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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 crowded with 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 do 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.

The Suffragettes frustrated with slow progress toward equality have become violent. Dr. Benoit, a psychologist develops a radical plan to ameliorate the problem, reinstate slavery for females convicted of serious crimes. The Ministry agrees to a trial which is phenomenally successful. The church and voters, all male, approve of Parliament passes the necessary laws.  Shortly there is a groundswell to extend slavery to all females.

By the spring of 1914, free women are a scarce sight, primarily the very old and infirm. Rare, indeed is the man who doesn’t own at least one woman, for foreign-born women are immigrating to share in the sexual delights of submission.

The financial and social consequences of female slavery have been very good to MPs. They are quick to realize the benefits to their careers of extending the program to  male criminals. Dr. Benoit is consulted and  agrees it is possible to give males the secondary sexual characteristics of females but cautions only some males that already identify as females will be convincingly changed. An experiment is authorized. William Maunds is one of the first men to become a legal female and enslaved.

.


Chapter 1: Misbegotten

“Henry, you’ve been my head trainer for five years and you’ve developed many of the techniques and tools used throughout the world to make women obedient and happy. Everyone is very pleased with your work.”

“Thank you, Doctor.”

“Are you up to a new challenge, probably harder than the last?”

“Of course, Doctor. You know I like solving problems.”

“The Ministry has asked us to extend our program to male criminals. They are interested in reducing the prison population and cost by returning the prisoners to the labor pool.”

“But Doctor, the risks of a male criminal getting loose are more serious than for females. They are bigger, stronger, and more aggressive.”

“They are aware of the problems. I’ve had several discussions with the Minister and he’s agreed we should start with the easiest prisoners to develop our methods, but he understands many of the male prisoners may not be suitable. He will send us volunteers at first so we can have more time to sort out issues. We have a free hand to devise ways to reduce the risks.”

“Doctor, are you thinking of drugs to calm them?”

“Possibly, but drug effects wear off, bodies become acclimatized, and it requires continual care. I want this effort to be as successful as the one for females and I’ve only agreed to take men who are gender borderline. I hope that your conditioning and the security protocols we already have will suffice.”

“How long do I have to prepare?”

“I gave the Minister some selection criteria. The first set of ten will be delivered Friday noon.  Also, Dr. Doisy in the United States believes he has found a substance in females that is responsible for female secondary sexual characteristics. He will provide some to see our results. I agreed of course. 

The first dose is injected and then we mix it in their food. Start them out the same as females; exercise and diet to get them to female norms, start conditioning them and if the female serum works, soon their bodies will look somewhat like a woman’s. Whether or not their bodies adapt, your current conditioning program should ensure their compliance.  Will you start the same way as with women?”

“Why not. We can always adjust if necessary. Same program length?

“Let’s do it the same and see what happens. Will you need anything new?”

Well, the male genitals are different, so we’ll need some small changes. Nothing major. I’ll use the same restraints. I’m not sure we’ll need the rings. Miss a lot of the benefits without breasts. It would be good if the doctor’s serum works.  All of our equipment is adjustable unless they give us a giant.”

“I’ve requested small sizes for the first batch. They are all serious felons and volunteered for the program in hopes of serving their sentences outside of prison.”

“Well, the girls liked it better.”

“Make the adjustments you think necessary to your plans and let’s go over them tomorrow at 3. The first batch will be here Friday.”

“OK. I’ll be back at three tomorrow. I expect my plans will change a bit once we get some experience with their psychology.”

“I hope we already know a lot about that, don’t you?”

“Not like we know the girl’s.”

I was elated though cold and bruised. The wagon we were in was hard, dark, and thudded and bounced over the rough road. Ten of us were locked into the prison wagon, clad in thin, striped prison pants and shirts, manacled and shackled and locked to each other with a single long chain. We had been in the van for many hours.

I was pretty sure it wasn’t a dream; it was too uncomfortable for that. I had become resigned to life in the hellhole of a prison. I had made it bearable by dismissing all sense of shame and dignity.

I felt like I was escaping from hell. Maybe only going to purgatory, but it had to be better.

I was rousted out of my cell hours earlier than usual and hustled to the warden’s office.  Two hulking guards shoved me into a hard chair and the warden, gruffer than usual, said, “Maunds. I must send four men to a special program. If you want in you must volunteer. If you sign this paper,” he slid a paper and pen across his desk, “then you have volunteered. All I know is that you’ll be taken to a different facility, “Adjusted,” whatever that means, and serve your sentence outside of prison. The Minister said it will be a pleasant place not designed to punish you. You have one minute to decide then I’ll ask someone else.” He sat back in his soft chair and looked at the clock.

“Warden, what does adjusted mean?”

“I don’t know.”

“I’ll do it. Anything is better than here.” I meant that. My life here was as a sex toy for brutal men with regular beatings and humiliation.  I signed the paper. I was hustled out of his office, shackled and put in a waiting carriage with five other men. Two more men were loaded in an hour and we left. More men were added along the way.

I was afraid of everything. Something secret was going to be done to me and I had agreed to it to get out of that prison. They could easily send me back to n even worse life, or a new, bad life, or maybe the warden was right and life would be better. I held on to the idea things had to be better because I couldn’t imagine a worse life.

I’m William Maunds, but everyone calls me Billy. I was in prison because I killed my wife and my boss. I came home from work and found them in my bed, fucking with gusto. They had enjoyed a bottle of Champagne and when Irene saw me, she laughed and said, “Oh, good. Billy’s home. Billy, go get Brigitte. She can clean your dick when we’re done.”

I just snapped. I picked up the empty Champagne bottle and hit him on the head. Irene started yelling at me, saying I was useless as a man and she had needs. I rolled him off her and saw his big, erect dick. Why hadn’t God given me one like that? I got out my pocketknife and cut it off. Irene screamed. There was blood everywhere. I shoved it back into her wet cunt then I hit her on the head with the bottle. I relive that moment every night.  Sometimes I feel sad and sometimes I wish I’d done more. Neither of them made a sound after that. It was the first time we were together that she wasn’t deriding me. We had been married for two years and it was much worse than being in prison.

I was small and distressingly delicate for a man. At twenty-five I was only five foot four inches and thin. I tipped the scale at just under sixty kilos, a bare five kilos more than Irene. I was never any good at sports and in my teens, strangers mistook me for a girl. I was always embarrassed by my small stature so it was quite a surprise when Irene showed interest in me. We courted for six months but we didn’t have sex. She said she was saving herself for her husband. We kissed and petted and she was sweet.

Our nuptial bed was a fucking disaster. The only part of me that is inadequate is my cock. It is fucking tiny. Even erect, it’s only a couple of inches long. How was I to know. I had never tried sex with a woman until I married. It worked fine for urination and masturbation. It was just too small to excite a woman. Irene was patient but finally just told me to lick her. It worked and she orgasmed.

She was more forceful than me and she dominated my life. Looking back, I think she only wanted a man she could dominate and give her the legitimacy of being married. My self-esteem was tiny, compared to hers and she became like a force of nature to me.

She chose my clothes, my meals and made me wear her nighties at night. She liked dressing me in girl’s clothes, like I was her doll. I thought I’d die the first night she made me wear girl’s clothes and go to dinner with her. I was much relieved when no one seemed to notice. She called it an experiment and  made me to do it after that. She said I was a much more interesting companion as a girl.

It wasn’t long after that that she started demanding I dress in her clothes after I got home and lick her to climax. She would use her mouth or hands to bring me to climax when we retired.  I became her maid and she got me a tiny French Maid’s uniform to wear at home. I became Brigitte  for sex, and to make her happy. I must admit it was kinky fun for me too. I learned to act like an obedient maid and enjoyed the charade when we had visitors.

At first, I was embarrassed and afraid of being caught. After a month, it was just naughty fun and I didn’t worry about being caught.

I had given her oral sex for months when she insisted, I learn to do it with a man. She brought home a large phallus and taught me how to do it well. She demonstrated the techniques on me and corrected me if I didn’t do it correctly on the phallus. She said every girl had to be able to satisfy a man and since I was playing a girl, I should learn. Not that I’d ever have to do it, she reassured me. With this knowledge I could help her improve her technique with me.

I certainly enjoyed her attention to my cock. The eroticism of using your mouth for someone else’s sexual pleasure excited me. Irene seemed to enjoy it. Would I?  I agreed to try it and Irene produced a double ended dildo. She inserted one end in her pussy and waved it at me. What could I do but enjoy her? I loved going down on her anyway.

I found it very satisfying . My cock, such as it is, grew hard while I was sucking on the dildo. Irene’s cries of pleasure when I made it move in her were a sweet and arousing influence. What would a man think?

“Well, Brigitte, what do you think?”

“Madam, it was most enjoyable.”

“You know, of course that men are gratified if you swallow their cum?”

I blushed, “Yes madam, I am quite aware of that.”

“I thought so. I enjoyed it too. You need to practice more. Remind me every day that you need to practice.”

“Yes, madam.”

She held up the dildo, “This has another function, too. Bend over the back of the couch and lift your skirt.”

“But…”

“Everyone likes this once they get used to it. Now, Brigitte.”

I wasn’t sure I believed her, but I did know I wasn’t the first to try it. “Yes, madam,” I lay over the back of the couch and lifted my skirt, baring my ass for her.

I heard her moving around then felt a searing pain on my ass and heard the thwack as her cane bit my ass. I yelped but didn’t move. She paused and the heat suffused my body and my cock grew hard. I loved it so.

”Punishment follows disobedience, Brigitte, but you know, don’t you?”

“Yes, madam, I know.”

I felt her fingers penetrate my anus and coat it liberally with petroleum jelly.

“Spread your feet wide.”

I obeyed, though I was tempted to disobey her again.

I felt the thick dildo at my entrance, pushing to gain entrance. The pressure increased until it popped through and slid into me. It went deeper until I felt Irene’s body slam against mine. She had put the other end in her cunt and was fucking me and herself with the same toy. My cock grew rigid and demanding. She rode me hard and I heard her gasps of pleasure. I was feeling something too. I was full and my cock was close to orgasm. Her fingers closed around my cock and balls and gave me the most spectacular handjob I had ever known. I spurted my pleasure into her hand and she gasped. I felt her rubbing my cum on my ass just before she orgasmed. She lay over my back and I felt her body pulsing, pumping her love juices onto the dildo and trickling down my legs.

I looked forward to the evenings when she entertained. At first just a couple of her closest friends knew of my little charade and they advised me on speech and mannerisms. After a few months they decreed me a perfect maid.

Then Irene started inviting others to her soirees and would explain my absence by a business trip. And it was reasonable, I was sent to other towns frequently to inspect company operations and give training to new employees.

She styled my hair into an androgynous cut and shopped for feminine clothes and undergarments to fit me. I regarded them as my costume, though I enjoyed dressing as a woman and regularly dressed to match Irene when I was home. Unexpected visitors would find either Brigitte or just another friend visiting. I always ducked out of sight until I knew who had come. If it was one of those in the know, she would call to “Willow” to join them. If not them it was “Brigitte.”

I found that I enjoyed the feel of women’s clothing more than men’s. I loved the deference men gave me when I went out as a woman.  My fear of discovery faded as I realized that no one suspected I was a man. I usually received offers of companionship from other men, the truest indicator of  the success of my impersonation.

After a year of being her maid she took it a step further when she told a couple that I loved using my mouth to gratify men and women. They were put off at first, but after Irene assured them I loved to use my mouth to serve her guests, they were interested. They both wanted to watch as I serviced the other. They were quite pleased with the show and their orgasms and gave me a generous tip. Irene swore them to secrecy and invited them to return whenever they wished more.

I stayed in character until they left, “Irene, I don’t want to be your prostitute again. I like as much free sex as anyone, but I don’t want them to think of me as just an obedient slut. I need to keep a little dignity. I felt dirty playing your prostitute. “

She was dismissive and threatened to reveal my secret life to my boss if I didn’t continue to obey her. I knew she had taken pictures of me changing and playing Brigitte, but until then I had not realized what leverage that gave her over me. I’d be ruined forever if it ever got out.

She would use her mouth and hands to make me erect then suck up my discharge. She loved cooing over my tiny cock, calling it a doll’s cock, but it felt so good. I would do anything she asked to get that reward, another embarrassment – that she could pussy-whip me so easily. I doubt that anyone would believe I was capable of murder, but I confessed, so there wasn’t any question.

My first day in prison I was the object of a turf battle for my body. I was easily the smallest, youngest, and, I’m told, the cutest man in the huge prison. After several bloody battles Big Jake had crowned himself my “Daddy.” He wasn’t the biggest or meanest guy in the joint. He had the most power because he ran the biggest gang inside and out. His troops battled for rights to my body and I had nothing to say about it. The guards protected him, whether from money or fear I never learned. He was possessive and dominant. When the matter was settled a giant held my arm and marched me into a room to meet Jacob. He had a room, not a cell. The rumors were correct, the guards and warden were under his control.

My fate was sealed the first time we met. He was a large man, tall, wide shouldered with slim hips. His hair was salt and pepper and cut short. He had bright golden eyes and exuded an of command that made me shrink inside. Somehow, I knew he was as domineering as Irene had been. He would accept only absolute, instant obedience. Maybe it was the expression on his chiseled countenance, or maybe the way his eyes seemed to look right through me.

“Come here.”

I walked to him. He was frightening in his intensity.  I stopped an arm’s length away and he studied me. He had a natural authority. It was his piercing golden yes. They bored into my soul, stripping away illusions and exposing the reality beneath.

“Remove your shirt.”

I stared at him for an instant then obeyed him. I dropped the state issued, gray shirt on the floor.

“Now the rest.”

I stripped, helpless under his gaze. I felt so minute, so helpless, before this alpha male. He felt my body, running his hands over me like a judge examining a dog. I kept my eyes on the floor, afraid to look at his face as he judged me. Inexplicable I felt excited and my penis grew stiff. He took it in his big hands and chuckled as he felt me grow rigid.

“You won’t need this here,” and he released me. “Turn around.”

I pivoted and felt his hands examining my thighs and back. They left me and I heard him walk away. I didn’t dare move.

“You’ve used makeup, haven’t you? Don’t lie to me.”

How could he know that? I never told anyone about Irene. “No, never.”

He walked back to me and turned me around to face him. H slapped my face, softly, left, right.

“I will have to punish you if you lie to me. Shall I repeat the question?”

He knows  or can he just tell when I lie? “No, master. Yes, I’ve used makeup.”

“I know. Go in the bathroom and put on a sexy face for me. Hurry”

I hurried in and found lip gloss, mascara, eye liner, foundation, eye shadow and more. There was a blonde wig on a stand. I worked rapidly, recreating Brigitte for my new master. It was exciting, erotic to be obeying a strong master. When I finished, I felt like a new person. I went back to see him.

“Come here.”

He was sitting in a straight-backed chair. I walked to him. He pulled me down over his knees, face down. My right arm was trapped between his torso and my body.

“Put your left middle finger in your mouth, get it wet.”

I did as ordered.

“Now stick it in your asshole and leave it there until I tell you to remove it.”

I had never put anything there and didn’t want to. I hesitated.

His hand hit my left ass cheek and filled me with a flaming agony. He hit my right cheek, left, right and I cried out in pain.

“Must an order be repeated?”

I flung my hand to my ass crack and felt for my asshole. “No, sir. I’m sorry, sir.” I thrust my finger in place.

“You may address me as Master.”

“Yes, master. I’m sorry. Master.” He spanked me, left, right, left, right. These blows weren’t as hard as the punishment earlier, but they made my ass hotter and hotter. He kept it up for a long time .

“I want your finger in your ass whenever you’re being punished. Clear?”

“Yes, master.”

He rained blows on my ass and legs until they glowed an angry red. My cock was dripping cum and my ass chafed with every blow, making my asshole sting and burn.  I don’t know how long he beat me, but eventually he rolled me off him and onto the floor at his feet. He stood over me and didn’t say anything.

He put his hands on his hips. I got to my knees and knelt in front of him. I undid his belt and unzipped his pants, pulling them to the floor. His cock stood out straight, tenting his underwear. I lowered the underwear, slowly, looked up at him as I did. He was hard and wet on the end and it stood straight out from his body, and right in front of me. I was going to be the perfect wife.

He was looking down at me, smiling. I stroked the length of it with my free hand then I leaned forward and took him in my mouth. He moaned softly and jerked back a little as my lips closed around him. I flicked the tip with my tongue, pulled back off him and looked up at him. His eyes were closed and I slipped my mouth back onto him. I closed my lips just behind the head, holding him in me while I ran the tip of my tongue around the hole, driving him crazy.

He moaned, “Uhhhhh, fuck. Don’t stop, what you’re doing, keep going.”

He put his hand on the back of my head as I swirled my tongue ‘round and ‘round in circles on the head of his cock and up the hole. His cock was pulsing in my mouth as I continued for minutes. I started to pump him as far in as I could. He was lost in my mouth. He held my head tight as I sucked him.

I was lost to him, too. I wanted to keep going when I felt his erection throb at the back of my throat. I started to pump hard to make him cum, jacked him off with my lips, my suction. When he came, I curled my arm around him. Pulled him close. He pumped and groaned as he spurted into my throat. It was not the first time I did this. I liked the salty taste of him, but most of all I liked making him feel pleasure. It was the one thing I could do for him, the one way I could serve.

I pulled off him but he  held my head in place with both hands and kept fucking my mouth. When he finished, he released my head, pulled his cock out of my mouth. My lip gloss was all over his cock.

He stood up and pointed to the ground at his feet.”

I got to my hands and knees before him and licked his feet like an obedient dog.

“I didn’t tell you to take your finger out,” and spanked my already red, raw ass several times. “I demand obedience. Is that understood?”

“Yes, master.” I dropped to my hands and knees and pushed my left middle finger into my asshole as far as it would go.

“Good. You can remove your finger now.  Go in the bath and fix your face. Hurry.”

When I returned, he was sitting in an easy chair.  There was a wide, thin, shiny red pillow on the floor in front of him. He pointed a finger at it. I knew what he wanted. I dropped to my knees on it.

“Tell me about yourself. Start as early as you can remember.”

I looked at his face and paused to collect my thoughts. He was as intense as before, but he also looked curious. His bright golden eyes pierced my soul.

“I had a normal childhood…”

“Stop. If you lie to me, I will spank you, hard. Start over.”

“Yes, master.  I knew I was different quite young. I was always the smallest boy…” I talked for hours about my embarrassing life and even more humiliating marriage. I told him about my ambivalent feeling when I was Brigitte and how I had learned to give head. I admitted to liking the taste of all kinds of cum. He soaked up everything I said like a sponge, intently listening and only occasionally probing deeper. I felt so good, so loved just by having him listen to me, without judgment. When he finally told me to get up, I couldn’t stand. My legs had gone to sleep.  He opened the door and brought another man in.

“Hugo, this is Billy. He is my bitch. He’s in your cell now. Get him cleaned and dressed and take care of him. Bring him back at ten in the morning.”

Hugo helped me up and helped me into the bath. I removed my makeup and got dressed. My bottom flared with flaming agony when it was touched, even by clothing.

Hugo lay on his bunk, reading a magazine. I sat on mine with a dripping cock and a dull ache in my body, awaiting my next visit like the obedient slut I was. I live to serve. I was more a prisoner than any other man in this prison. I was a prisoner in my body, but not the right body. My frustration was unfathomable by Hugo or Jacob, or any man. I was submissive, weak, and knew I should have been born female. I liked to serve strong men and women. It was the only thing I truly wanted. If only God or a magician would give me a slit and womanly breasts, I could die content.

When the lights went out, I cried myself to sleep, weeping silently. Hugo hovered beside me like a guardian angel while we showered and ate breakfast. I was glad for his protection. Whispered invitations and dares followed me everywhere but died away when Hugo took notice.

Jacob had a few rules for me. I was not to crap anywhere but his bath.  Hugo would watch while I gave myself an enema, then lubricate my asshole. Jacob got me women’s clothes from somewhere. Hugo would take me into Jacob’s bathroom and I would apply my makeup and whatever clothing was laid out for me. Usually I was in a French maid’s uniform, like Brigitte. Hugo would lace me into a tight corset and I had a set of fake breasts to strap on. He only gave me high heels to wear. I minced around on them all day, serving him and his guests food and drink. When I wasn’t serving, I had to keep my thumbs “In place,” that is, inserted in my asshole.

He lived like a king in the prison. I imagine he could have left whenever he wanted, but it was a very safe place to run his businesses from. I was happy, except for my thumbs. I looked like a woman and acted like one. Jacob got a blow job every day.

I expected to have my ass used for sex, but it didn’t happen. I didn’t ask why, afraid to give my master ideas. He was kind to me and made sure everyone else was too.  I belonged to Jacob for several months and the longer I was his, the more I wondered what anal sex would be like. I had heard it was great or it was terrible. I couldn’t be any more humiliated than I was daily as his bitch. I tried dropping subtle hints but they were ignored. I was feeling deprived after a couple of months. My hints became more open, begging, actually.  Master just said things like, “Maybe later.” Whatever the reason, I came to terms with being Big Jake’s sissy boy.


Chapter 2: Willow

After I “Volunteered” the guards put me in the wagon with others who looked a lot like me, small men, who didn’t speak.

Finally, the wagon rolled over smooth ground and stopped. The doors opened into a sunny day, blindingly bright after the dark ride. I heard, “Stand up.” I did, but slowly. My muscles were stiff after the hours-long ride on hard wooden benches. My eyes still watering and half blind, I felt the chain around my waist pull me toward the door. When it was my turn, strong hands gripped my arms and lifted me down. I was pulled forward by the chain in a jerk-pause-jerk motion until we were all on solid ground. We halted and I heard the wagon leave followed by the slamming of a heavy gate. We were standing in a courtyard of a large, institutional-looking building. All the windows I could see were barred. There were several men, guards from their uniforms, watching us. I heard a door’s creaking hinges in front of me. The line started moving, dragging me forward. The guards moved with us.

Our wrists were cuffed in front of us and locked to a belly chain. Our ankles were also chained. Our belly chains were joined by six-foot lengths of chain. We were led in by the guards and stood in a straight line facing a Sergeant. Six big guards armed with truncheons watched us.

The Sergeant watched the line shuffle in and paused until we stopped moving. He waited another ten seconds, watching our faces. He spoke, “I am Sergeant McLeod. Do you know what we do here?”

We shuffled our feet, but no one replied.

“We turn convicts into slave girls. You look like we’ll have an easy time. I hope you enjoy being sex slaves. I know the girls do. It doesn’t matter which way you swing; we’re still going to turn you into obedient sluts. I understand there’s a good demand for she-males.”

A slender, dark-haired convict complained, “Eh, mate, I don’t want this. I want to go back.”

One of the guards strode to him and jabbed him hard in the solar plexus with his truncheon and the complainer folded to the floor, emptying his stomach onto his feet and the floor. They let him retch for a minute before hauling him back to his feet.

Sgt. Mcleod said, mildly, “No talking without permission. You are all now slaves, owned by the Crown, just like females. You will address all free men as “Master. Understand?”

No one spoke.

“Answer me, or you will be punished. Do you understand?”

I replied, “Yes, Master,” and heard a chorus of soft echoes around me, but none of us were punished. Our names were verified then we were led out of the room.

They split us into two chains of five each and put us in different rooms. There were as many guards in the room as prisoners. They removed our chains and made us strip. We were sprayed with a foul-smelling, caustic green liquid then hosed off with cold water. The guards were all big, beefy guys. One of them looked a lot like Big Jake. He held the hose and ordered us to turn this way and that so his stream of cold water got all the green slime off. He was careful to hose off our peckers, made us hold them up so he could wash the bottom, and made loud comments about our cock sizes to  the room. I knew mine was small. My wife teased me about that and told me it was why her clothes looked so good on me. None of the prisoners had big cocks. Maybe it’s why we were chosen.

