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Prolog


Emma Knox is a private investigator employed by and living with an attorney, Larry Holman. They were hired to investigate the murder of Jon Salton, a pilot, married to Emma’s sister, Karma. Their investigation  led them to two new companies, Acme Industries and Superior Products. Both companies were formed at the same time in the Cayman Islands and the FBI is investigating Acme for suspicion of money laundering. They identified the killer hired by Acme. They continued the investigation of Superior to determine their involvement.

Part 1 is in Too Late for Caution by Alan Horn

Emma and Karma are in Emma’s car when it is stopped by fake police. They awake in a compound in a warm climate. Their captor, the secret leader of a drug cartel is, publicly a successful business leader and philanthropist. He is concerned that Emma’s investigation may expose him. Karma was collateral damage but is a useful chattel.

Part 2 is in No Escape by Alan Horn

Both girls are collared and ringed by their captor. They do not learn his name of anything about him save that he regards them as his property and keeps them chained. Both girls learn the pleasures and pains of slave girls. He questions Emma about her actions and motivations in her investigation of Superior Products. Karma is put in the private brothel he keeps for his employees/minions. 

Part 3 is in The Best Course

Emma is ruthlessly interrogated to learn exactly what she learned and who she contacted in her investigation. Karma learns new ways to reach ecstasy and receives on-the-job training in the tycoon’s bordello. Together they hatch a scheme for Emma to return home, and Emma learns that pain is also arousing and decides slaves have more fun than captives. In her fantasies she is Larry’s slave, despite the indications she will never see him again.

Part 4 is in Committed

Emma’s owner strikes a deal with Larry Holman at her suggestion. Not the deal she proposed, but similar. Larry will take over as Superior Products local president and manager, replacing Mr. Dinoso who is needed elsewhere. Larry does not know Emma has been enslaved until he arrives with Ruth, his office manager. Emma and Karma will remain slaves, Emma to go home with Larry. Ruth is enslaved and learns the joy of submission. Emma and Ruth are trained as ponygirls and are resigned to being the only public slaves in Washington.

Part 5 is in Exposed

Larry brings his new slaves, Emma, and Ruth back to Port Townsend, WA as he assumes the position of regional manager for Superior Products. He takes them to work with him as his personal assistant and secretary. They are apprehensive but find their acceptance at the office surprisingly warm. A young woman, Emily, shows interest in joining them.


Chapter 17 : Emily Wakes

Larry Holman had accepted a big job and soon realized he needed help. In this case, additional legal staff for the problems he had inherited that were not usual for a manufacturing company. He needed someone who was competent and whose loyalty was already known. Fortunately, his nephew was a new defense attorney in Spokane. Larry had helped him get that job when he passed the bar and had kept in contact. Joshua Lambert would be perfect for Larry’s needs, and not just his legal needs.

Larry thought of Joshua before he got up. His subconscious had found an answer to the problems he was contemplating while he slept. One of his problems was in his room. He had found it difficult to get to sleep with both his slaves in bed with him. Emma was his former lover, so for the last few nights he had let her sleep in his bed and Ruth he relegated to a kennel in the corner. Ruth hadn’t liked that, but like Emma, had no choice. Besides, he made sure they were both well-satisfied before he tucked them in.

The more serious problem was that his job really had two distinct areas and even if they ran smoothly, they were not always smooth in their demands on his time. The Superior Products factory was running smoothly, but there were often problems with his suppliers he had to personally resolve. Being the local attorney for Antonio’s unacknowledged and mostly illegal minions was more sporadic and he hoped to hand that job off to Joshua. If he got that handed off then he would have time to set up the production company he envisioned to take his pony girls live,

It would be ideal if Joshua wanted the job and was willing to take ownership of Ruth. Larry was fond of Ruth but if the two found each other acceptable it would make life simpler for him. He could even reassign Ruth as Joshua’s secretary at Superior if they agreed. He knew he could always hire another, probably more vanilla secretary. There was some prestige in being the big boss’ secretary.

Larry got up, leaving Emma asleep, got his phone and went in the bath to call Joshua. He knew Joshua was an early riser from the fishing trips they had gone on when they both lived near Spokane.

“Joshua, good morning. I have an idea I want to talk to you about. Can you come over to Port Townsend today?...Yes, you’ll like it…Good. I’ll see you about noon. I’ll take you to lunch.”

Larry got Emma and Ruth up and “Dressed” and took them out to the waiting car. Ever since Antonio had opened his world to the many pleasures of owning slave girls, Larry had dreamed of being able to show them off, to receive the proper credit for owning such fine creatures, much like the pride one took from owning a prize race horse, or purebred dog or cat. He wanted to be able to flaunt his chattel to the rest of the world. Keeping them a secret simply wasn’t as good. He opened the back door of the limousine and turned to the girls. “I have decided on a new policy for you. From now on you must be naked when you’re in a car, so remove your clothing now. You can dress when you get out.”

Both women stared at him, trying to understand his words. Finally Ruth objected, “But people will see us naked.”

Larry smiled crookedly, “Exactly, but it won’t be for long. Now strip and get in.”

They could see the steel under his smile and only said, “Yes, Master,” and their dresses were quickly removed. Since they were not permitted underwear, they just stepped into the limo and Larry followed them in. They settled themselves with Larry in the center of the back seat, Emma snuggled up touching him on his left and Ruth facing them on a jump seat.

Larry keyed the intercom and said, “To the plant, please.”

Emma was not unhappy with her Master’s new rule, but curious why he had made it and if anything else was coming. He had kept her naked for long enough that she enjoyed the freedom and enjoyed the appreciative glances from the men who saw her. She knew she was a bit of an exhibitionist and got a thrill when she was appreciated. “Master, may I speak?”

“All right.”

“Master, are there any more changes we should be ready for?”

“Curiosity is not appreciated in a slave girl. Do you have a gag at work?”

“Oh no,” Emma thought. She quickly said, “No Master. Please forgive your slave. I’m sorry for being nosy.”

“I forgive you this time. Curb your female nosiness from now on. I will give you two a problem to work on that involves you both. I want to show you off to more people. I want them to envy me for owning you. I want the two of you to think of all the ways I can do this, ignoring your shyness or modesty. Make a list and show it to me after dinner tonight. Be thorough and specific. Understand?”

Emma and Ruth looked at each other, at first with apprehension, then, after a moment of thought, with appreciation. This was the first time their opinion had been sought. Both girls chimed, “Yes, Master.” Emma said, “Ruth, and I will work on it. Is there anything you want to include or exclude from our list?”

Larry smiled and said, “Be thorough and creative. Today’s ideas can be expanded later.”

Emily woke up slowly. It was dark and it felt like my bed. It smelled floral, like my room. I was lying on my side, as usual, but something was different. I tried to push the covers down, but my hand wouldn’t move. It was caught on my other hand somehow. Then I remembered the handcuffs. I had closed them on my wrists before I got into bed, and that explained the weight on my neck. I had put the collar on first, then the leg irons then the handcuffs. I was naked too, since I wanted to sleep like Ruth and Emma.

I wondered how Ruth was sleeping. Did her Master allow her in his bed? Didn’t slaves have to sleep chained at the foot of the bed when they weren’t being used? Was that just in a book. It was so erotic…less than the dust beneath his feet. What would it be like to have a Master? A strong man I had to serve, whenever and however he wanted. To know your Master was sleeping so close and he could just take you whenever he wanted and I couldn’t leave or even object.? To always be available to the careless brute who could so easily use my body to slake his lust. Suddenly I felt moisture in my loins.  I was fully aroused. I wanted him to take me!

The alarm! I had to shut it off before it woke mom and she came to check on me. I sat up and clumsily pushed the covers off. I stumbled across the room and pushed the off button on my phone. I stood still and listened. I didn’t hear anything so I must not have wakened anyone.

I turned on a light and saw the keys where I had left them. I needed to unlock my restraints and get ready for work, but I hesitated. I could feel the metal on my skin, warm with my body heat, portentous with implacable strength, erotic with their dominance. I didn’t want the sublime feeling of submission to end. I turned and looked at myself in the mirror. I was naked, I hadn’t wanted my normal lingerie, for tonight was special. I felt something fundamental in me had changed.

I was proud of my body and I thought my breasts were my best asset. My hands were locked behind me and I couldn’t see the cuffs, but they accentuated my breasts. I wished I could wear them always. The collar was clearly visible , stark and hard against my skin,  glowing pink in the soft light. It seemed so right, like a carefully chosen accessory and symbol of my destiny. I could wear it to work. A Goth accessory? No, not yet. I’ll ask Ruth. Got to go.

Handcuffs first.

I picked up the tiny ring of two keys. One opened both the leg irons and the handcuffs and it was easy to distinguish it by feel from the one that opened my collar. I held the key in my left hand and felt for the small hole in my right cuff. I fumbled for a minute and couldn’t feel it. Had I put the cuff on facing the wrong way? It would be much harder, if even possible to get the key in the hole if it was on the wrong side. I backed up to my dressing table mirror and looked over my shoulder. No! It was on the wrong side. Luckily the cuff on my left wrist was facing my fingers.

I switched the key to my left hand and got the cuff open quickly. The right cuff was no problem then. I opened the leg irons and picked up the collar key. It was of those cylindrical keys with notches around the end of the cylinder.. The keyhole in the collar was on its bottom side under the rear ring. It was soaped to fit my neck and snug enough I couldn’t rotate it to put the keyhole in front, so I put the key in by touch and it worked. I held it in my hands and wondered how they happened to have my size. I didn’t see any adjustments on it. I remembered them taking my measurements before the collar was locked on me. It fit perfectly.

Could they have made it for me in that brief period? I’d have to ask.

