I don't know how I could have gotten all that cloth wet!  I do love whipping a girl.  I didn't know how much a new ass would revitalize my libido.  I  resolved to keep Addie as my own.  Alongside Ingrid. I could not let either of them go.

I cleaned up and sprayed perfume all over.  I put a second shackle and chain alongside Ingrid's.  I lit two candles to faintly lighten the room.  I wondered how long until Ingrid and Addie would come.

Ingrid freed Addie and helped her up, "You have some great marks on your bottom.  You liked that a lot, didn't you?"

"Yes. Yes, I did.  Am I bleeding?"

"No, just a rosy pink ass crisscrossed with thin red lines. It looks wonderful.  Emma is an artist with the whip.  You should be proud of the way you look.  How do you feel?"

"I feel just like you said I would.  I feel like I did as a little girl.  I was dependent on my parents.  I knew they loved me.  I knew I had to obey them.  I felt glad, happy when I could do what they wanted.  I'm helpless in the hands of you and Emma and I feel loved.  The pain in my ass will fade, but the pleasure you two have given me is indelibly burned into my brain.  What now?"

"I am going to take you t the bathroom and get you cleaned up.  Then we'll go to Emma."

Ingrid led her to the bath.  "Do you need to use the facilities?"

"No, thanks."

Ingrid said, “All right,” and led her to a wall.  she tied Addie's leash to a ring and said turn around, please and spread your legs wide."  She wet a rag and used soap to clean Addie's loins and legs.  Then she dried her with a large white towel.  She rubbed rouge on Addie's labia lips and aureoles.  She applied lipstick and brushed her hair.  Last, she sprayed perfume on her loins and breasts.  

Ingrid touched up her own makeup and said, "We're ready.  Let's go see Emma."  She untied the leash and led Addie to Emma's room.  They found her sitting at a secretary, brushing her hair, naked too.

Ingrid said, "Emma. we're all clean now."  She led Addie to the bed, knelt and locked one of the shackles on Addie's ankle and the other on hers. She said, " Addie, kneel here beside me."  She crossed her arms behind her. Addie knelt where indicated.  Both girls looked at Emma and smiled.

I smiled at then and spoke, "Addie, how do you feel?"

"Happy, confused, expectant, helpless, all at the same time."

"Do you want me to untie you and send you home?"

"No, mistress.  I want to stay like this."

"For the night, a week, forever?

Yes, for a night.  I have many things to do for my business, for the movement, so not for a week, Forever? When I can, maybe?"

"Good answer.  If I accept you as my submissive, you will then only have one choice.  You can decide to leave whenever you wish.  Otherwise you will obey me in everything else.  All right?"

"Yes, mistress.  When must I decide?"

"I will send you home tomorrow morning. The next time we meet tell me yes or no. We will take it from there."

I went to my bed and stood in front of Addie. "Stand up, Addie."  She stood with grace, despite her tied hands.  We were the same height.  I put my arms around her and pulled her to me.  I kissed her, hard.  She opened her lips, inviting me in.  I thrust my tongue into her mouth, brushing her tongue aside.  My message was clear.  I was in charge, she must submit.  She whimpered and gave in.  Her tongue relaxed, and I bullied my way around her mouth, feeling every tooth, claiming her. She returned my kiss.  She was needy.  I lowered my left hand and felt her pussy.  She jumped when I touched her and pressed harder on our kiss.  She moaned, so soft, I don't think Ingrid heard her.  I fondled her labia, squeezing, pulling, stroking.   Her juices started to flow.  My she was hot.  I broke the kiss and looked at her.  Her face showed disappointment, and hope.  I pulled my hand away from her loins and she thrust forward to follow.  I sat on the edge of the bed and spread my legs.

"Addie, make love to me.  Ingrid instruct her."

Ingrid said, "move between her legs and kiss the inside of her thighs."

I felt her soft, red lips on my skin.  They felt soft and smooth.  I felt my pulse quicken.  I leaned back on my elbows.

Ingrid said, "Now lick her labia.  Long, slow strokes. Think of your last orgasm."  She reached forward and stroked Addie's labia.  Addie started.

Her tongue on my labia was so erotic.  I could feel my vaginal muscles twitch.  This was good.  She was good.

Ingrid said, " Good, Addie.   Look up and watch Emma's face. See what makes her smile.  Coordinate your tongue with her smile.  Try and make her smile broader.  Her smile is a good indicator of her pleasure. Until it looks like pain, then you know she's about to come.  It switches in an instant. 

I was amused and shocked.  I had never asked Ingrid what she noticed when pleasuring me.  It was mildly distressing to know I was such an open book.

I heard Ingrid coaxing Addie. "Now slip your tongue between her labia lips.  Taste her juices.  Smell her perfume.  Suck up all her juice you can.  It’s the nectar the gods wanted all women to give them.  It will make you lovelier than ever.  Use your tongue to find her hard nub but leave it alone for now."

I felt her tongue slip between my labia.  It was so intense.  I thought I would melt from all the heat in my loins and she was making me hotter.  I was molten.    

I realized I was panting.  I was so close to coming.  I heard Ingrid, so far away.  She murmured, " Look at her face.  She has switched from smiling to a grimace.  She's close to coming.  Slow down.  Pleasure delayed is pleasure increased." That traitorous wench.  I wanted to come now.  I moaned but I couldn't find the words to hurry her up.  I gasped at the sudden spasm in my loins.  I needed to come.

Ingrid said, "Now take the hard nub of her clit into your mouth.  Suck it, lick it.  Hard as you can."

I came.  I came so hard I thought I was dying.  Every muscle of my being spasmed.  Every nerve sang out as pure joy flooded through my body.  I screamed my passion to the stars.  I was in heaven.  My body bucked and jumped.  My voice was strained in a long moan. I grasped Addie's head and pulled her hard into my loins.  She kept sucking and licking, prolonging my joy.

Finally, I subsided and lay back on the bed, spent.  In a while I raised my head and looked at my two submissives.  Ingrid was grinning like a winning coach.   Addie was smiling somewhat shyly, her face covered with my juices. "Good girls.  You two make quite a pair.  I could make a bundle by hiring you out to some of the proper ladies I know."

"Thank you, mistress,” both said.  Addie continued, " I loved serving you, Mistress."

I got a wet cloth and cleaned Addie's face and my loins.  "Both of you climb into bed with me.  We are only going to sleep tonight, so no funny business. Its late."

"Yes, Mistress, both said.  They stood and slipped under the covers, Addie in the middle and Ingrid on the outside.  I cuffed Ingrid's hands behind her, to her disappointed chagrin, then I joined them.  I had both roll over to face me, keeping their hands away from me. 

In the morning I unlocked their shackles and Ingrid's cuffs.  I left Addie's other restraints in place.  I sent them both to the bath and told Ingrid to reclaim and clean the butt plug.  I replaced Ingrid's cuffs and had them both eat their breakfast from bowls on the floor.  After breakfast I released them both and had them dress.  When Addie was ready to go home, I put the butt plug in her hand and said, "Wear this every day.  Only take it out to use the restroom.  It will remind you that you are mine all the time, until you decide you are not."  I kissed her.

"Goodbye, Addie. I had a marvelous time learning you. You are beautiful in mind and body.  I will always treasure you.  I think of you as mine now, but you must decide. Also, thanks for the information. Press your contacts. We really need to know what's happened to our people.  I hate this, but you can't come back for several days.  Wait until you have new information."

Addie cried her goodbye.  She turned at the door and said, " I am a submissive.  I think I want to be your submissive too. I will go to work now, but I don't want to leave." She left .

Ingrid, beside me, said, "She's yours, mistress.  She'll be back."


Chapter 7  - Attitude Adjustment

23 May 1913. Slave Training Week 2

I had trouble remembering my name.  I knew I was once Maureen, but no one ever used my name anymore.  I remember seeing it on my collar before it was clamped on my neck.  I'm sure I once had a last name too, it's on the tip of my tongue.  Now, I, like all the other girls chained here, was just called slave or no name was used. I was just told what to do.  No higher cognition was encouraged or tolerated.

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

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

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

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

After I had orgasmed the first time, my later orgasms grew in strength. After five or so I would faint. I had become a slut powerhouse. Once aroused, I would orgasm at almost any touch. My masters chose whether I  orgasmed or not. In my heart I knew I was a true slave. This was where I belonged. My feelings and desires were no longer under my control. Now, I longed for the whip and orgasm. My body could no longer tell the difference between pain and pleasure. Rather, I welcomed pain  because it could lead to more pleasure than I had ever known . I knew I could never be free again. I was only and forever a sex slave and loved it. Even if released tomorrow I would search forever for a man to enslave me again. My desires, my feelings, my preferences no longer mattered. I longed for a master to take me to the heights of pleasure only he could give.

24 May 1913.  Scotland Yard

"So, Sgt.  Has WSPU taken the bait?"

"No, sir.  Not yet. We have continuous surveillance on the all the WSPU places we know about. No meetings yet. Mary Stanton told us that Miss Johnson passes messages to her contacts through dress shop ads.  The  first ads after our canary trap will be out today.  We know a few phrases to look for.

...

Sgts. Saxby and Vines entered CI Travis' office.  Sgt. Vines said, "we have something sir.  the dress shop ran an ad in the Times today.  It has several key phrases in it.  One is for 'meeting,' another for 'urgent,' and a third for 'personal.' Lt. Hotchkiss believes Miss Johnson is telling some of her secret operatives to meet with her. He recommends we keep a close watch on the dress shop.   Identify everyone who visits and make every effort to hear what they say.  Sgt. Saxby and I concur, sir.

"I agree.  Make it so."

"Thank you, sir."  They left.

26 May 1913. Scotland Yard

Lt. Hotchkiss, Sgt. Saxby and Sgt. Vines enter CI Travis' office.  

Lt. Hotchkiss said, "Sir, we have serious information.  We watched the dress shop and several wives of government officials visited it yesterday."

"Well, that may have political ramifications.  Who was it and what did they say?"

"First we have the Viscountess Haldane, wife of the Lord Chancellor.  She entered the shop at ten am yesterday.  She went into the back room and spoke to Miss Johnson for only a few moments.  Miss Johnson asked if her visitor had any information on  the three women we questioned.  Lady Haldane said she did not and would broach the subject with her husband.  Then she left."

Second, Lady Pamela McKenna, wife of the Home Secretary, entered the shop at eleven thirty am.  She too had a session in the back room with Miss Johnsen.  Miss Johnsen asked about the three women.  Mrs. McKenna said her husband said something about a final solution for the suffragettes.  She too promised to ask about plans for them.."