I was surprised and pleased that the guards came to us with towels and dried us off, personally. Mine made me spread my legs and hold my hands over my head. He was gentle and the personal touch made the atmosphere much friendlier. He cuffed my hands in front of me,  took by the arm, drug me in front of a mirror so I could see myself.

“Remember your appearance. We’ll make you better.”

I was my normal washed-out looking self: short, thin, blue-eyed, fair complexion, with a narrow face and high cheekbones and golden hair hanging down my back. Big Jake wouldn’t let me cut it, said he wanted me to look more like a girl. I did. I looked like a young girl before she got her boobs.

His grip on my arm was like steel. I wanted to pause in front of the mirror but was dragged along like my arm was fastened to a train. I don’t think he even noticed I tried to stop. He was a lot bigger than me. His bicep was bigger than my thigh. It was exciting to be helpless in the hands of such a man. He put me in a cell and I felt a sense of loss. He had been nice to me and I expected he would use me, but now he was leaving me alone in a sterile, hard, place. I smiled at him as he locked the door, “When will you be back?” I guess I wanted some semblance of normalcy.

He gave me a twisted smile, “Someone will see you later,” and he walked away. I wondered what was going to happen to me now. I had no clue and no choice. The Sergeant had said they were going to turn us into slave girls. How would that be different than in the prison. I wasn’t called a slave or a girl, but I obeyed everyone and was used for sex. I had often thought I was really a girl and God had been sloppy when I was made. I got a penis and no vagina or breasts. Everything else was girl. I don’t imagine they can fix the sex parts, but maybe I can at least look like a girl. Sex is biology and immutable, but gender is flexible.  I was female in all but biology. I’d like to look like my role in life. It had to be better  than this halfway life.

I felt my cock. Limp. I didn’t even feel like playing with it now. Would they, could hey make me look like a girl? What would they do to me? The answer came to me and wouldn’t leave. The phrase just circled endlessly around my head: “Whatever they wanted.”

An hour later, a different guard came and took me to a room with a steel table and several chairs. He sat me in one and locked my cuffs to a welded staple sticking up from the surface a foot in from the edge. Perfectly placed so I could rest my forearms on the table and sit normally. There was a big mirror on the opposite wall. I wondered why they wanted it in here.

I looked at myself and I looked insignificant, small, and helpless. My face was narrow, like a girl. My eyes were big for my face and I had high, delicate cheekbones. My wife told me I was a pretty girl. Maybe God made a mistake, got my parts mixed. Why had they brought me here? I was happy at the prison. All the men there were nice to me. I could get treats just by sucking them off or letting them use my bottom. I enjoyed it too, as soon as I got used to it. They covered up for me so I could jack off whenever I felt the need.

In the observation room Dr. Benoit and a slave girl watched William.  The girl knelt before a low writing table. She had a pad of paper waiting and a pen in hand. Her job was to record everything about William, words, gestures, emotions. Dr. Benoit had accumulated and trained more than a dozen former secretaries to be his formal eyes and ears. The knowledge he gained about his subjects from their continual, surreptitious monitoring had been invaluable in developing his methods.

Dr. Rene Benoit watched through the observation port as William Maunds was brought into the interview room. His records said he was 28 years old, 5’ 4” tall, weighed 140 pounds and had been convicted of murder for killing a man and his wife when he found them having intercourse in his bed. The record said he walked in on them and hit the man over the head with an empty wine bottle they had shared. With his wife watching he severed the man’s penis and made her watch while he bled to death on her. Then he bludgeoned her to death with the bottle. His prison records said he had not caused any problems but was the cause of fights between other inmates who wanted his favors. Apparently, he was the ‘bitch’ of a mob boss.

He was naked. A singularly unimpressive man. Was it possible to turn him into a desirable slave? His history and measurements suggested it was possible. Dr. Benoit felt a surge of excitement. Here was a whole new challenge. His earlier successes in reintroducing female slavery in fact as well as name to the world had relied on basic biology and human instincts. Changing a male into a universal sex slave was a bigger challenge since he had to overcome biology and initiate total power exchange. All the subject’s appearances had to  change for this to work.

His hands were cuffed in front and the guard sat him in the single chair by the steel table band locked his cuffs to the welded to the table. He looked nervous. Reasonable, given his situation and just how I wanted the subjects to feel.

He would let William wait for a while. Protocol required him to feel anxious, too. Dr. Benoit went back to his office and poured a cup of tea.

He spotted Henry walking by his office and hailed him, “Henry, come in please.”

“Yes, sir?”

I’ve got Maunds in the interview room and I want him to stew another half hour, so tell me how the plan is progressing?’

“As well as any new plan, I suppose. We’re still waiting for delivery of half the clothing and only have enough of the diet mix for four days, more is due today. We have all the exercise equipment, so we’re OK there. Their initial processing should be finished in a couple of days, so I was going to start running them through the smithy Thursday, we have plenty of blanks and chain.”

“Good. Be sure to get accurate weights and measurements after they’re done. Exercise tonight?”

“I’ve got two shifts of guards sleeping now. I’ll keep them exercising until they can’t go further. ”

“Did you get the final numbers from Dr. LaSalle yet?”

“Yes, remember it’s a little different for each subject, he recommends we exercise then strenuously for three hours a day and feed them twenty-five hundred calories a day.  They should lose five pounds a week, on average and all will be at the target in about a month.  We’ll have to adjust their equipment along the way.”

“OK. Thanks, Henry.”

“Any idea how many we’ll be doing?”

”Millions, if this program works. They’re being sentenced much faster than ten a month. We’ll have to think about expanding our process. Likely we’ll have to make training manuals for all the entrepreneurs who’ll want to start training new slavegirls for the Crown.”

“Right.” Henry left

I went to the trainer’s lounge, “Who’s assigned to Maunds?”

James Costigan stood up, “I am Doc. Is he ready?” James is a big man, tall, wide, looks strong enough to strangle a bull. He was a coal miner in his youth, then went to school. His wife was now his slave, of course

“He’s in the interview room. Good luck.”

“Thanks,” he left and I followed him down the corridor and entered the interview room. I turned into the observation room. There was a stack of pads of paper and a supply of pencils on the table.

I was feeling sorry for myself and felt moisture in my eyes when the door opened. I looked and saw this truly impressive man come in. I felt fear , then foolish. He couldn’t be here to hurt me. Maybe he’d tell me why I was here and when I could go back. He walked up to me and stood there, looking down at me, I thought, curiously. Was he going to want me? I suddenly wanted him, someone, to be nice to me. He put his hand on my upper arm, casually then squeezed. It felt incredibly strong, my arm was crushed, I was literally overpowered by him. I knew then I would obey him in everything. I was his, if he wanted to take me. The pain in my arm was nothing compared to the arousal I felt. My God was I pitiful or what. I was so ashamed and excited at once.

“William, I am James Costigan. I oversee your training. You will address me and all men as master.  Is that clear?”

“Yes…master.”

“Good, have you ever dressed in women’s clothes?”

How did he know? First Jacob now this man. Could every man read my mind? “Once, for a party.”

“Only once. Was it your idea?”

“My wife’s friends had a party. They wanted to be avant-garde, so they had a bondage party. One of us had to go as a slave of the other. She made such a fuss I finally agreed to go as her female slave. She dressed in my clothes and I in hers. She got me a wig the same color as hers and put makeup on me.  I  wore a leather collar and she put a leash on it. She led me around the whole time. We all got roaring drunk. I don’t remember much of it.” Why was I telling him so much? I’d never told anyone before this. It was too embarrassing. I could feel my cheeks getting hot.

“Why are you blushing? It looks good on you. Adds color to your cheeks.”

“I…I am ashamed I let my wife control me. I was the man of the house, only, she was so strong willed. I always gave in.

“Did you enjoy being a slave girl at the party?”

I was fascinated by James. Despite his delving into my feelings, I felt compelled to look into his eyes. I was worried that he might go away if I didn’t answer him truthfully. I was sure he could tell if I was not truthful, so, “Yes, sort of…sometimes…I found I enjoyed many things I had never done before.”

James walked around the table and sat down in a chair. He had amazing eyes. They seemed to change with the light: blue when he looked down at me and a scintillating grey when he sat down. “Did you suck a man’s cock? More than one?”

I wanted him to like me. Would my answer disgust him? I’ll have to explain, I didn’t want to, at first, but she made me, I must tell him how it happened. “Y…yes, she made me, I didn’t want to. She got her head right next to mine and told me what to do. She had a man stand behind me with a paddle and hit my bottom if I made a mistake. Everyone gathered around to watch my lesson. She made me do every man at the party and lick some of the women too.”

“And you enjoyed it?”

“Well, yes. I enjoyed being the center of attention and It turns out I like the salty taste of um, both types. That lesson was what made life in prison not so bad. Can I go back soon?”

“How did you feel about the bondage?”

It filled me with lust. It was unbelievably great. I was helpless and had to obey, but nothing I did was my choice or my fault. I was blameless, but what can I say, “It was exciting. It was part of the game.  I like feeling helpless and controlled. I guess that’s why my wife liked me.”

“Tell me about dressing as a woman.”

Will he like me if I like to dress as a woman? Maybe he likes this, I did, more than I should have. “I took a bath then she gave me a pair of her lace panties to wear.  I sat in a chair next to her makeup table in the bath. I don’t remember what she used, but my eyes were lined with black and my lashes were long and thick. Light blue eyeliner looked good with my blue eyes. She put dark red lipstick on me and then a blonde wig, all curly. When she let me look in a mirror, I was a beautiful woman. At home I was shocked, but when strangers saw me it felt like I was hiding behind a mask and they couldn’t see me. It was liberating. I could be any woman. I did everything she wanted night because the people couldn’t see me. It wasn’t until after performing that I learned I liked the taste of men and women and being buggered, too. As much as fucking my wife, or a hand job.”

“Did you like being seen as a pretty woman?”

He was looking at me with interest and warmth. Did he like men like me? “Yes, I aroused myself the first thing. My cock got stiff as a board when I saw myself. It was so bad, my wife had to tie a red ribbon around it and pull it down under me. I felt free to act lasciviously, beg for sex, make outrageous suggestions because it wasn’t me. I liked the deference men gave me, and I loved the flirting and their hungry looks. It made me feel powerful when just looking at me could give them an erection. It was the first time I ever felt powerful in my life.“

“It got easier with practice?”

He knew. Of course he knew. “Yes, I did it again.”

“You did it whenever you could, didn’t you?”

He asked it gently, not judging me. How could this very manly, guy, as strong and imposing as he was, know what I had felt? “How did you know?”

“What name did you use as a woman?

I didn’t want to use Brigitte again. “Willow is my favorite.”

“It suits you

“Willow, it’s not common knowledge, but there are many men who find it enjoyable and profitable to dress and act as women, and men who enjoy their company. I’ve talked to many of them to get ready for you. Society doesn’t  approve, so your brethren hide in plain sight. You’ve probably passed many women in the street who weren’t.”

He laughed, briefly, companionably, “You’re not alone in the world, nor unique. If you lost a few pounds, fixed your hair, added a little makeup and a dress, you’d be hotter than most women. Would you like to feel pretty again?”

I dropped my eyes, I couldn’t look at him, but felt him staring at me.  His woman? What was he asking? “May I ask, are you married?”

“No, I have a slavegirl. You’ve been inside for a few years. Marriage is abolished. Women are slaves unless they are too young or old. This program you’re in will give you the same status as a woman. You won’t be in prison anymore, but a man must take you as his slave. Would you like to feel pretty, again?”

“Don’t men want a real slave girl, since they are available now?”

“Many men like variety in sex, including things considered “Dangerous” or “Different” and are aroused by cross dressers. They are not “Gay” but they enjoy dominating the right cross dresser, especially if they are pretty. Even being with a pretty, feminine man is arousing to them. Some women also enjoy sex with a female man, a She-male, they call them.”

“Would you like me to dress like a woman?” It just slipped out. I needed him to like me, badly. I had an aching erection. I needed relief, somehow.

“It’s making me hard just thinking of that. Let’s do it.,” he unlocked  the cuffs from the table, “Come with me.”

Suddenly, I was scared. This was a tipping point. If I went with him, I was afraid William would be lost and that scared me.  I’m not sure why.  ”Wait, I’m not sure about this.”

He came back to me and took me by the arm, hard, so hard I didn’t think about pulling back. “Think about your future. Yours is not a success story. How could you be worse off?” He was an unstoppable force and I couldn’t resist him, but I also realized he was right.

“I want to see you as a female.” He released my arm and walked out.

I hurried after him. I knew then I would obey him, I would always be his to control. It was a relief to not have to plan. I followed him down the corridor. We went through a locked door and into a room with several women kneeling in a line facing the door. Of course they were slaves. 

“Stand up, girls. They rose, gracefully, in unison and stood facing him with their hands behind them, feet spread so that their ankle chains were taut, heads held high and their eyes downcast.   They had clothing that covered little. Tiny skirts and tight corsets that only lifted their breasts. They all had thick gold rings in their nipples and noses. They were an erotic dream

They wore high heels and their waists were clasped by wide, tight steel bands. Their hands may have been locked behind them, possibly to their waistbands, but I couldn’t see the attachment because they were all facing me. Steel collars were snug on their throats and had several staples around the circumference for attachment.

I guess I’m going to be fitted out much like them soon and I hope I’m half as sexy.  I wondered how erotic they would look without the bondage. They looked erotic and tightly controlled, but their expressions weren’t submissive. They were looking at me as a cat would look at a mouse. Two of them looked feral and hungry while the third, the blond just looked angry.

James walked to the blond and she dropped to her knees before him. He stopped and watched her, she bent down and kissed his feet, slowly on both feet. “Welcome, master, may I serve you?”

Stand up.” She stood and he kissed her, long and hard. She melted into him and put her arms around his waist. I saw her wrists were cuffed and chains ran behind her. He broke the kiss and released her. He turned around and looked at me, “Willow, Susan is my property and head girl of this facility. Obey her and her girls.”

I was dismayed by this show of affection. I wanted James to love me, take me home, be my master. But he already had a girl. What would he want with me? What would she think about me and him? “Yes, master, I will.”

“Susan, get Willow a collar.”

“Yes, master,” she went to a cupboard and took out a cloth tape measure and measured my neck. She returned the tape to the cupboard and took out a plain leather collar with two attachment rings sewn into it. She handed it to him. He turned to me and put it around my neck. The ends were shiny metal, not leather. He put it around my neck and pushed the ends together. It locked with a snap. The leather was cool on my skin and snug. I wanted to feel it with my fingers, but I didn’t dare move.

The three slavegirls moved together and looked at me. He spoke to them, “Ladies, this is Willow. She’s yours now. Willow, they have whip rights over you. Obey them. If you disappoint me, I will also punish you.”

They followed while he led me into an adjoining tiled bathroom. It was larger and had a large, complex chair bolted to the floor. The blond picked up the end of a chain laying on the floor. I saw it descended from the ceiling a few feet in front of the chair.  James took it from her and locked it to my new collar.   It had enough length that I could stand anywhere in the room but not leave it.

“Call me when she’s ready, ladies,” and he left me alone with them.

I was helpless and afraid of them and resolved to do whatever they wanted, no matter how it felt.

The three women were all taller than me and pretty in an athletic way. They all looked like they spent a lot of time outdoors, hiking, chopping wood, fighting tigers. They were frighteningly stronger than any women I had known. They swaggered to me and felt me, not in a sexual way, more like they were exploring me. They squeezed my arms, thighs, felt my waist, and my chest. The blonde amazon, Susan was engraved on her collar, captured my cuffs in one hand, effortlessly jerked my hands over my head, and fastened them to the back of my collar, securing them behind my head.

She took my cock in her hand and, roughly explored it, squeezing it between her fingers, pinching the tender tissue and yanking it up and down.   I squealed with pain when she squeezed my balls mercilessly.

”This is the most ridiculous cock I’ve ever seen. Have you ever managed to enter a woman, bitch?”

She was right. I never had. I was inadequate as a human. I felt tears of shame running down my cheeks. “It’s not my fault mistress. I was born this way.”

“Your mother should have drowned you at birth you pitiful excuse for a man.”

Susan grasped the chain at my collar and pulled me forward. I was caught off-balance and stumbled forward. Instinctively I resisted, pulling back, fighting her pull, my eyes wide with fear. Susan felt the resistance and took a crop off its hook on the wall and slashed it back and forth across the front of Willow’s thighs.

I screamed in pain as two vivid scarlet stripes branded me and stinging pain erupted in my thighs, but as I stared wildly at Susan’s smiling face and saw the cruel pleasure in the amazon’s eyes, a chill of stark terror roared through my belly.

I had no idea why, but Susan meant to punish me and there was nothing I could do to stop her. My only feeble defense was obedience.

She pulled my leash again and I was dragged to the center of the room, to a low table, directly under the hanging chain. Susan turned to face me, her eyes shining with malice.

“Joanie, this slave makes too much noise.”

Joanie brought a big leather ball on a strap and held it in front of me.

“Open wide, slut.”

I didn’t want the thing in my mouth and hesitated. I realized I didn’t have a choice. I opened my mouth and Joanie forced it through my teeth and strapped it tight.

“Spread your legs.”

I obeyed, fearfully.

“Slaves can be whipped by their masters, can’t they?”

I whimpered but knew I had to answer and nodded my head.

“And you’re a slave, aren’t you?”

I nodded again.

“And your master gave us whip rights over you, didn’t he?”

It was true. I had heard him say that just minutes earlier. I gulped nervously and nodded again.

“The trainers will whip you. The masters will whip you. And we will whip you. To train you to be a good slave girl and because we want to watch you dance. Nobody will care because you’re only an imitation slave girl. Bend over.”

I gaped at her and backed away, but Susan was still holding my leash and she yanked me back. I screamed as the crop seared across my belly. It came out as a muffled squeal.

“Joanie, hold her head.”

Joanie grabbed a handful of my hair and forced me to bend at the waist until my head was almost touching my thighs.

“This is for disobedience,” Susan said, calmly and the helpless man squealy and writhed as two cruel stripes blazed across my buttocks. Salty tears of pain and shame ran down my cheeks and soaked the gag.

“And this is for trying to be a woman, “ two more slashes painted my skin with scarlet heat. I was sobbing and trying to suck air into my lungs. I couldn’t stop blubbering into the gag.

“And this is because my master likes you.” A storm of blows made Willow’s bottom glow a hot pink and she screamed into her gag as she was punished because of what she was.

Susan stood back, panting from exertion and emotion and motioned to Joanie to let go of Willow, who fell to her knees, sobbing quietly into her gag.

The blows stopped and Joanie released my hair. I wanted to use my hands to soothe the fire in my bottom, but they were still locked behind my head. I was hurting and ashamed of my helplessness. I knew my life was in the hands of others and wanted to die.

“Get up.”

I struggled to my feet and looked at Susan. She was smiling, happy with her handiwork. I tried to control my sobbing.

“Kneel on the table, bitch.”

I gaped at her then screamed again as the crop seared across my belly. It came out as a muffled squeal.

“I said, kneel, bitch,” and as the crop rose menacingly, I obeyed in terror, falling to my knees on the smooth wooden surface.

“Head up bitch and spread your legs wide. Let’s see what we’ve got to work with.”

I trembled with fear and humiliation, my face scarlet with shame, as Susan and the others subjected me to a thorough examination.

I felt like an exhibit at a zoo, a petting zoo.

“Easy to hide,” said the freckled red-head, Leah, by her collar, holding my cock and balls, more gently than Susan had, “almost a girl, already.”

The brown-haired one, Joanie, by her collar, took my chin in her hand, tilted my face up to look her in the eyes,  and turned my head back and forth. Her grip was like iron. I was too frightened of these amazons to resist at all. “Nice face, narrow, high cheek bones. Good skin, tiny pores, his facial hair is thin and blonde. I don’t even have to shave him to look like a girl. Hell, if he had breasts, he’d be a girl. Fix his hair and he’ll look pretty with a little makeup.”

Susan eyed me scornfully, “They tell me you’re going to grow breasts, but that won’t make you a woman. I don’t see why they’re taking the trouble with real women so available. But you’re a slave too, aren’t you? You can’t object. And you are a slave, aren’t you? So weak a male you can’t wait to become a girl? I’m right, aren’t I?”

I was frightened and whimpered, but I knew I had to answer, I nodded my head.

She took hold of the chain close to my neck, pulled me up and slashed the crop across my nipple. The pain was incredible. I screamed and screamed, unable to move.

She raised the crop over her head and said, calmly, “Shut up or I’ll do the other one.”

I clamped my mouth shut and suffered the burning pain in silence.

“You’re the lowest slave. I’m number one. Every real female is your mistress. You will always obey them, won’t you?’”

I was completely in her power. I knew I could never oppose such a confident will, even if she was a slave. I was the lowest of the low. I nodded my head.

“I was raised on a ranch, Willow. I don’t think you were. Were you raised in a town, Willow?”

I nodded. It was true, too.

“Do you know that ranches only need one stallion and they turn all the other males into geldings so they are easy to handle? Geldings are as gentle and submissive as mares. Did you know this, Willow?

I was a city boy. I didn’t know what a gelding was. I thought it was just another variety of horse. I shook my head.

“It’s true, Willow. Half the colts are born male and they’re too aggressive so the ranchers make them as gentle and compliant as mares by removing their balls.” She took my testicles in her hand and cupped them by wrapping her fingers around them, separating them from my cock.  I felt a frisson of fear course through me as I realized I was helpless to stop her from doing anything to me. “And it’s so easy. They wrap a rubber band tight, just where my fingers are. It cuts off the flow of blood to the balls and they wither up and fall off. It happens amazingly fast. Leah, show Willow the castration band.”

Leah approached and showed me the small , thick rubber band in her fingers. With an evil smile she gently placed it where Susan’s fingers were and they both let go. I could feel the small, tight band around my ball sack. How long did I have?

I tried to say, “Mistress, please don’t do this to me. Don’t hurt your slave,” but the gag made it unintelligible.

“Hush, Willow. We need to get you ready now. If you are good enough, we may remove the castration band in time to save them. Stand up.”

I got up off the table and waited.

“Though you may be better off without them. Do you want to be a stallion, Willow?  Compete with James for his herd? They  won’t help you serve men or women. If you aren’t submissive enough your master may remove them anyway. Right now you need to convince me you they won’t interfere with your submission.”

She unbuckled my gag and pulled he sodden lump from my mouth.

“Don’t make a sound.”

I opened my mouth to give my affirmation but she held a finger to my lips. I nodded my head.

“Lay on your back on the floor.”

I obeyed.

“Joanie, you first.”

Joanie knelt on the floor over my head and positioned her pussy over my head. She was hot. Drops of her love juice were falling on my face. Her aroma was heady, intense and I felt excitement boiling in my loins. I wanted to fuck her.

“Get your tongue in her cunt, Willow. She’ll ride you until you make her cum.”

I felt the tight band on my balls and remembered time was passing. I lifted my head and buried my tongue in the hot slit above me and heard Joanie’s gasp of delight.  She jerked her hips up and down, grinding her cunt into my face.  I ran my tongue over the hard nub of her clitoris, even as she lowered her love tunnel around my nose.

She rode my face hard while I licked and sucked her hot flesh.  I felt someone’s hand on my cock, rubbing and tugging. It was giving me a handjob while I ate Joanie. We climaxed together with a series of moans and squeals of pleasure that suited two passionate young sluts. Joanie rose off me and I lay there, satiated, feeling the love juices trickling over my skin; Joanie’s on my face and mine on my belly.

All three women were looking down at me. I focused on Joanie. She was beautiful. She said, “Very nice, Willow, thank you.”