I looked at the pile of metal on my bed. I’d have to take it with me or Mom might find it. I put them in my gym bag with my workout clothes. 

Will they let me come back today? He said I was welcome after work and on the weekends, but to call Ruth and tell her I was coming. And he wanted me to come to the party this Saturday. I started to pick up my phone but realized she had given me her work phone and it was probably too early. I’ll call during my break. I got ready for work, but the call of those restraints was strong. I wanted to try them on again. They made me feel so horny.

The drive to work was much harder than usual. I had put the gym bag on the seat next to me and I left the zipper open and fondled them like I would a lover. I wanted to pull over and put them on. I could drive just fine with them. I was ashamed of the pull they had on me, and I would just die if anyone saw me. When I got to work I locked the gym bag in the trunk.

I loved coming to work in this shiny, new plant. I grew up in Quilcene and remember when this was just a dusty piece of almost vacant land with a couple of disjoint buildings and stacks of logs that hadn’t been touched in ten years. That had all been replaced with new manufacturing  buildings, and the new four-story office building where I worked. The grounds were paved and landscaped. I was so happy to see new buildings and jobs coming to my old, decrepit village. Just driving into the plant turned me on every day.

When I got into work, all the other staff, cooks, waitresses, busboys, even the manager were talking about Ruth and Emma. Of course they didn’t know their names. The older women were “Shocked” at the wanton women but the younger ones only thought they were “Goth” and “Cool.” The men either hadn’t seen them or said it was none of their business what fads two women were into. The manager didn’t say much, just noted they were with the “Big boss” and none of his doing. My best friend at work, Leia Wallace, was excited about them. She was one of the ones who thought they were “great.

Usually we talked about boyfriends, plans for the weekend, fashion, hair, all the other things girls have on our minds. Today, all we talked about was the two exotic women who ate here yesterday.

As soon as I walked in the door, Leia said, “You served them then went home before we could talk. Why were they chained. Did the boss make them wear that stuff? What were they like?”

I had been dreading this. I was a little ashamed at how much this bondage thing appealed to me. Of course my coworkers had seen me talking to Ruth and of course they wanted all the details. Gossip about our customers filled our days. I didn’t want any of them to know I had spent time at their house last night, or that we were all naked and used as sex toys by Ariel and those other girls, much less that I had slept in the collar and cuffs. I was afraid they’d diss me and I wanted to seem cool and unflustered, “Who do you mean?”

“Those two slaves or subs, or whatever. The two women with the big boss that had nose rings, chains on their feet and shiny collars. Mabel says you talked to them.!”

“Oh, I know who you mean. What about them?” Butter wouldn’t have melted in my mouth.

“Who are they? Why were they wearing that stuff?”

The blonde is Emma and the brunette is Ruth.  Emma is the boss’ personal assistant and Ruth is his secretary. They seemed nice. They told me they were his slaves and they work in his office upstairs.

“Slavery is illegal. We should report him!”

They told me they wanted it. They were happy and wanted everyone to know it. They said they begged him to take them.”

“But why would they do that? Give up their freedom and belong to a man.”
They were very open about it. They said the sex was incredible, that they were taken care of and their lives were much better than previously.”

“They must be brainwashed. Stockholm syndrome or something.”

“They said it was their idea. You can go up to the fifth floor and talk to them. They seem to be quite open about their lives, and maybe a little smug about their choice.”

Leia was quiet  for a second then shifted gears, “Is all that hardware real or costume? Do they take it off at home?”

“It’s real and no, they can’t take it off, there’s no keys, Its all permanent. They let me look closely. There are no keyholes or seams.”

I thought about the things I had worn. Whit if I couldn’t remove it? What if I had to wear it all the time? What would Leia think then? Would she still want to be friends if I was a slave?

Our talk ended when the manager opened the doors and customers flowed in. I didn’t have to talk about Emma and Ruth since we had staggered breaks. On my first break I went outside and called Ruth’s number.

She answered on the second ring, “Mr. Holman’s office.”

“Ruth, it’s Emily.”

“Good morning. Did you use the things we gave you?” There was excitement in her voice. She sounded like she wanted to see if I liked a present.

I had to admit I was excited too. “Yes. I slept in them. They were…wondrous. Can I come over after work?”

“Of course. Come direct from work, plan on staying until ten. Park your car by the garage. Come to the front door wearing only what we gave you and the keys.”

“Yes. Thank you. Goodbye.”

They wanted me back!

Come to the front door naked and helpless. A deep dive already. A thrill of forbidden excitement coursed through me. I felt warmth in my loins. I hurried back to work before I orgasmed in public.

The rest of the day was agony. I glance at the clock all the time, certain that it was broken. I was jumpy, startled by common noises and so absorbed in my thoughts that I wrote orders incorrectly and forgot to check on tables after delivering their orders. I made rookie mistakes but I couldn’t concentrate. I know the other girls noticed and twice I saw one of them cover for me. I wanted to leave early, but where would I go. I couldn’t practice for my walk anywhere but at the estate. I wanted a drink, but I couldn’t show up smelling of alcohol. I stuck it out and tried harder to concentrate on my job. Somehow, I got to the end of my shift. I clocked out and hurried to my car.

I don’t remember the drive. I probably shouldn’t have been driving at all. I was excited and aroused. My heart was pounding, my mouth was dry, my nipples ached and my panties were wet with my love juices. I was so close to a climax I almost pulled off the road to finish it, but I managed to fight it off until I arrived.  It wasn’t until I had parked and turned off the car that I was afraid I couldn’t do it.

I’m going to do it.

Larry Holman was at his desk with Emma kneeling close beside him. His hand was petting her head like a favorite dog. Several of the displays were active on the wall in front of the desk. Joshua was seated beside the desk where he could also watch the displays. Ruth knelt beside Joshua watching him rather than the displays. She looked pleased. He was holding a leash to her nose ring. The main screen showed Emily’s car and the shrubbery behind it. Other screens showed different views of the surroundings.

Larry said, “This is Emily, a young woman working at Superior who was entranced by Emma and Ruth and thinks she might like to join them. I gave her some equipment to try and told her she was welcome to come and play with them. This is her second visit. She called Ruth today and asked to come today after work. Ruth, what did you tell her?”

“I said she was welcome, to be here right after work, to come to the front door wearing only the gear we gave her.”

“Good. We’ll see how much she wants to play. Joshua, if she suits you, would you try her out as a ponygirl.”

“Sure, you know I’m a good rider.” Sounds like fun. Is she as pretty as these two”

She’s young, an athlete, and willing. I haven’t tried her, but I’ll bet she’s frisky as mink in heat.”

Emily finally got out of the car and looked around.

I forced myself to calm down. My gym bag was in the trunk. I needed to get it. I got out and retrieved my bag. I considered undressing in the car and decided that was foolish. Anyone interested would see me naked soon no matter where I doffed my clothes. I opened the bag and put the collar and chains on the trunk . I put the keys beside them. I stripped my clothes off and tossed them in the back seat. I picked the collar up. It was heavy, smooth steel with a ring on front and back. I noticed for the first time that it was oval ,to fit my neck, not round. I lifted my hair with one hand, lifted the collar to my neck and put it under my hair. Then I used both hands to close it. It locked with a solid “Thunk.”

The leg irons were next, of course. I placed one cuff on my left ankle, above the ankle joint and squeezed the halves together, slowly, until it was snug. I did the other one, trying to get them even. I could always use the key to adjust them later, but I wanted to get them just right before I had to walk in them. There was no cloth between my skin and the steel and it would be harder to adjust once my hands were cuffed. When they felt right, I walked around the car to make sure.

Halfway around the car I saw a man standing by the corner of the garage, watching me. He had a friendly smile, so I guess he approved. I felt the heat rise in my face.

He said, “Don’t mind me. You have a lovely body and it’s nothing I haven’t seen before.”

I replied, “I’m a little nervous. I’ve never been naked in public before.”

He pointed over his head and I saw there was a camera there, “This is private property, not public, and anyone in the house might have watched you get ready. You shouldn’t expect privacy here, but you should know that everyone is watching out for you.”

I finger waved at the camera and said, “I guess I should get going. I’m Emily.”

“Fred. Nice to meet you.”

I finished my circle of my car and decided the irons were good. I cuffed my hands behind me, making sure the keyholes both faced my fingers, picked up the keys and walked to the front door.

Why was I doing this? I don’t know but I have to. I’m just exploring my options. Just exploring.

It opened before I got to it and Ruth was waiting for me, the end of a track chain in her hand, “Welcome, Emily.”

“Hello, Ruth. I stepped close to her and turned around. She locked me to the track, put her hands on my shoulders and turned me around. We kissed in a much more than a friendly or sisterly way.

She said, “You handled the walk well. Was it hard?”

“It was…less difficult than I expected.”

“Did you bring the key?”

“In my left hand.” She put her hand under mine and I dropped the keys into her hand.

“Stand still and I’ll get rid of the handcuffs. You don’t need them now.”

Need them? I didn’t need them.

She unlocked the cuffs and lay them and the keys on a table. I followed her deeper into the house. She asked, “Are you on some sort of birth control and are you sexually active?”

I replied, “Pills and not for a few months.”

“Good and why not?”

“My boyfriend joined the Marines and we weren’t very close, it was just fun. I haven’t found anyone else yet.”

“Why not. You’re pretty and friendly.”

“None of the men I’ve dated turn me on.”

‘”What are you looking for?”

“”I want a real man. One who takes charge and is not afraid of giving orders.”

“You realize you’re a submissive right?”

“…I know. I’m one of those girls who wants a “Bad boy.” One who’ll force me when I need it. I want him to tell me what to do, not ask me for my preference. I want to look up to him, not be his equal.”