"Third, and  most serious, Lady Alice Isaacs, wife of the Lord Chief Justice visited the shop.  Like the others, she and Miss Johnsen met in the back room.  Lady Isaacs said her husband was not happy with the cure for the suffragette problem.  He thought the discussions were having a lessening effect. While he deplored the WSPU's tactics, he thought the government had gone too far.  It had taken a step that couldn't be undone.  He said it was an offense against the government's integrity.  Execution or deportation would be more just.  She had no specifics  but also said she would ask." 

Travis said, "Well, gentlemen, It looks like we will have some political implications here. Mr. McKenna seems our most likely starting point.  He sponsored the idea to release prisoners early to deal with the militant suffragists.  It would kill his career if it became known his wife was conspiring with those suffragists.  Tomorrow I shall visit Mr. McKenna and explain his options.  I will show him how his career won't suffer.  All he must do is let his wife learn the suffragists are being deported to, say, the Falklands.  Then his wife becomes our agent and has broken no laws.

29 May 1913. Emmaline Pankour's Home

"Miss Johnson to see you, ma'am."

"Thank you Maude, show her in please."  Ingrid was sitting on the sofa next to me.  She was reading a book and was fully clothed. Her hip was touching mine.

"Emma," cried Adeline, "I have some conflicting information. One agent reports what's done to the girls is worse than deportation or execution.  Another thinks they are being deported to the Falklands.  Of course, everything I get is third hand. There is a lot of room for exaggeration.  At least, if they are being deported, I know where they are going.    I've read about that place.  Its cold and barren.  The only thing they can raise there are sheep.  We've got to do something.  We have to tell the world."

"Settle down, Addie. Tell me what happened."

She calmed down and said, "Mrs. McKenna came into the shop today. She learned  that the convicted suffragists were being deported to the Falklands. Her husband said they needed more people there and it got the dangerous militants out of the country.  A couple of days ago, Mrs. Isaacs reported her husband was unhappy with the treatment of the girls.  Said it was worse than execution of deportment.  Both can't be right."

"This could be a trap, or just bad information. Certainly, we have to warn the action committee.  They are the only ones in danger.  The members who don't break the law are safe.  Send out the warning signal as soon as you can and call a meeting at HQ in a week.  Tell them to arrive one at a time. Have the meeting start at midnight."

"OK. I'll post the warning in tomorrow's ad.  Everyone will see it the next day."

"All right, Addie.  That's good work and thank your informants.  Their dedication and courage will let us succeed in the end.  Meantime we need to lay low until we develop a counter for this."

"Emma, it’s so frustrating.  All the years we've worked on this and so little to show for it. Do you think it would be OK for me to spend the night?  It’s been too long."

"Of course.  I look forward to you staying over.  You and Ingrid go upstairs and get ready.  Ingrid bring the toy bag when you come down."

"Yes, mistress."


Chapter 8  - Abstinance

30 May 1913. Slave Training Week 3

Maureen was vanishing into my libido.  My training was relentless, from dawn to dusk.  I was always chained and leashed. I was required to address all men as “Master” and all  women as “Mistress.” Often gagged and blindfolded I learned patience waiting for my next lesson.   Endless practicing of submissive positions.  Relentless trainers who were never satisfied with my best efforts.   The always present whips stinging my buttocks and thighs for minor failures.  Trainers always giving pain that turned to arousal.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

31 May 1913. Scotland Yard

CI Travis, "Well Sgt.  Did our trap work this time?"

"Yes, Sir.  The dress shop ad has a danger warning and calls an emergency meeting in six days at WSPU HQ.  We'll get them this time."

"Get your squads ready.  I want to see your plans by end of the day tomorrow.  I want to go along on this raid and do the honors on Miss Pankour.  Good work Sgt. Now I have to go see a couple of Lords with talkative wives."

31 May 1913. Lord Chief Justice's Office

CA Travis continued, “so My Lord, we have a problem. Your wife is passing classified information to the WSPU. I know many women are sympathetic to their goals.  What concerns me is the WSPU is using crimes and terrorism to coerce the government. They have destroyed many fine homes and public buildings. They say their aim is to avoid killing people.  It’s only a matter of time until they torch a building that’s occupied. The real question is whether Lady Isaacs will help us stop the WSPU. If she will then she will be free of any crime. She would be a crown agent. If not, then she will be convicted of conspiracy and you know what that will mean. If you agree to give her false information to forward that will be the same. What do you want to do my Lord?"

His eyes shifted up to the ceiling and to my right.  Then he looked at me again.  My wife is quite intelligent.  If I give her false information, she will see the contradiction and become suspicious.  I think it better if we leave her alone."

"But my Lord.  If we do nothing she will be convicted of conspiracy and you must realize the consequences for her."

"Yes, I do, but the law must be respected sir. Now, if there is nothing else. I have an important meeting.  Good day."

This fox realizes that when his wife becomes a slave, he will get all her property.  And she will be returned to him after pleasure training.  Evil bastard.  Well, it won't hurt our plan, but it won't help it either.  I'll go see the Lord Chancellor next. "Good day, m'lord.  Thank you for your time."

31 May 1913. Lord Chancellor's Office

"...so, m'lord, if you could casually mention something about suffragists and The Falklands. I'm sure this will remove any suspicion of conspiracy from her.  She will be a loyal government agent."

"Chief Inspector, do you believe Miss Ferguson was helping these arsonists?"

"Sir, many women support the suffragists in principle, at least.  We have nothing to show she knew the women she was talking to were part of the arsonists rather than just members. It is just a possibility.  If you could mention this today it would be helpful."

"I shall.  Thank you for this opportunity, Chief Inspector.  Good morning, sir."

"Good morning, Lord Chancellor."


Chapter 9  - Caught

7 June 1913. Scotland Yard, Interview Room.

Despite being up all night, her arrest and booking, she looks fresh and inviting.  How can she smile like that?  She oozes sex just sitting there.  I wish we had met before all this silliness started.  She looks like she'd set the sheets on fire.  Beautiful face and body.  Long red hair, nice breasts, tiny waist.  I'd love to see her legs."Good Morning Miss Pankour. You look well."

Travis.  He looks pleased with himself.  He is a big, handsome man.  He must be six-three, and I can see his biceps filling out his sleeves. I wonder how things would have turned out if we had met earlier?  He is always controlled and proper with me.  He's caught me three times now and he never gloats.  I wonder if his other parts match his physique?  He moves like a great cat, powerful and controlled.  I'd like him to love me.  I don't guess that will happen. "Chief Inspector Travis, how nice to see you.  Of course, it’s only been a few hours since we last met.  You were in that horde of angry young men who stormed into our peaceful meeting.  By the way, that was quite illegal, breaking into our private building."

"Ah yes.  I'm afraid you were distracted and failed to notice the warrant I showed to several of your women.  It was signed by the Chief Justice and was, I'm glad to say, quite legal."  I've got you again and you don't know about the new sentencing rules, do you?

"Inspector, are you really going to proceed with this tiring nonsense?" Take me to bed now, you great big hunk.  You know I'm going to get out of jail soon. "You know I've been here before and I'm always released after only a few weeks.  Our hunger strikes are effective, you know, in a civilized society." It would be nice to see him in private after I regain my health.  Before I restart the campaign.  I wonder if anything can come of it?

"Of course I recall your history, Miss Pankour.  I have been a part of the most recent few years.  But, alas, I, at least, must follow the law.  It is to court you must go and it is possible you will simply repeat history." I don't think so, sweetheart.  I will have to be in court as a witness, but I think the best part will be your expression when you hear the sentence.

"Of course it will repeat.  This is my third time through the courts for simply fighting for the rights of women."

Let's see what she thinks will happen.  "I estimate your trial will need at least a month.  Your hunger strike will need another month to see you ill enough to be released.  Then another month to regain your strength and start all over again.  So, would you agree it will be three months until I have to catch you again?" I must not show any emotion, no matter what she says.

"Oh, I don't need to put your courts through all that bother.  I and my friends will just plead guilty this week then we can go straight to our protest and lose some weight.  Its pleasing to exercise some self-control and frustrate the system in one fell swoop.  I think you'll need to start looking in only a month.  Hardly long enough for a proper vacation, is it?" 

Yes. "Miss Pankour, it is always a pleasure to see you in person.  Except for your dedication to property destruction, I enjoy your company.  I will try to visit you after the trial." Bet on it, Emma.  Soon that will be your slave name and I will own you! "Good bye, Miss Pankour."

13 June 1913. Kings Court.

...

"You have plead guilty to the charges against you.  I find this plea to be voluntary and of your own free will. I will now pronounce sentence.  Bailiff, please clear the court of all non judicial personnel.  The police may remain.  Miss Jones, would you please leave also?

Miss Emmaline Pankour, you have plead guilty to the charge of conspiracy to commit arson.  

"This is not the first convictions for you. This is a serious crime.  The government has a new  sentencing option for women who are incorrigible and a menace.  Enslavement.   This means you lose all human rights and become the property of an owner. Women sentenced to enslavement go to a training facility.  They are then placed with suitable owners to care for and use them as they see fit.  All property you own becomes the property of your owner.  If you are married, the marriage is nullified.  If you have children, you are no longer their parent. 

I hereby find you incorrigible and a menace to society. You are sentenced to enslavement for life. Take her away."

I couldn't have heard him correctly.  "Your honor, enslavement?  You can't do that.  Slavery has been abolished over a hundred years ago."

"Miss Pankour, the government reinstated slavery for females who repeatedly commit serious crimes.  This is you."

"But,..."

"Silence.  Bailiff, gag her if she continues making noise." 

13 June 1913. Kings Court Holding Cell.

Emmeline Pankour Travis, although she didn't know it yet, sat alone at a table in a large cell. Her hands were cuffed behind her. She looks scared, but even more beautiful. What is there about a feeling of despair that makes a woman beautiful?  Is it a survival mechanism so men will care for them? 

The guard opened the cell door for me.  I walked in and sat next to Emma. I didn't touch her.

Travis!  Maybe he can help.  This can't be happening to me.

"Hello, Miss Pankour.  I see that events did not proceed as you expected."

"Inspector, what does this mean.  What is going to happen to me?"

"May I call you Emma? I think we are beyond titles now."

"Yes, certainly.  Call me Emma.  I don't know your given name."

"It’s John, but since you are now a slave, I think you should call me 'Master,' don't you?"

"I am not a slave.  I'm a free woman.  This is my time.  Women are finally being paid what they're worth.  And I am responsible for much of that.  They can't do this to me. I refuse to submit."

"Emma, you've been sentenced.  The government will enslave you.  You have repeatedly broken many laws.  You've made innocent people homeless.  Did you think there wouldn't be any consequences?"