I opened my lips to thank her, but Susan raised a finger to her lips so I just waited.

“Your turn, Leah.”

Leah took her position over my face and I stuck my tongue in her puckered lips. Leah was already hot just like Joanie had been. I guess beating me turned them on. She climaxed just as fast as Joanie but no one stimulated my cock again. Probably just as well since I hadn’t recovered yet. 

Susan took Leah’s place and she came even quicker than the first two. Maybe forcing me into submission was even more of an aphrodisiac for her than the others. Susan got up and again I looked up at my three mistresses.

“On your feet, Willow.”


Chapter 3: First Step

I obeyed. Joanie drug the table to the side then they put me in a shower and cleaned me and toweled me dry.

Susan shortened the chain so I had to stand tall then fastened my cuffs higher on the chain. I was starting to feel a warm sensation in my cock. I moaned in hopes they would take notice and remove the tight band. They ignored me.

All three of them worked on me.  They shaved every hair off me, up to my neck. They were meticulous and paid close attention to my groin and ass. When they decided I was clean of all hair, they rubbed a lotion into my skin, everywhere.

Leah explained, “Lotion, it will sooth, moisturize and soften your skin. You’ll apply it every day.”

My balls started to itch. I had no way to scratch them or remove the band. I squealed through my nose and nodded my head downward. They ignored me.

When they finished, Leah took my measurements and Joanie copied them all down in a notebook. Susan 0was obviously in charge. She gave orders to the others and watched while they worked on me.  Next they put a corset on me and laced it tight. Too tight. I could barely breathe but I saw it gave me a tiny waist and made my bottom look female. It squeezed and pushed my breasts up until I had at least some cleavage. I squealed in protest and Joanie said, “You will adjust quickly. We’ll make it tighter every day until the ends meet. You have at least three inches to go.  You’ll survive. It’s what women wear all the time.

They released me from the chain and guided me back to the chair. I tried to reach the band on my balls with my cuffed hands but they stopped me and locked my cuffs to my collar. “It stays on until we’re done with you. If you don’t cooperate, you’ll make it take longer. Will you cooperate?”

I nodded my head, defeated. They released my hands and I obeyed them. Leah brushed my hair and gathered it into a ponytail. Joanie wheeled a wide table in front of me with a mirror and cosmetics on it. She said, “I’m going to show you how to apply makeup. Watch closely. When I’m done you will remove it and copy my work. You’ll repeat until you do a respectable job, no matter how long it takes.”

I was frantic to get done as soon as possible. I focused on what they were teaching me, feeling my balls shrivel a little more every minute.

She painted, powdered, colored and drew on my face. She would pick up a tool, like a brush, and explain what it was used for and show me how to hold it and use it. Then she would demonstrate, working slowly around my eyes, cheeks, nose, and lips. Susan and Leah watched and offered advice on using the tools and technique. They took the gag out and I worked my stiff jaw muscles. They all seemed interested in doing a good job and instructing me. They were impersonal, professional and I appreciated their attitude.

Irene had been negative and dismissive. She derided everything about me as she made me into her lesbian slave.

I couldn’t help being aroused by the feminine face in the mirror. My face. Soon my cock started rising, despite the band. Susan noticed it and came over in front of me. She hit it with the flat of her hand, “Down, boy. Keep it under control, Willow.”

I yelped at the sudden pain, “Ow, Yes, mistress. I’ll try, but…” She had already turned away, dismissively.

Joanie finished with my face and had me study it in the mirror. She would point at one of my features and I would try to remember and tell her what tool and material she had used there.

They put fishnet stockings on me and a garter belt to hold them up. High heels followed. My balls felt cold and tender. I longed to touch them, to get that infernal band off me, but I knew anything I did or said would delay their release. How long did I have?

Then  Susan commanded, “Stand up.”

I obeyed; it was impossible not to obey such confidence. I was painfully aware of my cock sticking straight out.

She turned to one of the other women, “Joanie, would you mind?”

“My pleasure.” She came close, dropped to her knees and took my cock in her mouth. She was an expert. She licked and sucked and took all of me in her mouth and throat. I came with a gasp and she swallowed it all, neat as could be.

“Thank you, Joanie,” said the first woman as Joanie rose and walked away with a faint smile. My cock obligingly hung limp and I was glad for Joanie. I was fitted with a short black skirt that didn’t reach the tops of the stockings. I imagined the tip of my dick was visible  below it.

They put a sort of harness on me, it went over and under my shoulders and fastened in back and held two fake breasts in place.  They were heavy, the right shape, and felt real.  Susan told me they were filled with oats. I had gotten used to the tight corset and hardly noticed it. It was an unpleasant surprise when Susan had me stand up and pulled the corset laces even tighter, so, once again, I could hardly breathe.

I protested, “I can’t breathe, loosen it, please, mistress.”

She slapped me, hard, on my still tender ass. I jumped at the unexpected pain.

Susan said, “Quiet. Take small breaths. You’ll get used to it in a little while. Women wear these all the time.”

Finally a tight black top was wrapped around me. It was made of thin  leather and laced up the back. Thin shoulder straps went over my shoulders and tied in back, also. All the cleavage  created by the tight corset was exposed. Susan sprayed a little perfume on my neck and bosom.

“Mistress, would you please remove the castration band, now?”

“Very polite, Willow. Who are you?”

I knew what she wanted. “I am Willow, your slave, Mistress.”

Whose slave, Willow?”

“Mistress I am the slave of every  man and every woman. I am the lowest of persons. I will obey every order.”

“Good enough. You will learn to be more submissive in the future. Leah?”

Leah came with a small pair of scissors and snipped the band from my scrotum. The rush of blood was painful and I yelped. She handed it to me and Susan said, “We have a box of them if you fail to be obedient, Willow.”

“Yes, mistress. I understand.”

“Stay standing, I’ll get your master.”

I turned to look in a mirror. I had several views. I thought I looked better than I had as Brigitte. The high heels made my legs look trim and shapely and my collar and chain was somehow titillating, like I was a valuable, erotic pet on display. I looked at the other women, “Why does Susan dislike me?” I asked softly, hoping for guidance.

Joanie said, “You look like a pretty girl. Her master wants you. She will not like you as long as he wants you. Get him to leave you alone.”

I wailed, “But it’s not my fault. He chose me.”

“Your problem. If he likes you, Susan won’t.””

“But How?”

James entered the door, followed by Susan, He stopped and looked at me then laughed happily. I felt so uncertain! Was he laughing at me or happy? He raised his hand and made a twirling motioned. I slowly turned in a circle for him.

“Excellent. I like it.”

I felt him pat my ass, squeeze it, a new sensation. I liked it. “Really, you like me this way?” I didn’t look at him. I was afraid of what I might see. I stared at my feet, my high heeled shoes.

He took my hand and pressed it against his groin, made me feel his erection.

“I told you the thought of you dressed as a woman made me hard.”

And he certainly was.

He put his arms around me and pulled me into a kiss. His lips crushed mine. I parted my lips, submissively, wanting to feel his tongue in my mouth. It speared into me, forcing my lips apart, taking control, exploring his new domain. It was the first time a man had kissed me and it was exciting. I felt his erection poking mine and felt embarrassed. I wanted to be a female to his strength but couldn’t. He didn’t seem to mind and there was nothing I could do, anyway. I just relaxed and savored his feel, his strength. He released me and I stood, breathless, waiting for his reaction.

I felt reassured by his presence I was sure he wouldn’t let the women hurt me. Should I tell him of their threat?

“Walk for me, I want to see you.” I was disappointed he didn’t comment on the kiss but understood that he was giving an order. He had the tone of command I had become used to. I was his property and I must obey. More than that, I wanted to obey him. I walked around the room, as sexy as I could, but unused to the high heels and handicapped by the chain dragging behind me. I made sure my rear swayed like a courtesan, inviting his attention. His eyes roamed all over my body. I went to the chair and leaned on it, posing for him, pushing my rear out and smiling back over my shoulder at him. I was embarrassed by the three real slavegirls watching us, but I refused to let it distract me from him.     

“You make a very sexy little girl…come here.”   He hadn’t moved. Now he put his hands on his hips. I didn’t wait to be told what he wanted. I had been here before. I could see the desire in his expression. I went to him and knelt before him. I watched his eyes as I opened his fly and revealed his erection. As I suspected, he was big and hard.    His erection stared me in the eye and I was about to be his perfect slavegirl.

He was looking down at me, smiling. I tore my eyes away from his and focused on the task at hand. Mind you, this wasn’t a chore. I wanted to suck him with all my heart. I wanted to pleasure him better than his own woman. I was an expert and I wanted him to know it.  I lifted my cuffed hands and put them behind my head, making my submission as deep as possible, then I leaned forward and took him in my mouth.    When my lips closed around him, he moaned softly and jerked slightly back. I flicked his hole with the end of my tongue then I pulled back and looked up at his face. His eyes were closed. I slipped my lips over his head and held him in place while I ran the tip of my tongue over his hole…and drove him crazy.

He was ecstatic-“ooooo…fuck,  don’t stop…keep doing that”

He put his hand on the back of my head and wrapped his thick fingers around the chain of my cuffs, letting him control both my head and hands. I licked in tiny circles all around the head of his cock and up the hole. Finally, I decided it was time to move on. I started to pump him in as far as I could. He was big and filled my mouth and throat and his moans continued.  I wanted it to continue, but I had done my job well. I felt his erection pulse in my throat, at the back of my mouth. It was time. His climax was coming I started to pump to make him cum , started jacking him off with my mouth.

When he came, I pulled my head in tight, making sure I got all his cum. He pumped me full, then fucked my mouth with long strokes as he spurted into my throat. I was used to this; it was the end I worked toward. I loved the salty taste of his spend and sucked and swallowed greedily. I didn’t lose a drop.  When he was spent, he released me and I started to draw back off him. His hand pulled me back in place. I was his to use and kept fucking me. When he was finished, he released my head, pulled his cock out. I saw my lipstick smeared over it.   I knelt back, left my hands behind my head, and smiled up at him, “You taste wonderful, master.”

“Girls have Willow teach you how to serve a man. She is the best. That reminds me, you are listed as William. Do you want to think about your new name?”

“I like it, but it’s not my decision, master. You should make it.”

“All right, you are now Willow. I’ll change the registry. When you get your collar it will have Willow on it.“

“Will that be soon, master?”

“You’re a slavegirl now, officially. You will get the standard collar and things, just like all the women, but not until you’re ready.”

I wanted to press him for information but decided to wait. I wanted to know what “Ready” meant. I had been a woman for men before. What else was there?

I felt suddenly apprehensive. William had always been me, just playing dress up. Brigitte was a role and William the actor. This was different. William was going away and there would only be Willow. I had known this would happen and now the moment was here. William had always been tenuous, never fully in control of me. Now was fading and Willow would take over, internally as well as externally. I was sad to see him go, but I had no choice now. I needed to focus on solid facts. “Master, will I, I mean all of us, be allowed to have clothing?”

“You saw that Susan, Joanie , and Leah had clothing? Yes, the rules have been relaxed in the last few months. Females can wear clothing both indoors and out. The rules on restraints still apply. Strict restraints outside and the master can relax those rules indoors so long as he retains control. Collar, nose ring, and ankle chains are still required for all slaves. I think they will be for some time.”

“What will happen to me, Master”

You’ll get more training in female things, makeup and so on, then the normal slavegirl training, then you’ll be sold. This is still a new program and you’re a test. If it all goes well, more prisoners will be selected.

My heart leapt shrank when he said, “Sold.” I hoped he would take me. I realized he already had a slavegirl at home, but I would be different and, hopefully, in some ways, better. Then the thought of being a chained slavegirl brought me back down to Earth. I had been a prisoner for years and being a slave couldn’t be worse. The women here, Sharon, Leah, and Joanie were slaves and they didn’t seem unhappy. I just hoped I would be as happy.

He removed the chain from my collar and left my hands cuffed in front.

“Come on.” He opened the door and I followed him out.

When the door had closed, I asked, “Master, will I be castrated?”

“That depends on you. If you are too disobedient or unruly, it’s a safe, cheap, and quick way to improve your behavior. Don’t worry about it, you’re doing fine.”

So, Susan wasn’t lying. But I still don’t want it. Half a man still isn’t a woman. James regards it as a trivial thing and he’d not hesitate if I behave badly. OK. I want to be good, anyway, now it’s more important.


Chapter 4 : Elementary School

James took me to a shop where a smith replaced the cuffs with wide steel bracelets. He measured my wrists and shaped the bracelets to me. When he was done my wrists were grasped snugly, but not tight. The bracelets were almost jewelry. The seams were tiny and the segments held together with thick pins inserted and hammered into place. The ends were enlarged with a punch then covered with liquid metal , carefully applied , so they were invisible unless you knew where to look. The heavy staples on the inside made it clear their purpose was not just ornamental. The bracelets were sturdy enough to hold an elephant. They looked identical to what the slavegirls wore and I expected him to join them with chains, but he didn’t. The only chain on me was a short length hanging from the back of my collar, halfway down my back. When he was finished, James took me to look in a  mirror.

I saw myself, A slim girl with long legs accentuated by the high heels and stockings. A skirt so scandalously short as to show my garter belt. She wore a tight leather blouse that showed a lot of cleavage. Her waist was tiny and she wore a collar. A steel disk with the number 3 stamped on it hung from the collar. She looked like an expensive prostitute.

I was photographed and he took me to my room.

It was a dormitory. There were two other girls and their masters present when we entered. James showed me around and explained my new routine while the other masters did the same for their slaves.  More arrived as James explained things to me. Ten men learning to be women lived in a large room with ten beds. There was no privacy at all, not even the accustomed basic privacy of clothing. Oh, we each had shelves and a rack to hang our clothes on at the head of our bed, but we could only put them on when ordered. They were costumes to be donned for practice and special occasions. It was made clear to us that we would be naked above the waist.  The corsets must be worn all day along with short pleated skirts, just long enough to cover our cocks.  It made the changes the treatments were having on our bodies very apparent. The only shoes allowed were high heeled and brightly colored: ruby, emerald, gold.

My master, James, spent a lot of time with me, but there were others too. A master would put us to bed and get us up in the morning. We could remove the corsets at night then he would fasten our cuffs to the chain hanging down from our collar. He would lift them as high as he could, right at the limit of comfort and lock them to the chain. Then he’d kiss me and tuck me in for the night. In the morning they’d release them and send us to the bathroom. When we asked the girls about this, they said this was how they slept, too. It was also how our hands would be locked when we were taken out of doors. After we finished in the bathroom one of the men would put our corsets back on us and lace them quite tight.

Even with my prison experience, I was unprepared. Most of the time I had not been chained, only when I had to go outside were my hands and feet shackled. It seemed that girls were always chained and sleeping this way unnecessary and uncomfortable. But they were right, soon we learned to live with the strained position and dropped off to sleep quickly and my hands went higher up my back every night. Imperceptible at first, after a week my fingers touched my collar and after a month, I was limber enough they were locked to my collar.

It was easy to see why our masters wanted us this way. Our hands were absolutely useless this way, much more so than just locked behind us. I could touch nothing with my fingers. Resistance was impossible and with our mobility hampered by our high heels and the ankle  chains locked on us whenever we left our rooms, so was flight. We learned true docility. We all agreed it was unnecessary and demeaning. Secretly I found it excitingly erotic to be so controlled. I felt like a valuable and dangerous pet.

It was also a prison. It lacked any privacy and the door was locked. The beds were steel frames bolted to the floor. A short chain was welded to both the head and foot rails and there were rings set into the walls and floor all over the facility. Here were many mirrors set into the walls of our dormitory. I suspected they were one-way mirrors to let our guards watch us. If we broke one, I’m sure we’d find bars. That didn’t surprise me, and there was nothing I could do about it.

I had rarely been gagged before and it was a shock. On our first day in the dormitory, we were all gagged for an hour or so. It was unpleasant, to say the least. It was done for no particular reason, apparently just to accustom us to wearing them. Several of us complained  after they were taken out and were cropped for it.  The girls who helped us with our makeup said it was common.

Molly, nee Albert, refused to open her mouth the next time and got punished.  Two trainers grabbed him, threw her face down over a bar, locked her hands and feet to floor rings, and whipped her, mercilessly. The trainers made us all watch. She screamed and cried and promised to always obey them. They didn’t say a word, just whipped her ass and the backs of her thighs. It went on forever. She was in awful pain and whimpered for hours. There were bloody stripes all over her bottom. A Doctor examined her and applied some cream to the cuts. I thought they were going to kill her but she survived. Thoughts of castration flew through my head for hours.

They left her fastened over that bar. Late that night, after everyone else was put to bed, they returned and beat her some more, as bad as the first time. Again they left her there They returned in the morning and beat her again. This time they released her and she collapsed to the floor. The trainers forbade anyone from aiding her and we went through another normal day of training in deportment, dress, and sex. She lay on the floor until she  could move again. She managed to make it to  hands and knees and crawled to her bed. She lay on my bed until midday before  She had to lay on her swollen breasts because of the pain in bloody ass. I don’t know if everyone knew about the possibility of castration, but no one ever disobeyed after that. The trainers were ruthless and not to be tested.

Ours was a tightly controlled regimen, lights out at 9, wake at 5, pee, exercise, eat, break, eliminate, enema, shower, makeup, dress. Then the training in female behavior began. The slave girls oversaw our training. We had to remove our makeup then redo it, over and over until we were fast and perfect, then they would change the design and make us learn it too. They showed us how to walk, how to stand and sit and wait. It was always tedious, but never boring. The slightest failure earned us a swat with a crop. This went on for hours every day. We  plucked our eyebrows into narrow feminine curves.

Our first week here we were lined up and given injections in the morning and evening. They told us it would help us look like girls. The injections stopped and we were given pills to swallow for a week. Nothing seemed to happen at first. They took a complete set of measurements every morning. Our measurements started to change after five days. My chest got tender and ached. Then breasts started growing on all of us and our hips grew larger. My biceps shrank alarmingly. By the end of the month I looked like a girl with a small penis. My face got a little softer and rounded and all the hair on my body became fine and nearly invisible. My hair was already long and now that I could take care of it better, it was becoming a healthy mane reaching past my shoulders. All of us looked like women by the end of the second week and some of us like well-endowed women by the end of the third week.

My new breasts were tender and my nipples were agonizingly sensitive. A breath of air made them swell alarmingly. My nipples grew thick and long, as if to make up for so many years on a flat chest. Mine grew to stick out an inch from the rounded globes of my breasts. I wasn’t used to the weight of my breasts hanging out in front of me like this. My back ached and they gave me and the other girls with large breasts do extra exercises so we could handle the new weight better. I couldn’t see my feet now without bending over. I bumped into walls and door jambs, quite painfully, for a week before I learned safe distances. I also became aware of men now looking at my breasts instead of my face.

We were exercised morning and evening. It was all stretching , walking, and running.  Our diet was mostly yoghurt with bits of vegetables and fruit and nuts. Never any meat and we lost weight. Our physical changes were more apparent every day. All of us looked like the girls training us, not like small men, but normal pretty girls. Maybe it was because we not only looked like our trainers, but because we acted like them.

We wore tight corsets and high heels all day and spent long hours practicing with makeup and doing and redoing our hair and nails. Our talk was all about how we could improve our appearance and “Proper” behavior. The girls showed us popular dances and we practiced with our male trainers.

We learned how to do the popular hair styles for women. Even as slaves, females knew that their hair was a key attractant to men, if done well. We practiced on each other getting fancier all the time. I never realized how much time women spent to make themselves beautiful.

We spent time learning and doing women’s work in our prison, too. We were taken out of our rooms to do maintenance, sweeping, mopping, dusting the whole floor, always chained to a wall ring and watched by our trainers.   These tasks required more work than skill, but our trainers insisted we do everything their way and swatted us anytime we were less than graceful and smiling.

We all grew more feminine every day, not only in our appearance, but in our attitude and demeanor.  Eventually we “Discussed” our makeup with the female trainers and “Obeyed” our male trainers.

It was inevitable that when our bodies changed as intended, that we would have new avenues of sensation. We experimented, first on our new breasts and then with each other, learning that our new breasts were direct routes to arousal. When we had all developed luscious female breasts, the trainers started classes in female sensuality. Elizabeth and I were often paired up for classes, being approximately the same size and well-endowed.

In these classes, one of us would control the other to maximize our pleasure, then we would reverse roles. I learned that the other new girls did not all have the same favorite sensations as I. The first time is always memorable. We were all paired up and Master James locked my cuffs behind me. All of us were kneeling, facing our partner, bare breasted with our standard short skirts, stockings and garter belts.

“Elizabeth, you are in charge. Take hold of Willow’s nose ring and use it to control her. Make pleasure you in any way you want.”

She put her index finger through my nose ring and pulled my face to hers.

“Open your mouth but don’t let your tongue pass your lips.”

I obeyed, of course. I wanted love, too. She pulled my lips to hers and put her arm around my head, pulling me close. She kissed me and explored my mouth ruthlessly with her tongue.  She held me there only a little while then pushed me back a little.

“Suck my nipple,” and pulled my face down to her downy white left nipple.

I closed my lips around the nub and sucked. It began to grow harder and larger. I nibbled gently on it with my teeth and it grew faster.

“Harder, suck harder.”

I redoubled my effort and was rewarded with a gasp. The nipple was very hard now.

James asked, “Are you aroused, Elizabeth?”

“Yes. Master. Willow do the other one,” and used my nose ring to reposition my mouth.

I repeated my service with the same result. She pulled me off and asked, “Master, may I stand up?”

“Yes, with proper posture, Elizabeth.”

Thank you, master.” She kept her finger in my nose ring as she stood. I was grateful she took care not to pull on my ring.

She lifted her skirt, revealing her erection and pulled my face to it. I was very skilled and sucked her to orgasm, quickly. He held me tight against his groin until he had fully emptied himself and returned to her normal size before releasing me and sinking back to her knees.

Master released my hands and secured hers behind her, “Your turn, Willow.”

“Yes, master.”

I began the same way, with a dominant’s kiss. I used my hand to lift and squeeze my breast as she sucked on the nipple, doubling my pleasure while he sucked me. I had never suspected how much a girl enjoyed having her breast suckled, the harder, the better. I kept her at it until my nipples ached and I was aroused.

“Master, may I stand up?”

“Go ahead.”

“Thank you, master. I stood and pulled him onto my cock. I let him suck until I was rock hard then pulled him off. “Kneel up, Elizabeth.”

She obeyed, of course.

“Head on the floor, keep your ass high.”

I shifted my grip to her hair and held her in place. I pulled her butt plug out and dropped it then I put my stiff cock against her still-open hole and it slipped in with a firm push. I fucked her ass as hard as I could. She gasped when I slid in and soon started moaning in pleasure, I think. I was finding it unbearably pleasurable, anyway. I came with a groan and soon she came too. When I was back to my normal size I pulled out and released her hair. “Kneel.”

She obeyed and I stood in front of her and put my finger through her nose ring, again. “Clean me.”

She obediently licked and sucked until I was clean. I released her nose ring and knelt in front of master.

“Elizabeth, any comments?”

“Master, I think I let Willow off too easy. Next time I’ll try it her way.”

“Any way is OK. Find what you like best and make sure your partner knows. You’re both slaves and it’s your duty to please your master so find out what he likes. So much the better if you like it too, but that’s not his duty.”

We were destined to be slavegirls and sex toys, so besides staying physically fit, we had to become proficient in all sex acts. Masturbation was forbidden, but recreational sex with each other and staff was encouraged.  No, that’s not strong enough, we were sex toys, used by each other and the trainers whenever they wanted. If we hesitated or objected, for any reason, we were cropped. I liked the spontaneous sex. I was aroused all the time. Beyond that we had lessons every day where we learned the myriad ways men and women could bring each other to orgasm.