“Me, too. I’ll tell you a secret. A girl has to find a true Master before she can really discover the joy of submission. Many men will claim to want to own a slave, but few have the honor, intelligence, and passion to properly own a woman.

“How can I look for one?”

‘I don’t have a method. I was very lucky that I already knew my master when he let down his guard and I could recognize him. In our society the best masters are flying a false flag of conformity. When a real man takes a slave, he knows she will be happiest when he makes her serve him. Halfway is no good for either one. Have you ever had that experience?”

“No. It’s the reason I’m here now. I want to experience it.”

“I think we can help you. First, you need to feel the difference bondage makes in sexual satisfaction, so we’re going to make a few changes. No don’t ask, just follow me and do as you’re told.”

“OK.”

“In this house, dressed as you are, means you are a sex slave. Every free man or woman can use you as they wish: more bondage, sex any way they want, you must obey every command or be punished. You’re in training now. Remember All free people must be addressed as “Master” or Mistress” and acknowledge every order.”

“I know. How do I acknowledge?”

“Just say Yes, Master, or explain why you can’t do it.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Just call me Ruth. I’m not a free person.”

She took me into a workshop at the back of the house. There was a man working at a bench. He turned and looked at us, “Ah, some of the prettier guests I’ve had today. Hello Ruth, who’s your friend?”

“Bill, this is Emily, she’s thinking of joining Emma and me. Can you fix her up with some better cuffs?”

“Sure, temporary or permanent.?”

“Just temporary for now. Lockable.”

“Remove her irons and I’ll get some out.” He went through a door.

Ruth unlocked my leg irons and set them on the bench. Bill returned with a shoe box and set it beside the leg irons. He took a pair of open cuffs, connected by a length of chain out of the box.

He said, come here, Emily and set here,” he pulled up a tall stool.

I went over and sat on it.

“Put your feet on the bench and we’ll see if I got the right ones.”

I lifted my legs up and rested my feet on the bench. He held a cuff beside my ankle and eyed it appraisingly. “He nodded and fit it around my ankle. It close with a snap . It was snug and much more comfortable than the narrow ring of the cuff. He closed its mate around my other ankle and said, “A perfect number three.” He lifted my feet off the bench and waited for me to lower them to the floor.

When they were down, he said, “Walk about a bit.”

I did, they were noticeably more comfortable than the irons. The inch-wide cuffs rode easily on my ankles with no sharp edges. I told him, “Much more comfortable, but they seem shorter, Master.” I remembered what Ruth had told me. I might as well try to get it right.

He replied, “They are. The ones you had previously were twenty inches long, The ones you’re wearing now are only fifteen, same as Emma and Ruth. “When you’re wearing heels, the shorter chin won’t drag on the ground. Reduces the chance of tripping.”

I understood at once, “Thank you, Master.”

“Come back to the bench and I’ll try the wrist cuffs.”

I went as ordered and saw the cuffs were very similar to Ruth’s, thick silvery metal, oval to fit the shape of the wrist, a largish attachment ring on the inside. Mine locked and there was a tiny keyhole close to the ring. He put an opened cuff on my left wrist and checked it for fit. “Very good.” He closed it, careful not to pinch my skin. It locked with a loud snap. He put its mate on my right wrist and handed a set of keys to Ruth and said, “She needs a nose ring. Temporary OK?”

Ruth said, “Just for tonight.”

He pulled a drawer open and I saw a box of gold rings. They looked like the one Ruth wore in her nose, except these were not solid rings. There was a gap in ring and both ends had an elongates blob of metal sort of like an elongated ampersand shape. I pointed to the box and asked, “Why do the ends have that shape?”

He said, “Look at Ruth’s ring. See how it almost touches the outsides of her nostrils?”

I saw what he meant. The circle of the ring passed through her septum a half inch from the bottom of her nose. I understood his point. “So the blobs on those rings are to move the ring higher in the nose so it matches the position of a real pierced ring?”

“Exactly. If you’d rather I can fit a real one. Of course it will be permanent.”

“No thanks. Maybe later.”

He picked up one and  took a pliers-like tool from the wall behind the bench, used the tool to spread the opening in the ring wider. He put his other hand on top of my head and grasped me. He put the ring so its opening surrounded my septum and relaxed his grip on the ring so it closed around the narrow part of my septum. He removed the tool and the ring was gripped my nose. It was heavy and snug. I gripped it between thumb and finger and moved it around. It wasn’t uncomfortable, but I discovered it wasn’t coming off without his tool.

Ruth took me by the arm and led me to a mirror. I studied our two images. I looked very similar to her. I didn’t have all her rings, but that could be easily fixed. I knew if I did, I wanted some like hers, not the dainty, insignificant rings or barbells that were becoming more popular. Hers  made a statement and gave a lover something to grab. I remembered either her or Emma telling me that the sway of the heavy rings kept her aroused all the time. That sounded like something to want.

I looked like a happy slave. I was pleased with this look and thought I looked erotic, and I felt myself get aroused. I wanted a man to see me and watch his reaction. I realized that now that I was hiding nothing, I wanted a man to see me. I had become an exhibitionist.

I said, “Goodbye, Master. Thank you,” and followed Ruth out. We wound up in the rec room. Ariel, Emma and a man I had not seen before were sitting in a group near the windows. Well, Emma was kneeling, but the other two were sitting. I guess I had to kneel, too. Ruth went to them and I followed, Emma stood and came to me. She kissed me with surprising ardor then said, “Welcome Emily. I’m so glad you came. We have so much to teach you.”

I replied, a little lamely, “Glad to be here.”

Emma went back to the group and knelt. Ruth knelt beside her. I noticed they both knelt in the display pose. I followed suit, knees spread wide, shoulders back, back arched, breasts lifted and thrust forward, arms crossed behind my back. I got a good look at the man seated in front of them. He was a hunk, about my age. Dark brown hair, well-built with muscles bulging his shirt, sharp features with high cheekbones. Ruth introduced us, “Emily, this is Master Josh.”

A scary-handsome man. O-boy.

“Pleased to meet you, Master Josh.” Boy was I. He looked so good I was ready to jump him right now.

He looked me over, smiling and said, “Hello, Emily. You are dressed as a slave and took a slave’s pose, but you don’t have all of a slave’s rings. Are you newly enslaved?”

I said, “Master, I am not a slave. I am learning what it is to be a slave. Am I pretty enough to collar, Master? Would you like to own me?” I can’t believe I said that.

He stood up and came to me. He gripped my nose ring gently and lifted as he said, “Standing Display, Emily.”

A wave of arousal flooded through me. I rocked back on my feet and rose as gracefully as I could manage. My feet were already spread as far as my hobble allowed, I managed to keep my arms in place and my back arched.   My head was held high as I looked into his eyes. Oops, I quickly lowered my eyes.

He said, “I might, when I know you better.” His hands shot out and grasped my offered breasts. Devastating arousal ran through my body as he rolled and tweaked my nipples until they grew achingly hard and stood out , seeming to reach toward his magnificent body. I felt my knees straining to open wider than my  chain allowed and my loins grew moist. A soft moan escaped my lips.

He said, quite conversationally, “I think you would look magnificent with rings like these slaves, don’t you?”

If he wanted me ringed, so did I. “Yes, Master.”

“Good, Ariel, will you see to that as soon as it is convenient?”

Ariel said, “My pleasure, Josh. It will only take a few minutes.”

Just like that, a decisive man had made the decision for me. It felt good to have that indecision resolved. It was too soon for the big decision, but this decision had made that one much clearer.

He took my hand and led me to a St. John’s cross and positioned me spread-eagled on it. Ruth and Emma secured me to the wood with leather straps on my arms and legs so that I was tightly stretched on it. Josh held a red ball gag to my face and ordered, “Open wide.”

I obeyed and he gagged me, tightening the strap, seating the ball deep in my mouth, pinning my tongue down.

The girls backed up and Josh cupped my breasts and lightly massaged them. Waves of arousal ran through me and I felt my nipples harden. He noticed them too and rolled them between thumb and forefinger until they were aching. He took his fingers away then suddenly flicked my nipples with a finger. My arousal shot through the roof. He moved one hand away and disappointment flared in for an instant. And just as suddenly vanished as he put his warm mouth around my nipple. He sucked and licked while he continued flicking the other one. My belly started pulsing, pumping lubricant into my vagina. I was going to climax, I squealed as my body gave its first spasm of orgasmic pleasure.

He continued his rhythmic flicking, left, right, left… My orgasms rolled together, after a few minutes he pulled his mouth away and said, “See how easy it is. Girls can keep their orgasm going as long as they’re stimulated.” He resumed flicking both nipples. I had never imagined sex could be like this. It wasn’t the quick fuck I was used to. It went on and on. After untold orgasms he stopped and everyone went back to their conversation as I slowly came down.

I had heard girls in school talk about “Nipple Orgasm” but I hadn’t believed them. I realized after a few minutes that I was still needy. I needed a man in me, so, so bad, I whined, hoping Josh would come back and relieve me.

Finally Ruth came over to me and looked in my eyes. “Not done yet are you?”

I shook my head.

“You need to be filled, don’t you?”

I nodded emphatically.

“Would you like me to help?”

I don’t think she understood that I needed a man in me. I nodded anyway. Maybe she did understand. She went to a cupboard, searched for a minute then came back with her hand behind her What did she have?

She got really close so I couldn’t see what she was doing, then I felt the wondrous relief I had not thought she could bring. Something huge entered my love canal and my traitorous body spasmed again, finally lubricating my Impaler and bringing relief to my deprived pussy. She pumped the huge dildo in and out until I gave a surge of love juices and jolted in my restraints. I felt her pull it out as I relaxed into the straps.