"John, can't you see.  I'm a good person.  I'm trying my best to help the downtrodden.  I feel so helpless, locked up in this miserable cell.  Not knowing what's going to happen to me and my friends.  I'm responsible for getting them into this.  I was the planner the leader.  Punish me, not them."

"Emma, even in your distress you are beautiful.  Know that I am not responsible for any of this.  If I had my way, I would take you away from this.  But I cannot. Your friends earned their punishment by deciding to commit the crimes you planned.  They could have refused and been non-violent as so many of their compatriots have.  Now Emma, you may call me 'Master.'  If you choose not to now, you will soon."

OK,...Master."  I find that comforting, somehow.  It makes me feel like I'm not so alone. Does it mean he'll take care of me? "Do you know what will happen to me?"

"Yes, I do.  But I cannot give you any details.  Two things of significance I can tell you, though.  First, you are now my property. I own you.  Second, you will be taken to a secret facility where you will be trained." 

"Yours, did you plan this?  Are you responsible for my enslavement?

"Emma, my love, I had no part in planning this.  It is a new secret action of the government decided far above my head.  In a way, you caused it.  WSPU has been poking at the government for a long time.  There are always consequences to actions.  Sometimes not what you want.  

The government decided violent women had more freedom than was good for the country.  Your hunger strike tactic was the final straw.  Now female repeat offenders are made slave.  Once a woman is a trained slave she is either given to a man or sold at auction.  Someone above me decided you should go to me as a reward for stopping your group. You have no choice. You have no more choices in anything.  If this doesn't work out for me I can sell you or give you away. Later today you will be taken to be trained.  You will likely see your friends there.  Although there are several facilities they could go to. "

I had to be sure. "Insp...John...Master, I belong to you?  I'm really your property, your slave?"

"Yes, Emma.  You are.  How do you feel about that?"

"M..Master, I've always been attracted to you.  Is being your slave like being your wife?"

"Mostly.  Because of your slavery, you must always wear chains .  They will be permanent.  There will not be a lock.  No key can remove them.  Many bits of metal will be put on you.  I'm sure you will wear them with grace.  They will enhance your beauty.  Girls already enslaved like the feeling and look.  They will take some adjustment. "

"So, I'm to be chained more than these cuffs?

"Yes.  Its required."

"Anything else?"

"Yes, but nothing you can change. One more thing you should like. When I received my gift of you, I also got title to all your property.  My, you were quite wealthy, and now I am.  We will live in your city house, and I will keep the estate in Essex. The rest I will probably sell."

"I always knew the government lusted for my property.  I'm glad you got it.  Maybe I will still get some pleasure from it."

"I'm sure you will. Now stand up."  She did, and I pulled her to me and kissed her. Her eyes opened wide in surprise.  I collected her cuffed wrists in one hand and pulled them high on her back, controlling them.  My other arm was around her shoulder, my hand grasping her hair. controlling her head. Her mouth was closed, and she opened it in clear invitation.  I thrust my tongue in her, brushing her tongue aside.  I explored her mouth and kept my lips closed to her tongue.  I wanted her to understand I was in complete control.  After a few futile attempts to stick her tongue into my mouth she subsided, getting my message.

He gave me a brusque order, "Stand up."  I did, and he put his arms around me and kissed me.  With one hand he pulled my cuffed wrists high on my back.   With the other he grabbed my hair and used it to move my head where he wanted it. His tongue impaled my mouth, ignoring my tongue's attempts to meet his.  He wouldn't let me into his mouth at all. He was so strong.  I couldn't move anything.  I felt possessed, controlled.  I loved my feeling of safety and security.  My body was instantly roused.  Love juices flowed to my pussy, lubricating them for his ease of use.  My nipples grew large and sensitive.  I felt their rub on my clothing all the way to my toes.  He shifted his hands to my waist and lifted me onto the table.  He said, "lift your legs."  I did, and he ripped my underthings off.  His huge, rigid member nuzzled my pussy and I felt it spring open, inviting him in.  He slowly pushed into me.  I thought he would split me in two.  He was gentle until all the way into my creaming cunt.  Then he began the in and out.  The slippery friction of his cock moving in me was glorious pleasure.  He sped up and my orgasm grew, crescendoing in a huge bloom of joy.  I screamed with pleasure. He pulled out and left me laying there, legs wide, naked from the waist down.

"Get up." I raised my head.  He lifted me off the table, spun me around, pushed my belly down on it.  He lifted my skirt and said, "spread your legs wide. Open your mouth." He stuffed my wadded up panties deep in my mouth. "You have made me wait to take you.  You have caused me untold worry.  You are a bad girl.  Here is your punishment."

His big hand slapped my ass cheeks hard.  First the left, then the right.  My muffled squeals were soft and reflected weakly on the burning pain in my ass.  After ten swaps he felt my pussy.  Wet. of course.  But I knew it was fresh love juices flowing from my reheated cunt.  He slapped my ass a few more times then his resurrected cock penetrated my cunt again.  I exploded in glorious agony.  I loved him so. He was my master.  I was his property.  I finally knew what I had wanted all my life. My cup runneth over.  No girl deserves two such orgasms in a span of minutes.  My quieted moans took on a new, softer timbre as the pain ebbed and the joy replaced it. and once again, he left me bereft.

"Now, I have to go back to work.  Relax and follow orders.  Life will be more pleasant than if you fight it. 'bye."

I lay there for a long time.  His spend mixed with my love juices and slowly trickled onto the table.  I wanted him to take me with him.  I would gladly wear his chains all the time.  I didn't need any training.  I couldn't possibly love him more.  But I knew the system had me and wouldn't let go until it was ready.  I stood up.  I spat out my panties on the pile of my underthings on the floor.  I decided to abandon them there.  It would be a lot of trouble to don them with cuffed wrists.  They would probably take them away soon anyway.  Good riddance.  This way I was more available to master if he returned.

I hated this.  He called me 'my love!'  I wanted out of this mess. I wanted to be his slave, his property.  I couldn't wait to wear his chains. I wanted him to take me out and love me forever.  I had to escape.  I had to help my friends escape.  I owed it to all women to continue the fight.  I was locked in a small cage and effectively helpless.  I cried for my missing master and for all my lost opportunities.  I cried away all my tears until there were no more.  I thought about Adeline and Ingrid and all the others.  I wanted them with me.  I was so tired.  I lay on the hard bench and slept.

The clatter of the cell door opening woke me.  Three people were there, a woman and two men.  They put shackles on my ankles.  I was marched out of the building and into a wagon.  Nine of my friends were already in the wagon.  The steel door was closed and locked and the wagon drove away.  I looked at Ingrid and Adeline.  "I'm so sorry.  This is my fault.  I shouldn't have brought anyone else into my plans.  I just wanted all women to be treated better."  I cried and couldn't wipe away the tears.  I felt them running down my face.  Addie leaned over and dried them with her shoulder.  All the girls were chained like me.

Addie said, "Don't cry mistress.  We all walked into this with our eyes open.  We knew we would have a hard time if we were caught.  We chose to help you because we wanted the same things you did.  You succeeded far more than the other suffragist groups.  You are a smart, brave leader.  You did great.  The government has some good people too and it’s not surprising they found a way to catch us. And they had to change the rules to do it.  We did a lot and now it’s time for other women to move farther."

Ingrid snuggled close and said, "Mistress, the judge said we were going to be slaves.  Does that mean we will have to build roads and such and do lots of hard work?"

"I don't think so, darling. I've heard we are going to some sort of training then we will be given to men as their slaves.  I think we can look forward to something like being a wife only with no say in anything."

I couldn't bear to tell them of John. I loved the idea of being his property, but I was ashamed of my easy acceptance of being his slave.  I was their former leader.  I had a duty, still.  If not to lead them, at least to set a good example.  Yet I had blithely switched from espousing equality for women to lusting after enslavement.  I was a hypocrite.  I was a turncoat.  I was a traitor to womanhood.  

I was also the slave of John Travis.  I was going to be trained.  I craved his bondage and the opportunity to grovel and submit to him.  I was terrible. I hated myself.  Perhaps self-loathing was the key to a happy acceptance?  No.  That wasn't true.  I was overflowing with joy.  The hard thing now was not to show my followers how happy and expectant I was.  That would never do.

Ingrid mused, "That doesn't sound so bad.  Lots of girls like being married."

"It depends a lot on the man.  Some can be cruel and some kind.  As a slave, you can't ever argue or refuse.  It could be good, though. One thing is certain though.  We will never be able to make a choice or speak our opinion again.  Unless we can escape.  If they keep us in chains like this, we will never escape without help."

Adeline said, "Well, I will not be some man's slave.  A woman maybe, mistress.  They can't make me."

"Addie, dear, they can make you.  Don't do anything to get yourself in trouble.  I've read stories of the terrible things done to disobedient slaves."

I raised my voice, "Girls, listen to me.  I'm afraid we are in the hands of a vengeful government controlled by men.  They will do unpleasant things to you if you don't obey them.  If any of us makes a problem, I'm afraid they will punish all of us to make the point that we are in their power.  Obey them for now.  Don't give them a reason to hurt us.  Wait for your chance to escape.  God is with you."

We were all quiet with our thoughts we didn't want to share.  Perhaps if we didn't say them, they would stay away.


Chapter 10 - The Gang's All Here.

13 June 1913.  Royal Asylum.

The wagon stopped.  We heard voices outside then the door was opened. Two men lifted each of us down.  I saw we were in a courtyard surrounded by stone walls.  There was a huge steel gate behind the wagon.  Several large women and men herded us into a line and marched us into the building.

There were six large women in the room and two men. All dressed in the same unfamiliar uniform. One of the women stood closest to us. It looked like she was in charge. She said, "Stand on the yellow line."

I hurried over and stood on the line.  So did the rest of the prisoners.

"Good. Now we are going to remove your clothes and wash you down.  Give us any problems and you will be punished.  Do not move."

The women worked two to a prisoner.  They pulled down everything below our waist.  If the chain snagged the garment, scissors cut it apart.  The upper garments were all cut off us.  Our chains were not removed.

Steel collars were locked around our necks. Each collar had rings front and back. There was a short chain hanging from one ring. This was put in back. Our hands were pulled high on our backs and locked to the chain. My fingers could grasp the collar they were so high.

"Listen girls. You have been sentenced to enslavement. As of now you have no rights. You are worthless, untrained cunts. You will obey every command, instantly. Do not speak unless acknowledging an order or you have been given permission to speak. You are the lowest of the low. Every man is your master, every free woman is your mistress. Are we clear?" None of us said anything. "When I give you an order, the proper response is 'Yes, Mistress.' Are we clear?"

A loud chorus of "yes, mistress," burst forth.