Orgasm is defined as “A powerful, pleasurable release of accumulated sexual tension thought to be the epitome of sexual pleasure for both men and women.”

We were trained not only in how to accomplish  release of sexual tension in a professional manner, but to also to make and increase the sexual tension. To do this, we learned to be not only sluts, but great flirts. It is a very womanly art to use your appearance, movement, posture, touch, and voice to get a man’s attention and generate lust in his loins. After our “Changes” we were very nice-looking girls, but we didn’t have the years of experience at being a girl that the slavegirls had. We spent many hours learning how to walk, seductively, to be coy, flirtatious, how to turn a shoulder demurely, when to arch our backs and emphasize our breasts. The male trainers and our masters were our audience and the slavegirls were our instructors. The girls used their crops to correct us and they were merciless. We felt the slash of the crop when we didn’t move, or smile, or twist perfectly and the girls didn’t just watch us, they used the men’s responses to judge our performance. The whip is an exceptional teacher. Our early training sessions were filled with a chorus of yelps and much rubbing of reddened skin.  We practiced on each other and our master’s every chance we got, for we knew our future depended on attracting men.

We already knew how to please men, sexually, but we wanted to improve that skill too, and we were given instruction and opportunity to practice. The first day they told us we were free to play with ourselves and each other whenever we weren’t in a class or exercise. I didn’t see anyone take advantage of this freedom at first.

The next day at our first class there were ten trestles in the room. I was blindfolded and a ring gag put in my mouth. I was walked up against one of the trestles, my legs were spread  and strapped  to the legs of the trestle. I was bent over the bar and my arms strapped to the other trestle legs. A chain was clipped to the gag strap and my head pulled up.

I herd muted conversations, footsteps, and the rattle of chain. A semi-erect cock was shoved in my mouth, “Lick and suck until it’s hard.”

I tasted his salty pre-cum. A flavor I was already familiar with. I started running my tongue around the tip of his cock, rubbing the hole, his most sensitive part, until I heard him groan. When he started to grow, I started sucking him deep, and his involuntary grunts became louder and he grew even larger. While he was growing hard, I felt fingers penetrate my anus. First one spread lubricant all around my ring of muscle. The a second entered me. Again, a feeling I was familiar with and had learned to enjoy.

”Work your muscles. Try to keep me in.”

I started squeezing my bottom, trying to keep the fingers in and relaxing once they succeeded in pulling out. I got into a rhythm, following the fingers and the cock in my throat simultaneously. I felt my own excitement growing as I successfully synchronized with the two men impaling me.

“Let’s try something bigger.”

The fingers withdrew from my well-lubricated anus and I felt the tip of a cock probing my hole. I tried to relax my muscle, to welcome him inside.  It pushed harder, slowly spreading me wider until I thought he would split me like a melon. I moaned around the cock filling my mouth and then he was in me and I gasped. Wonderfully, erotically full to the brim with men.

They worked in unison, pumping me back and forth on the trestle like a pair of engines, raising all three of us to the heights of pleasure. I think the cock in my mouth orgasmed first, then the one in my bottom, and finally me, but we all exploded so close together I can’t be sure. All I really know is that is was a stupendous orgasm. If I hadn’t been so firmly tied, I would have collapsed to the floor.

I heard screams of pleasure all around me and knew I wasn’t alone in my erotic taking. I was left tied in place for a long time. The next thing I felt was something wide and hard hitting my ass, first one cheek, then the other. It wasn’t hard, then a voice I didn’t know said, “Slavegirls recover faster when warmed up.’

It was surely arousing me. It was excitingly erotic to be bound for use by strangers in any way they wanted. All I could do was grunt in assent. I was glad for the blindfold and gag. It was more exciting to not know who was using me and unable to communicate, one way or the other. My masters would use me however they wanted and I couldn’t complain or ask for more. Everything was out of my control. I hoped someone would fill me again. I didn’t have long to wait. Another cock entered my mouth and I sucked him well. The mild slap on my ass continued, but this time, when he was stiff, he pulled out, fingers lubed my anus and then he entered me from the rear.  He rode me to climax and I discovered I didn’t need to be pounded from both ends to climax. I felt him orgasm and fill me after I had already exploded.

I orgasmed so many times I lost count at eight. When I was finally released, I was exhausted. The masters withdrew and the trainers let us kneel on the floor and recover. Our first task was to fold the trestles and put them in a deep closet set behind ordinary-looking double doors in a blank wall.

I knew we would see the trestles again.

James and the other masters usually visited us in the evening. Before they joined us, the trainers would order us to put on our clothes and freshen our makeup.  When we were all dressed in our best clothes, they would unlock the door into the party room, Really, just a large room with many couches, chairs and bondage furniture to fasten us on. James allowed me  to have two weak drinks. He didn’t want me drunk, just relaxed.

It was a party. It began formally. They lined us up, ten “Girls,” facing their masters, always in numerical order. The men took us in their arms and kissed us. The slavegirls acted as hostesses, serving refreshments and one usually played a few tunes on a piano. We were expected to flirt with the men and raise the level of sexual tension in the room.

At first James only let me service him with my mouth. He’d kiss me than pull me onto his lap and have me describe my day to him, recounting my ups and downs and he’d comment on the changes in my makeup and hair. Then he’d let me use my mouth to bring him to orgasm. It was fun, but I always wanted more.

After the serum was visibly changing me, he’d play with my breasts, but it was only after my breasts were full that he used my bottom. I remember vividly the day he fully used me.

When the door opened,  we all rushed to greet our masters. I would rush to master and kneel and kiss his feet. He’d lift me up and hold me at arm’s length, “My what nice breasts you have, Willow.”

“You noticed! Thank you, master.”

“Sarcasm, my dear? That’s close to earning you a spanking.”

“Please, master, I’d like that.”

“Salacious wench. Spanking is supposed to be punishment.”

“Oh, it is, master. It makes me ever so good.” Someone had already opened the recreation room and he steered me into it. It was a friendlier room with a thick carpet, and plenty of soft furniture. There were items of bondage furniture around the outside of the room: pillories, benches, stands, crosses, chains hanging on the walls and from the ceiling. No one usually bothered with them so far.

Master sat in an overstuffed chair and pulled me onto his lap. I snuggled into his tweed covered shoulder and pulled his arm around me. It was rough on my skin and I loved it’s feel.  His other hand fondled one of my growing breasts.

“You’re getting nice breasts, Willow. Like them?”

“They’re wonderful, master. I feel like a real girl now. Do you think I’m large enough, now?”

“No. Keep going. Do you really think you control their growth?”

“Not really. I pray they’ll stop when I’m big enough and before I’m too big. The Doctor says they will get as big as my body wants and he doesn’t know what that is.”

“Well, it looks to me like you’re as large as most women, but I want a little more. I like large breasts on a woman. Susan’s breasts are maybe half again bigger than you. I want you to get that big too. I like grabbing a real handful of girl.”

“Susan’s your other slavegirl, master?”

“Yes. You already knew that.”

“She told me, but you had never said. I thought men didn’t trust women now.”

“Never have, really, but we pretended to for thousands of years. Did she tell you she wanted you to live with us?”

“No, Master, just the opposite. She seemed very angry that you wanted me.”

“All right. It doesn’t matter what she wants. Try to become friends. Men don’t much intervene in the relationships between slaves and she will be first girl at home. She knows not to injure you. Deal with it.”

I thought she’d not be thrilled for her master to bring another slave home, but I hoped to eventually win her friendship, ”You really think I can become her friend, master?”

“Do your work willingly, let her have first time with me. Show an interest in things she likes. Be a good listener. She didn’t like being enslaved and losing her independence. I’m not interested in her complaints since I enjoy owning her. Her life as a slave is more restrictive than when she was free and it’s only been six months. She wants desperately to have a friend.”

“Master, does she know about me? My history, I mean.”

“Yes, everything. When she was my wife, I was careful not to discuss things which might upset her, but now she can’t leave or behave badly, so our talks are more open. There’s no need to dissemble with a slavegirl. But she isn’t free to see her old friends whenever she wants anymore.”

It occurred to me that I had no idea what life as a slavegirl would be like. Master was here all day. Would I be kept in a cell while he was away? That would be no better than prison. “Master, will I be locked up when you’re here, like in prison?”

“Maybe sometimes. but I don’t leave my slaves alone. I have an arrangement with a few friends who work different shifts to take turns with our girls.  Sometimes I use a service.“

“A service,  master?”

“A company to take care of my slave when I can’t. They feed her, keep  her out of trouble, keep her safe, watch her until I can come get her. They have a fenced field the girls can run in and a big barn if the weather’s bad. She finds it boring, but if my friends can’t help, it’s cheap.”

“Can’t you just leave her home? Chain her up or something?

“What if there’s a fire or some disaster?”

“Oh.”

We usually wore tight, rubber, flesh-colored panties that held our cocks tight under us, even when urinating so we had to sit or squat like real girls. The panties were uncomfortable, at first, but I never minded. They made us resemble real girls and I was much more confident when my cock wasn’t waving to belie my new gender.

We were trained to walk gracefully in high heels and ankle chains. More hours were spent in aerobic exercise to help us lose weight and increase our endurance. The true slavegirls were our trainers and they were merciless. We learned to discipline ourselves to ladylike behavior in our walk, and our behavior. We learned not to use rough language or touch our faces. That was very hard for me, but now we’d muss our hair or makeup. The girls carried swagger sticks and used them freely to correct us on our swelling breasts and rumps.

After a month of intensive training by the girls we were perfect. No one could tell us apart from real girls unless they learned of our penises.

Once we were judged realistic girls, we started training as slaves.


Chapter 5 : Next Level

One morning James took me out of the exercise routine. He kissed me on my forehead, locked my wrists behind me, “You’re ready for the next  step.” He took me to a small, hot room. There was a black metal frame or rack in the center of the room and a red-hot brazier in the corner.

James said, “It’s time to get you marked.  It will hurt, but it passes quickly." A second man came to us.  I didn’t object. I was already his slave. I knew I had to be branded slave, well, it was natural, every woman in England was branded, now.

They each took one of my arms and walked me to the frame. I resisted, scared of what they intended. The brazier with  its glowing coals, the stark, black, implacable frame, and  the pain would be indescribable. But my resistance was futile, the men were both much bigger and stronger than me. I had no chance. They easily clamped my legs in the steel frame, holding them still and poised for the iron.

“Please, James, Master. You don’t need to do this. I’m already your slave!” I was sobbing now, tears blurring my vision. I was irrational, blinded by fear.

“It will only hurt for a little while.  It’s the law. All slaves must be indelibly marked. I’m sorry for your pain, but you will soon forget it. Sharon and Joanie and Leah, and all the other slaves you see have been branded. You’ll survive and forget it.”

James stroked my flawless skin, so soon to be scorched indelibly with my slave mark.  

“Can you give me something for the pain, at least? Please, master?”

“No. It is useful for you to feel the pain.”

“But why master? I can’t love you any more.”

“It’s not for love, but to make you more slave.

I continued to plead, but they ignored me. James leaned into my face and I stopped my pleadings, frozen by the look in his eyes.

“Hush, Willow. This is the point where you will really begin to feel like you belong. Be patient and look to the future.” He kissed me, the first time his lips touched mine. I was shocked into silence. He cared for me. I closed my eyes, knowing life would get better. He left me and I opened my eyes again, seeing a future where someone valued me and would take care of me.

The light-haired man went to the brazier and pulled the glowing iron from the coals. It was a standard slave brand as I had seen on the girls when they dressed me. There was no way for me to avoid it but in truth I welcomed it. I only feared the pain. He walked up to me and pressed the red-hot brand into my upper left thigh and held it for an eternity. Later I learned it only took five seconds, but I fainted after three, so I don’t know. 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 behind me and I was lying on a soft bed. I felt the cuffs still on my ankles, too. I sat up and looked at my burning thigh. It was obscured by my puffy dress. I raised my knee and uncovered it. My thigh had a white bandage covering the brand. It didn’t matter. I had seen the glowing iron as it approach me, I’d never forget they stylized, three-pointed crown, glowing orange approaching me.

I was marked for life.  My mind conjured up an image of the crown burnt into my thigh, my brand.  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 was relieved it was over, now I had to be a slave girl.

The door opened and a man in a white coat entered. He looked like a doctor. He walked over beside my bed and checked my dressing. He said, “Your brand was well done.  I dressed your burn. It will look good when it heals.” He got me up and sat me on the edge of the bed.

He 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 resistance.  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 never thought of myself as strong.  In my heart, I knew I was a woman. Right now, I wanted to be kissing James’ 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 got me up and marched me out of the room and down the hall to another room, clearly a workshop.   The center of the room was dominated by a large machine,  and I was led up to 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, waist 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.  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. 'WILLOW -Property of Royal Correctional Service-£1,000 Reward -Return to any Police Station.' I read them with helpless resignation.  No one would be able to remove it.  Cold steel defeated education and language.  I felt the same fear of implacable male superiority every woman who faced enslavement has ever felt. No man who could remove it would want to remove it.  Even the idea of freedom was about to be torn from me and I was powerless to prevent or moderate it. This was total power loss.

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 James Costigan.,” but I knew I was only his for a year. What then? Would I just be sold? I felt a rush of conflicting emotions.  Fear, joy that there would never be any doubt of my nature. Hope that James 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 no longer a person, now only a chattel, an owned, intelligent, obedient pet without rights or protector. Anything at all could be done to me, without any consequences. I could be molded into anything my owner wished, from servant to farm animal to sex toy.  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 former 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 ,’WILLOW - Property of James Costigan.  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.  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, my cock was semi-erect and exposed, 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 loud and I could feel the metal bands closing around my  ankles, waist and neck. I gueas my bracelets were acceptable as they were.  When they felt snug there was a series of loud sounds.  Then silence.  

I felt hands moving on my nipples and cock. Invisible fingers stroked my nipples and cock 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 hard, aching 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 the state and I guess, assigned to James, but he wouldn’t be the last. 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 cock head.  I sobbed as they locked the ring through my penis.  Was my sex now incapable of its natural function. Could I use my hands to bring myself to orgasm? Would I be able to fuck a man or woman? I envisioned a huge ring making such use impossible. My sense of loss was incredible. Was I to be denied all male pleasure? Was I an effective eunuch?

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 more than the others.  It was done with some sort of pliers, not a needle. I couldn’t move my head at all but I could watch. The doctor or whatever, a man, told me what was happening. “First we coat the area with a disinfectant,” and he swabbed the inside of my nose with a cool liquid.

“The hole needs to be larger than your other piercings, so I will use a punch. I’m afraid it will be more painful than your others.” A frisson of fear played on my nerves. More than my penis? I screamed for minutes at that and I was still feeling the pain. “Open your mouth and I’ll give you something to bite on. It might prevent damage to your teeth.”

I opened my mouth with a whimper I managed to say “Please…,” before he stuffed something soft between my teeth. I bit down on it. I felt a strap put around my head and under my jaw. It was tightened so I couldn’t open my mouth.

There was no anesthetic. Why waste money or time on a slave? Besides, I was sure they wanted me to feel the pain, just like my brand.

“Now I’ll make the hole.” He inserted his tool into my nose, stretching both nostrils with the blunt jaws of the punch. He spent a moment placing it carefully, then he squeezed the ends together. Time slowed, stretching like taffy as the shear force of the punch  on the edge of the anvil increased  until it exceeded the strength of my cartilage and skin. My tissue gave way and the punch flew past the edge of the anvil with a jarring “Click,” severing a disc of my septum, creating a large round hole in my cartilage and skin, more than adequate for the large gold ring to occupy.

Blinding pain stabbed through me. I screamed and screamed as he opened the tool and pulled it out of me. Every muscle in my body contracted, fighting my restraints and tears gushed from my eyes. It felt like I had been stabbed with a flaming sword. My vision was blinded with shooting stars and bright beams of painful light.

When I calmed and the pain receded, I felt something else enter my nose. It felt identical to the terrible punch. I stared at the doctor in renewed fear. “The worst is over. Now I’m going to place the gromet. It’s gold so you won’t have any reaction to it. It will protect your flesh from tearing if you experience a strong pull.” I knew the word. It was a metal device for strengthening an opening. I had seen them used on canvas. I felt my septum being squeezed.  There was a snap and the large things withdrew, but the pressure remained.    A grommet had been placed in my septum.   The ring going there was not just for ornamentation.  Damn. They expected someone to pull on my nose ring hard enough to tear unprotected flesh. My nose was going to be used for a leash or for fastening me, or both.  Damn.  

I watched his hands approach my face with an opened ring.  The end of a light chain was threaded on it! I would have leash to my nose. All the time. I tried to shake my head, ”No,” but I could manage only a tremor. I whined but he ignored all my feeble protests. He deftly inserted one end through the grommeted hole in my septum, then he closed it.  It moved easily and I heard the tiny internal locks clicking shut as the ends met. I knew it was permanent. All slaves were required to have a nose ring and collar. Mine weren’t unique, except to me. Would we all have a leash? The girls who trained us didn’t. Because they were staff? Because they were trusted more? Maybe I wouldn’t have to have a nose leash after training? God, I hope so. It was out of my hands

Anyone who saw me would instantly know what I was and would punish me if I acted beyond my station. The pain had diminished, and as it dwindled so had hope and pride. I was less than the dust beneath my master’s feet and I wished he was there to comfort me. I wanted to die, but I knew they wouldn’t allow me that escape. I would be made useful, like a horse or a bed.

“Open.” He removed the strap around my jaw.

I opened my mouth and he pulled the pad out, brushing my new ring,  making it sway back against my upper lip. I felt a need to rub my lip after the unusual touch. I would have to get used to it.

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 and a chain locked between my anklets.  I was helpless.  I had steel bands around my neck, waist, and wrists.  All the bands had  sturdy attachment rings. My new collar did not have a chain hanging from the back ring. I was already limber enough that my wrists could be fastened directly to my collar. I felt a strange sense of accomplishment and a bit of pride that that bit of clutter was gone. The waist band, call it a steel belt, was tight, not snug and had eight rings. And I was ringed.  Six large, heavy, gold rings dangling from my flesh.  The ring in my nose was way too big, not mere feminine adornment, but the unmistakable symbol of masculine ownership.  The man took hold of my nose ring and turned my face toward him. He clipped a chain onto the ring. A leash. Whoever held it had total control over me.  I was helpless.

Another, taller 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 was a vision of helpless femininity with an incongruous cock where my slit should have been.  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 could ignore my cock.

My cock. I stared at the gold piercing it. It wasn’t the huge ring I had expected. The shaft piercing me was straight and the ends curved into an elongated oval an inch in front of its tip. It looked like I could still penetrate a vagina, anus or mouth when I healed. Its other uses were obvious; to fasten me in place or lead me around. I’m sure my masters would have even more inventive uses. I thought it beautiful. If I couldn’t have a cunt, this was the next best thing. My tiny penis could at least be useful now.

I was once a prisoner because of my deeds, now I felt like a slave. Prisoners had the hope of release, but a slave was a state of mind and I knew I will never be free.  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 if I were still a man, I would find it reasonable to restrain my slaves this way.  Slaves must be hobbled, or they might run away.  Yet they prevented nothing important.  I could walk and kneel to my masters. They made me humble,  I could never look at a free man without knowing I was so much less than him.

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 pulling at 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, a woman at heart and all women were natural slaves.  I didn't care. I just wanted James to take me and fuck my feminine ass.  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. Then I knew. It was erotic and arousing to be the slave of such a man.

One of the men unlocked my wrists from the belt and relocked them high on my back to my collar.  It was no longer a strain on my shoulders and arms.  It felt entirely normal.


Chapter 5 : Slavegirl

I suppose I should have raged at the violation of my body but I didn’t. I realized I was helpless to do anything about it and  I hoped it would make me more attractive to my new Masters. The Suffragettes have it wrong. Women are much better off belonging to men and men will stand taller when their women worship them. That was what I was made for.

I sat on the edge of a table, they lay me on my back and stretched me out on it. The men took the chain off my ankles and moved my ankles closer together then welded a hobble chain between my ankle bands. They released me from the table. When I was again standing on uncertain legs, my hands  locked together behind me, they locked a short chain to my collar. I felt the heavy weight of my ring and leash pulling down on my nose. They led me to a pillar and tethered me to it by the short chain. The end of my leash was lifted and clipped to my collar ring. I was grateful, for this  reduced the pain in my recently pierced nose. The steel band around my waist was very tight, like a steel corset, and forced me to take quick, tiny breaths. Another layer of restraint and feminine beauty I could not remove.

The men unlocked my wrists.  They measured the length of my arms and the distance between my collar and waistband. then  cut a length of chain and welded it to my wrist cuffs. The middle of the chain  locked to the rear ring of my waistband. One of the men said, “ reach both hands in front of you.”

I protested, mildly, “You don’t need to chain me so well. Where would I go. I’ll be obedient.”

They gagged me.

I obeyed and found I could only get each hand a foot in front of my waist. The man said,” Relax your arms.” Then he took hold of my right wrist and the other man took my left. They raised my hands and lowered them, checking my restricted reach. Then they raised my hands and placed them on the back of my neck. It was just  possible. I saw I had just enough freedom of movement to do my makeup and hair. It was enough. They released my wrists and said,” cross your hands behind you.”

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

I heard the man mutter, “Perfect.” Then he unlocked the wrist chains from the collar and pulled them through the waistband ring. Then he said, “Keep your arms relaxed.” He pulled both wrists straight up my back until my forearms were together.  He pulled them up until they hurt. Then he said, “ She is pretty flexible.” He pulled my wrists up until my fingertips brushed my collar then locked my cuffs to the chain dangling from my collar’s back ring.

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

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

I heard the Doctor return. He removed my blindfold and unlocked my tether from my collar. He took the end of my leash and led me back into the corridor. My gait was uncertain. This hobble was a little shorter than I had worn before and I kept trying to take too long a step only to have 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”

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

He led me into the room and locked my leash to a ring in the wall over my bed and looked at me. I stood there, uncertain about what to do and saw the Doctor was frowning and holding his whip. I immediately dropped to my knees and spread my knees wide. My cock was embarrassingly erect. Its ring dragged on the floor. I was aroused. By my bondage? I didn’t know but I wished my hands were free. I needed relief so badly. I would have masturbated in front of the doctor if I could. I looked down and saw a few drops of my thick, white secretion on the tip of m cock and on the floor.  I wanted to beg him to free my hands, but I feared he would punish me.

The rest of the “Girls” were frozen, watching the Doctor and me. I was the first to receive the irons and rings of a slavegirl. They knew they would also receive them. In my first glance I saw they were horrified and I think I was envy, too.

The Doctor looked at the fearful yet eager faces around us and reached a decision, ”Stand up, Willow.”

I stood and arched my back, proud of my new breasts, my appearance. I held my head high, showing the rest how a slavegirl should look.

“Joann, suck off Willow.”

She hurried to me and knelt before me. I was embarrassed to be the center of attention, but also supremely grateful to the Doctor. I was in need and couldn’t help myself anymore.  Joann was good and I was ready. I came in a minute then the Doctor lay me back on the bed and threw a blanket over me.

“Goodnight, Willow.”

“Goodnight, master.”

When I woke, I was disoriented. I tried to move my arms and couldn’t, then I remembered where I was and the events of yesterday. I remembered my piercing and raised my head to look at my pierced nipples. I felt an unfamiliar weight shift in my nose. I stared cross eyed at the heavy gold ring in my nose in fascinated alarm. As I turned my head, I could feel the weight of my new earrings, and a heavy weight on my neck. I realized I was laying on my arms and they were asleep. I rolled over to release my arms, but they would not move. I struggled up to my knees, dragging my sore nipples over the mattress. I saw a chain descending from my face and realized it was the leash they put on my nose ring.  I was alone in the room, all the other beds vacant.