They left me strapped on the cross for a while. I didn’t mind the wait, but my mind was whirling. I had wanted Josh to take me so bad. It was an emotional need as well as physical. Ruth had soothed the physical but my emotional need was still frustrating me. I wanted him to take me, hold me down and force himself on me. I wanted to feel his manly strength make a true woman of me. Make me do as he wanted. It didn’t matter that I wanted it too. I wanted to be dominated by him. I needed it. My orgasms were just physical and I wanted a connection. I really needed a Master

I’m a natural slave.


Chapter 18 : Ponygirl

Ruth came back and released me from the cross. I followed her back to the group and knelt beside her.

Josh said to me, “Ariel tells me that you have had ponygirl training. And that you are in good shape. Are you a good ponygirl?”

I smiled and replied, “I hope so, Master. I need more practice before I can claim to be a good ponygirl.” I hoped he was a good driver.

“Good. Ariel, would you get her harnessed for me?”

Ariel said, “My pleasure. She’ll be ready in five minutes.” She stood and beckoned me with a finger wave.

I followed her to an outside door, turned around so my back was facing her and put my hands together behind me. After I was ready to be chained I marveled at how natural it felt to make myself completely helpless. She locked my hands behind me, clipped a light chain leash on my nose ring, unlocked the track chain from my collar, and led me to the stables.

It was a sunny afternoon with fleecy white clouds in a bright blue sky. The path to the stables was concrete and our heels clicked as we walked. My new ankle chain was shorter than the first and my steps were shorter than Ariel’s. I was intent on keeping my leash slack so I stepped lively to keep up, and I often jerked it tight making it jingle.

Ariel said, “I know you’re having to work to learn your new hobble. I’m not going to slow down. You have to adapt and practice is the best way.”

She was undoubtedly right, but I was still working harder than she was. “Thank you, Mistress.”

She continued, “Why do you want to be a slave?”

“I’m just trying it out. I may decide not to.”

“Crap. I’ve watched you. Your face lights up when we put a chain on you or make you do something. You glowed when Josh told me to harness you. You’ve already decided to join Ruth and Emma.”

She was probably right. I was happy when all control was taken from me. I had already decided I was a natural slave. Why was I waiting? Of course I needed a Master, a man who’d take me. Was Josh the one? Maybe. He was handsome and very commanding, and he was about to take my reins. What was he really like? I’d only met him minutes ago. Was he just the best one I’ve met so far? “Not yet, Mistress. It’s only my second day. There is a lot more to try.”

She harnessed me quickly. I didn’t mind the tight binding.  Of course my hands were pulled high on my back and locked to my collar making me quite helpless. The straps circling my breasts made them look like round balloons on my chest, but it also made them rigid, taut and they hardly moved even when I was forced to run hard. She added tight straps around my knees, connected with a chain slightly shorter than my hobble. She said it would make it easier to high step since I wouldn’t have to raise my feet so high. As before the bit was a burden. I hoped Josh had a gentle touch on the reins. It was unbearable if they were pulled hard. Her last touch was to put a tall, white plume in the fitting on my bridle. She left me there, bitted, but without reins, safely chained to the stable’s overhead track.

Ariel went back to the main house and to Master’s office. He had Ruth and Emma with him, kneeling on their cushions. She said, “excuse me, sir. Emily is harnessed and secured in the stables. Joshua is on his way to exercise her.”

He replied, “That was fast. Thank you.”

Ariel left the room to get her girls preparing for dinner.

Larry said, “Girls, turn around and let’s watch Joshua and Emily.”

They turned to face the wall of monitors as Larry manipulated his controls. The cameras and monitors his predecessor had installed were high resolution and Emily’s bitted face was very clear. Other screens lit up, showing the indoor arena, the race oval, and four side of the outside of the stables.

Master Josh entered and came over to me, I stood still as he walked around me checking the tightness of all my straps. I reveled in his touch as streamers of arousal seemed to flow from his fingers.

He stood in front of me and gripped my nipples with thumb and forefinger. He rolled and pinched them and watched them swell to twice their normal size and said, “You are a magnificent ponygirl. I’m going to have you ringed tonight and when I drive you around, I will hang bells from the rings, all your rings, and relish your melody. Would you like to wear my rings, little one?”

I would be as erotic as Ruth and Emma. Of course I wanted them. I nodded my head vigorously and hoped he would take me right now.

But Josh had a different goal. He took a long line off the wall, clipped it to my bit, and led me to a metal rail, parallel to and three feet from a wall. He stepped around it, pulled my head down so I was bent over the rail and tied the line to a cleat on the floor. He stepped around me and patted my rump. He said, “Ponygirls have to have a tail.” He kicked my feet apart and he put something up against my anus. “This is your tail. Relax and it will go in easily. Tighten up and it will go in harder for you. But it is going in.”

I was helpless and wanted to please him, so I tried to relax. I guess I was successful, because it slid inside me, smoothly. It must have been greased. When he released me, he got a long carriage whip from the rack, and released me from the track chain, “Good pony. Let’s see how much you know.”

What did he mean? He led me to the indoor arena and to the thick wooden post in the center. He clipped the other end of the line to the pivoting ring on top. He took hold of the line next to my bit and walked me away from the post until the line was taut.

He turned me to my right and said, “Move away from the post as far as your line will let you. Always keep it tight. I will give you voice commands and you will obey them. If you fail, I will inform you of my displeasure with this whip. “Walk” means you will walk forward at a normal pace, lifting your knees as high as your hobble allows and keeping your head up. “Trot” means jog, always keeping your head and knees high. “Canter” is twice as fast.”

I already knew what the terms meant. I would try hard, but I had doped he was just going to let me pull his carriage. Of course I couldn’t tell him that. The bit prevented me from any speech.

He said, “Walk.”

Emily obeyed, but she didn’t lift her knees high enough and his whip hissed out to crack across her bare buttocks.

Emily whimpered and stumbled forward as he snapped, “Lift your knees, ponygirl.”

Quaking with horror and pain, she forced herself into proper form, straightened up and yanked her knees up, up, until her hobble yanked them to a stop. She walked around the post in a wide circle, raising her knees to her chain’s limit with each step.

When she had completed two circles, ha said, “Good, you do know how. Trot.”

She obediently moved into a jog, careful to keep her head high and yank her hobble tight at each step. After the second time around, she realized that trot was easier than walk. She had found a rhythm. Better, she found that the tight leather harness and her rigidly bound arms had put enough tension on her breasts that they hardly trembled as she trotted around her wide circle.

After twice more around, he said, “Excellent now Canter.”

To her dismay, Canter was much harder. Her arms, rigidly strapped high on her back were unavailable to counterbalance her  pumping legs and Emily couldn’t maintain a steady pace or force her knees high enough. She knew he would notice, and she heard the expected orders, “Keep your head up. Lift your knees”

She didn’t feel the bite of his whip the first time she passed him, or the second, as his orders continued. It wasn’t until the third time that his whip cracked across her exposed buttocks, hard, leaving a fiercely burning stripe across both cheeks. She squealed and redoubled her efforts.

The whip stroked her twice more and struggled harder than ever. She must have succeeded for after two more passes without a whip mark, she heard the welcome order, “Walk.” She slowed and remembered to keep lifting her tired legs until the hobble stopped them.

When she was close to him on the last pass, he said, “Stop.” Sweat dampened her face and breasts and to her surprise, she felt moisture trickling down her loins. Not sweat, but arousal. If anyone had asked her before today, how she felt when being driven as a dumb animal, she might have responded, “Humiliated.” Now, a better word would be, “Exhilarated.” Especially if her driver was a “Hunk.” She had worked hard and succeeded in serving him as a ponygirl, so far. How much more would he demand before giving her the reward a ponygirl desired? He went to the post and removed her lead then coiled it as he walked back to her.

He said, “You make a pretty sight and you know the proper gait, but you haven’t practiced it enough. Do you know the rein commands?“

I nodded my head. I thought, “Try me.”

“Have you pulled a cart?”

I nodded my head again. I thought, snarkily, “How else could I have learned the reins?”

He said, “Good. Trot on,” he turned and strode off, I followed his lead, and he was right, to keep up with his unfettered strides I had to trot to keep the bit from punishing me. He walked around the arena a couple of times then took me outside.

I felt my face blush with shame at his arrogance and my helplessness. I was angry at his casual treatment of me. First making me pointlessly run around a post then drag me around the yard on a lead for all to see. I wasn’t a slave. I was just visiting. I only wanted to see what it was like.

This is what it is like, silly. Are you still aroused?

The truth of it was, he was arousing me. My juices were trickling down my inner thighs and I desperately wanted him to stop demonstrating he was in control and just take me. 

He never said a word, just dragged me high-stepping around the track and grounds.

I understood, eventually, that he was reinforcing the difference in our positions. I wasn’t a slave, but he wanted me to understand that he was a Master and my position would always be beneath him, whether I was an official slave or not.

I was only a harnessed, bitted pony and he was my Master. Ponies had no choices about what their Master makes them do. They had to obey the commands of the bit and whip, and so must I.  I understood and my body was still juicing.

OK, I get it. I like it. Now stop this march and take me!

If only he would let me speak!

Finally he led me back into the stable and into a stall with a thick mat of straw on the floor. He tied my lead to a ring on the back wall and left me there. I didn’t know what he wanted me to do. He had tied my lead so it was too short for me to move away from the wall or even kneel, so I just waited and watched the door.

He returned with some chain in his hand. He untied my lead and ordered, “Kneel, facing the door. He went behind me and ordered, “Display position.”

I sat back on my heels, spread my knees as wide as the chain allowed, arched my back and sat up straight. He used his chains to fasten my ankle cuffs tight to the wide belt of my harness. I was unable to move anything now and I felt intense arousal in my belly. I really was turned on by bondage.

He must be ready to take me now!