"There are some simple rules here.  If you break any of them, you will be whipped."  She held up a wicked looking whip. "One. Always answer a command verbally. Two. Always use our proper titles. Three. You may not use any furniture, nor may you sit on your asses at any time.  Four. You may only lay down when ordered or when the lights are turned off.  This means you may Kneel, Stand or use one of the approved positions we will teach you. Five. Posture: When kneeling or standing keep your knees spread as far apart as possible. Arch your back and thrust your breasts out as far as possible. Always keep your head high and yours eyes on the floor. These rules are always in effect.  There is no downtime. Whips will be used.  We like whipping your asses."

A longer chain was carried into the room and each of us was locked to it, about four feet apart. A large ball of leather was stuffed into my mouth and strapped in place.  The other girls got one too. We were marched into a shower room and cleaned. Our orifices were checked for contraband. God that was humiliating. They would make one of us squat and a woman would feel around inside us with a gloved hand. It was the most humiliating experience I ever had.  But what could we do. We were all helpless. I had seen not the slightest chance of escape.  This couldn't last forever. It couldn't.

I was was unlocked from the common chain and another short one replaced it to act as a leash. I was led down the hall and into an unmarked door. The room was stark white. It had a sturdy wooden table and a man standing beside it. He was holding a whip. The woman handed him my leash and left.

He said, "I am one of your trainers. He took the gag from my mouth and held a glass of water to my lips. God, it was so good. Cool water sliding down my open mouth. I gulped down as much as I could then lowered my head, I worked my poor stiff jaw. It hadn't been in long, but the  gag was huge.

I said, "Thank you."

He looked at me and asked, "Is that how you address me?"

I said, "Thank you, Master."

"Good."

He bent me over the table, so my breasts rested on it. It was low enough so that my ass was higher than my shoulders. He removed the shackles and told me to spread my legs. He started  stroking me with his whip. So soft it didn't hurt. He increased the strength of the strokes but kept the pace slow. After a few minutes of this slow whipping. I began to feel my body heat up. My skin felt like it was glowing with heat, but it didn't hurt. I tried to resist but my body was out of my control.  My belly was hot. Then I felt my trainer start to stroke my labia lips with his fingers.  Feather light strokes running up one side then down the other. They were sliding in my love juices. I was so wet and so ready.

The whipping and finger actions continued.  I felt my vagina contracting and releasing in time to his fingers. I realized I was moaning.  He was in complete control of my body now.  I couldn't make a  coherent thought.  I just kept repeating 'Now, Please'  in my head. The gentle stroking and soft impacts  led to a huge orgasm. When I opened my eyes I saw him studying my face. This was my third orgasm in as many hours.  I had never had more than one a day before today.  Yet I felt wonderful.  I think those John gave me were way stronger.  But this one was still really good.  I realized my arms and shoulders weren't hurting any more.

I was sure I was awake, but this was so much like my dreams that I wasn't sure.  I was helpless, unable to move, but I felt safe, secure, and loved.  He had been so gentle with me and so sensual.  If this was slavery, I wanted it.  


Chapter 11 - Steel and Gold

He got me off the table and led me away on shaky legs, murmuring, “Good girl."

He unlocked the chain from my collar. A light chain leash took its place.  He took hold of the leash and said, “Heel,” and led me out of the room. We entered a small, hot room. There was a black metal machine in the center of the room and a red-hot brazier in the corner.

My trainer said, first thing is to get you marked.  It will hurt, but it passes quickly."

I fought, but with my hands cuffed behind me, I had no chance. They easily clamped me in the machine.  I continued to plead, but they ignored me. The light-haired man went to the brazier and pulled the glowing iron from the coals. He walked up to me and pressed the red-hot brand into my upper left thigh and held it for five full seconds. I screamed at the pain and the knowledge I was forever branded slave.  I fainted.

I awoke to a burning pain in my thigh and it took me a moment to realize where I was. I jerked as I remembered my branding. My wrists were still locked high on my back to a steel collar. I felt cuffs on my ankles, too. I tried to lift my head to look at the brand. Nope, nothing happened. My collar must be fastened down.  I couldn't even turn my head.  It was in some sort of soft cradle.  I felt a bed under me. I raised my legs as far as possible. I could just see the mark on my thigh. It was a stylized crown with three points. I heard a girl mumbling close by. I said, “who's there? Can you hear me?  I'm Emma. Can you hear me?”

A shrill girl's voice replied , “Emma, mistress, I'm Ingrid.  They branded me! It burns. I'm locked down to the bed. I can't move.”

I said, “Ingrid, love, I'm branded too. I don't think we can ever get them off. We're marked for life.”  I could see my brand.  It was a stylized crown.  Actually, it looked better than some of the tattoos I've seen.  When it stops hurting and looking red and swollen, I might like it.  I hoped my master liked it too.  There wasn't a damned thing I could do about it.

I had always regretted not going on the raids with the action committee.  I had been convinced I should stay behind and do the planning.  I believed them that I was more valuable staying 'safe' at home.  I felt awful sending my girls into danger while I was 'safe.' I was so wrong.  I was not safe.  There was no more safety for me.  All my team had been taken.  I wept for my lost opportunity to be brave, to be alive and active.  All that was lost to me.  I would only be able to obey my master now.  No more independence or honor.  No more doing the right thing because I would never be able to choose the right thing.   Now I was a slave.  I'd been tried, convicted, stripped naked,  chained, forced to orgasm, and branded.  I couldn't move.  My brand hurt.   In my condition, I couldn't even plan.  I could only wait and see what someone was going to do to me.  I must learn patience.

The door opened and a man in a white coat entered. He looked like a doctor. He walked over between our beds and checked our brands. He said, “These are well done.  They will look good when they heal.” He unlocked me from the bed put me in a wheelchair.

He locked my collar to the chair and gagged me. It was easy for him.  He said, "open, " holding the gag in front of me.  I opened my mouth and accepted the gag.  When he was strapping it tight around my head, I realized what I had done.  I obeyed him without thinking.  I didn't want that nasty thing in my mouth, but when he said open, my mouth seemed to open without any thought of mine.  Of course, resistance was futile.  But how easy it had been for him.  I couldn't resist, so I obeyed without thinking.  Was this how women were supposed to be? Docile, obedient in the face of male strength?  I must admit, it felt natural and easy.  

Why should I always fight nature?  Look where it has gotten me. I had thought of myself as strong.  A testament to feminine will.   Shit. At this rate I would be kissing a man's feet by the end of the day.  As the thought occurred to me I felt my loins give a blast of submissive heat.  I guess my body liked the thought even as my mind rebelled.  Wait, that wasn't rebellion.  It was disappointment that I wasn't submitting to my master.  Damn.   I was already broken to harness and thinking like a slave.  Whatever else they did to me, it wasn't going to make me less a slave.

He wheeled me out of the room and took me to a workshop.   My chair was rolled up to a large machine, one of several. and I was stood up beside it.   I just relaxed and let them move me around.  No point in resisting. A man fastened a short chain to my collar that forced me to stand up tall beside the machine.  He measured my wrists, ankles, wait and neck.  He walked out of my sight and I heard metallic noises for a few minutes.

I examined the machine.  In its center was a section that looked like the front of a girl.  There were depressions for breasts with holes in the middle for the nipples to poke through.  The lower face was exposed and the groin.

He came back with a wooden box.  He said, "These are your bonds.  I'll put them in the machine.  He inserted four small and one large steel plate into slots in the machine.  He showed me one that was midway in size between the others.

It was  wide, gleaming silver,  a single flat piece of steel.. It had a thick staple welded to the center with a large, thick steel ring. There were words engraved around the staple. 'EMMA -Property of Royal Correctional Service-£1,000 Reward -Return to any Police Station.' I read them with helpless resignation.  None of my associates would be able to remove it.  Cold steel defeated education and words.  No man who could remove it would want to remove it.  Once on me, it would be forever.

The smith said, "this will be your collar.  all your bonds are  permanent."   I looked at it with mixed emotions.  Collar.  There was so much meaning in that word.  Owned, controlled. For me it meant 'Property of John Travis.'  I felt a rush of conflicting emotions.  Fear. Joy that there would never be any doubt of my nature. Relief John Travis would own me, take care of me.  For some reason I felt safe with him. Acceptance that escape was even less likely. Resignation that I had no choice.   Anyone who saw the collar would turn me in and there was no way I could remove the collar without a smith's help.

I stared at my collar. I knew that, by itself, it would change my life forever. It was thick and solid.  I would wear it for the rest of my life. It would define me as slave. It told the world that I was not exactly human, more of a pet who could understand and speak, but that had to instantly and completely obey.  It said I made no choices, had no opinions, could never be trusted to do the right thing.  I would never again be able to argue a point, convince anyone of anything.  I would become no more listened to than a chair. I hated the loss of freedom, the loss of choices. I would be owned, OWNED.  I would be seen as an untrustworthy slave or pet who would wander if not chained.  It was shaming. My friends and associates could never again view me with respect or confidence.

Yet, I wanted to wear it. I longed for it to grasp my neck.  But I wanted my master's name on it.  I wanted it to say ,Emma - Property of John Travis.  Return me to him if found.' It was my dream come true.  I knew I was a slave and I wanted a master to own me. The collar befitted me.  I was a natural slave and should be collared.

He inserted the collar into the machine.    He pulled a chain out of the machine and locked it around my neck.  He removed my collar and cuffs.  He threw a lever and the chain around my neck pulled me into the heart of the machine.  He strapped my arms and legs into depressions and removed the chain. More straps encircled my head and chest.  I couldn't see anything and I was strapped in place. My breasts were in smooth depressions and I could feel cool air on my nipples.  My knees were spread wide and my feet about shoulder width apart.  I was expectant.  I wanted it to be over and hasten my delivery to my master.  I had fretted long enough.  It was time for me to submit to him.

He started the machine.  It was oud and I could feel the metal bands closing around my wrists, ankles, waist and neck.  When they felt snug there was a series of loud sounds.  Then silence.  

I felt hands moving on my nipples and labia. Invisible fingers stroked my nipples and clit until they grew rigid.  My now independent nipples swelled.  Standing rigid at attention before my heaving breasts, ready to be forever changed.  

They applied a cool liquid to my rock hard nipples and I felt a needle pierce them. They stung more than hurt.  I felt the rings inserted.  If asked, I would not have given consent to be pierced and ringed. My opinions were not ever going to be sought again.. I had lost any right to my body. It was owned by another. I didn't even know who yet. I could only gasp and moan as my flesh was pierced. I heard the clicking as their internal locks engaged.  My ears were done next.  They didn't hurt much.  The rings were just as heavy as those in my nipples.

I didn't want to be pierced, but my masters didn't care.  I was only a slave and if they thought I needed rings, I would get rings.  