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

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

I looked very much like a slavegirl and was now as close to being a real girl as I could get. I had gotten my wish. I hoped I would not regret it. Not that I had ever had a choice. I was slave and the Masters would do to me whatever they wanted. It was comforting to know that I was not to blame for anything done to me, to be without choices and decisions.

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

The others were brought back in, one at a time over the day. All of us were now ironed and ringed alike. Every one of them wore a leash and it was used to fasten them in place, No one spoke. It wasn’t necessary and all of us wanted to be alone with our thoughts.

In the morning out personal masters came to each girl. James looked wonderful and I was thrilled to see him, but a little apprehensive. How would he like me as a slavegirl?

I smiled, tentatively at him, but I needn’t have worried. He said, “Good morning, princess. You look radiant and erotic. Chains improve you.” He lifted me off the bed and kissed me, passionately.

I did my best to respond, without use of my hands. Tears of joy trickled down my face. He broke the kiss but held me tight. “You’re officially my property now, Willow.”

“”When will you take me, master. I want you to claim me properly.” My cock had stiffened at the sight of him and was rampant now, even if not impressive. My nipples were rock hard and a flame simmered in my belly.

He dropped one hand to my cock and stroked it. It was almost enough I groaned in my throat. I was in such need. He turned me around and released my hands. They were still chained to the back of my waistband, but I had enough freedom to stroke his erection. I extracted it from his pants and gave him a gentle hand job and made him stiff as a board. I felt powerful and weak at the same time.

He wrapped a massive hand around my neck, above my collar, “Now seems like an appropriate time, slave.” His other hand grasped my ringed cock and squeezed, erotically and masturbated me. I was on the edge and came in his hand immediately. He waited until I was done and his fingers coated with my thick sperm, then he used it to lubricate my love hole. It made me weak in the knees.

He lay me down on the bed, face up and took off his clothes. I watched him dreamily. My God getting ready to take me to heaven. He climbed on the bed and lifted my les over my head, spread my knees apart and let them rest on his shoulders. I guided his thick cock to my hole as he came closer. I relaxed my sphincter muscle as he touched me and held him on target for my moist hole. He pushed against me and I felt his tip enter me. It was glorious. I felt it from the top of my head to my toes. My master was taking me. I was no longer a virgin. I held him tight and pulled him into my still tight hole, concerned that his thick cock might be too hard to get in. I needn’t have worried. It nearly split me in half but on his next push, he entered me fully. I used both hands to caress his balls as they rode behind me.

He leaned down and kissed me again while his hands squeezed my womanly breasts and played with my nipple rings. Master’s motion had an unexpected benefit, my cock was being rubbed by his body as he pumped in me. It was erect and ready to orgasm again. I was assailed by wonderful, erotic sensations on all sides and felt like I might faint.

I felt his lips pressing mine, his tongue in my throat, felt his huge erection move u and into me, felt my legs over his shoulders, his large, strong hands on my breasts and nipples, felt myself being held down by him as he really started to fuck me, and felt my cock ready to orgasm. I loved it all.

I came again just after he jerked and spurted in me. He stayed in me, told me everything I wanted to hear. I was beautiful and he wanted me, told me I was his special girl , kissed my ear, played with my nose ring and hair. He French kissed me until he was hard again then he fucked me some more, this time he was unhurried. Long, slow stroked that went on and on. He pulled out after his second orgasm and got up. He left me there while he went to the bath and cleaned up. I was still fastened to the wall by my leash, but I felt no need to go anywhere. I waited patiently for him to return, savoring all my feelings, even the slow trickle of him out my bottom. I’d have to change the sheets. I looked around the room. All the girls were still abed, all of them must have been soundly fucked too, but I hadn’t heard a thing.

Master returned and dressed. Other masters went back to their girls. He stood me up and unlocked my leash from the wall and took me into the bath. The bath was a large room with facilities for all of us. He watched patiently as I peed, gave myself an enema, showered, washed my hair and applied my makeup. When I was done he turned me around and pulled my wrist chain up and locked it to my collar, forcing my wrists together at the big ring on my waist band. He turned me around and kissed me.

“I have a gift for you, love. He took a small box from his pocket and held it up in front. He opened it and I saw it held a two-inch-high, shiny pink bell. He took it out and showed it to me. It was a classic shape and elegant in its simplicity. He knelt on one knee and put it on my penis ring. Then he stood, “It’s beautiful on you. Walk around.”

He still held my leash so I couldn’t go far. I took two hobbled steps forward then two back. The bell tinkled at every motion and it’s weight pulled at my cock in a most erotic manner.

“Wonderful. I will think of you whenever I hear that sound. I will undoubtedly make me want to love you again.”

I didn’t want extra attention drawn to my extra-feminine organ, but I did want master happy. “Thank you, master. It’s lovely and a thoughtful gift. May I kiss you?”

He held his arms out and I melted into him.

The masters assembled us in two rows of five in the middle of the room. They stood beside us as we knelt on the floor our wrist cuffs still locked high on our backs to our collars. The trainers now held short, thick braided whips as well as our leashes. After we were all in place the Doctor entered and stood in front.

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

The girl now named  Elizabeth said, “Please don't whip us, Doctor. We'll follow your orders, please!”

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

“Yes, Master.”

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

Without moving my head, I could see the girls beside me obeying the Doctor. Ten strokes seemed unbearable. I wasn’t sure I could be quiet or hold still for all five.

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

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

I heard sobs and moans from all around me. The men were silent. Did they know what we felt? Did they care how much pain they had inflicted? We sobbed; asses high in the air with glowing red lines across them.

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

I straightened my body, arching my back and looking at the floor in front of me. I felt the Doctor's hand caress my ass  as he passed.

“Thrust your breasts out even more.” I tried to comply.

“Expect punishment  if you are casual in any part of the position or are too slow assuming it. You should practice in your spare time.”

He walked  around us as he spoke, inspecting his property. "You will not expect some of the training. The changes in you will surprise you. I won't go into the details now but remember that you are going to be  happy. Alright, this session is over. You will eat shortly.” The trainers laid our leashes on the floor and trooped out. The lock was loud.

I slowly looked around. We were alone. I raised to my knees along with three of the girls. In a moment, everyone had gotten to their knees. I looked at the asses I could see and none were bleeding, just red lines. Was I the only one they hit so hard?  I craned my neck to see what my own ass looked like – just thin red lines like the others. The pain had been beyond imagining, sickening. That much pain only from these? I choked back my sobs and looked at the girl moaning beside me. Her face was wracked with pain, her mascara running down her cheeks. I had to look the same. I knew we both would never chance this pain again. We would all be very good girls.

I was amazed I hadn’t screamed or tried to escape , but I had held firm, knowing any reaction would be worse. The pain was dying down, leaving a burning sensation behind it and…excitement. I was aroused. My cock was stiff. The sheer eroticism of being a slave girl disciplined by her master was also amazing.

I needed release but my hands were locked high on my back. I turned to the “Girl” next to me. And read the name on her collar,  “Sally, I’m Willow. I’m hard and need help. It looks like you are too, can we help each other?”

Sally looked at me and smiled, “Would you like to be friends?”

I smiled back, “Very much, Sally. I think we all need to be friends and help each other. Stand up and I’ll help you now then you can help me.”

She stood and spread her feet as far as her hobble allowed. I moved closer. Her cock was as tiny and cute as mine, like a doll’s organ, but it was erect and needy. We had all been perfumed before being lined up and the sweet, floral scent combined with the musky aroma of her pre-cum gave her a beautiful flavor. I hoped I tasted as good to her. She was randy as a mink in heat. Barely thirty seconds of attention and she groaned and jerked as her cock spurted the most wonderful nectar into my mouth.

I pulled off her and swallowed the rest of her load. I smiled up at her, “You taste wonderful. Thank you.”

“Thank you, Willow. I needed that and I’m looking forward to tasting you.”

I stood up and kissed her as best as I could without my arms. She returned the kiss, and when we broke, “My turn Sally. On your pretty knees, tasty vixen. I’m in need too.”

“Of course, slut, I’m looking forward to tasting you.” She dropped gracefully to her knees.

“Nice bell. I wondered where the tinkling was coming from when they were whipping us. Do you like it?”

“My master does, so I have to live with it. “

“Right-o.” She flicked the bell with her tongue, sending delicious shivers into my belly. She surrounded my cock with her warm mouth and wasn’t handicapped at all by the bell.

Her touch was magic. My cock was hard and needy and I jerked when her warm, moist lips slid onto me. She held me in her and her tongue teased the tip. It was unbearable. My hips jerked but she followed me, pressing her head into my groin and continuing her torment. I tried to back up just a little to relieve her pressure, but she had knelt across my hobble chain and I couldn’t move without falling onto my ass. Her lips surrounded my balls and I felt her teeth grip my shaft, not painful, but so erotic. My complete helplessness combined with the flaming heat from my ass to make me quiver in lust and erotic fear.

Sally didn’t lick and kiss my shaft like I expected. Her lips and teeth gripped me, stronger than any vagina and her tongue aroused me more than I would have believed. I felt my orgasm rising. My belly was hot and trembling. My release was coming. My belly spasmed and I spurted with a groan. Sally sucked me dry and I spurted three more times while she gripped me with her mouth. Finally I was done and shrinking. Still she held me and I couldn’t move a muscle. Finally, when I was back to normal, she released me and lifted her knees off my ankle chain. I backed up and sank to my knees, our womanly naked breasts pushing hard together.

“Thank you, Sally. You were wonderful. Your technique was…different and very effective.

“I had a good teacher. Maybe I’ll tell you about her someday.” She leaned her head toward me and we kissed. She was just as aggressive with her kisses too. She felt like she wanted to be in charge and that was fine with me.

All the girls got up and gathered in small groups, talking and cuddling. Most sat or lay on a bed. None of us were alone. After a while, the food came. The door opened and two attendants entered. One was pushing a cart with covered plates on top and a box on the bottom rack. The other man said, “Time to eat girls. Kneel on the yellow line.

There was a chorus of, “Yes, Master,” and we moved to the line and knelt, remembering the Doctor 's rules. We spaced ourselves a couple of feet apart.

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

I obeyed and heard the soft slither of skin on concrete as the rest of the line obeyed . He inspected them and said, “Watch your posture. Keep your head erect and your eyes downcast. Arch your backs, thrust out your breasts. If you do not maintain correct posture you may expect punishment. Do you understand?

“Yes, Master,” we chorused in unison.

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

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

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

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

The pain was terrible. My whole body quivered. My shoulders were on fire and I felt the heat soak into my belly and stiffen my penis. My chains precluded any effective resistance and a feeling of erotic pleasure filled me. It was so arousing to be whipped by a man while I was in bondage. “Yes, Master!” I exclaimed,  ashamed of both my submission and the sexual heat that had erupted in my belly. I felt like I would climax if he struck me one more time. I hoped he would touch me some other way.

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

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

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

The human mind cannot tell time. Much later, the door opened and Dr. Benoit found us still in kneeling display position facing the door. Several men, James among them, followed him into the room. James looked at me and smiled. I felt the heat rise in my face and smiled at him. The Doctor went to the center of the room and the men fanned out to go to their slaves.

James stood in front of me and picked up my leash. “Willow, are you comfortable?”

“No, Master.  Nothing hurts, but I don’t understand what’s going to happen. I’m afraid and lost and loved at the same time.  Tell me what to do, please.”

“Just let go and obey. Everything will become clear.”

The Doctor said, “The program requires that you lose all sense of privacy. This includes modesty, independence, morality, secrecy, and integrity. All  those qualities you will replace with obedience. You have committed serious crimes and sentenced to life imprisonment. You will never be free again. You have no rights or ability to make any decisions. The decision to place you in the program is mine. From now on your opinion is meaningless. You will never again  make a decision. But you will have more pleasure than you ever experienced. Do any of you have any comments?”

No one spoke.

“Good,” the Doctor said, “In this facility, we have professionals to ensure you do not escape. This program you are now a part of will ensure you also cannot escape from a private home.  Your restraints make you helpless and your rings ensure your sexual pleasure. They enhance your beauty and desirability, and  completely control you. I am sure you are curious what this all will mean, but you will shortly learn that. Your training as slavegirls will begin tomorrow. Stand up and line up in numerical order.”

We all stood up and turned to face in the same direction. I was number three and number two, Sandy, was already next to me. James picked up my leash and fastened it to the back of Sandy’s collar. When we were all connected the Doctor opened the door and a trainer picked up the first girl’s leash and led us all out of the room. We went down the hall, turned a corner and entered a big room.

The masters locked our leashes to rings above our beds, Master kissed me, and tucked me in.

“Go to sleep, tomorrow will be long and different. You’ll need your sleep. Remember you are loved. Goodnight.”

“Goodnight, master.”

The masters all left and the lights dimmed for sleeping. I was aroused and frustrated. I wanted to be used and to service master. Eventually I slept, dreaming of living with master and serving his every need. Susan wasn’t in my dream.

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

My world was brand new. Now I looked like a pretty, young, blond woman with large breasts, blue eyes, a tiny waist, long shapely legs. I could see that the men who saw me looked at me with appreciation, and often, lust. I was also a slave, unable and unwilling to resist anyone. I felt like a submissive woman, too. I wanted to serve and obey. I was content to let others be responsible and care for me. I wanted to be kept.

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

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

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


Chapter 6 : Training

Week 1

We were roused in the morning, our hands released, and sent to the bath to get ready for the day. After we were clean and our faces made up, we reassembled in the dormitory. The trainers joined us into a coffle, locking six feet of chain from the front ring of a girl to the back ring of another, until we were all in a single file line. We were instructed to watch the feet of the girl in front of us. We were to start moving when she did, starting with our left feet. They took us to a room labeled, “Slave Training Room #1.” It was lined with mirrors and had waist high bars close to one wall, rings all over the floors and walls, and lots of unfamiliar steel and wood apparatus around the room, but the center of the room was empty.

When we got in the training room, we were ordered to standing display position. We waited and in a few minutes a chain of girls was led in and walked in front of us. Real girls. They looked at us in astonishment. Many giggled when they realized we had cocks. I was embarrassed and ashamed to be seen this way.

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

Then they came back and thrust into me. I screamed with joy as I came. My belly churned, and my bottom 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.

They left me bent over the bar until we all had been done. The change in our treatment was drastic. When we were learning to belong to the feminine gender we were not chained and free to move about our rooms, talk among ourselves and enjoy the company of real women. This day portended a more restrictive life with our limbs permanently chained and locked in place to await our masters attention.

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

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

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

The sessions lasted from one to three hours. We trained with strap on dildos, handheld dildos, and butt plugs. We learned to please men and women with oral, manual, 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 stimulation caused arousal. Instantly. I looked forward to my whippings.

Week 2

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“We will exert absolute control over you. You will be evaluated regularly. Your rations will be controlled to let you reach your best weight. You will be exercised to keep you fit and increase your endurance. You will defecate only once per day. This is doable because of our control over your food intake. You will wear butt plugs when your hole is not in use. You will always keep your bottom hole well lubricated . 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 I, at least, was 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. It felt large, making me full,

“Straighten up and go to standing display facing away from the wall.“ I obeyed his command. He said, “Good girl, “when I had finished. I found I was inordinately pleased by the praise. I could feel the 'handle' laying against my skin between my anus and beside my cock

Each girl's ass was plugged by their trainers.

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

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

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. When finished she would bring the cart back to her position and clean it. The trainer would then fix her for sleep and return the cart to housekeeping. The cart girl oversaw 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 locked her hands in place and locked her chain 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 us and ordered us to not make any noise. 

Week 3

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Week 4

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

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

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

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

When he released me, I saw lust in his eyes. I believed he would take me right then. I dropped to my knees and opened my mouth in supplication. I wanted to service him and increase his lust so he would stop and fuck my ass. I was so ready to be taken. I cursed my chained hands for the first time in weeks. I wanted him in me.

“Alas, we're late lass, later.” He turned away and led me to class. I followed my leash obediently as I tried to regain what little poise I had left.

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

A trainer had us line up and checked the fit of our waist bands. I had noticed mine was getting loose. Not surprising with the meager rations they gave us. I was hungry all the time and did my best to supplement my diet with the only substitute available: love juices. Anyway, all the class, real females and us shemales, were put in coffle and marched to the smith’s workshop. He tightened my band back  to its original very tight grasp on my waist. Every girl had the same pained expression when he finished.

My rules were simple:

All free men and real women are my masters and mistresses, may use our bodies as they wish, and I will be punished if I am not totally pleasing or if it pleases them.

I must respectfully acknowledge and obey every order, exactly and perfectly.

I may not speak without permission.

I must know all the required positions for display, obeisance, and punishment; assume them instantly on command; and not move unless ordered.

I must be graceful and smile.

Never open a door unless ordered.

Never move from an assigned position until commanded.

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

Punishments:

Corrections during training: 1 stroke of the whip

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

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

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

Week 5

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Week 6

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

The trainer left the whip handle in place and I heard him say, “No more than two, I wager. “I did not hear a reply. The trainers let me simmer for a few minutes. When I was still and quiet, I felt lips on my left nipple, sucking and licking. It felt wonderful and, in a few seconds,   I was moaning to the rising heat in my belly. My arousal plateaued after a few minutes when the mouth went away. When suddenly, another fiery stripe flamed across my belly. I gasped, for, not only did it hurt, I was on the edge again. The whip handle again slowly fondled my bottom hole and I pushed backward as hard as I could striving to get it in me again. But I couldn't reach it. It teased me for long seconds until my master slowly penetrated me again. The orgasm was instantaneous and huge. I felt like I would explode from pleasure and lust.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter 7 : Home

The trip in the closed wagon was just as bumpy as the one that took us to the training facility, but there were differences. There were only three passengers, me, Elizabeth, and Sally. We wore our slave chains in their most restrictive configuration and we were covered from our shoulders to our knees by black leather.

We had stood in a line while the black coverings had been placed on us. They looked like big sheets of leather with many straps and buckles on one side. They were wrapped around us and when all the buckles were pulled tight the only parts of us that could be seen were our heads and collars and out legs from the knees down. The strap around our ankles meant we could only take very tiny steps, far less than out hobbles allowed.

We had already done our hair and makeup and the trainers were careful not to muss us. We were picked up like sacks of grain and stood in the enclosed wagon. A heavy chain was fastened at the front of the box and when we were all sitting on the wooden bench it was threaded between our legs and locked to a ring at the back, then the doors closed and we were off.

We had no idea where we were going and we weren’t gagged so we spent the whole, long trip speculating and dreaming. The only thing we were sure of was that we would have masters and our lives would be different than before. In so many ways we had a brand-new existence ahead of us, more limited than when we were children, but with some of the obstacles that had defeated us, solved.  We hoped we would live as all women did now, with no choices to make and someone to love and care for us. We imagined vast rural estates with hard work that was appreciated and much love and sex. Our minds were filled with exaggerated ideas of a happy life, and we knew it, but we couldn’t bring ourselves to imagine cruelty and pain.  We didn’t worry about the impact of out cocks on our lives, we just hoped we would be treated like any other person of the female gender.

We were all happy our training was done. We had learned much and pleasured much, but the incentives to learn quickly were painful. We all smirked like idiots presented with a huge sweet, but we couldn’t stop. The future was going to be wonderful.

Finally we arrived at our first destination. The wagon stopped and we heard voices then we turned and moved again, not in a straight line, for another ten minutes. It took forever after we stopped for them to open the doors. The two trainers were closest but there were two strange men standing behind the, one about our age and one a few years older. Both were dressed casually, in durable slightly worn clothing.  One of the trainers climbed up in the wagon, unlocked the chain and pulled it out from between mine and Elizabeth’s legs. He left it between Sally’s legs. She understood what that meant and said, “Good luck, girls. Maybe we’ll meet again.”

“Goodbye Sally. Luck.”

He handed first me then Elizabeth down to the other trainer. We were in the gravel drive in front of a large three-story Tudor style house. There was a barn partly visible a quarter mile behind the house, several smaller structures in the background, and a carriage house to the side. When Elizabeth was standing beside me a trainer handed a large envelope to the older stranger, “Here are their papers, squire.”

I heard the other trainer climb down, relock Sally’s tether, then close the doors to the wagon. I studied the “Squire.” He was tall with sandy hair and an air of command about him. The trainers and the other man’s body language and expressions showed respect. They knew he was in charge but I saw no fear. He was of the same cloth as Big Jake, but the others did not fear him on a visceral level like Big Jake’s henchmen.

The squire took the envelope, opened it and pulled a thin sheaf of papers out. He looked at each one, signed one of them and handed it back to the trainer. The trainer said, “Enjoy them, sir,” and removed the leather wrappers from us. The  trainers mounted the wagon and drove off, leaving us standing naked in front of the two men looking at us with an appraising eye, judging us. The squire said, softly, “Posture.”

I shifted slightly into standing display, arching my back, thrusting out my breasts, stretching my hobble tight. I smiled , parting my lips in invitation and shifted my gaze to the ground. The just stood there and said nothing. I could now only see his shoes and dared not move. Did he like what he saw? Did my instant obedience satisfy him? I wished he would give some indication of what he thought.

I was suddenly cold and embarrassed. I was naked in front of my master and he was judging me. I was proud of my body. I had worked hard and      wanted to know if he was pleased. He was my master. He held the power of life or death over me and I wanted nothing more than to please him. All I could do now was be obedient and try and find opportunities to serve him.

He stepped forward, standing very close. He reached up and took hold of my nose ring and gently lifted my face up and turned my head side to side. He was smiling very faintly. He let go and said, Welcome to Praise-on-Beeble, Willow. I am Major Anders, squire and your master. I’ll take your obeisance inside. He indicated the other man, “This is Mr. Waverly. He is master of my femlings. He will train you and take care of you.

“Thank you, master. I’m will serve you well.”

He stepped in front of Elizabeth and examined her face. He greeted her with almost the same greeting he gave me. Mr. Waverly stepped close and clipped a light chain leash onto my nose ring. When the Major turned from Elizabeth, he put a similar leash on her. The Major walked toward the house and Mr. Waverly led us after him.

We followed him in. There was a slave girl in a maid’s uniform kneeling before him. She was medium height, brunette, and bare breasted. Her nipples and nose bore rings like ours. “Alice, coffee service and two bowls of water in the library, please, and do you know where Mr. Johnson is now?”

“Yes, master, Mr. Johnson was in the kitchen a moment ago,” she rose gracefully and left, her ankle chain clinking as she hurried.

The Major turned to Mr. Waverly, “Take them to the library, please.”

“Yes, sir.”

Mr. Waverly led us down a dark wood floored hallway, easily ten feet wide. We went past several wide doors and finally he opened the last door and led us inside. The room was very large and I had never seen so many books before. One wall was windows looking onto a garden and distant green fields beyond. The other walls were lined with books, from the floor to the very high ceiling. The table in the center of the room was of a scale fitting the room. It was surrounded by sixteen chairs and there were four couches ,six easy chairs, and a love seat in the room, yet it was open and spacious feeling.

Mr. Waverly led us to the right, up close to the wall, “Face the door and kneel. Keep good posture.”

“Yes, master,“ we chorused, and sank to our knees. Mr. Waverly removed the leashes and sat in an easy chair close to us.

“Did you want to be females?”

I looked at Elizabeth and she motioned for me to answer with a thrust of her chin. “Master, we were not given a choice, but I might have chosen it. Elizabeth also.”

“Why?”

“I was in prison for life for killing my wife and her lover. I am small, even for a woman, as you can see. I was the bitch of a powerful man in prison and it was a rough life. The chance to live with less brutal people would have been all the motivation I needed.”