He walked around in front of me and turned to face me I looked up at him, willing him to take pity on me and give me release from the turmoil roiling in my belly.

He said, “You came here to see what being a slave was like. It boils down to losing all control, having others decide what you will do, and doing what they want with you, just like a pony. If you were my slave, I would always have you chained. I like my women obedient, helpless, and loving.  Would you like that sort of life, Emily?”

I thought it was a real question, so I nodded my head. I hadn’t committed, but I needed relief from the need in my belly so badly.

“Imagine spending your days, waiting for me to order you to pull a carriage with me and my friends, just so I could show you off. Or maybe some pet play as a puppy or kitten, on your hands and knees, leashed and gagged. And always ending your day with sex. I would love to have you as my slave, but how long would you be happy that way?”

I moaned as I imagined my life as he would have me. My, to be ringed, nipples trembled and spasms of lust tore through my belly as I thought of the abject slavery he planned for me and I imagined my body being used by not only him, but other, as yet, unknown, Masters and Mistresses.

“You like that, don’t you? You are going to be a delight for some Master, Emily, when you finally admit that you are a natural slave.”

Realizing she would never be happy with her old life, wanting nothing more right now than bondage and complete, fulfilling submission, Emily nodded her head.

He knelt in front of her and his hands gripped her tightly bound breasts and overwhelming arousal shot through her body. She leaned forward in uncontrolled lust as unbearable spasms shook her belly. He rolled and pinched her turgid nipples into aching, rock hard, pebbles. Trembling to his touch. Her frenzy to be taken, her muscles straining to force her knees wider than the chain binding them would allow.

He smiled at her need, took his hands from her breasts and patted her thighs, saying, “These are wide enough, Love.”

He lay her on her back on the straw and undressed, his eyes on her flushed, bitted face. Naked, with his member rampant, he unclipped the chain holding her knees and pushed them far apart, “Hold this position, slave.”

Emily was in ecstasy and tormented, her total enslavement plain to both her Master and herself.

Her Master’s huge, rigid erection plunged into her yawning, wet, love canal, his weight pinning her to the straw, his hands holding her open to receive his full length in savage, uncompromising thrusts as he enforced his domination and sent her falling into the orgy of surrender and submission she craved.

Exactly where she wanted to be, Emily screamed into the steel bit as her love juices boiled into her belly and she fought her bonds as his huge shaft impaled her, forcing continuous climaxes on her. Out of control. Aflame with slave heat, eyes wide open in astonishment, feeling his member grow larger in her, Emily grew fearful, afraid she couldn’t stand it.

His rhythmic thrusts, driving her into the straw, forced the breath out of her in load snorts through her nose, she shook her head in disbelief at the sheer power of pleasure being wrung from her body, incredulous at the impossible passion overwhelming her, and fearful it would end.

I felt responsible for Emily. Foolish, I suppose. She did want to try this and she seemed happy with her experiences, but I was enabling her. She’s barely twenty. She’s evaluating her options based on Ruth and Emma, but I’d known them for years before  they took the leap. They knew all about me. How could a girl just out of school from a mostly rural community make an informed decision to give up her freedom? I relished the joy she was exhibiting, but shouldn’t I ask the girls? They knew slavery from the other side.

When Joshua stood up, obviously done with Emily, I shut off all but the camera focused on Emily, “Ruth, what did you see?”

“Master, she did well for only her second session. It was hard to be sure with her bitted, but I think I saw eagerness and lust all the time, with bouts of anger, comprehension, fear, and finally, pleasure. I think she will be a good slave, able and willing to assume many roles.”

“Emma, what did you see?”

“Master, I pretty much agree with Ruth. Certainly she was a docile, obedient girl. She’s strong and fit and took direction well. I’m not as certain she will be a good slave yet. I think she was having second thoughts before she was taken and any girl will be grateful for such a strong taking.  I am not sure she is ready for such a commitment.”

“He thought a moment and said, “You both make good points. Let’s have someone else take her out after dinner. All the men here are experienced with ponygirls. Roger’s young, just a couple of years older than Emily. Let’s ask him to try her on a cart and see how she reacts.”

The girls chorused, “Yes, Master.”

“She is scheduled to be ringed when he brings her back to the house. Either of you see any problem with that?”

Ruth answered, “No, Master. She agreed to it and I like mine. Besides, normal clothes hide them well. Even if she decides later, she doesn’t want them, they can be removed and the holes will disappear over time.”

Emily agreed, “I agree with Ruth, Master. I’m sure she’ll love them.”

“Alright, thanks for your input.” The girls became silent. They really were well trained. I picked up a phone and pushed the button for Colin, my Butler. He answered immediately, “Colin, Ariel has taken Emily to the shop to have rings installed. I want all the girls and any man who’s in the house to praise Emily and her new rings, you know, she is brave and they are beautiful, compliment her looks, etc. I want her to feel affirmed in accepting them. Understand?... Good…” I hung up and told Emma and Ruth, “You two, especially. She looks up to you two as her mentors. Ruth, go help Colin to rouse the troops. Talk to all the girls you can find and tell them what you think of yours: how they feel, how it affects you when someone new sees them, anything they can build on. Understand?”

Ruth knelt up and said, “Yes, Master.”

“Well, go.” Ruth popped up, put her cushion away in the closet, and scampered out of the room, with a clatter of chain.

I was alone with Master and I wanted him to touch me. He had lowered his eyes to something on his desk when Ruth left. I was still kneeling in display pose and couldn’t move without permission unless I wanted to be punished. I knew his punishment would be enjoyable in and of itself, likely a new hot stripe of three on my bottom, but I wanted to be clever and get his attention by subtler means. I lifted one breast an inch or so then dropped it and raised the other. I was quite good at this after my belly dance training had developed my pecs. The motion developed a small standing wave in the chain joining my nipple rings. I knew if I rhythmically repeated my motion the wave would grow in amplitude and, I hoped, eventually get his attention. I was supposed to keep my head erect and my eyes lowered and not look at a Master directly. I cheated and flicked my gaze up every few seconds to see whether he was looking at me. It worked. Our gazes met. I was caught. How would my Lord and Master react?

I needed to understand the cost analysis report and it was making some sense  when something shiny flickering just inside my vision distracted me. I glanced up and saw it was Emma’s nipple chain. She was motionless, in kneeling display, directly in front of me. She was gorgeous and I always found it hard to look away from her, but the chain was dancing while she was rigid as a statue. Her gaze was down, properly, for a display pose. Then her gaze flicked up and met mine and she was transformed from something in my office into a beautiful, naked woman, with a flirtatious smile and the focus of my entire being.

I said, “Subtle. OK, devious siren, come here.”

I rose and slid as seductively as possible around the desk. He backed his chair away from the desk and motioned me to his lap. When I was almost there he said, “Keep your hands behind you,” and put something thin and white in his lap and pulled me down on it. It felt like cloth.

I obeyed and sat in his lap, He pulled me to one side so I was sitting sideways in his lap. He pulled me against him and I turned my head to look into his eyes. He kissed me as a Master, raping my mouth with his tongue as I opened wide, welcoming his domination with a low moan. Both his hands found a beast, cupping and lifting while his thumb and forefinger closed on a nipple. He gently squeezed my breasts while simultaneously squeezing and rolling my nipples. I felt my nipples swell and grow achingly hard while my belly grew hot with arousal.

Where did he learn to do this to me? Was there some special school where men went to learn how to drive women crazy with lust? I had played with my body since childhood and never learned how to make myself as aroused as he could do in seconds! Was it just the collar and chains making me vulnerable?

Then it was too late to think. My hands grasped each other and I pulled them tight, trying to remain conscious as I orgasmed over and over as he played my body through my nipples. I heard the squeals and moans I always make when I orgasm, savoring the ecstatic joy of submission to my Master.

He must have stopped teasing my nipples for I stopped climaxing. When I opened my eyes, he was staring into them. All I could think of was, “Thank you, Master.”

“OK. Emily is back. Go see her and make her feel good about her rings.”

“I’ll try, Master. “ I slid off his lap. He took my hand and put something in it. It was an absorbent pad, plastic backed. The pad was wet. It was what he used to protect his suit from my love juices. I was proud of my Master. He always planned ahead. I had been in no state to think of anything else but biology. “I’ll throw this away, Master.” I put my cushion away then left.

After she was gone, I dialed Colin. I asked him, “Would you ask Roger and Josh to come see me in my office, please?”

Colin responded with his clipped British accent, “Of course sir, will that be all?”

“Yes, thank you.”


Chapter 19 : Pack Girl

Josh had taken me while I was still in harness and unable to move at all. How wonderful that men’s desire for helpless women matched so perfectly with my dramatically increased pleasure and responsiveness when helpless.

Ariel took my leash from Josh when he brought me back to the house. Without stopping she took me back to the workshop at the rear of the house. Bill greeted us  and Ariel explained I was here to be ringed.

Bill asked, “Emily, you agreed to this?”

“Yes, I do.”

He took a form out of a drawer, “Sign at the bottom, print your name under your signature. Ariel, please release her hands and then witness it.”

It was a consent form. After she unlocked me, I signed it. So did she.

He sat me on the same stool as before and asked, “How do you like your nose ring?”

I hadn’t thought about liking it or not. It was just something Emma and Ruth had had that free people used to lead us around. I had been too busy listening carefully and obeying the people who controlled me. “F…fine, Master.”

“Would you like me to replace it with a real one as I do your others?”

Ariel answered for me, “No Bill. Mr. Holman does not want her to have a real nose ring yet.”

“OK. I was just wondering. Earrings too?”

Ariel said, “Yes, all the others.”

I said, “I already have pierced ears.”

Bill told me, I’ll pierce them again and add new rings rather than use your existing holes. The new rings require larger holes.”