I screamed as they pierced my clit hood.  I sobbed as they locked the ring within my secret place and my labia lips received similar rings.

I was helpless to do anything about the things being done to me.  I wondered if they would make me more attractive to my new Master. I hoped the Doctor knew what he was doing. Someone applied a lotion to each of my new rings and rotated them within my flesh. He did not say anything. Neither did I. They were handling me and I wanted their care. I was so helpless!

The nose hurt a lot.  After the piercing something cold and large slipped into both nostrils.  I felt my septum being squeezed.  There was a snap and the large things withdrew, but the pressure remained.    A grommet was placed in my septum.   The ring going there was not just for ornamentation.  Damn. My nose was going to be used for a leash or fastening me, or both.  Damn.  More fumbling and I felt the rings inserted in my flesh, one at a time.  Immediately after the ring insertion, I could feel and hear the clicks as the locks engaged.  

One at a time my hands were unstrapped then locked to the belt, behind my back. Then I was unstrapped and backed out of the machine.  I was fixed but good.  My ankles were chained together.  I had steel bands around my neck, waist, and wrists.  All the bands had  sturdy attachment rings. My collar had a short chain hanging from the back ring.  The waist band, call it a steel belt, was tight, not snug and had eight rings. And I was ringed.  Eight large, heavy, gold rings dangling from my flesh.  The ring in my nose was way too big and it bore a thin chain that ended a foot above the floor.  It was a leash. A permanent leash.  Double damn. Whoever held it had total control over me.  I was helpless.

My chains were put on me in no time at all.  A man took my leash and led me around the room.  Walking was a challenge.  He stopped me in front of a full-length mirror.  I looked at my image.  I studied myself from my shackles up to my nose ring and leash.  I looked like a slavegirl.  I was beautiful.  I supposed all slavegirls were beautiful in their helpless nudity.  I know I thought Ingrid and Addie to be so.  I was a vision of helpless femininity.  I was naked and ripe for plucking.  I could only hope my master would like me and be good to me.  It was certain I had no choice but to be obedient .   I would try to be pleasing.  I hoped my master liked intelligent women.

Now I felt like a slave.  The brand was just an ornament.  These shackles reduced my freedom.  No longer could I run or kick or take the stride my body wanted.  Now my steps were limited by men. Even the longest dress could not hide the clatter of my chain as I walked with my short rapid steps.  I had to learn how to walk with grace all over again.  I was clumsy, and my confidence was shattered anew with each snubbed step.  These shackles were permanent. There was no key. Only a smith could free me. No man would ever want me free to run or kick. No woman would ever be able to free me. I would wear these shaming, limiting, clanking symbols of my slavery forever.   I guess it was reasonable.  Slaves must be hobbled, or they might run away.  Yet they prevented nothing important.  I could walk, spread my legs for men, kneel to my masters.  But they made me humble.  I could never look a free woman in the eye again.

I stood there for minutes just feeling my irons and rings.  I was enslaved but also I was feeling new sensations.  The snug grasp of the steel on my limbs and throat.  I was still, just breathing.  Even then I could feel the heavy rings moving in my flesh.  I was getting aroused.  I didn't know whether it was the barbarous piercing's movement that was stimulating me.  It could also have been the sight of my helpless body and my ready availability to any man who wanted me.  Maybe too, it was my submissive feelings stimulating me.  Maybe it was feeling men putting steel on and in me that aroused me so.  I suspected I was a natural slave, that all women were natural slaves and just hid it well..  I didn't care. I just wanted a John Travis to take me and fuck me silly.  Feeling my arousal building, I looked anew at my collar.  It was beautiful and was perfect on me. It was exactly right for me, his slave.

One of the men unlocked my wrists from the belt and relocked them high on my back to the dangling chain.  It was a strain on my shoulders and arms.  I hoped someone would fasten them lower soon.


Chapter 12 -Property

The doctor removed my gag, took my leash, and led me out of the workshop and down a corridor.  I had never walked with chained ankles before. I kept trying to take too long a step and had it jerked to a stop several inches shy of my natural stride. The Doctor shortened his stride to match mine. He said, “practice helps.”

“Tomorrow your training begins. Remember to kneel unless  ordered otherwise.”

"Yes, master."

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

He said, "Good.  Stay like that.  Your friends will join you shortly."  He left and locked the barred cell door behind him.

I  stayed like that.  Obedient, meek, slave.  I had lost all dignity and resistance.  I was humbled, broken.  I was a slave and I accepted it. I knew my hopes and dreams of equality had ended.  For me and likely for all women.

One by one, all nine other action group members were led in and their leashes locked to wall rings.  All were fixed identical to me.  Complete helplessness.  None were gagged so we all commiserated about our treatment.  Some of us liked their rings, including me.  Most didn't.  None of us could see anything we could do.  Another hunger strike wasn't going to work since we lost all our rights.  Most of us had read how slavegirls were punished in the East and none of us wanted to chance it.  

Two men came for us.  One stood in the cell doorway.  The other unlocked a leash from the wall and locked it to another girl’s collar.  He continued until we were all fastened together by our nose leashes.  He handed the first girl's leash, mine, to the man in the door.  He led our chain of linked girls away.  He walked slowly to accommodate our hobbles.

He led us down a flight of stairs then into a long, wide hallway.  We walked along it for some distance.  I saw buckets spaced out against one wall.  I saw there were rings on the wall, one above another with a short chain hanging down from the top ring.  These were also spaced out along the wall, between but near the buckets.

The man following us called a halt and we stopped.  After a short time, he told us to go on.  Four steps then we stopped again.  We continued in this fashion until just past the middle of the hall we stopped again.  This time I felt Ingrid's leash being removed from my collar.  I was led on and my leash was locked to the last short wall chain.  I looked back the way we had come and saw all  the other girls were attached to the wall.

The men walked away without a word.

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

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

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

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

There was no privacy. We resided in a well-used corridor, naked and chained. We each had a waste bucket, but everyone could see and hear its use.

Hours later a group of men appeared. They brought a cart down the hall with them. We all got into kneeling display position with our backs up against the wall. They stopped the cart in front of the first girl.  We learned about sanitation in the hall.  We all received butt plugs.  They were locked in us.  Even our bodily functions were under tight control.

One man, in the middle of the hall spoke, “I am Master John. You are all slaves about to begin your training. I am the chief trainer. These men are your trainers. We will train you to be the most beautiful, happy, obedient and pleasing slaves in the world. Our methods are harsh and exacting because it works. When your training is complete you will be beautiful, arousing,  and pleasing girls. You will love what you have become.  You will be slave girls.

He went on like this for a few minutes.  We learned which whips would be used on different parts of our bodies.  The only part I remember is when he said, "We are going to help you unlock your true selves.  You will experience the sensuous pleasures already in your bodies and minds. These trainers will use the whip and sex to reconnect you with your deepest emotions. When we finish, you will feel complete and natural."  

He also told us about disobedience and punishment, "We have a few rules you must follow. First is instant obedience to your trainers. If you break a rule, you will be corrected. We have found that instant punishment for transgressions works best. Disobedience earns you five strokes.  Breaking a rule gets you three.  We will whip you when we want too.  Everyone enjoys watching and hearing a girl dance to their whip.  You can see the whips hanging on the wall. The long one is for your back and ass and thighs. The short one is for your breasts. If you protest the punishment it will double.   We have a solitary confinement cell, we have small cages, there are individual cells.  And there are punitive restraints. You will not like any of them. Also, any free person may punish you whenever they like, and they will do it often because it pleases them. After you have been here a while, you will enjoy being whipped, believe it or not.” 

I suspect he has his speech memorized.  I think this is not the first group of new slaves he has trained. I hope he does a good job. Finally, they left us there, kneeling in rapt attention to a blank wall.

I had an invader locked in my ass. I felt full, like I had to go. I felt chagrined at the loss of another bit of control I had retained until now.  I was being unreasonable if I expected to keep control over anything, I realized.  I wanted to scream that it was unfair but realized it would earn me punishment.  And, I thought, I am now their property and they can do whatever they want with me. I was impotent. Total control. As I thought about my absolute loss of control I realized I was getting aroused. I was shocked at the submissive lust heating my belly. I wanted to kneel at my master's feet, lick his boots and beg him to take me now. But he wasn't there. I got even more aroused at this thought.

We slept naked on our pads, no blankets were provided.  We didn't need them.  It was warm in the hall.  were not given any covering for the night.  We were allowed to talk to each other and anyone who walked down the hall. The trainers turned the lights down for sleeping, but not off. A trainer watched us and ordered us to not make any noise.  

I was loquacious, like most women.  I prided myself on my elocution and broad vocabulary.  I had traveled in Europe and had a good command of Italian, German, and French.  But now I was a naked, chained slavegirl.  I was subject to the whip whenever any free person wanted to see me dance or hear me scream. Whenever a man walked down the hall, he would inspect all of us.  Sometimes he would talk and sometimes correct one of our postures with one of the ever-present whips.

I was lost in the past, staring at the wall.  I was kneeling with me knees spread as wide as possible.  I had arched my back and stuck my breasts out as far as I could.  I had a fixed smile on my face.  But my mind had wandered into the forest of maybes and should’as. I realized with a start that there was a man standing in front of me.

"Good day, master."

"Good day, Emma.  What is your full name?"

"Master, I was named Emmaline Pankour."

"Oh, yes.  You were the leader of the suffragist arsonists, weren't you?

"Yes, Master."

"Why did you do it, Emma?"

"Master, I was trying to help women reach equality with men."

"Why do you think women should be equal?"

"Master, I was not working for physical or sexual equality.  I was trying to help all the women without men make enough money to feed their children."

"Really.  The equal pay act was passed ten years ago.  Didn't you want men to give women the right to vote?"

"Yes, master, I did."

"So, you also wanted to make women equal in political power to men."

"Yes, master, I did."

"Now that you are enslaved, do you still want equal power to men?" I felt a pang of fear, this was a tough spot.  If he didn't like my answer, he could whip me until I bled.  "Master, I'm not sure, now."  That was the best I could come up with.  A temporization? But what did I feel?  "Master, I want a master, now, but I'm unsure whether that will be true for other women."

20 July 1913. Royal Asylum

I haven't seen Mary or Elizabeth  since last night.  They were taken away after dinner.  They weren't the first to go.  There are only six slaves left in my coffle.  The trainers tell us our formal training is over and we are being sent to our masters.  I hope so.  I've heard the masters have been to a class to learn how to treat a slave. and that they all have good places to keep us.  I hope so.  I hope my master isn't cruel to me.  I'm helpless and will try so hard to please him.    Master John said that the whole world knows England now has female slaves.  I don't care if they know, I still don't want strangers gawking at me and touching my helpless body.  A child's finger on one of my rings would make me his or her slave.  I can't fight anyone.  I love my life here.  It’s impersonal though.  I would like to have some love with my sex.  Will my master love me?  I'm pretty, but so are all the other slaves.  Whoever he is, I'll have to do exactly what he says.  Just like a dutiful wife but with a whip awaiting a mistake.  Well, I'll try not to make mistakes.