“I can see that.You should enjoy it here then. The girls are not overworked nor are they kept women. The Major is fair but you will have to do your share of the chores. Disrespect and disobedience are always punished.”

“Yes, sir. May I ask a question, master?”

“What?”

“Will we always be chained like this?”

“Your chains are permanent. They will not be removed. Your hands will be locked in the most secure position as now for sleeping or punishment or  whenever you’re taken in public. Most of the time your hands will be unlocked and left in the least restrictive position, otherwise you couldn’t do your chores.”

“What will our chores be, master?”

“A bit of everything: if you have a skill the Major will give you a job that uses the skill, but every girl has chores in addition: housework, serving, helping the gardener and the forester, ponygirl.”

“What does a ponygirl do?”

“Pulls carts and carriages, gives dressage performances.”

“Master, I don’t know that last word.”

“Its French, I think. It’s sort of a dance done with other ponygirls and masters. All the girls like it. The gentry have competitions among their girls and wager on the teams.”

The door opened and Major Anders entered the library, followed by a sturdy man formally dressed, like a butler. He instantly dominated the room. His calm expression, the hawk-like expression, the confident stride gave him an aura of power. He strode to us and settled in a wing-back chair and looked us over. Finally, “You are both beautiful. Except for your cocks, I would not believe you once were men.”

“Thank you, master.”

He turned to the other man, “Mr. Johnson, this is Willow and Elizabeth. They were born male and the Ministry has changed their gender to female. They both have penises rather than slits. They are to be treated as any other slavegirl and will be under your guidance in the house.” He turned back to us, “Girls, Mr. Johnson is my butler and second in command. Obey him as you would me.”

“Yes, master. I’m pleased to meet you, Mr. Johnson, and I will obey your orders.” Elizabeth echoed my reply.

Mr. Johnson replied, “ glad to meet you girls. I will talk to you later. Sir, I need to attend to the preparations now.”

“Of course, “ he dismissed Mr. Johnson with a slight wave of his hand then turned back to us.

“This is new to you so I will explain how things work here. This is not  sweatshop. It is a working estate. You will earn your keep. All slaves here are available for the use of my guests and staff. Normally they won’t interrupt your work, nevertheless if anyone wants to use you, any of your holes, your cock, or just to make you dance, do your best to please them. Any complaints and you will be punished. Mr. Waverly is your trainer, your keeper, and your foreman. Are there any questions?”

…”Master, ...I don’t know how to ask this better, but we’re helpless and can’t defend ourselves, are your people likely to be angry with us, liable to injure us?”

“A fair question, Willow. I have made it clear to my staff, family, and guests that they may not harm anyone, slave or free, without incurring my great wrath. You are my responsibility and valuable to me. I will do my best to protect you from harm.”

“Thank you, master.” Elizabeth was quiet, she must have shared my concerns and let me talk for her.

“Are both of you comfortable with sex with either sex?”

Elizabeth and I both replied, “Yes, master.”

“You have been well trained?

“Exhaustively, master.”

“Let’s see. Willow lay on your back in front of me. Raise your knees and spread them. Elizabeth, lay on top of her with your dick over her mouth and take her dick in your mouth. Both of you lick and suck the other to climax.”

I spun around, lay back on my pinioned arms, and raised and spread my knees. Elizabeth and I had sucked each other off many times, but not with our hands locked away r with an audience. This was a test. He was testing our obedience, our sexuality, and our skill. I was excited and afraid. Would we perform well enough to suit the Major? 

I felt Elizabeth take my cock in her hot mouth and start sucking and licking me. She played with my ring with her tongue. Meanwhile I saw her cock position itself in front of my face. I opened my mouth and used my tongue to play with her ring. Eventually she got in range and I flicked her ring with my tongue. She settled lower and I took her in my mouth and started licking her tip and sucking mightily.

I felt myself getting stiff  and excited as she sucked on me. She was also getting stiff. Neither of our members compared to those of real men, but I don’t think a larger one could feel any better when it climaxed. I grunted and moaned when I climaxed. And a few seconds later, Elizabeth filled my mouth with her cum. I swallowed her load and loved the taste and the sensuality of the act. I was filled with love for her and my masters and my trainers for delivering me here. Both of us slowly would down and I felt master flick her bottom with his crop,

“Good work, girls. Back in position.”

She raised off me, we both got back in position and I gladly stretched into a kneeling display. It felt grand to be so full of pleasure with not a pang of guilt. We had pleased our master.

Master stood up, “Paul, get the girls set up. I’ll to their interview after dinner and I will want to take Willow for a ride tonight.”

A ride? Already? I haven’t been on a horse in many years.

Yes, sir.” The major strode out am Mr. Waverly came over and put leashes on our nose rings. “Come on girls, time to get you settled in.

The stable was a brick building with a large covered dirt floored arena attached. There was a fenced track beyond. The center of the track was a lawn surrounded by a tall wire fence and dotted with shade trees. Mr. Waverly opened a wide door, led us in and closed it behind us. I was heavy and thudded into place solidly. We were in a corridor wider than the door that ran the length of the building. Doors opened off both sides of the corridor labeled: Examination, Infirmary, Tack and Harness, Offices, Kennels, Shop, Storage, Supplies, and Maintenance. We entered the Examination room.  He passed the end of my leash through s ring on the wall higher than my head, pulled me closer and clipped the end of the leash onto my collar. I was incapable of reaching anything with my hands locked to the back of my collar so I faced the wall and waited while he fixed Elizabeth to the opposite wall. By pushing tight against the wall, I could turn my head enough to see her out of the corner of my eye. He left the room. Why did he leave us here? Slavegirls need to learn patience. They spend a lot of time waiting for their masters.

He returned in a minute, followed by a younger man carrying a satchel. He released me from the ring and had me sit on the edge of a cold steel table. ”Secure her Jerry.”

“Yes, sir.” Jerry fastened short chains from the edge of the table to the rings on the side of my waistband. I wasn’t going to leave the table until they were unlocked. He unlocked my hands from my collar and helped me lower them. I had been fastened so long, I couldn’t move without help.

He left them loose while I rubbed circulation back into them. When I could move them again, he pulled me down on the table and fastened my hands to the top of the table. He fastened a belt across my chest, touching the bottom of my breasts and pulled it tight. “Secure, sir,” he reported.

Mr. Waverly handed a metal disk with the number five stamped on it, “She is Number Five. Put this on her collar.”

”Yes, Mr. Waverly.” Jerome took the disk, took a sturdy S-shaped fastener and pliers from a drawer and fastened the disc to my collar.

Mr. Waverly fastened my ankle chain to a pair of rings on the end of the table, causing my legs to be fully bent. He loosened the stirrups used for examining women and strapped my knees to the arms. He spread the arms wide and locked them in place leaving me spread wide open on the table.

The examination began with him palpitating my breasts. It felt pretty good. He examined all my piercings  under a magnifying lens,

“They all healed and I see no sign of irritation  or inflammation, Willow.”

He examined all my bonds, “I see no sigs of chaffing, either. Whoever fitted you did a good job.”

He looked in my mouth and peeled back my lips for a good look.

“No problems orally, either,” he reported.

He showed me a tapered stick, painted white with small numbers written along the side, “Now well measure your anal access. Jerome,”

He handed the stick to Jerome.

Jerome coated the stick with lubricant and looked at Mr. Waverly, “Ready, sir.”

“Proceed.”

I felt I should protest, but I was used to having things, mostly cocks , sometimes vegetables and dildos, stuck in my ass. I relaxed and felt the rounded tip pressing against my sphincter muscle. It slid in easily and Jerome applied more pressure. I felt is getting wider until it felt like I couldn’t take any more, “Master, I can’t take any more.”

Jerome said, “Mr. Waverly, it’s all the way in. I can’t go any further, anyway.”

“Well, well, Willow. You are among the few to take all of it. I’m impressed. You are going to be very popular. Your cock presents a potential  problem, so I need to prevent it.”

This was concerning, “Master, are you going to hurt me?”

“No, nothing so permanent as you are imagining. Remember you exist to serve your masters and when you are good, they may reward you. A female’s treasure is entirely a master’s provenance.”

I felt him doing something to my cock and balls, but his hands were below my line of sight.  When he removed his hands, I felt a new weight on my cock. I didn’t recognize it and my concern was great. I wanted to see and feel my groin, but that was in his hands. “Master, what is that I wear, please?”

“A simple device to ensure you do not penetrate anyone unless your master permits. It will cause you no harm, just control your sexual activity. Jerome, release her, please.”

When I stood on the floor again, my hands and eyes were free to explore my new device. It was a metal tube surrounding my cock, sharply curved so the open end was nestled between the joining of my thighs, just forward of my ass hole. A steel ring was locked behind my balls, holding it on me. I understood immediately what it took away from me. I could now not only use my cock to arouse another, but neither could I or anyone else pleasure myself . “Master, is this to punish me for having a cock?”

“No, Willow, it is to prevent you from taking one of master’s females without his permission. Unfortunately, it also limits your opportunities for personal pleasure, but you are his slave now. You must earn your pleasure now. Jerome, put Willow in one of the cells and come help with Elizabeth.”

”Yes Mr. Waverly.” He took hold of my upper arm and steered me through a door into the adjoining room There were two cells made of steel bars against the far wall. He steered me into the left one and locked me in.

There was a steel framed single bed with a thin mattress. I sat on the bed and studied the thing on my cock. Made of smooth steel it fully enclosed my cock. I discovered by touch that my ring stuck out the end. The band that gripped my member above my balls was thick and had an embedded lock. Only someone with its key could free me. It was impossible for me to arouse myself with my hands or anything I might rub against it. Blow jobs and hand jobs were impossible with it locked on me.

I realized it placed other, more subtle restrictions on me. I would have to squat to pee, like a real girl. Tears trickled down my cheeks. So much that was pleasant was now under my master’s control.  I feared I would have to be very, very good to see my cock free again.

There were no distractions in my cell, so I started practicing the slave positions. I ran through the poses, focusing on precision, grace, and speed. The goal was to drop into a perfect position with no adjustments while keeping an inviting smile on my face. I would start in Standing display, pose #1, then run through the other standard poses, pausing in each one only long enough to assess the quality of the pose, then shift. I was midway through a cycle when the door opened and Jerome entered. I dropped into kneeling display and waited.

Jerome opened the cell door and escorted me back to the exam room. Elizabeth was standing in the middle of the room, with tears still staining her cheeks. Mr. Waverly was not in the room. Jerome put me beside Elizabeth and turned me to face him.

“I’m going to take you to the kennels and get you equipped. Follow me.” He exited and we followed. What else could we do. There was nowhere to go, no place to hide, and no one who would not turn us in if we were found off our master’s property. We followed him through another door into a long room with two tiers of kennels. The wall was brick and there were a dozen three-foot square openings in the brick opening to featureless concrete cells beyond them. The cells were small, four feet wide and high and eight feet long. There were plaques with numbers over each door. The doors were iron grates that slid aside in unison to open or close. They were open now.

He led us into a large bath, all tiled in white with many plumbing fixtures around the walls. Everything was in the open, reinforcing our complete lack of privacy.

“Use a toilet and empty yourselves.”

“Yes, master Jerome.”

He watched as we eliminated. When we finished, he took us across the room to a shower area and showed us the equipment for giving ourselves enemas.

Have you done this before?”

“Yes, master.” He pointed out the hoses with the soft rubber tips and the knobs for controlling the flow. “The water is warm; the green knob is for water and the red knob adds a cleaner to the flow. Start the flow, then add the cleaner. Stop the cleaner when your waste is clear. Let the water flow a little longer to flush all the cleaner out. Understand?”

“Yes, master.”

“All right, do it.”

We had both had experience taking thing in our bottoms and the instructions were simple enough. The warm water felt very nice and I was tempted to let it fill me after the outflow was clear, but master Jerome was watching us and I stopped it as soon as I could. I removed the nozzle and hung it on its hook. Elizabeth finished and followed suit.

He took a couple of towels from a stack and tossed them to us, “Dry thoroughly.”

“Yes, master.”  When we were dry, he showed us the chute for the wet towels then he took us back to the cells. He went into a locked closet and gave us bedding and towels. “Put this on the racks with your number on it. Five and twelve. Then come back here.”

We hurried to comply. I stopped at five and Elizabeth hurried on. There was a hangar for the bedding and shelves for the towels I hung my bedding, following the example of the rack next to mine. I went back to Jerome. He handed me a wooden box containing toothbrush and paste, soap, scrubber, a pot of lubricant, a horses tail mounted on a butt plug, and basic makeup. He handed me a pair of odd, heel less boots. “Put these away, put the tail on, and come back.”

“Yes, master.” I said, hesitantly. I passed Elizabeth returning.

I put everything away in the same way as the racks beside mine. I held the butt plug and examined it.  I had been penetrated many times, but always short term, like cocks. I used my finger and lubed my asshole, then I put the rounded, tapering plug up to my opening and tried to relax. My forced practice helped. It slid in easily and I had a tail.

On my next trip he gave me a bundle of leather straps, a metal and leather bundle, and a bustier, black with red trim. “You and Elizabeth help each other with your corsets.”

“Yes, master.”

We picked them up and examined them. The backs were held together with long laces passed back and forth through many tiny gromets. The fronts were open and had a dozen tiny hooks on one side and matching loops on the other. I could feel stiff plates sewn inside the material when I picked it up, maybe whalebone. I wrapped it around my torso, held the front edges together, and found it fit under my breasts and stopped at my steel waistband. The laces were loose and I asked Elizabeth to tighten them, “Not too tight,” I cautioned her. I wanted it snug but not so tight it restricted my breathing. It had a sort of shelf under my breasts and gave them some needed support. Then I did her laces.

Jerome looked at us when we returned, “Too loose. Lace them tighter or I’ll do it for you.”

I looked at Jerome’s large muscular arms and the decision was easy, “Master, we’ll go redo them. Tighter.” Elizabeth shared my opinion, or at least she was nodding her head vigorously. Neither of us wanted to fail again, so when we returned neither of us could take a deep breath.

“Good enough girls. They are not worn loose. Come on.”

He led us through a heavy, steel door into a large, bright room. It had many barred windows set high in the walls. The floor was concrete, mostly bar with a few chairs against a wall, a row of wooden pallets along one wall and four strange metal mechanisms that looked sort of like huge green dandelions sticking out of the floor in a row. He took us to the nearest of these. It was simple, just a round shaft, taller than he with eight long arms spaced regularly protruding from the shaft. A chain hung from the end of each arm.

He took me to the nearest arm and locked the dangling chain to the back of my collar. He took Elizabeth to the opposite arm and locked it’s chain to her collar. He stepped away and took a long whip from a rack. “Willow turn around. Posture.” When I tell you, both of you start walking, left foot first. Lift your feet straight up, as far as you can, then step forward, keeping your hobble tight, then repeat. Walk slowly at first. I will tell you when to speed up. Watch each other and step at the same time. If you fail to step properly, smile, or let your posture relax, I will flick you with this whip when you pass. Understand?”

Elizabeth and I looked at each other, “Yes, master.”

“There is a counter on the central shaft. It increases by one for every revolution I have set it to zero. You will exercise until the counter reaches two hundred and fifty. If you have not reached that number in an hour, you will run the rest of the way. Go.”

We watched each other to make sure we stepped together and started. The chain was easy to pull, but it was harder than plain walking. He watched us struggle for a few minutes and offered advice when we passed him.: “Longer steps,” “Keep that hobble tight,” “Smile,” “Shoulders back, etc.  After a few minutes he started flicking us with the whip on our thighs and bottoms. Our high heels made a clacking noise at every step in time with the clatter of our chains.

When the counter showed one hundred, Master Jerome said, “Keep going until I tell you to stop,” and left the room.

We did and another revolution later I said, “This is boring. Are you tired?”

She didn’t respond. “Hey, ‘Liz we weren’t told to be quiet. I think it’s OK for us to talk. Are you tired?”

“No, but my feet hurt.”

“Yes, mine too. I don’t think our master’s care about that unless it harms us. Besides, I think they want to discourage us from trying to escape, why else the ankle chains and high heeled shoes. A little pain for us slows us down even more.”

“Willow, I need to be fucked.”

“Me too. It’s been a long day and I’m suffering, as much as you. If he’d swatted me a little more, I think I could have climaxed.”

“Me too. I love it when a master spanks me. I’m going to ask him when he comes back.”

“Good idea, but it’s not a very romantic place. Later might be better.”

“There, too.”

“Horny slut.”

“Me. What about you?”

“You’re right. I want it all the time.”

We trudged on, trying to do that weird high step. I made it most of the time but missed occasionally. I had to concentrate and if my mind wandered, I goofed, and there was much to think about. I still had no idea what my life would be like here. Would everyone be friendly and just accept me as another slave? Who lived here? Would I have a main job to learn? Would I be able to have a hobby like gardening?

But these were just idle speculation, I knew someone else would decide what my life would hold, no matter what I wanted. The truth was that I was a sex slave. I felt a guilty and shameful curiosity about my future. How would I feel to be kept permanently as a naked, helpless prisoner and forced to submit to any man who wanted to use my body? The thought was exciting, arousing and no matter how often I forced myself to think of other things, I always returned to it and every time my cock swelled and struggled against its prison.

Every time I forced my thoughts to something else, my arousal lingered and my pinioned cock strained against it’s steel shackle. I needed to be fucked so badly. I knew it was the only thing that could relieve the tension. I was more than a sex slave; I was a needy sex toy. I needed to be taken, abused, and used.

Master Jerome came back and looked at the counter while we kept walking.

“Almost done and in good time. Stop.”

We stopped walking and went to standing display pose. My skin glistened with a little moisture from our walk. He went to Elizabeth, pulled her close, and kissed her for a long time. She stayed in her pose save for moving her head to meet his lips. After he broke the kiss he said, quietly, “ Good girl.”

He came to me and put his arms around me and kissed me. I kissed him back and opened my lips to him. His kiss was perfect, not too forceful, like he was shoving a slug down my throat, or too timid like I would reject him, but just right. I relaxed and let him explore my mouth with his tongue, passively submitting to his domination. Then I knew what I wanted. When he withdrew, I spoke quickly, “Thank you, master Jerome. Will you dominate me?”

“All men are your masters, Willow. I expect you to be submissive and obedient.”

“Of course I will be submissive, that’s who I am. master, but more than that, I like to be treated roughly. I like being spanked, whipped , and tortured until I’m screaming for mercy. I love bondage and being tied down. I want men to dominate me.”

“You like that?”

“I do. I want a man to put me over his knee and spank me. I want him to bend me over and whip me. I want him to chain me to the bed and whip me until I bed forgiveness. I want him to take me from behind  and show me who’s boss.” I kissed him lightly, just skimming my lips across his. “Will you dominate me, master? Push me to my limits? Make me scream and work your will on me?”

“Well, I think I can do that for you.” He unlocked both of us and we followed him back to the medical room. He locked Elizabeth into the left-hand cell and took me into the right one.

“Kneel on the end of  the bed. I obeyed and he got several locks from the exam room. He had me lean forward until my forehead was touching the mattress. He pulled my arms out an up and locked them to the frame. He pulled my legs apart until their chain was taut and locked my ankles to the end of the frame. My breasts were squished onto the mattress and my ass was sticking up in the air.  I turned my head to watch. Him. I smiled when our eyes me. “Thank you, master.”

He ran his hand over the taut, pale skin of my proudly raised bottom. I shivered as he tickled my bottom hole and gasped as he tugged on the exposed ring piercing my hidden penis. I squirmed and tugged at my bonds as he jiggled my ring.

He grasped a handful of my hair and yanked my head up. I saw Elizabeth clinging to the bars dividing our cells, watching us, wide-eyed, undoubtedly wanting to take my place.

“I like a woman who speaks her mind. A lot of girls like it rough. I can tell because they juice a lot when they’re punished. You’re the first to ask for it out of the blue. ” He dropped my head and said, to Elizabeth, “Bet you’d like a piece of this too, wouldn’t you. Or would you rather take my place? You’ll get a turn soon enough, my pretty.”

The bulge in his pants was growing. I looked forward to a pleasant reaming. He moved beside me and rested his rough hand on my bottom.

“You know you earn punishment by asking for pleasure, don’t you? You must give pleasure when your master asks, but you must earn yours. Will you be a good girl after this?”

“Probably not, master."

Do you beg to be taught a lesson?”

“Please teach me a lesson, master Jerome.”

He raised his hand and slapped it across my one cheek. I gasped softly at the sting. I wasn’t expecting him to hit so hard. It was a pleasant surprise. He slapped it down again on the other cheek.  He started at the bottom of my rump and moved slowly up both sides, alternating cheeks with hard, sharp slaps. My bottom was all pins and needles and the wonderful sting was drifting into my loins. The sharp crack of his hand on my taut flesh was music to my ears.  I moaned in pleasure.

“Starting to feel it?” he asked.

“Yes, master.”

I felt him rub his hard member across my heated bottom. He was very hard and I wanted him to impale me, take me.  He increased the pace, spanking faster. I squealed, struggling against my bonds to no avail. Then he put his hands around my waist and took me.

My hips lifted and the bed creaked with the power of his thrusts, my tear reddened eyes widened as the breath was forced from my lips in a gasp. He was big. I arched my back as high as I could, fighting my bonds, struggling to make myself more accessible, to let him go deeper. I whimpered and sighed with every movement of him. His grunts matched my moans as he came.

He leaned forward on me, his hands closed around my breasts and squeezed my nipples and I came with a scream of orgasmic pleasure and we collapsed together while he shrank inside me.

After he had dressed and he released me from the bed, he locked my hands behind me and pulled me close. He nibbled my ear and whispered, “You know we were asked to take you?”

“No, master.”

“You and Elizabeth are the vanguard of a new class of slavegirl and the Ministry wants to know if slavery is sufficient to keep male prisoners in line. You won’t give us any problems, will you?”

We had all talked about our futures back in training endlessly and thought we would be better off. “Only enough to keep our bottoms red, master.”

“That’s what I thought.”


Chapter 8 : Welcome

Mr. Waverly took us back to the main house where we ate dinner with the other girls in the servant’s dining room. It turns out this house employed the same program as the institute, we all ate from bowls on the floor and were not allowed to use our hands. We lined up kneeling in two rows facing each other with six feet between the rows. Two girls wheeled in carts with bowls of food and water for each of us. A young man led them in. He was carrying a long, single strand whip He went to the end of the room, looked us over while the girls waited for him.

He looked at Elizabeth and me and, “Do not begin eating until I tell you. Eat everything and keep your hands behind you. You may eat at your own pace. You may converse with each other while eating. Stay in position until I release you.”

He sat in the one chair in the room and lifted his gaze to the two serving girls. “You may serve.”

The girls pushed their carts between our rows and set our bowls od food and water in front of us. They set their meals at the ends of the rows and put their carts in the corners. They took their places.

The man looked us over and said, “Begin eating.”

Like a chorus line, we all leaned forward over our bowls and took a bite. It was good, fine diced vegetables, white chicken and roasted potatoes, beside each other in our bows. The chicken was tender and moist, not dry and I ate half of it swiftly until my hunger was abated, slightly. I straightened up and saw several girls had also paused in eating and raised up. Most were talking to others but the brunette next to me had turned toward me. “Hi, I’m Willow. What’s your name?”

“Jamie. What’s that between your legs?

“I’d rather discuss that later, with less people around. What’s your job here?”

“I clean the house, help with the garden, and do the bookkeeping for the Major’s dairy business. Have they told you what you will be doing?”

“No, not yet. Sounds like responsible work. Were you a bookkeeper before…this?”

“No. I was a schoolteacher and good at numbers. The school only has men teachers now. I was sad to leave. I enjoyed watching the children discover the world.” We talked between bites. There was a babel of conversation around us, but we were close enough it didn’t interfere.