I was a little concerned, “Will this hurt much?”

He answered, “No, I’ll use an anesthetic and you’ll hardly feel it.”

He put a blindfold on me and Ariel locked my hands to the back ring of my collar to keep me from disturbing his work. He did my breasts first. Ariel stood in front of me and used her legs to spread my knees wide. She used her fingers to arouse my nipples. She squeezed, rolled, pinched, and pulled them until they swelled into rock hard pebbles of need but when she started sucking on them and nibbling with her teeth, I got really aroused. Then her mouth left and her hands cupped my breasts, lifting them gently, holding them steady for the needle.

I was close to climaxing when I felt the needle slide through my left breast. I didn’t feel any pain, just a quiet pressure as the needle gently parted the flesh. Then I felt the needles sliding out and the rings following them in. I heard the tiny clicking of internal tumblers as they locked closed in me. When the ghostly fingers left my nipple, I could feel the weight of the ring pulling on my nipple. I wanted the anesthetic gone so I could feel it pull and tug as I moved. I wanted to feel the erotic stimulation Ruth had described. I wanted to be aroused all the time.

Then they did my right breast. They finished quickly and soon I could feel the new weight on both my breasts. Now I wanted them to hurry and finish so I could see what I looked like. I knew, intellectually I would look like Ruth and Emma, but I wanted to see for real.

My legs were lifted and spread then he did my labia rings. I didn’t even feel it when the needle went in. I felt fingers down there, but it wasn’t until I heard the ring’s locks engage that I knew I wore them. I felt their weight as soon as my legs were lowered.

My new earrings were last and I viewed them as almost trivial. I had worn earrings for years so it was no big thing. These were larger and heavier than I was used to, but that was minor compared to having rings in new, erotic places.

Finally, he was done and Ariel removed the blindfold but left my hands locked behind my head. She led me to a mirror so I could see for myself what I looked like. I was pleased. My rings were just as pretty and I looked as erotic as Ruth or Emma. I still couldn’t feel much, but I knew it would get better. As a final touch Ariel asked Bill, “Would you put bells on the new rings for her debut.?”

He said , “Certainly,” and got a box out. I watched Ariel choose some bells: Small ones for my earrings and large ones for the rest. Bill put them on me gently, closing the fasteners with pliers, being careful not to touch my skin. He even put one on my temporary nose ring. I looked in the mirror again. I looked festive.

I was happy with my life here, being changed and improved by others. I felt more appreciated than I ever had before. Ariel put the leash back on my nose ring, locked my hands back behind my back, and took me back to the house, chiming with every motion.

Wouldn’t these be great when I’m a ponygirl, tinkling merrily with every step?

Ariel took me into the rec room where the household was waiting for us. Everyone gathered around me as if I were now more special than before. I loved the attention. Everyone was so nice and complimented me endlessly. I started blushing  and stammering. It was overwhelming, the affection and joy I felt. They were gentle, but everyone touched me, feeling my breasts and my new rings, telling me how beautiful I looked and how erotic I was. Ruth put her arms around me and rubbed her rings against mine.

Mr. Murphy announced the dinner was ready and we all trouped into the dining room, Ariel still holding my leash, I followed her, wondering why she hadn’t released my hands and put me back on the track chain. She didn’t take me to the place I normally knelt during meals. Instead she took me to a man she introduced as Roger. And handed him my leash. She walked away and Roger said, “Hello Emily. You are mine for the evening. I’m going to feed you first.” He led me to the table and sat in a chair. The space next to him where another chair would usually be, was empty. He pointed to the floor and ordered, Kneel, facing me. Remember your posture.”

I knelt, spreading my knees wide, arching my back, and holding my head high. The maids served the meal placing a filled plate before Roger. I wondered about protocol here. I didn’t know what was expected, but I was hungry. I hoped he would give me some food. My hands were still locked out of the way.

He ate a few bites with a fork then filled the fork with something that looked like mashed potatoes and held it in front of my mouth. I opened my mouth, but the bell and leash on my nose ring were in the way. He instructed me, “Tilt your head to your right, I’ll insert the fork, and you close your mouth. I’ll pull the fork out and you chew.”

It worked and this was how I was fed the rest of my meal: potatoes, broccoli, seamed salad, and an eggplant/tofu stir fry. Very vegan, healthy.

When he was finished with dinner he stood and I followed him. We weren’t alone. Master Holman had Emma on a leash and Master Josh had Ruth. The men took us to the stables and into the harness room.

Master Roger harnessed me, including a tail, clipped two reins onto my bit and took me into the arena. He had pulled the corset so tight I could hardly breathe. We stopped by the carts. He pulled one away from the wall and lay the handles on the ground. He stood me between the handles, lifted them up and clipped one on each side of the broad leather belt that gripped my waist.  He took the reins behind me and climbed onto the cart. He took up the slack in the reins, putting a little tension on my bit. The cart was well-balanced and I felt only a slight change as he got aboard, but almost none of his weight. Emma and Ruth were already pulling their Masters around the arena by this time. They were magnificent.

He said, softly, Listen. If I pull on one rein, turn that way, stop turning when I release it. If I pull on both reins, slow down as long as I’m pulling. If I shake the reins so they slap on your shoulders, go faster. There are only four speeds. Stopped, walk, trot is a jog, and canter, which means run. High step all the time. If I ask you a question, stomp once for yes, twice for no. Got it?”

I stomped my right foot one time.

“Excellent.” He shook the reins and I started walking straight ahead.

The cart was easy to pull and a little more difficult to turn. He steered me all around the arena at a walk. His tugs on the reins were controlled and gentle. I was enjoying myself, not worrying about anything, enjoying the cheery tinkling of my bells, and feeling the mild arousal caused by the motion of my new rings. I hoped he would make me jog. They would really feel good then. Unexpectedly, I felt a sharp sting on my thigh. I jumped and squealed. He pulled back on both reins and I stopped. He explained, “I ordered a left turn and you missed it. Pay attention and I won’t need to use the whip. Understand?”

I stomped once. Boy. My thigh still stung. I didn’t want another flick like that, I resolved to pay attention. I hoped he would order a trot, though.

He walked me all around the arena and finally ordered a trot for the last few minutes and I was right, the faster pace really excited me. My loins were wet for the last few minutes and I really wanted him to give me the ponygirl’s reward.

Emma and Ruth had been driven out of the arena just as I started walking and weren’t back yet. Their Masters were probably enjoying the trails and savoring their effortless and absolute control over their ponygirls.

He put the cart away and took me back into the building. Not to the harness room, though. He took me into a white tiled room. I saw a drain in the floor and hoses on the walls. A chain hung through a hole in the ceiling over the drain. He led me to it and clipped it on my rear collar ring. He raised it until I was held upright.

He said, “You’re getting an enema. Ever had one?”

“No, Master.”

“Just relax. It‘s to clean out your insides. It will feel pleasant and you’ll have them regularly. Just relax. I’m going to remove your tail and replace it with a small tube that will pump a cleaning solution in ide you. When I drain it, you’ll be clean inside.”

He removed my tail and inserted something slimmer in its place.  I immediately felt warm liquid filling me. He was correct, once I got past the idea of things in my bottom, it felt warm and pleasant, like a bath. I sort of missed it when he drained me. He wiped my bottom off and used his finger, I think, to rub some lube around inside my anus. That was exciting too but didn’t last long.

He released the chain from my collar and took me into another room, smaller and dim. The center of the room held a bench like in the rec room I had occupied once. He lay me on it, face down and strapped me in place. My knees straddled the body of the bench. My shoulders and pelvis rested on a padded flat surface. My breasts hung through cutouts, dangling free below me. My bottom stuck out behind the bench and my sex and anus were blatantly exposed and perfectly placed for him to use me.

I loved that I couldn’t move any part of my body, I loved the feeling of submission, I savored the tight compression of my harness, I loved that a strong male had driven me around just by gentle tugs on my bit, I loved being a slave to men, and I wanted him to take me and fling me over the moon.

I was so ready for sex and my strict bondage ensured he could do anything he wanted for as long as he wanted. It was why I was here. I wanted to beg him to begin, but I was still bitted and incapable of speech. I did the next best thing, I whined as loud as I could. It sounded a little like, “Pleeese.”

He put a hand around both of my dangling breasts and squeezed gently, making their bells chime. It was heavenly. Then he released them and flicked my new rings. Bolts of electric arousal shot from my nipples and heated my belly.

Yes, this was what I wanted. Again, please, Master.

But he walked behind me. Damn.

Emily recognized the hiss of a whip whistling through the air behind her, screamed and fought her bonds trying to escape the undeserved punishment that was coming. Her Master smiled down at her jiggling buttocks and selected where the first stripe would be placed. She heard his cruel chuckle as he watched her futile efforts to free herself.

“The most unexpected lesson a slave must learn,” he told her, “is the strong connection between pleasure and pain. You will be whipped for disobedience and for perfect obedience. Soon you will beg your Master to be whipped.”

“Crap,” she thought, then mumbled into her bit, “Please don’t Master. I’ll be good.”

From behind her came the hiss of his whip. Emily froze, then lunged forward wildly as the whip sliced across her buttocks, leaving a scarlet stripe of scorching heat raging through her flesh, forcing a strangled wail from her, accompanied by the frantic jingling of her new bells.  Five more stroked fell in swift succession, marching steadily down her bottom, leaving stinging lines of fire. The writhing, struggling slave was reduced to muffled sobs as her buttocks glowed cherry-red.

Through her veil of pain, Emily felt her master thrust his hand between her trembling thighs to finger the smooth softness of her defenseless, ringed labia and stroke her exposes clitoris. Emily scream ed as she felt her body invaded and her belly spasmed violently as the inhumanly sweet pleasure fought the scorching pain in her bottom and overwhelmed her brain with competing emotions.