I'm excited and want to meet my new master. I haven't felt like this since my first date with a boy.  Oh My God.  This is permanent, and I don't have a choice! My first date was a disaster.  He wanted nothing but to get me in bed.  He was such a bore.  No matter what my master is like, I must please him. I will. I will.

They came for me after breakfast.  They took out my butt plug and locked steel high heeled shoes on my feet. I was wrapped in a long, heavy hooded cloak and a veil pinned across my face, obscuring my nose ring.  I was taken into a courtyard and loaded on a wagon with four other slaves.  They ran a chain between our legs and locked it to a ring on the floor.  We were like glass beads threaded on a string.  As if we wanted to escape from the wagon, chained as we were.  Who knows what would happen to us if a stranger found us?   The wagon drove off immediately.  I was delivered first.  As I was lifted down from the wagon, I recognized where I was.  This was my home.  I hadn't seen it since my arrest.  I was handed over to a young man.  He was handsome and big.  He looked like a policeman.  He opened my cloak at the throat and read my collar.  He used my leash to lead me into the house. 

"Welcome home, Maureen.  By the way, you are now Maureen O'Reilly Alderson.  I am Bill Alderson, your new master.  Yes, this is your former house.  It was given to me, along with you and all your other assets.  Did you know you have a title, just like any other piece of property? It names you and says I own you."  He took my cloak off and looked at me.  "Maureen, you are gorgeous.  I understand you have been trained as a sex slave, correct?"

"Yes, Master.  Would you like me to submit to you now?"

"Yes.  Kneel and submit."

I knew the words.  I had to practice them in training.  But I couldn't remember them.  I went blank.  I knelt as gracefully as I could, keeping good posture.  I opened my mouth and the words flowed out of me without any help from my mind. "Master, I am Maureen O'Reilly Alderson, your slave.  I will obey you in all things. I exist only to serve you.  I am yours forever and desire to give you pleasure in any way you want.  My mind, my soul, my body are yours to hold and command.  I swear total obedience to you as long as I live. I submit myself to you.  May I serve you now?"  I crawled forward to kneel between his legs. 

I wanted him.  I wanted his cock in my cunt.  I wanted his cock in my mouth.  I wanted him to hold me and love me as I loved him.  I know I couldn't possibly love this man I had just met.  I loved my master and in time I would love this man who was my master.  The trainers had shown me I loved all men.  I wanted to serve and obey any man, but this was my man.  No, he wasn't mine.  I was his. He could have other women, but I couldn't have other men and this was good.  His happiness was essential to my happiness. I didn't know a better definition of love.  I was filled with joy to finally have met my master. Now I could serve him.


Chapter 13 - Routines

My training lasted for nearly two months.  It was like elementary school with whips and chains.  Most days followed the same basic routine.  At night we were chained to the wall in our open hallway.  We spent almost all our time chained together.  Nose ring to leash to another girl's collar.  Only during exercise or sex training were our leashes unlocked. Our hands were locked behind us unless needed for exercises or training.  They were most often locked high on our backs, to our collars.  Sometimes they were locked to the rear ring on our belts.  I never had them just locked together behind me.  Too much freedom, I suppose. 

One day a week, I think it was Sunday, but I have no way to be sure, we didn't have formal training.  We called it girl day.  All we did was take care of ourselves and visit each other.  Part of the day was like a party.  Several coffles of girls would be put in a large room.  There were tables with bowls of water and snack vegetables like carrots or cauliflower.  Our leashes were clipped to our collars. Hands locked behind us of course.  But we were free to visit and talk.  The noise of forty or fifty girls who hadn't been able to speak for a week was deafening. 

The rest of the day we wore long chains but had our hands free to do various feminine things. We cut each other's hair and painted our fingernails and toenails.  We had to shave our pussies every week.  We polished our chains.  They had to shine or we were whipped.

We were awakened at first light, taken to the bath, cleaned and given an enema.  We wore our butt plugs until next morning.  They locked in us and were increased in size until we reached a 'six.'  Widely thought to be most comfortable for our chief trainer.  

Breakfast next.  We always ate our meals from bowls on the floor, kneeling, our nose leashes locked to a wall ring in front of us. That served two purposes. First, it was convenient, Our hands never had to be unlocked.  Second, it reinforced our status as only a pet.

After breakfast we were exercised.  We had to do all the flexibility exercises taught in school.  That was often the only time all day our hands were unlocked.  We entered the exercise room in coffle. A long chain was passed between our legs, over the ankle chain and locked at both ends.  Only then were our leashes and hands freed.  It was a big room and six coffles of girls exercised at the same time.  That was where I first learned that Lady Isaacs, former wife of the Lord Chief Justice was a slave now.  She had been one of our secret informers.  I guess even her husband's power couldn't save her.

After the workouts we practiced getting into and out of our required slave positions. For example, standing display, kneeling display, punishment, missionary, etc.  The emphasis here was on precise positioning of our body parts, speed, and grace.  This was where the trainer's whips got the most use.  Their requirements were strict.

After positions we moved on to sex skills.  I never imagined there were so many erogenous zones on a woman's body.  We worked them all, and some men's too, but they don't have as many.  God must have wanted us to be very happy because he gave us dozens of places to arouse us.  We practiced oral sex, vaginal sex and anal sex.  We at least got rid of our plugs for that.  That session always ended with us being whipped until we orgasmed.  I was a good learner.  I always was one of the first to orgasm.  I learned to hide my first orgasm and often got two of them.  I also learned that a master can whip us so that we can't get an orgasm.  Damn.

After sex work we got a break where we could relax and just talk to each other.  We would be back in coffle but with the ends free so we could move around like a snake.  Every now and then the trainers would put two or three coffles in the same room for rest.  Imagine thirty naked girls with chained hands and feet, chained in three lines in a room.  The din was deafening.  Two girls that wanted to talk had to work their way through the linked mob to a quiet corner.  Usually you gave up after a few feet and just yelled into each other's ear.  I got a few words with the former Lady Isaacs.  She thought her husband wanted her enslaved so he would get not only her, but all her property and money too.  She was mad but knew she couldn't do anything about it.

Lunch next, for some girls.  They weighed us every morning.  If weren't at our target weight, no lunch.  

After lunch some training. There were several different regimes for different coffles.  We all got to do all of them, just not together.  We had belly dance, pony girl training, and doggy training.  We did breast exercises. To increase size but mostly to develop our muscles to move them up, down and sideways.  One we all hated was vaginal muscle strength training.  We had to hold a weighted ball in our vaginas.  They timed us and if it fell out too soon, we were whipped. Records were kept and it we didn't improve we got whipped.  If we were the first to drop our ball we got whipped. We all were whipped a lot in the first weeks, Soon I could hold a ten pound ball for thirty minutes.  

Oral sex muscles were trained too.  Our tongues and our sucking strength were improved.  We could all lick a woman so hard it hurt and keep it up for thirty minutes by graduation day.  I noticed that my tongue grew an inch longer too.  I developed a strong liking for Adeline's love juice.  I think she had the sweetest cunt in the building.  I know because I got to lick them all.  We practiced on men a lot too.  I got so I could take the biggest cock of our trainers all the way in and suck it hard.  It is a learned skill.  I looked forward to impressing my master and servicing him every day.  More than once.  I learned to time myself so I could give a man an erection and keep him erect until he wanted to come or fuck me.

Eastern sex positions from the Kama sutra I think.

We practiced giving and getting pain.  We learned a dozen different ways to tie a girl and whip her or cane her or crop her.  We exercised on each other.  First we would be whipped, then whip another.  We learned which instruments were best for bottom, back, thigh, belly, breast and cunt. After getting over the fear and shock we all learned to enjoy both sides o the whip.  It was arousing to whip a girl. The sounds she makes are almost indistinguishable from those of orgasm.  More than a few of us had orgasms while heating up the ass of another.  I did, several times.  What a glorious feeling. We all also liked being whipped to orgasm.  Sure, it stung at first, but the instruments we had were designed to give pain but not to injure. I learned there is a quite thin line between pleasure and pain.  Only a few stinging stripes and my body would flip over into pleasure and orgasm.

Next, we had dinner.  Same exercise.  Bowls, kneeling, leashed, no hands.

Finally, back to the wall.  We could talk among ourselves for a while.  After a while we stopped griping about slavery and fairness.  Mostly we talked about the trainers, techniques we used for our positions.  Sometimes we practiced things we could do without hands, like our breast exercises.  Our goal at this point was to survive with as few stripes as possible and get a master.  We were all used to being totally controlled.  We had all lost weight; our bodies were trim and fit.  We were beautiful and knew it.  We also knew we were slaves and acted like it.  We were submissive to everyone, including each other.  Any aggressive behavior was instantly quashed by the trainers.  Repeat offenders got to ride the horse for a day.  They walked funny when they were returned, but they never acted bad again.

Every night I dreamed of being with master.  I finally admitted to Ingrid and Addie that I wanted my master.  I related what had happened after court and that I would be going back to my old house as a part of the property.  I would often cry myself to sleep with loneliness.  I got all the sex I could want.  Several orgasms a day was normal.  But I missed my master.  I needed to serve him.  In any way, but sex would be nicest. 

None of us knew when our training would end, but it must be soon.  We had been through all the classes and now we were just practicing what we knew and keeping in shape.  There were a few girls who needed to improve in a couple of areas, but most of us were s good as we were going to get.  Slavegirls must learn patience.  Questions are discouraged with the whip.  Most of us wanted to go on to being actual slaves to a master.  I was fortunate because I already knew who was to be my master.  None of the others did.


Chapter 14 - Homecoming


Finally, it happened.  We were going to our masters.  Master John announced we were ready and would leave today.  They took us to the bath for our cleaning one last time.  After our enemas, they didn't put our plugs back in.  For the first time in months, we weren't plugged.  I had a momentary fear that my waste would dribble out of me all day.  Didn't happen, but I felt empty, like a part of me was gone.  I was being silly, but now I had something put back into my control and I wasn't sure I wanted it.  We were led to a new room and high heeled shoes and hooded traveling cloaks were strapped on us.  The shoes were all steel and ugly.  There was a flat plate on the floor and a foot-shaped plate on top set on a steep angle.  The heel of the two plates were joined by a four inch bar.  A steel band locked around our ankles below our cuffs.  There was a 'U' shaped bar that all but our big toes went under. 