“I just came from slave training. How is it here?”

“Not so bad. The Major takes good care of us, but don’t disobey. He believes in using pain as a deterrence. I watched you as you came in. It looks like you’ve already learned that.”

“It wasn’t punishment. I asked for it. I was trained to climax to pain as well as pleasure.”

“Really, none of us here have had any training. When the law became effective, the ones who didn’t already live here, asked the Major to take us. He has always been a respected leader and I, at least, thought he would be fair. Some of the men are rough with us. You’ll like it here. You should ask the Major if you could help train us to enjoy pain. All the girls would love you.”

That was a good idea. The girls wouldn’t be angry with me for my penis if I could help them enjoy sex more. “Well, except for that, how do you like it here?

“I have more free time to read and paint than before. I always wanted a man, but my parents couldn’t afford a dowry and I wasn’t pretty enough that I could marry well.  I wasn’t interested in casual sex so, I was still a virgin when the Female Servitude Law became effective.”

“How did you wind up here? Did he buy you?”

“No, I was a volunteer. I had to either find a man to own me or go up for public auction. Several of us asked the Major to take us and he did.  He took us all down to the new slave dealer in town for my collar and chains. Two days after I was enslaved, he took my cherry and I’ve since been had by every man on the estate. I like the sex a lot, but sometimes the bruises don’t heal for a couple of days.”

“It sounds like you’re better off here than before. You lost your freedom, but you weren’t happy.  Why didn’t you marry first?”

No man wanted to marry when they soon could buy a woman and society was forcing her to be submissive. Since marrying isn’t an option anymore for any girl,  at least in physical terms I’m better off. I have sex practically every night, the work is easy, I don’t have to worry about earning money to pay for anything and I live in a nice place. I don’t like being chained all the time or naked, but no one cares what I think. At least I’m no worse off than any woman.”

“Or some men,” I whispered.”

“What?”

“Nothing. Tell you later. Do we have any free time to just talk or read?”

“After dinner, unless you have the duty, but that’s only two or three girls and it rotates. Sometimes we’re all on duty when the Major has a party or something, but that isn’t often. Most of us gather in a large room in the basement, we call it the Lounge.” Men are always there and a bunch of us get laid then. There are small rooms for men to take us to when they want privacy. One thing, there are always more men than women so you have to flirt pretty aggressively for a man to choose you.”

“Do we have any choice?”

“No. Their decision and we all fight to be chosen. I had only managed to orgasm a handful of time with lovers before they put these chains on me. Now I climax nearly every day, and better. Sex here is so much better than when I was free. Maybe it’s because the men get to practice more or maybe we respond better when we don’t have a choice.”

“May be.”

The man spoke up, “Meal’s over. Kneeling display. Collect the dishes.”

We all straightened up and the two girls who brought the food, pushed their carts back up the rows and collected the dishes pushed their carts out of the room.

He said, “Those with duties, go to them. The rest of you go down to the rec room.” I saw him coming toward me and stayed in kneeling display. Jamie and Elizabeth stayed with me. The other girls stood up and left the room.

He stopped in front of me, “Good evening. I am Thomas Anders. I need the three of you to come with me.” He turned and walked toward the door. We roes and followed him, making considerably more noise. He led us through several intersecting corridors and stopped outside a wide door. There were several chairs across the corridor from the door. It looked like visitors sometimes had to wait to be admitted.

“Jamie, wait here,” he pointed at the floor next to the door. Of course, slaves were not allowed to use furniture most of the time. She knelt where indicated.

Master Thomas opened the door and Elizabeth and I followed him in. Major Anders sat behind a large oak desk, holding some papers. There were two chairs facing the desk and a seating area beyond the desk. The walls were paneled in light wood and lined with tall shelves of books and cabinets. The hardwood floor sported several rugs and I couldn’t help noticing several heavy rings around the walls, handy for fastening slaves. I wondered what secrets I would learn in here.

Master Thomas led us in front of the desk and stopped. We faced the Major and shifted to standing display as had been drummed into us. I lowered my eyes to the edge of the desk, smiled, and arched my back as far as I could. It never hurts to make a good impression.

“Look at me girls.”

I lifted my eyes and looked into his eyes. They were a bright green and commanding. He was a man in his prime, maybe thirty-five. Was Thomas his son? Brother? Cousin? They looked so similar. Both wide shouldered, narrow waist, and looked supple and strong. Both were men I wanted to obey. Natural leaders or natural dominants?

I have you information here. You both have been trained and Dr. Benoit praises your attitude and skill. You are both beautiful, more than I had expected, given your history. All the men and women here will enjoy you and I hope you will enjoy them too. This is not the lazy estate of a Lord. It is a working estate producing livestock and produce. I also have other business interests I manage from here. I have many guests stay overnight or longer. You and all my girls are available to my guests and staff so long as it does not unduly hinder the performance of your job. If anyone who uses you is unhappy with you, in any way, we will do what we think necessary to see the problem does not reoccur. Is this clear?”

Elizabeth and I chorused, “Yes, master.” The responses of a slave girl are simple and they reinforce the submission we so enjoy giving. Good design or just human nature? I was taught not to speak to a master unless he gave permission or I was in danger, but never told why. Did masters want nothing more than obedience? There was much I wanted to know, but it seems I could only talk freely with slaves, the most uninformed people of all. Maybe he’ll give me a job where I can use my accounting background. That should give me more opportunity to converse normally. I hope.

“Most of my girls have not had any work experience beyond retail sales, so I’ve not had the opportunity to employ any of them except as apprentices. You two have work experience and I would like to give you more meaningful jobs. Willow, I see you have knowledge of accounting. Would you like that kind of job?”

My heart leapt, “Yes, master, very much.”

“Good. Elizabeth, I see you worked as a loan officer in a large bank. I don’t have any banking jobs, per se, but I deal with many firms and individuals and have many loans to service, both as lender and payor. Would you enjoy working on them?”

She brightened, “Yes, master. I will enjoy the work.”

“Excellent. Thomas, would you ask Amber to join us. I think she is in the office.”

“My pleasure,” He left the room.

The Major looked us over, most thoroughly then said, “Turn around slowly until you face me again.”

“Yes, master,” and we both turned slowly, one tiny footstep at a time. This was a motion we had been taught and practiced so we moved in unison, always starting by shifting our left foot outward first, unless instructed otherwise. We stopped when we were back in our starting position.

“Excellent. Were you taught how to do that? No matter. You are beautiful. Your narrow waist gives you a wonderful, female shape and your breasts are magnificent. Did you look much like this before your training?”

I glowed in his praise and felt a blush on my face. “Thank you, master. We both looked like small men when we started the program.”

“Did you ask to be changed into women?”

“Not in those words. I volunteered for a program that would let me live outside of prison. They didn’t say exactly what it would do to me.”

“Looks like a drastic program, but I like what you’ve become. Did you enjoy it?”

“Yes, most of it. I was not told what would happen to me, nor was anyone else. I got the feeling our trainers were also surprised. I enjoy sex much more now, and from more parts of my body.”

“For instance?”

“Master, you could arouse me by playing with my nipples or spanking me. That’s new, and I like it very much.”

“You didn’t mention many other sensitive areas: breasts, earlobes, mouth,  anus, armpits. Are they unchanged?”

“I…I don’t know, master. Men don’t usually use those areas, except my anus, of course and I come very quickly when my bottom is used, quicker than before.” We were flirting and I was getting hot just talking about it. I wanted him to take me now. When I was in the prison I never flirted, I just endured and hoped my user would make me climax. What a difference!

“I can see you have much virgin territory to learn about. Some women find their bondage exciting all by itself, do you?”

Should I tell the truth, downplay my ease of arousal, or give him a challenge? I decided to tell the truth since there was no way to tell how he would react. “Yes, master. I’m very aroused by being helpless, especially when a man is close. I’m usually very aroused all the time. Maybe that’s why no one has used my other sensitive areas to arouse me, I’m always ready.” I was ready, nay, eager now. I was very conscious of the bands on my neck and limbs, the tight constriction of my waistband, the rings dangling from my body, the chains connecting them. I was helpless and in the total control of a strong man and all this flirtatious talk had greatly aroused me. I wanted him to take me, right there on his desk!

I heard the clatter of a chain in the hall. Thomas entered followed by a pretty auburn-haired slave. She had high cheekbones, and delicate features. She wore red lipstick and light green eyeshadow, but little, if any other makeup. She wore a filmy dress through which her body was clearly visible. Besides the usual complement of gold rings, she had long, dancing earrings that hung down to her shoulders. Her hands were not fastened behind her but she put them there as she knelt in front of the Major, “You wanted me, master?”

“Yes, stand.”

She stood up in display pose. He put his hands around her and kissed her. She kissed him back, pushing into him but leaving her hands behind her. I wanted to trade places with her so bad.

He broke the kiss and released her. He turned toward Elizabeth and I, “Amber was my wife before becoming my slave. She is still my favorite, but I sample all the girl’s periodically. She is first girl her and my head bookkeeper, a position she has held since before our marriage. Amber, this is Willow and Elizabeth. They have been trained in London. Willow was an accountant and Elizabeth was a banker and loan officer. They will work for you starting tomorrow. Any questions or comments?”

She looked at us appraisingly, smiled at the Major, “I welcome the help, master. What is that thing between their legs?” Her voice was a bit snarky when she said “Master.” I could see how she might feel, reduced from partner and wife to slave. He ignored it like a man secure in his power.

“They are a new development. They were born male and Dr. Benoit has treated them to be female, except for their penis. I’ve put a male chastity device on them to control them getting children. The rooster’s privilege, you might say.”  

He opened a desk drawer and handed her a key on a short chain, “Here is a key to their chastity devices should you wish to reward them. Hold up your left hand.”

She lifted her hand and extended it as far as the chain allowed. He used a small lock and attached it to her bracelet.

She took the key in her hand and looked toward Elizabeth and I, smiling broadly, then she turned back to the Major, “Thank you, master. I’m sure this will help me motivate them. 

My heartbeat pounded in my throat. He gave her the key to our cocks! Is it the only one? Would it open the other lock, the one that restrained our hands? She now had major control over my pain or pleasure. I would try hard to please her, whatever she wants. That was the rub. Would she resent us for our cocks or take pity on us for what other men had taken from us? Would she regard us as fake women with unnatural breasts trying to take her man? Why did she smile at the key? She looked like a cat who has caught a mouse. I would try to earn a reward. Maybe she would want me to reward her, too. Nah. Unlikely when she already has the Major’s heart.

The major asked, “Is your work finished?”

“Not yet, master. Maybe an hour to finish today’s paperwork. May I go back and finish it?” She didn’t emphasize the word “Master” this time.

I realized how different our feelings must be. To me, the Major was an opportunity for love, pleasure, and fulfillment. A chance to be happy after losing everything. Amber had been a free woman, married to a successful, powerful man. She had basked in his glow and it gave her much personal power in her community. In one blow, the government had reduced her to a powerless, chained slavegirl, the property of her former husband. How that must have galled. She likely seldom saw her former friends and when she did, they would all be naked, chained, wenches tightly controlled by their owners. I would try my best to please her.

“All right. Come to the recreation room in an hour,” he looked at the clock on the wall to emphasize the time.

She watched him closely and said, “Yes, master, one hour.”

I watched her leave. Her face was determined, with a half-smile. I’m sure she will be precisely on time.

“Thomas, will you take Elizabeth to C&P and get her started? I want to talk to Willow.”

“Yes, sir.” He took Elizabeth by the arm and steered her out of the room. I heard her chain’s clatter fade.

I was alone with my master. My libido went into overdrive. I wanted to say something witty and salacious, but all I could do was stand there trembling while he walked slowly to me and cupped my left breast.

Little crinkles appeared at the edges of master’s green eyes as he cupped my right breast in his other hand. Every move of his fingers sent waves of pleasure through me as he gently rubbed and squeezed my breasts. My nipples were swollen gems of aching need and I wanted him to touch them. His strokes never touched them and I dared to lower my eyes, in hopes he would follow. Instead I saw his trousers tenting out most delightfully at his groin. I swayed forward and brushed my pelvis against his erection, signaling my desire.  A burst of arousal blossomed in my belly. It was wonderful, but he drew back instantly, letting me get only a second of pleasure from my bold move.

He took a hand from my breast and grasped my nose ring. He pushed me back a little and shook my head slightly, “That was very forward, Willow. You are here to serve my pleasure, not yours. Slave girls may not move without permission. Did you have permission to move, Willow?”

“No, master. I’m not sorry. Your closeness overwhelmed me. My only goal in life is to serve you. Please let me serve you.”

“You should be punished for breaking position.”

“Yes, master. Please punish me with the whip of your manhood. Put me in my place.”

“With lusty slaves I’ve found the best punishment is denial.”

“Please, master, I’m boiling inside.”

“I know. Let’s go see how Elizabeth is doing.” He clipped a leash on my nose ring and led me out of the room. He took me down a flight of stairs into the basement. It was a well-lit hall and he passed a few closed doors before opening one and leading me in.

Elizabeth was standing in the center of the room, her wrists fastened at the small of her back, held in place by a chain that descended from the ceiling to the back of her collar. Two slaves were cleaning her, one kneeling using a scrub brush on her hobble and the other standing behind her polishing her bracelets and chains with a cloth.

“What is happening, master?”

“I like to have my girls clean and shiny. Tonight I am having a party to introduce my newest slaves to the estate. Turn around!  Bracelets!”

I spun around into standing display snapping my wrists together behind me and he pulled the chain joining my wrists through the ring at the back of my waistband, holding my wrists tight together at the small of my back. He locked the chain to the back of my collar, securing my wrists in place.

“Turn around!”

I spun around again and he startled me by taking hold of the chastity device on my penis and unlocking it.  What was happening? He  then led me to a wall and pointed to the floor. I dropped to my knees and spread them wide. He clipped the end of my leash to a wall ring.

“Holly and Susan will do you next. When you two are shiny, clean and made up, you’ll be the guests of honor at a party in you honor,” then he kissed my forehead and left.

What did this mean? Would he let me use my penis at the party? Force me? Use it to ridicule me? Love me? I alternated between elation and despair until the two slaves came for me. When they came for me, Elizabeth was already gone. They put me where she had stood and secured me. They washed me and my chains, scrubbing the accumulation from then then polishing all the metal I bore, even the rings in my flesh.

Deep into arousal, with sparks flaring in my vision, I begged, “Please, can you help me climax?”

Holly said, “Sorry, hon. We’re ordered to tease you but not to let you have that much fun.”

They played with all my rings, tugging and twisting and making me aroused. Their soapy fingers stroked and pulled my penis, making it stiff and ready to come, before rinsing it with cold water and giggling as it shrank back to normal, once again taking me to elation then chilling me to despair.

They took the chain off me and led me into a smaller room. I had expected to see Elizabeth, but she was not there. There was another woman kneeling on the far side of a low table. There were pots and brushes on the table.

“Come and kneel in front of me. I’m going to do your makeup.”

Holly led me to the table and I knelt. I would have preferred to do it myself, but that clearly wasn’t the plan. The name on her collar was Joy.

“Hello, Joy. I’m Willow and I can do my makeup if someone frees my hands.”

Joy half smiled, “Sorry, master told me to do your makeup. He wants it special for your party.”

“Oh. All right. Did you already do Elizabeth?”

“Finished her just before you arrived. She’s being dressed now.”

“We get clothing?”

“Of course. It’s a party. Hush now. I need to work.”

She was quick and delicate and finished muck quicker than I could have. The first thing she did surprised me though I had done my own makeup for weeks. She dipped a small brush in a vial of red liquid and brushed it on my nipples. The cool liquid caused them to swell instantly and my breasts tingled with excitement. I uttered a small gasp of surprise.

“First time?”

“Yes, Joy. Do all the girls paint their nipples?”

“Ever since I showed them. Every girl is an exhibitionist. They like to show off their bodies and enjoy the appreciative stares of the men. Don’t you?”

“I guess I do. Thank you.”

She turned her attention to my face. I followed her instruction as she worked: close your eyes, turn a little, and so on. She finished and held up a mirror so I could see my face. She had done better than I ever had and I liked it a lot. She had highlighted my cheekbones and her use of color was more elegant than my untutored approach. The lipstick, meticulously applied, a trace of eyeshadow, tiny ears peeking through my smooth hair, all a setting for the gleaming ring of ownership firmly set in my nose. Now I looked beautiful and my lips looked more prominent, more kissable, I thought. “Thank you, Joy. It’s beautiful.”

“I try to reveal the beauty within. You’re ready now, I think. Stand up, please.” She took me to a door and ushered me through.

The room was large but filled with racks of clothing. Three women turned to look at me. Elizabeth was flanked by two strangers. All were dressed startlingly alike: material covered their shoulders and arms and swooped down, under their breasts and met in the middle, leaving their breasts completely naked. The gown hugged their torsos snugly down to their waist, then hung loosely to the floor. Their ankle chains and were hidden. Their wrist chains were still visible but minimized when they let their arms hang normally at their sides. From the front, they looked like the free women of recent history. Elizabeth’s wore a cream gown that went well with her dark hair.  My jaw dropped when I saw her. She had a silver tiara on her head and looked like a Minoan princess, not like a slave! Her gold rings and collar looked like jewelry. Her face was as finely done as mine. She was

an elegantly dressed lady, ready for a party. I hoped I was going to be similarly dressed. She smiled when she saw me. I closed my mouth.

“You look great, Elizabeth.”

“Yes, I agree. Isn’t it amazing what a few yards of cloth can do?”

The two women approached me and I turned to thank Joy, again, but she had left and closed the door behind her.

My dress was red, otherwise identical to Elizabeth. What a difference clothing made. I knew I was a slave and all the women around me, but now I had a veil of civility around me. Somehow, even with our breasts exposed, it seemed like we mattered.  Now it seemed like our thoughts might at least be heard.


Chapter 9 : Party

Willow shivered as she stood just inside the door, Master on her right , Elizabeth on her left and Thomas on her left. They faced a crowd of men and women. The women were dressed like her, with their breasts bared and gowns reaching to the floor. She had never been paraded like this in her life. She was proud of her new body but knew most of it wasn’t her doing. They had worked some magic on her and now she looked like a woman, until the gown came off, then she would be exposed for what she was, a failed man.

But she did look good and Master seemed to like her despite her cock. Maybe master would remove it if I begged enough. But I still wouldn’t have a slit and all the other female plumbing that gave so much pleasure.

All she could do was smile, obey master, and try not to put her foot in her mouth. Besides all the women were slaves. How much better could they hold themselves?

Master spoke in a loud voice, “ Willow and Elizabeth are my newest jewels. Welcome them to the ranks of treasured girls and treat them as any other girl. Their experiences are different than anyone else here, but they will be held to the high standards of work, care, and service you have demonstrated. Show them the best way to do their chores, help them to stay beautiful and healthy, and show them all the techniques you have learned to please men and women. Now start the music.”

The band, a male leader and five girls players, played a foxtrot. Elizabeth and I had been taught several popular dances in training. And we enjoyed them. The crowd moved out of the cleared dance floor and Master took my arm and began. Thomas danced with Elizabeth and other couples drifted onto the floor. In a few minutes, the floor was crowded. It was exhilarating, mostly because Master was an excellent dancer and his touch tingled on her skin. His aroma was musky, male, and sensual. He guided her around the floor, pulling her close then sliding away with grace and aplomb. She felt weightless, like her feet were inches above the floor. She was sorry when the dance ended.

I wanted to dance some more, but he took my hand and steered me to a man I hadn’t met.  He was tall and stout. He had the look of a man who spent a lot of time outdoors in the weather.

“William, this is Willow. Willow, this is William, my head gardener, and  in charge of my nursery and seed business. He doesn’t spend a lot of time here anymore, but still oversees things.”

“I’m pleased to meet you master. I will obey you and be grateful if you can find time to let me serve you.”

“He smiled broadly, “I will take you up on that next time I’m here, Willow. She’s a pretty thing, Major.”

“I agree, William. Come have a drink with me before you leave. I want to talk business.”

“Yes, sir. My pleasure.”

I noticed that many of the girls had glasses of a clear, pale yellow, liquid. Were we allowed alcohol? It looked like champagne. I’d really like some.

“Willow, most of the girls do not know about your unique physique. I recommend you be honest if asked about it. A lie will be uncovered shortly and it will be better to deal with any fallout when there are men present. I realize it maybe difficult to reveal your uniqueness now, but better sooner, I think. I leave it up to you.”

“{Thank you, master.” He was right. The girls at the training center didn’t seem to hold our members against us, but it was going to be hard.

Master steered me to the closest group of girls. There were four of them, all with glasses, standing close together and talking. It looked so normal.

“Good evening, girls. Enjoying the party?”

They seemed pleased to see him. They chorused, “Good evening, Robert.”

I was surprised they used his name instead of “Master.”

A very attractive redhead, whose collar proclaimed her as “Alexis” asked in a sultry voice, “Will you play with me tonight, master Anders?”

“I think I’ll be busy tonight, Alexis, but soon.”

She put on a theatrical pout, “Promise?”

“You know I love to play with you. Just as soon as I can, besides, if I remember correctly, we played a few nights ago.”

“Yes, master, but I haven’t been able to think of anything but you since then. I’m dying for you to take me again. No one else is as good as you.”

“Needy slave. I’ll get to you soon. You are excellent too. This is Willow. She’ll need help and I would appreciate it if you three showed her how things work here.”

They all responded, “Yes, master.”

“I have some things to attend to now. Introduce her to everyone and get her and Elizabeth initiated into the Girl Pack.”

What is a Girl Pack?

Master let go of my hand. “I’ll be back after I’ve taken care of a few things. Wait for me.”

“Yes, master.” I watched him go with a sinking feeling. He was the only one I knew here.

Alexis said, “What did he mean by ‘Different experiences,’ Willow?” Now was a cusp. What should I tell them? “I’ve been in prison.” True, but not the whole truth.

One of the girls, Jane was the name on her collar, a brunette with light blue eyes and shorter than the others, asked, “Where?”

I only knew the name of the one I was in, “Wakefield.”

Jane’s eyes widened, “Are you sure? That’s a men’s prison.”

Damn. I don’t know any other names. Now what? Come clean?”

Alexis asked, “How do you know, Jane?”

“I used to visit my father at Wakefield. It’s high security and only men.”

Alexis turned to me, smiled, and asked, sweetly, “What were you doing in a men’s prison, Willow?”

OK. “I was born a man. I have a penis. If you have a penis and commit a crime, that’s where you’re sent.” I hope master was right. There’s no taking it back and one look will confirm my tale.”

Allison, her collar named her, said, brightly. “Hey. I’ve heard of people like that, Her…Herm, or something like that.”

“No,” I said, “There are people like that but I was born a man, but inside, I was a girl. Nothing was right for me. Maybe that’s how I wound up in prison.”

Jane asked, “Were you born with your breasts, too?”

“No, I was taken out of prison with some other small men and they gave us shots and pills and we all grew breasts and lost our beards then they trained us how to act like girls, and here I am. Legally my gender is female and my sex is male. Sorry mix, wot?”

Allison slyly, I thought, asked, “So, you could have sex with us?”

This was promising.  At least they didn’t seem angry. “Yes, I think so, if the masters let me.”

“Why wouldn’t they?”

“Maybe they think your bodies are reserved to them, or maybe they wouldn’t want to take the chance I might get you pregnant.”

“Did they tell you this?”

”No, but they put a chastity thingy of both my and Elizabeth’s penis when we got here. They took it off me today, but they could easily replace it.”