The next four strokes, each followed by intense arousal of her engorged labia and the swollen nub of her clitoris sent her into a vacillating swirl of rapturous anguish as she descended into masochistic rapture, pressing her buttocks up and back to meet the whip and fingers of her Master.

The last stroke and its following arousal thrust Emily to the brink of an enormous orgasm and love juices flooded fer sex as the intentional cruelty of her punishment drove her into a world where pain and pleasure were the same and her need burned white-hot in her belly.

Roger dropped his whip and reached forward and down, gripping her ringed nipples firmly, he squeezed them tight and commanded, “Climax for me, Emily.”

Emily screamed her obedience and submission and her belly erupted in volcanic spasms, rocking her body and flooding her sex with tidal waves of scalding love juice.

Over and over her belly convulsed with incredible power and jets of her juices sprayed from the flower of her sex and spattered on the floor with the unmistakable evidence of her complete sexual subjugation.

Mindlessly moaning in the throes of complete ecstasy, Emily was ignorant of anything but the power of her orgasm. Roger watched her demonstrate the incredible depths of sexual passion that could be drawn from a truly submissive slave. He hoped the cameras caught everything. He was proud of how well she performed. H left her strapped to the bench and went to the monitor room, to check the recordings. He was not surprised to find Josh and Larry sitting in front of the bank of monitors with Ruth and Emma, still in harness, kneeling beside them. He opined, “Boss, I think she’s a good one.”

Larry smiled and replied, “Yes, I think she’ll make a fine start to the herd. Are you done with her now?”

“Almost,” Roger said, “I’ll have her back to the house in another thirty minutes, depending on how well she works her back door.”

“Well, you’ve done well and deserve a reward. Have fun.”

Roger went back to Emily to give her a final lesson for the evening. When he was gone, Larry stood up and turned to Emma, “I think you need a refresher too, come with me.

Emma stood and cuddled up to Larry. She stomped her foot once and Larry left the room with her following closely, struggling to stay in contact with his body as he walked.

Ruth whinnied and Josh looked at her. Her eyes were pleading for his attention. He asked, rhetorically, “Do you need more practice, too?”

Ruth nodded her head vigorously.

He stood, “OK, come on.”

Ruth stood, gracefully, and followed him as eagerly as Emma had followed Larry.

I was awake again, still strapped to the bench and basking in the afterglow of a spectacular orgasm. I vaguely wondered what Master had in store for me next. I heard footsteps but couldn’t see anything. My ass felt a little sore and I wondered how I would manage to drive home.

Without warning I felt a hard slap on my tender left butt cheek, followed an instant later with one on my right cheek. I jerked at my bonds and squeaked at the sudden hot flash and started all my bells chiming. The instant heat in my belly told of my rekindled arousal.

From spanking, too? Again, Master, please.

Two more swats landed on my butt. I squeaked again as he forced my arousal higher. He started a steady stream of swats to my ass, getting me closer to a climax with every wave of swats. My bells were tinkling continuously with the impacts. The climax was huge. I wailed, and screamed, and shook with the force of my contractions as I spasmed uncontrollably for minutes.

When I recovered he asked, “Are you experienced with anal sex? When you can’t stomp, or speak, just whinny.”

I had never wanted to try anal sex. It seemed unnatural and dirty. I whinnied twice.

He replied, “Well, you’re in for a surprise. Most women climax more often and quicker anally than vaginally. Both orifices share much the same nerves to the brain and they have better muscle control. I’m going to insert one finger. You relax to let me in then tighten up when I start to move out. Remember you want me in and don’t want me to leave. Ready, go.”

I tried to relax and let him in and he entered me easily. Then I tried to tighten up and squeeze his finger and I felt more pressure. He slowly pumped in and out and I think I did pretty well for a first time. He was also right that I was getting aroused anally. It did feel sexy. Maybe it was my strict bondage and just his personal attention, but I don’t think so. I felt him exciting my anus. He said, You are doing well, your rhythm is perfect. I’m going to add a finger.”

I instantly felt the difference. Bigger was better. It was more stimulating, for sure.

He kept up the rhythm and I was feeling it more. Without warning he pulled all the way out and the next sensation was much stronger. I jumped a little as his penis forced its way in. It was huge and stretched me wide. It felt like a watermelon. And the sensation jumped to the sky. I squealed in earnest as he tried to split me open and shoved me almost over the edge. Two strokes of that monster and I climaxed twice as big as the last monster. I expected him to withdraw, but he kept thrusting and my climax continued, stretched and became even more intense. I was close to fainting from overload when he climaxed in me and everything went black.

When I finally came down from my sexual high I found myself alone, in blackness and remembered where I was. My bottom felt tender and my loins were still dripping. I was still strapped to the bench and helpless. I tried whinnying but got no response. I wondered what the time was. I needed to be home by eleven or my folks would worry.

Now that I was no longer distracted all my muscles protested their use and bondage while my abused bottom smarted fiercely. There was nothing to be done about it until Master Roger chose to release me. I was trying to take my mind off my discomfort by remembering my incredible orgasm. I replayed everything in my mind and suddenly realized I was thinking like a slave. Passively accepting everything he had done to me as if it were completely reasonable behavior for a man to bind and gag a woman and then whip her to  a forced orgasm because it amused him. Then to bugger her to another orgasm because he wanted one too.

I tensed in my bonds and then willed myself to relax as much as possible. Reasonable was not operative here. I had volunteered to act like a slave because… Why had I been so attracted to Emma and Ruth. I had believed them enough to try it for myself. I had to admit it was like they had described it. I had no say in what was done to me, I was always chained and usually helpless and I had better sex than I had ever imagined. I had asked them to master me because the thought of sexual slavery excited me. It was more than just the bondage and sex, though. I had felt so pretty, so desired when all those men and women drank in every curve and hollow of my naked, chained body.

It was true that he had whipped me mercilessly but he had also given me the most intense and satisfying climax I had ever had. I had not imagined such intense pleasure was even possible. Or that it was made possible by the two diametrically opposed sensations of pain and pleasure.

Emily shivered as she realized she would not have, could not have reached such unimaginable heights of ecstasy if she were free. She had given all her power to Roger and he had forced her beyond the limits she would have set for herself and made her experience the awesome depths of total sexual submission. If she were not bitted, she would have smiled. She had found her destiny and looked forward to her journey, with trepidation and bravery.

Finally the door opened behind me and dim light entered the room. Roger said, “You were great. You passed out just as I finished. Did you enjoy your first anal orgasm?”

I whinnied once. Whinnying wasn’t very expressive. I  wanted to say, Great, or Wonderful, but what I was thinking was, “Why didn’t anyone tell me about it?”

He unstrapped me and took me back into the harness room. Ariel was waiting there and took my reins from Roger. He stood back and watched as she removed my harness. The first thing she ever did with me was secure me so I couldn’t run away, as if I would want to. She took me to the center of the room and locked the track chain to my collar.

She removed my bit first. I was glad to get rid of that. Being unable to speak was a drag. As she removed the various bits of leather and steel from me she dropped them in a bin. Later, Ruth or Emma, or even one of the maids would clean them and put them back in their places. While she was removing my harness, Roger said, “Emily had not had anal sex before. She did quite well but she is pretty tight. I think she’ll have a better time in the future if she’s opened a little.”

Opened? How? Am I a package to be opened? 

I was naked now, chained to the ceiling with my hands still folded up in reverse prayer, locked to my collar. Ariel said, spread your legs Emily.”

I obeyed and she put a finger up my anus and felt it. “I see what you mean. Emily. I’m going to put a butt plug in you. Keep it in unless you need to use the toilet. It will stretch your opening a little. In a week I’ll give you a bigger one. You need to be able to accommodate men more easily down there. You will enjoy sex better.”

I guess they’re right. I am a little tender. I’m glad they know how to make it better, cause I don’t want to miss it. “Thank you, Mistress, Master. Can I do more anal sex now or do I have to wait until I’m bigger?”

Roger said, “You were great. Just tell anyone who wants to use you there that you’re tight and still being opened. Many men aren’t big enough to be a problem.

That’s too bad. I’ve heard bigger is better. Maybe that’s just in front.

Ariel came back with the plug in her hand. She was rubbing Vaseline on it. She held it up to me. I t looked like a rounded cone with a wasp-waist and a red end. She said, a little lube will help put it in. This is a size four. Next week we’ll use a size six.” She clipped a leash on my nose ring before she unlocked me from the track chain.

I said, “Mistress, I’m not going to run. I want to be here. “

She handed my leash to Roger and reached inside her bra. She took out a small shiny something, turned it around in her hand, took my left breast in her hand and before I knew what she was doing, put it on my nipple. It bit hard and caused immediate, titanic pain to course through me. I jumped and stomped my feet, but my hands were still helplessly locked high on my back. I cried, “Mistress, no, please. I’m sorry. Please forgive your slave.” There was more of that until I recognized that she and Roger were both standing there, smiling, and waiting for me to quiet down. My nipple burned with fire. That tiny clamp was like a feral animal biting my nipple. The pain was unbearable. I forced myself to be still and go into display pose.

Ariel said, “Slaves must get permission to speak and I don’t want your opinion. Smile.”

I forced a smile and said, “I forgot myself Mistress. Please forgive me. I’m terribly sorry.” I felt a tear trickle down my cheek. My nipple was on fire.

Please, please, please take it off.

Roger asked, “Your first time, Emily?”

“I’m new Master. I’m only visiting to see what it’s like. I shouldn’t be punished.”

He smiled again and said, “Now you are seeing both sides. Slave girls are punished if they break the rules.”

“But Master, no one told me the rules.”