No one could tell we were naked and chained beneath.  The shoes raised our chains off the ground even if our feet were touching and the cloaks brushed the ground. The hoods covered our collars and only the nose rings showed.  Thick veils were pinned to the hood and we were incognito.  Helpless still but concealed.

We were taken outside and put in a wagon.  The trainers had a specific order they wanted us loaded in.  One had a list and would call out a name.  The girl would step forward and a trainer would check her collar.  Then she was lifted on the end of the wagon and a heavy chain passed between her legs and over her hobble chain.  This was repeated until we all were threaded on the chain then it was locked to a ring on the wagon floor.  Off we went.  I was in the middle of the line with Ingrid and Adeline next to me.  After the first girls were unloaded it was my turn.  I could see a little through cracks in the door and I recognized my old neighborhood.  I was close.  Oh God, I hope he's glad to see me.

25 August 1913.  Emma Pankour's Former Home

We stopped, and the door was opened.  I saw Master waiting for me.  He had a broad grin on his face.  The chain was unlocked, and I was lifted down. He embraced my helpless body.  It felt so, so good.  He ripped my veil away and looked at my ringed nose.  He smiled wider and smiled. "love your ring." He kissed me and pulled me toward the front door.  I heard noises behind us but couldn't see because of the hood.  I supposed it was the wagon closing, getting ready for its next delivery.

When we reached the door, he opened it and thrust me inside.  He turned me around and said, "looks like we have our first guests."

Addie and Ingrid were standing on the porch held by the driver.

"Bring them in, please. "

Master took the heavy cloaks off us in the living room, had us kneel, and called Maude in. "Maude, these are my new slaves.  You know all of them, I believe."

"Yes, sir, I do.  Morning Miss Emma, Miss Addie, and Miss Ingrid."

All of us said, "Good morning, mistress."

"You can see they are all naked and well chained. They are official slaves and are to be kept secret for now.  We've discussed their rules and diet.  They must always address you respectfully and you have whip rights over them.  For now, only whip them for cause. Would you go and prepare lunch now?"

He took hold of our leashes said, "Stand." We all stood up and he led us to a wall.  There were three framed documents hanging there.  They were letter size and had an official seal on their lower right corners.  They were our titles. Documentation that Emmeline Pankour Travis, Adeline Johnson Travis, and Ingrid Johansen Travis were slaves.  They were proof that we were the property of John Travis.  I had known since my trial that I was his property.  But this official document proved it.  Proved I had traded all my freedom and rights for a master.  I could no longer harbor any thought of denial.  This was my condition.  I found I liked it.  Good thing, because I was his slave for life.  I realized I was smiling. I looked at Adeline and Ingrid.  They looked happy too. "Master, may I speak?"

"Go ahead, Emma."

"Master, thank you for taking me.  I'm very happy to be your property.  But I am perplexed.  How did you also get Ingrid and Adeline?"

"Emma, when I received you I also got all your property and assets.  No one claimed Adeline or Ingrid, so I bought them.  I got quite a good price for them, too."

"Thank you for buying them, master.  I am glad we can serve you together."

"You are welcome, Emma.  I know you were friends and, I suspect, lovers.  Am I correct?"

"Yes, Master.  They were both my submissives and my lovers."

"Good.  I expect I will enjoy watching my slaves play sometimes.  Of course, you realize you will play only under my command, not because you enjoy it?"

"Of course, master.  Our sole duty is to obey.  Our pleasure is incidental."

"Good."

He led us back to the center of the room. and ordered us to kneel.  I made sure my posture was perfect.  I spread my knees as wide as I could and arched my back, so my breasts stuck far out.

"Emma, submit to me."

I had expected this before now.  I had been trained for this and looked forward to it.  After I had submitted my preliminaries were over.  I would forever commit to absolute obedience to my master.  I would be punished for the slightest infraction of his rules. "Master, I am Emma Pankour Travis, your slave.  I will obey you in all things. I exist only to serve you.  I am yours forever and desire to give you pleasure in any way you want.  My mind, my soul, my body are yours to hold and command.  I swear total obedience to you as long as I live. I submit myself to you.  May I serve you now?"  I crawled to kneel between his legs.

He smiled and freed his cock.  I licked its tip then his shaft.  It was big and hard.  I wanted him in my cunt so bad, but this was good too.  Soon my head was pumping in and out, sucking him hard. I was so aroused too.  I was close to coming.   He stopped me and said, "Punishment position slave.  I spun around, threw my head to the floor and stuck my ass in the air.  I expected to feel his hard hand swat my ass, but no.  I felt his fingers soft stroke on my pussy.  I felt the slippery juice ease the passage of his fingers.  Then he was in me in a decisive thrust.  He was pounding away in my pussy and I was about to come.  It was heavenly.  I had missed this so much in training.  I had been fucked a lot but master was also my love and it was far different.  I was melting, and I felt so loved, so protected and so much his slave.

He came in me.  I loved the feel of his spend coming in me.  My pussy flamed into orgasm at the touch of his scalding fluid.  Our orgasm was near simultaneous.  I felt so connected to him.  I knew he wasn't mine, but by God, I was his.

He pulled out. "Kneel. " He walked in front of me and said, "Emma Travis.  I accept your submission. You are my property. Obey me well or suffer my punishment."

He left me and stood in front of Adeline.  "Adeline, submit to me."

Adeline made the required reply, "Master, I am Adeline Johnsen Travis, your slave.  I will obey you in all things. I exist only to serve you.  I am yours forever and desire to give you pleasure in any way you want.  My mind, my soul, my body are yours to hold and command.  I swear total obedience to you as long as I live. I submit myself to you.  May I serve you now?"

"Addie, you may service me."

Addie opened her mouth and started licking his cock. Soon it was fully in her mouth and she was working diligently on him.

He stopped her and said. "Adeline Travis.  I accept your submission. You are my property. Obey me well or suffer my punishment."

Ingrid submitted like Addie and was accepted.

I was the only one fucked.  Me.  He is my master.  Oh God, I felt special and loved.

"Girls, I expect there will be some adjustments necessary.   Your status has changed since you were last here.  Stand and come over beside me.  I've made a few changes since you left."

He opened a tall cabinet door that was new.  He pulled a chain out of it.  There was a low rumble.  I looked up and saw the top of the chain dangled from a track on the ceiling.  That was new too.  He locked the end of the chain to my collar.  He locked similar chains to Addie and Ingrid's collars. "This track runs throughout the house.  It goes into most of the rooms.  You can go where ever there is a track, but nowhere else.  The track stops inside the doors, just close enough you can open the door but not leave.  Your tethers are long enough to allow you to lay on the floor.

"Your status.  Of course, you are all slaves and must obey all free people.  That is Maude and I right now.  Emma, you are first girl.  Addie and Ingrid, you will obey Emma after Maude and me.  You two are equal and neither can ogive orders to the other.

"Clothing.  You will have none.  I like looking at my property."

"Rules of behavior are the same as in training."

“Hygiene.  I have had an enema facility added to the main floor bath.  Maude will take care of you in the morning as you had in training. You will wear butt plugs unless receiving your daily cleaning. She has a key to your plugs. I have told her to shave your pussies once a week. I don’t want any part of you hidden from my gaze.”

“Any questions?”

"Master, since we are locked to your track, may we have the use of our hands sometimes?  We have barely seen them in the last two months."

"Yes, you will sleep with your hands locked as they are now.  Other times, if a free person is in the house, your hands will be unlocked.  If any of you abuse this trust you will all go back to having them locked behind you."

He unlocked my hands from high on my back.  He put the lock back on my collar, so it was handy for use tonight.  He did the same for Ingrid and Addie.  I t felt so good to stretch my arms.  They were stiff and unresponsive at first.  It was wonderful to be able to do things with them.  I loved my master so much.  He was a good, good master.

“Master, I am quite good at gardening. I used to grow much of our produce in a little garden out back. If it is all right, I would like to have permission to do so again.”

“Excellent idea. I discovered your garden when I first arrived here. I have already made provision for your security, so we can begin anytime.”

“Security, master?”

“Of course. You must be securely fastened unless supervised. Surely they taught you that in slave school?”

“Yes, master. I thought it would count as supervised if I was in the backyard. There is a fence.”

“Two things you need to remember, Emma. Just obey your rules.  Don't think.  Rather, ask permission if you have not already been ordered. I know this must gall one who once wielded power and wealth. But this is now your state in life. This is your only warning. As a reminder I will hang a whip on the wall.”

“Thank you master.”

“Addie, Ingrid, go to the kitchen and find Maude.  Ask her to give you something to do. Come with me, Emma. Let’s go see the garden.”

He stood up and picked up my leash. I stood and followed him. I, of course knew the way to the garden, but he held the leash. I didn't know what to do with my hands.  Walking with free hands was a feeling I'd lost.  A slavegirl was never allowed to walk with free hands.  Of course, I was safely tethered to the track, but I still didn't know what to do with my hands.  I let them swing at my hips but that felt wrong.  I finally crossed my wrists behind me and pretended they were locked there.  Slave, I'm a slave.  I needed to feel secure and helpless.  I chided myself, but I left my hands behind me. 

When we reached the door, he pointed up at the track.  He explained that he had the track extended to let me reach the garden. I almost swooned at his thoughtfulness. I knew I had no choice, but I loved belonging to this hunk.  He opened the door and showed me the covered walkway he had built to the garden.  It and the track ran around the edge of the garden so I could reach all the plants.

He locked my hands behind me again and unlocked the track chain from my collar.  He took my leash and said, "Let's go tour the grounds.  See if you can find all the changes I've made to accommodate you."

He started walking and I tried to keep up.  Boy did I try. I have to admit I never spent much time walking on the grounds when they were mine.  I had a staff to tend them and I was always busy with my causes. I came to appreciate how big they were as I walked in high heels and hobbled ankles.  I'm sure I missed many things. I saw a dozen concrete benches, three gazebos, five massive boulders, a pillory.  There was one tall pillar in the middle of a stone patio.  They were noticeable because of the heavy rings they all sported.  My master apparently had plans to lock me in many alfresco settings. I asked what the pillar was for and he said," it’s a whipping post for when any of you are naughty. I can hardly believe how lucky I am to have you and all this.  It’s a dream come true.  You must feel equally unlucky."

"Surprisingly not, master.  It’s not all that far from my dreams too.  I have a strong, healthy, master I love.  Except for the chains and whips. I'm living with a man I respect, in a beautiful home with few cares save pleasing my man.  It’s like being happily married with all choices taken away.  I don't expect I'll ever go on a vacation unless I'm in a cage.  But I never took a vacation when I could."