“OK, but it’s up to them. If they put it on you, they don’t want you to screw us, but if they don’t, then it must be all right. Really, though, I don’t think they care if we get pregnant. I’ve seen four births since I’ve been here and we’re used by every man, whenever they want. I don’t think they can tell or care who the father is. The children are all raised in a separate building and we see them during the day. The Major is responsible for them. every man here is their father their father, and every woman their mother. I guess you can be their aunt.”

“Oh. I don’t know why they put that thing on me then.”

“Don’t ask. They don’t approve of curiosity in us, just obedience and lust. If they put it on you again, try asking. They may not answer, but they won’t do anything more than swat you. Now lift your skirt. I want to see your penis.”

“No. That’s private.”

“No it’s not. You told us about it. I just want to see if it’s big enough.”

The other girls chimed in, “Yes, please.”  “Oh, yes. I want to see, too.” “Please, Willow.”

They were right. It would soon be common knowledge and it wasn’t my fault. “OK, gather round.” I gathered the cloth in my hands and lifted it up high enough. I held it a moment and dropped the cloth. “Satisfied?”

Allison spoke first, “You’ve been ringed. Can you still fuck a woman?”
“Yes, it was designed so I can. You all have rings in your pussies, don’t you?”

“Well, yes, but not too close to our love canals. You like sex, don’t you?”

“Very much!”

“But how? Without a cunt…?”

“Like a woman or a man, I like my mouth or penis or bottom used. Any of them can send me over the moon. I give pleasure by using my mouth, my penis or my bottom. Master’s choice. I can also pleasure a woman with my mouth or penis. I don’t think I can use my bottom to give a woman pleasure, at least I never have. I also like to be spanked or my nipples sucked, just like all of you. I think.”

“Let me see, I’ve never touched someone like you.” She stepped very close and rubbed her ringed nipples on mine and a pang of arousal shot through me. My belly contracted and my cock jumped. She put her arm around me and pulled me close. Her mouth settled on mine and her tongue probed my lips. I opened mine and let her explore my mouth and tongue. I was thinking of how I should react when her other hand closed around my penis. She had slipped it under my skirt and her warm fingers grasped my already straining cock.

My gasp was muffled by her mouth but the other girls realized what was happening and closed around us. Their arms encircled both of us, pressing us together but still leaving ample room for her handjob. She squeezed it and started stroking it. I felt it swell quickly and, in a moment, I had orgasmed and it was jerking in her now slippery grasp. I broke the kiss and gasped. I would have fallen if the girls weren’t supporting me. In a moment I was groaning and still pumping my cum into her hand. When I could stand again, I looked around and to my great relief no one else seemed to have noticed what had happened.

“My, you are a randy slut. I like that in a girl, or a man.” She pulled her hand away and lifted it to my mouth. “This is yours; I think. Clean my hand.”

I stared at her. Was I so obviously that submissive? She took her other hand from my waist, slipped two fingers through my left nipple ring, and gripped my left nipple in her fingers. She slipped the index finger of the hand covered with my cum through my nose ring, gripped it, and repeated, “Clean my hand, slut,” in a friendly voice.”

I didn’t have a choice and I was excited being controlled by a beautiful slavegirl. I started licking. When I had most of the salty, sticky cum off her she released my nose ring, rubbed the residue on my breast and released my nipple ring. I was a little ashamed of my submission and greatly exhilarated by the sexual release. “Thank you, Allison. That was great.”

“You were good, too, Willow. I will let you return the favor soon. Now we must take you to meet the rest of the girls.”

“You won’t tell them my secret, will you? I want to reveal it slowly.”

“All right.” They escorted me to a close group of three girls and two men, all of them with drinks in their hands.

Allison started by introducing us, somewhat redundantly for the girls since their names were engraved in large letters on their collars. The men were Mike and Pierre, both young, big, and friendly. Allison ended by saying, “Willow and Elizabeth are new slaves. They both have penises.”

What? How could she say that?

Mike said, “Show us.”

It was an order. “Yes, master,” and I lifted my skirt. The men gave low whistles and the girls just stared.

Pierre said, “You are flushed and breathing deeply, have you orgasmed recently?”

I felt the heat on my face deepen.  Tell the truth. “Yes, Master. My new friends wanted to see how I reacted to …uhm…intimate contact.”

He looked at the girls, “She responded well?”

Allison spoke up, “Yes, master, she was very responsive.”

“Excellent. Are you as responsive to other intimate contact?

“Yes master. I am told so. How may I serve you?”

“Later sweetling. I have already chosen my playmate for tonight,” he took Lori’s arm and pulled her into a quick kiss. She melted against his body and purred. Besides, I think the Major has you tonight.”

Allison said, “Pardon me masters, the Major told me to introduce Willow to everyone…”

Mike said, “Go on. We’ll see her later.”

“Thank you, masters,” She took my hand and led me to the next group. She led us to meet everyone and she made sure I blushed every time as she revealed my personal uniqueness. I saw Elizabeth being led around the room by two women I hadn’t met yet. Inevitably, we came together.

“Hi, Elizabeth. We don’t have a secret anymore.”

“Hi, Willow. I know.  We couldn’t have kept it long anyway. Everyone I met wanted to see it. Sometimes they touched me sensually. I guess we don’t have “Privates” anymore.”

Allison chimed in, “None of us do. Not since men decided they should “Own” us, but it’s not as bad as we feared when we first heard about slavery. These chains are the worst, but at least everyone has them. I’d hate it if only some girls had to wear them. Now there’s even you two. Are more men joining us?”

“Yes, but I don’t know how many. Our “class” was only ten and we were an experiment. We were emotionally female already. They just helped us with our physical appearance. I doubt any normal men will be changed.”

“Oh. Too bad. I’d like to see some of them experience slavery like ours. Well, maybe not. Most men seem to be a lot better now.” She suddenly dropped to her knees followed by all the girls facing me. I spun around and Major Anders was standing right behind me. I dropped to my knees and went into display pose.

All of us chorused, “Hello, master.”

“Stand up girls, this is a party. We don’t need to be formal tonight. It’s time for the drawing, come on.” He turned and walked toward one end of the room and we all followed him. He stopped at a table with a roll of printed tickets and a large tin. He called out, loudly, “It’s time for the drawing. All the girls line up.”

All the girls got into a single file and waited. They were expectant, giggling to each other and whispering.  I was curious but had no idea what was happening.

The Major handed the ticket roll to Mr. Johnson who walked down the row, giving a ticket to each girl and dropping the stub into the tin. When he had given each girl a ticket, he brought the roll and tin back to the Major.

“Willow, Elizabeth, whenever a new girl arrives, we have a celebration to make your induction in our family truly memorable. I will draw four tickets from this tin. The four girls chosen will be a committee charged to orchestrate your initiation into my girl pack. All the girls have been through their own initiation and I will ensure their enthusiasm will not cause any harm.”

Looking at the cluster of fiendish smiles on her pack mates faces, Willow was glad of his assurance.

Without further delay, the Major drew four tickets from the tin and announced, “Will the holders of these tickets please step forward,” he announced the numbers and four squealing girls hurried up to the Major. “Congratulations girls, you are the initiation committee. Go outside and decide how you want to begin. You have two hours to tease, stimulate, annoy, embarrass, and pleasure Willow and Elizabeth. Don’t hold back, the girls will later appreciate having vivid memories. Go.”

I was not so sure I wanted “Vivid” memories, but, like the rest of my life, I have no choice.

The committee was only out for a minute before they came back and announced, “The initiation will start with the gauntlet. Everyone line up.” The girls went to a cupboard on the side of the room and came back with thin canes, four feet of whippiness. Great. The committee came to us and locked our wrists to the front rings of our waistbands and clipped leashes onto our collars. then blindfolded us. Two girls held our leashes and the other two held canes. They put blindfolds on us and one said, “ Follow your leash. If you balk of act up, we will whip you. Treasure your experience.”

The room was filled with excited utterings from the bevy of girls. They were looking forward to this. I felt the leash pull on my collar, I walked forward slowly, feeling the way with each tentative step. I had taken ten steps when I felt the bite of a cane on my bottom. Hard and sharp and without warning. I yelped and would have fallen if a strong hand not grabbed my shoulder.

I heard Elizabeth scream, “Not so hard, please.”

I balked at the pull of the leash and the slash on my thighs propelled me forward with a gasp. It hurt more than the stroke on my bottom, but one more step and another slash sent stinging heat through my bottom directly into my cock. I moaned in pleasure and followed the pull of my leash.

Every two steps I received another cut on my bottom. I was moaning continually now. The pain was just heat on my ass but it was migrating into my belly. I felt my cock swelling and stiffening. The fiery cuts on my ass were arousing me. I was so close to coming. All I needed was one touch on my cock.

I shook my ass in hopes I could rub my rampant cock against my gown, but it didn’t reach the cloth. Someone saw what I was trying for I was stopped and my gown removed. Damn. Now my erect cock was exposed. I felt tears of shame and humiliation leaking into my blindfold.

I wanted the pain to continue long enough for a climax, but, perversely, I guess, I was ashamed of being aroused so easily and by pain, of all things.

A small hand gripped my erect cock and a girl said, “Look, a handle.” She pulled me forward a step by my cock. “Let’s put her leash here!”

She can’t mean that. It’s too sensitive. How could they think of putting a leash on my cock? I would die of humiliation. No one could stand being led by their genitals, but they did. Amid peals of girlish laughter someone removed the leash from my collar and clipped it on my cock ring. I was pulled forward another step.

Without warning a cane slashed across the underside of my breasts! The pain was enormous and entirely different from the others. My breasts jiggled and my rings bounced and I was driven so very much closer to orgasm.  I understood, in a flash, that I was a pain slut. I screamed, “Oh yes, please do it again!”

I was hoping for more but, all the rest were mere love taps on my ass. They were not going to give me what I so badly wanted, at least not yet.

I guess the gauntlet was done, at least they stopped hitting my ass. I heard, “Display!” it was a girl’s voice, not a master, but I was in no position to disobey so I thrust my breasts out and spread my legs as far as their chain allowed and waited.

I herd muffled noises, no clue what they could be, then “Walk. Follow your leash.”

I obeyed and soon heard, “Stop.”

I stopped and went into display pose. Someone unlocked my wrists from my waistband and pulled them back and up into reverse prayer and locked them to the back ring on my collar. Truly helpless. They took the leash off my cock and a girl said, “Bend over, you’re going to lay on a bench.”

I obeyed and someone took hold of my nose ring and guided me forward and down. My collar landed on something solid and the voice said, “Stop there.” The hand on my nose ring held me in place.

“take small steps forward.”

I did and soon my feet were inching up a slight incline. My legs contacted a smooth, soft surface, like a padded conical shape. The further up the incline I crept, the further my knees were spread. When my heels were on the incline my feet were lifted a few inches and locked in place, then my shoes were removed.

“Lower your stomach until it’s resting on the bench.”

I gently pushed my belly down until it rested on a padded surface. I felt and heard chains clipped onto the rings on the sides of my waistband.  My abdomen and shoulders were laying on a padded surface, my breasts hung free below me, and my ass was sticking up and back into the air. I felt cool air on my bottom hole and cock. My collar was resting on a support, but my head was free to move.

I could hear voices around me, but the blindfold was effective, not a ray of light seeped to my eyes. After moments of being secured I felt hands all over my body, running lightly over my belly, down around my cock but not touching it, over my raised ass, down one thigh and up the other. Then a second set of hands started on the other side. It was not tickling, just touching, rubbing, raising and squeezing my breasts. It was calming, soothing, and arousing all at once. Without warning fingers tickled my sides and I couldn’t move. It was terrible and delightful and unescapable.  I squealed and bucked in my bonds, but I was fastened down too securely. I couldn’t escape the terrible, clever fingers. I squealed again, “Stop, Please. Oh stop!“

I plead and laughed and cried, but they were insatiable. When I started hiccupping, the fingers stopped and let me catch my breath. When I was breathing normally again, I heard, “Go on.”

“No more, please. This is cruel. I’ll do anything, just stop tickling me.”

I felt the light fingers spider walking down my legs then they reached my heel. Oh, no, not my feet. “Please, not my feet. I can’t stand it.”

The light fingers ignored me and tickled the soles of my feet, “EEEEEEAHAAHHAHAHHAMmahahahammmahahahAHHAHAHAHAH No No Please.”

They kept tickling me for long, long minutes until I started hiccupping again. When I was breathing normally again, I pled some more, “Please don’t tickle me. It’s killing me. I can’t stand it. You’ve already shown you can drive me crazy with tickle torture.”

A girl said, “All  right, no more tickling. Now we’re ready to let you earn some pleasure. Here’s the deal. You’re going to eat out some girls. If you make them cum in two minutes or less, you will get an anal orgasm. Understood?”

“Yes, mistress.” Two minutes, I’ll have to hurry. I hope the girls are as hot as they look. I felt hands at my bottom removing my tail. Cold air rushed in as they pulled it out. As soon as it was out, fingers slipped into my bottom hole and lubed me.

Willow's behind was on display for all to admire.
Robert got a bottle of lubricant, applied a generous amount in between Willow's ass cheeks, and massaged the lube thoroughly into her crack. He took his time in applying the grease all over her glorious behind and in every fold. After pushing the slippery liquid into her hole he began stretching her sphincter with his fingers. Then he started to feed his thick cock to the girl’s backdoor.

After fully grounding his rod into the intestines of Willow, Robert stayed there for a while. His fingers wandered to her underside and massaged her penis into rigidity, poor girl. She writhed against her restraints. His assault was a very composed one. He stayed grounded for a long time; his loins flat against her buttocks. The penetration aided in stretching Willow's arse. Meanwhile Robert massaged her abdomen, as well as her back, her behind and her shoulders. Her body became a boiling hot fuck-pot, her skin hot to the touch. After some ten minutes of this stand still, Robert slowly pulled back his stick from the oven.

As Robert slowly moved Willow toward her first anal orgasm of the evening, girls stepped up to her head, lifted their skirts and used Willow’s nose ring to guide her into their favorite position. Willow licked and sucked them to orgasm while Allison watched her with a watch in hand.

Whenever she beat the two-minute goal, Allison gave Robert a high sign and Robert accelerated. Robert was careful not to let his arousal grow uncontrollable by pulling out of Willow as necessary and waiting for his need to subside before re-entering her. When she orgasmed Allison captured some of her cum and rubbed it in her mouth.

Robert slapped her butt for good measure between thrusts, leaving red streaks where his fingers had landed on the very firm, rosy pink globes. Willow really did have a set of magnificent orbs, the ones most men drool over when following them in the street. And that is fully clothed, mind you. Out in the open, the way they were created in the first place, they were the paramount examples of how dream-booty should look like. Eye-candy made in heaven. They started where her very shapely legs ended.

Both Willow and Elizabeth had girls in line, waiting for their turn. There weren’t as many men, but they wanted their turn too. After Willow had brought three girls to climax and Robert had given her two orgasms, he let himself orgasm and fill her with his hot spend.  Then he withdrew and let the next man take his place.

The men lined up and one by one they put Willow's and Elizabeth’s butts to the test. Some usurped a waiting girl and used her mouth to warm their rods before sticking them into her hot mitten. Some girls were also called upon to assist in preparing the cocks for the job. With these fluff girls at hand, there was no problem in getting the men erect and ready.


Time after time Willow’s rectum was stretched to the fullest, and her bowls filled with hot fuck meat. The men all deposited their thick loads of spunk deep inside Willow's belly. 

No matter how thick the cock, every single one disappeared without too much trouble because of the generous amount of sperm which worked as added lubricant. Every single man filled her up, Willow's behind was visited by more than half of the men. It was surely a good butt to worship. They chose the right bottom, for it not only looked amazingly perfect, it also felt a close fit and remained nice and tight. Despite her slippery inside, all their pricks got a good workout. Her anus enveloped every dick perfectly and strongly.

Some girls felt left out. They asked to be used too. Three more benches were moved beside Willow and Elizabeth’s three volunteers were locked on them and the men were quick to put them to use. The men who had worshipped Willow's butt gathered around the new arrivals. The girls mouths were silenced immediately by putting a cock inside. They sucked on the wilting erections with vigor, encouraged to every greater effort by the eager crops of their fellow slaves.

Many hands stroked the naked bodies of the willing girls. They stroked the crotches and kneaded the buttocks, gradually heating their bodies to boiling temperature. When the first men had recovered their strength, they shoved their hard-on's deep inside the dripping cunts or bottoms. And since they all had reached an orgasm shortly, it was not a problem that they were exhausted by the addition of three more girls. The assistants acting as fluff girls kept up their now even more urgent labor. In a mighty effort we fulfilled our task of plugging the craving girls, so they reached shattering orgasms.

When even the herculean efforts of the assistants failed to stiffen an exhausted cock, the girls were given long, rubbery double ended dildos and instructed to pleasure themselves with the bound girls. Since the girls had asked for it, and they had been secured to their fate by free will, they were left in position. No matter how much they pleaded to be released, they stayed locked to their benches. For a few hours the men derived heir pleasures either vicariously or in person, as they recovered.  

Repeatedly their mouths, pussies, and anuses were stuffed and used, often simultaneously, whether they wanted it or not.  Of course they knew what was going to happen before they volunteered. They all witnessed Willow's fate before opting to be similarly used. So they were given what they really wanted. Maybe they had not anticipated to be put to the unfettered pleasure of everyone else for such a prolonged time. But what else could they have expected?

Presented with five very delectable, helpless behinds everyone felt obliged to take advantage and put those slaves to their best use. Most men did all of them eventually. That is, plunging in those anal cavities. All the men managed at least two  orgasms, some coating a yummy backside, and some buried deep inside the sizzling rectal abyss of a beautiful slave girl.

I lost count of how many times I orgasmed, how many different men filled my backside, how many girls I ate to orgasm. My mind was a confusing maelstrom of lust, fear, ecstasy, and helplessness. When I was finally released, I was exhausted and had to be helped to the big bathroom. Someone freed my wrists, gave me an enema and shoved me under a hot shower. I washed the cum and sweat from my hair and body.

When I was dry, Allison was waiting, “Welcome to the estate. Now you’re one of us. Did you enjoy the party?”

“My God, yes. I never knew what being a sex slave meant until tonight. Does this happen often?”

“Not this big, but yes, we have a party most weeks. Turn around and bend over. I’ll do your tail then I’m to take you to the Major’s bedroom.”

“Really?” I bent over and used my hands to spread my ass cheeks apart.

She used her fingers to lube my bottom hole the inserted the plug with a twist. I relaxed my muscle and it snapped into place. She pulled my hands up and locked them to the back of my collar. I didn’t resist, I was happy to be helpless among the clan that had just given me the most intense, longest-lasting pleasure of my life. I was surprised at the instant arousal I felt when the lock snapped shut. Again? Already? I was insatiable even when tired and all my muscles were sore.

She clipped a leash on my cock ring and turned to lead me out.

“Mistress, you don’t need the leash. I’m happy to go wherever you want.”

“I know, but it’s not often I get to put a leash on a helpless cock and lead it’s owner where I want. Don’t you enjoy the feeling?”

“I guess so. Be gentle, please?”

“Maybe. Be quiet.”

“Yes, mistress.”   

I was drained but elated. I never imagined I could have more than one orgasm at a time and wanted to do it again, after I rested and got some sleep. She took me to the Major’s bedroom and locked me in a kennel close to the bed.  I had hoped to share master’s bed, but too tired to feel more than a momentary disappointment. I was asleep before she left the room.

I woke to my name being called, “Willow!”

I opened my eyes. I was laying on my side, curled up, and saw master through the bars of my kennel. I remembered being put in here last night after the party. The party! I remembered my euphoria and exhaustions. Soreness and satisfaction. Rampant desire and ecstatic pleasure. Above all revelation of what it meant to be a sex slave. Desire flooded in again, “Good morning, master. May I service you?”

He opened the door and motioned me out. I struggled to my knees and crept out. I was still sore, but not so bad.

“No time now. Jason is holding the exercise class for you. Come on.”

I struggled to my bare feet. Sometime last night I had lost the heels. It felt strange to be barefoot after so long in heels.  He took me outside and to the stables. A young, very strong looking man I had seen last night took me in hand. He unlocked my wrists and took me into a room lined with shelves and hooks.

He measured my feet and found me a pair of the strangest boots I had ever seen. They laced up the front and were sculpted, lifting the heel higher than my shoes, but there was nothing supporting the  heel, they were stiff and had a round striking surface with a horseshoe affixed. “These are size eight, put them on,” pointing to a bench. I sat on the bench and pulled one on. It fit snugly and I saw the inside flap had a slot for my ankle chain. I put both on before I tried to stand. The heels were higher than I was used to and I teetered a little. He took my hand and walked me around the room until I got the feel of my boots. All me weight was on the ball of my foot. And I thought I would tire soon.

He led me outside onto a fenced lawn. Ten girls were standing casually in line, chatting. They all went into standing display when we came outside. He put me at the end of the line and I went into display pose too. He led us through stretches and calisthenics for a half hour.

When we were all perspiring and loosened up, another man pushed a wheeled cart onto the lawn  Jason and he pushed the cart along the line of girls, stopping at each one. They fastened my wrists back in reverse prayer and locked a chain on my collar. They then pushed the cart to the next girl, did her hands, and locked my chain to her collar, linking them with six feet of chain. Then another chain went on her collar. They went to each girl and repeated the process so when they finished, we were all linked together in single file by our collars.

Jason stood in front of us and gave us instructions, “Willow, you’re new here. This is a coffle. We use it to exercise you and teach you ponygirl skills. Always start with your left foot. You will always do a high step. Raise your foot as high as you can, straight up, then push it forward as far as you can. Use this step no matter how fast we tell you to go. Face right. When Mark says, ‘Step’ start with your left foot. Take one step then stop. Mark, go ahead.”

I turned to face the back of the girl to my right. I was the last girl on the chain. Helpless submission flooded me and my nipples and cock got stiff.

I heard, “Step.”

I lifted my left foot until my hobble stopped me, then shoved it forward. My foot described a quarter circle as it slid to the ground and my weight was on both feet again. I stopped and waited.

Jason was beside me, “That was good. Remember your form.” He walked on down the line. We took ten more single steps then went into a slow walk. It was hard to stay smooth with this funny gait. We made one slow circuit around the fence then he sped us up to a normal walk. I got behind a step and had to scurry to get my feet back in step with the girl in front of me. This high step was hard and my legs were getting tired. I was lagging and Jason came over and walked beside me. When I faltered he put a stripe on my leg or ass with a comment: “Higher,” “Keep it taut,” or “Longer steps,” punctuated with slaps from his crop always on my left buttock. It was hard to walk over the lawn in these strange boots with my hands unavailable to help me balance, but I didn’t fall.

One side of the fence bordered on a racetrack. When we passed that side, I could see carts being pulled by girls in harness. I guess these were ponygirls. They were fastened to the front of the carts; their hands were in reverse prayer. They had bridles around their heads and bits in their mouths. They were wearing boots like mine and the drivers, always men, were steering the girls with reins fastened to the sides of the bits. All the girls had stately ostrich plumes running up their backs and waving in the air high above them. They looked stately and elegant, even though their ankles were still hobbled.

I wondered if that was going to be my fate. It didn’t look bad. Plenty of fresh air and exercise, tempered with abject submission and public humiliation. I knew I would be aroused all the time. But master had said I was going to be doing accounting? Were ponygirls part time? Nothing they were wearing would interfere with a roll in the hay. It wasn’t any more bondage than I had now, with the added fillip of direct control by my driver. I would like to try it, I decided not that mu wishes would be considered, I wryly admitted. I wouldn’t have it any other way. I have a great life now.

The End

Will Willow get to feel a bit in her mouth? Will such direct control by a master be as wonderful as she thinks now? Or will she just be another slave girl, chattel of a powerful master? She knows it won’t be her choice and that makes her excited.
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