"Don't you miss having power over others, control of your life?"

"Yes and no. I've lost all control, but the sex is fantastic.  These rings and my subjugation keep me aroused all the time.  The swaying rings keep every one of my erogenous zones stimulated.  If you feel my pussy now, you'll find I've been watering the plants on this whole walk.  I'm so aroused I can't think of anything except thinking of a way to get you to spank me.  If my feet were free I'd either kick you or try to run away.  Except for my leash, of course."

"Of course.  I love this leash.  It’s always on you and so handy for ensuring obedience.  Do you like it too?"

"Yep.  I love it when you make me do things.  Stimulates my flow for sure.  I don't like it so much when someone else controls me with it.  That's never going to change, master.  Would you like to take me again, master, I'm ready and eager to please you.”?

He laughed. "Is that really all you girls think about?"

"Master, we have all been well trained to serve men and women.  We have learned there is no higher calling in the world than sex slave.  And I especially crave your touch.  I will do literally anything to earn your touch.  Yes, it’s all we think about, master."

He stopped and faced me.  He reached out his hand and caressed my breast.  I was aroused and getting more so.  I panted.  I moaned.  I caressed his body with mine.  He kept stroking my breast, playing with my rings.  I squealed and came with a rush.  My loins cramped and writhed as he held my breast in his strong hand.  He kept his hold throughout my orgasm.  I opened my eyes and saw him grinning as I straightened up.  He kept stroking me.

"Master, if you keep doing that, I'm going to come again."

"OK, Emma.  I enjoyed your last one quite a lot.  Can you usually orgasm just through breast massage?" 

"I don't know, master. It’s never happened before."

"Would you like me to stop?  Does it bother you being forced to an orgasm when you are helpless?" 

"Oh, no, Master.  Please keep doing it.  And No.  We all learned to orgasm to stranger's manipulations during training.  We were always helpless.  I love having orgasms whether through intercourse, or pain, or whipping another girl.  I've had them every way possible."

"That's enough for now.  We should go back for lunch now."

Damn.  I wanted another one.  I shouldn't push it. "Yes. master."

We went back to the house.  He put me back on the track and released my hands.  

"Run in and find Maude.  Ask her to give you something to do."

"Yes, master." I went to the kitchen.  It felt so good to have the use of my hands again.

Maude said, "I'm sorry this happened to you ma'am.  You were a good employer and were working for a cause many women believed in."

"Thank you, Maude.  But that part of my life is over.  Now I'm only a slave girl.  I'm naked, chained, and ringed now and forever.  I'm just a sex toy for anyone to use.  My only ambition now is to serve my master and avoid punishment.  Please don't call me ma'am or any other title.  I'm just Emma now, or slave if you prefer.  This is real, and I can never go back.  Any title at all brings back memories much too painful to bear.  So, Maude, mistress, what shall I do to help?"  She sent me to set the table for master's lunch.  She already had the girls and my meals in our bowls.  We would eat as in training, kneeling, hands locked behind us, from bowls on the floor.  Reinforcing our status as less than human.  Knees spread, asses in the air, nose rings and leashes dangling in our food.  Chained to a wall.  How much it suited us.

Addie was polishing the silverware and Ingrid was dusting.  When master entered the room we all turned and waited for a command. "Girls, I'm glad to see you are earning your keep.  You are all looking beautiful today.  I've been wondering what rituals I might install to help stop you from getting too familiar with me.  Something like military discipline.   Everyone comes to attention when a superior officer enters a room. So, here's what I have decided. Whenever I enter a room, stop whatever you are doing, turn to face me and drop into punishment position. Stay there until I release you. Is that clear?"

We all said, "Yes, master." I thought that was not friendly, but he doesn't have to be.  We're not able to give him any backtalk or refuse.  Besides, his reason made sense.  If we got too familiar it would soon earn us punishment.  This will help keep us in our bounds, tight though they were.  Boy, I am really a slave.  I'm just rationalizing why I will do it.  I know I'm going to do it because I want to obey him. 

"Do it now."

We all dropped to our knees, raised up as high as we could and lowered our heads to the floor, knees spread wide.

"Good, Kneel."

We went to kneeling position and stuck our breasts out.

"I may use any number of words, like OK, or kneel, or Up, to release you.  When I do kneel and await further orders."

"Yes, Master." 

"Stand and resume your tasks."  He went into the kitchen.

"What do you think about this order?" I whispered to Adeline.

She whispered back. "It’s an order.  I will do it.  I think he wants to remind us of our position.  And he's right to do so.  Why? Don't you like it?"

"No, No.  I love it.  I know I'm a slave. I wondered how you were taking it."

"Emma, my former mistress, I learned I was a slave and liked obeying a master's orders. I will gladly do anything he wants me to.  Don't worry about me."

"Ingrid, I whispered, "How about you?  How do you feel about this new order?"

"Emma, dear. I think he's right.  We shouldn't act like it’s nothing special when he enters a room.  He's our own personal God.  He has complete control over us.  He can hurt us, kill us, sell us, love us , or ignore us.  I love him, and I want him to grant me love whenever possible."

We were called into the kitchen to bring the food out.  After master was seated and his food in front of him we were lined up with our bows, facing the wall. Maude had us set our bowls down and she gave us each a padlock. "Kneel and lock your leashes to the ring in front of you." We did.  "Put your hands behind you."  She locked them to the back of our belts.  "Eat. Stay in position until I come for you." The food was tasty, but the portion was small.  I suppose we weren't going to gain weight here.  After master congratulated Maude and left, she released us, and we did the dishes.

Maude told us to go rest, she didn't have anything more for us to do.  I took Addie and Ingrid to the garden to show them we could go outside.  I paused in the back porch to see if my gardening tools were still in the cupboard.  I opened it and found everything I had left there was gone.  In their place were a collection of wooden spoons and small rods.  Nothing of metal or with an edge was permitted to a slavegirl, of course.  Well, at least we could use our hands.

Master joined us in the garden. "Is this better than the training facility?"

"Oh yes, master.  That place was all stone and steel.  There was nothing growing there at all."

"I like to see my girls either happy or anguished.  Never anything in between.  So. I have arranged a party to show you off.  The guests should arrive at 5 pm on Saturday.  We need to decide what, if anything you should wear.  Whatever, I want all your girl parts flaunted and prominent."

"MASTER, I yelled.  You can't let people see us like this! Please, master."

"Girls.  It will happen on Saturday.  Get used to it.  Your job is to mesmerize my guests.  The ones who know me, I want them to be green with envy.  The ones who know you I want to be jealous of you and fearful for themselves.  You are all beautiful examples of femininity, with nothing to be ashamed of.  You did not choose to be displayed naked and chained.  I want your friends to see what could happen to them if they break the law."

"Also, the government has announced the use of female slavery for dangerous women.  Everyone knows slavegirls exist.  No one knows who they are . Yet.  This will be one of many parties the same night. The new owners are using parties to publicize the perils of breaking the law.  You will not be alone."

"I am considering  transparent harem pants and nothing on top.  Grecian style.  I think I will hang some bells or other ornaments on your nipple rings. Your hands will be free since you will be serving the guests.  I think I will let anyone who wishes take your cunt for a ride.  Now that's my ideas for now.  Talk it over and come up with alternatives.  If you come up with something just as sexy, I'll consider it.  Remember, maximum exposure."

I turned to Addie and Ingrid.  "He's the boss.  Maybe we could use paint to cover our boobs.  They would still be hanging in the wind, but we'd feel somewhat covered. Any other ideas?

26 August 1913. Lord Chief Justice's Home.

"You are quite late. sir."

"Sorry milord.  Traffic was stopped downtown.  Another march, I think."

"All right.  Where is she?"

"In the wagon, sir. Do you want me to bring her in or would you like to come and get her."

"I'll get her."

The driver unlocked the chain and took it out from between her legs then relocked it. There were still two more slaves in the wagon. He lifted her down and handed her leash to Lord Isaacs.  "Here you go milord."

Lord Isaacs turned and led her into the house by her leash.  He was gentle.  Inside he removed her cloak and studied her carefully.  He reached out and took her left nipple ring between his thumb and forefinger. " Nice rings, Alice."

"Thank you, master."

"Did you enjoy your training, slave?"

"Master, my husband, I hated it at first. By the end I loved it.  I think every woman in the training came to realize they were natural slaves.  They all embraced their new lives."

"Good.  You know we are no longer married?  Marriages are dissolved when a woman is enslaved. Likewise, slaves cannot own property. Everything you owned is now mine, just as you are. Would you like to go back to simply being my wife?"

"Master, I don't know.  I don't think so.  I don't think I'm allowed to do that.  And I want to be your sex slave.  I'm trained as a sex slave now.  I crave sex in any form.  I can come if you whip me or spank me.  I can give you a bigger, better orgasm than you've ever had.  Please let me show you."

"Of course.  You realize your slavery is irrevocable and permanent, just like your chains.  I will insist you show me all your new skills."

"Master. would you unlock my hands?  They've been fastened like this for days."

"No, Alice.  I like them there. They enhance your breasts and a helpless, naked woman is quite erotic.  You know that.  Also, I noticed that you spoke without permission.  That earns you punishment." He used her leash to guide her to a chair.  He sat down and pulled her over his lap.  He started spanking her.  One ass cheek at a time, back and forth.  She squealed and squirmed, but he was relentless.  After twenty hard smacks, both her cheeks were bright red and she was crying.

He felt her pussy. It was wet. "I see you were telling the truth.  Pain is arousing for you, isn't it?"

"Y..Yes, master.  I would like you to take me now.  I need your rod impaling me.  Please, master."

"Not yet, slave. Submit to me."

She knelt in front of him. "Master, I am Alice Isaacs, your slave.  I will obey you in all things. I exist only to serve you.  I am yours forever and desire to give you pleasure in any way you want.  My mind, my soul, my body are yours to hold and command.  I swear total obedience to you as long as I live. I submit myself to you.  May I serve you now?"

"Alice, you may service me." He took out his cock and she began showing off her new skills immediately.

He came in her mouth and she swallowed it all. Not a bit escaped her sucking frenzy.

"Well done, Alice. I accept your submission. You will obey me or be punished from now on. By the way, we are going to a party on Saturday. I've thrown out all your old clothes as inappropriate for a slave, so I guess you will go as you are now."

"Master," she protested, " I'm naked and chained. Everyone will see me. Please don't make me go. Please." She sobbed wonderfully.

It was thrilling to have her under total control. He decided he would not tell her that other slavegirls would be there or that he could have saved her from slavery.  He wanted her and her property and he got them both by just following the law. Now he would have his revenge for all the stultifying parties she had dragged him to. 

Wonderful. Life is good.

The End
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