“And sometimes you will be punished because a free person wants to hear you squeal. Life isn’t fair and you have to decide if this life is for you. You need to see the whole picture before you decide. Is the security and pleasure worth the chance of punishment? Now bend over and Ariel will insert your new best friend.”

He pulled down on my leash, gently and I obediently bent over. My legs were already as far apart as my hobble allowed. Ariel put her finger in me again and coated my sphincter with petroleum jelly and said, “Relax, you’re too tight.” I made an effort to relax, but the pain radiating out of my nipple made it hard.

Ariel kept sliding her finger in and out of my anus until she judged I was ready and put the tip of the plug  against me and pushed. I felt it force itself inside me as she rotated it. I finally plopped fully inside me and she said, “OK. Stand up.”

Roger released the pull on my nose and I stood  up. Remembering the rules I knew, I quickly said, “Thank you, Mistress.”

She said, “How does the plug feel?”

I had to work hard to separate it from the pain in my nipple. “I feel full, penetrated, and it’s a little erotic.”

Roger said, “ There’s lots of types and shapes. This is a simple one. Some vibrate and have some motion. All the girls I’ve tried them with say it makes vaginal sex better.”

Ariel turned me to face her and removed the painful clamp. She tucked it back in her bra and said, “I always have a couple of these handy so mind your rules.” Then she put her lips around my tender nipple and licked and sucked it to arousal then brought my other nipple to full arousal. Meanwhile, Roger had slipped a couple of fingers into my slit and I felt him touch my clit then he moved his fingers very quickly and I was thrust into the stratosphere.

I had no idea what he was doing to me. It was deep inside me. My skin tingled with ribbons of pleasure that reached down to my core. My nipples ached and I was electrified. Craving more I arched my back, pressing into his hand. I closed my eyes to surrender to the wonderful sensation. I felt the butt plug pressing back as he went deeper and filled me up. A strange, tight feeling compressed my whole body then with a final twist I flew over the edge. That strange, warm explosion went off inside me, my mind went blank, and my vision faded.

Roger hugged me to him before I could sink to the floor and I recovered still held closely to him. When I was all the way back, he stood me up and slowly led me back to the house. I watched his back as we walked, savoring the way his muscles moved as my new rings massaged me back into arousal. Ariel was walking beside Roger and I pitied her. She would never know the complex and all engulfing joys of submission, never know the sublime pleasure of her Master taking her to heaven on a whim, never know the simple joy of following her Master on a leash.

Roger led me to Master Larry’s office. Ariel left us without a word, just inside the house.


Chapter 20 : Exposure

Master Larry, Master Josh, Emma, and Ruth already in the office. Master Larry and Master Josh were talking, the girls listening The Masters sitting in easy chairs, the girls kneeling beside them. Master Roger sat in one of the remaining chairs and I knelt beside him. The men’s chairs all faced the display wall. The volume was low, but a glance showed every screen was showing slaves performing in a variety of ways: dusting, pet play, pony play, being spanked, paddled, whipped, in pillories or chained to something, engaging in sex in every way possible, flirting with men, foreplay with men and women.

Larry said, “The porn industry is over ninety billion per year world-wide and over seventeen billion in the US.”

Josh asked, “How can we compete with the existing companies?”

Whatever they were discussing, I could tell that Josh was already convinced when he said, “We.” Probably just playing Devil’s Advocate now.

Larry answered, “As always, with quality, lower prices, and by focusing on what the consumer wants.”

“Can you compete price-wise while giving higher quality?”

“I think I can lower our costs considerably. I just need to check out a few details, but I’m confident I can get us a steady supply of fresh talent for free.”

“Free?”

“Sure, through our good friends at the County. It turns out that slavery is still legal in the US, so long as it’s judicially sentenced. Read the thirteenth amendment to the Constitution. That’s how that sheriff in Arizona gets girls for his infamous chain-gang. Then look at the competition. If you study what’s available, it’s mostly low quality production, terrible lighting, simplistic, poorly acted skits with dubious plots and aging models, repeating the same stories, over and over. Reinaldo wants to get into a new market, likes this idea, and has given me a very-large budget to be the best. I’m offering you the job to pull it together, initially from this estate until you outgrow it. If you succeed then both of us will prosper. I think you are the right man for the job and I’ll help when I can. Want to try?”

Josh smiled at Larry and replied, “Sounds too good. Can I have some time to think about it?”

“Don’t give me that. You know you can’t pass it up. I’ll throw in Ruth as an inducement. Ruth, I hereby give you to Josh. He’s your master as of now.” Ruth started crying and blubbered, “Th…Thank, y..you, Mm…mm..Master,” and leapt into Josh’s lap.

Master Holman said, “Emily, would you like a new job”

Josh quickly said, “Just a minute Larry. My job means I do the hiring.”

“Sorry.”

Josh said, “OK, this time. Emily, would you like a new job?”

My heart leaped, I sure would. I decided I should not be too eager and replied, “I like it here, Master. What kind of job?”

Josh said, “Larry, you’ve thought about this more. Describe the job to Emily, please.”

“A performer. Doing just what you have been doing for the last two days. You would play the part of a slave girl who was required to be anything we wanted, for instance a ponygirl or a pet girl. There won’t be any scripts to remember. Just like today you’ll be given orders and you will obey or be punished. 

You will be paid union rates, which are much better than what you are making now and you’ll have all your food, housing, and clothing paid for so you can save everything you earn. And there will be residuals.”

“That sounds good, Master. Just like my time here, everything?” I asked hopefully.

“There is a lot more you’ll learn. Everything you do will be recorded and you will be watched by anyone with an internet connection. You’ll be famous and envied and hated and talked about endlessly by millions of people who will want to meet you.”

A real performer, then?”

“Yep.”

“Sign me up, Master. I’ll be your performer and your slave. That part will be real.”

“I know.”

Master Holman took a thick stack of paper out of a drawer and lay them on the desk, “Josh, here are all the papers Emily needs to sign. Make sure she is in the view of at least one camera for every signature. Also make sure she reads everything she signs. I need to talk to Emma while you’re doing that. Roger, will you and Ruth stay to witness her signatures?” He stood up and Emma followed him out of the room, her track chain trailing her and jingling softly.

Josh said, "We have some paperwork to do.  First is the non-disclosure agreement.  It means you can't discuss anything you see or hear while you are here.  Sign and date it, please. "  When I finished signing he took the forms and started a new stack.  He said, "when we finish here I will copy these for you.  Please note there are cameras around the estate and you may be recorded at any time. This is a release allowing us to use them privately and for training.  You can veto any public release but if you do agree to distribution, you will receive ten percent of net proceeds received, if any. OK, good. Next is your employment contract. Please read this over, then face the camera and read this paragraph. This is to show you agree to obey every command of your superiors and trainers and to accept corporal punishment at their discretion, provided you are not injured ..."

"Now," he said, "these are your employment contracts.  read and sign each page."   This went on for some time. I had already given him my time, body, and innocence. It was but a trifle to give him my power of attorney.

The paperwork was finally done and copies made.  Josh said he would get rid of my apartment, store my goods, sell my car, etc.  He stood up and I followed. He kissed me  and handed me off to  Ruth.

Larry took Emma to the library, opened the door and motioned for her to precede him into the room.

I was surprised to see another woman kneeling on the floor, facing away from us. I stopped and Master said, you have some catching up to do. I’ll come back for you in an hour or so.” I heard the door close and inspected the woman. She was as naked as me, a slave girl kneeling in a good display pose on the far side of a conversation area. She had thick, blonde hair reaching her waist and a track chain ran through her hair to her collar. Her hands were folded up behind her in the stringent reverse prayer I knew so well, her cuffs also locked to her collar.

She could wander anywhere the track went, but nowhere else. Her hands were useless to her, locked snugly to the back of her collar. She was a helpless sex toy, free for any man or woman to use. Well, so was I, but at least my hands were free. Who was she? I thought only Ruth, Emily and myself were slaves in this house. The furniture blocked my view of her feet, but they were undoubtedly chained like mine. She had a tiny waist, even without a corset and I could a bulge of a large breast peeking around her shoulder.

She looked familiar but it wasn’t clicking. I walked toward her, wondering who she was and why she seemed so familiar. When I was only a few feet away she stood up and turned to face me. She was wearing a domino mask and her mouth was filled with a ball gag. I almost recognized her, almost. I unbuckled the gag and pulled her mask off.

I was speechless. It was my sister, Karma. I thought she was still in South America, slave to a drug dealer and Larry’s employer.

I threw my arms around her and squealed with joy. I kissed her and hugged her tight, “Karma, thank God. How are you here? Why? How long can you stay?”

I pulled my head back and looked at her, needing all those answers and she answered them all with a single statement, “Master Antonio gave me to Master Larry.”

What? Why? What for? Antonio was very fond of Karma. Had he found someone else? This was too complex. I needed to think about it. This could change my relationship with my Master. My whole life could be upset now. Karma was always prettier than me. She had won beauty contests. Would Master give me away so he could focus on her? One thing was certain, I would have no say in the matter. I was his chattel.

“That’s wonderful. I didn’t think your Master would ever let you go. What happened?”

“I don’t know. I never know why he does anything. He never confides in women. He thinks I’m important to this new scheme of your Master’s, but that’s all he said. He talks to your Master nearly every day. I don’t know why he cares. He already has to weigh his profit rather than count it.” Karma started sobbing and coughed out, “I..I…love… the … bastard…I…miss him….so much.”

I didn’t know what to say to her, but her words brought home to me how much my life had changed since I was captured. I used to be Larry’s lover, co-worker, confidant. We were an effective team, both bringing strengths to our life and work.  Now I was only his chattel. He never sought my opinion or told me his plans or hopes. I obeyed orders and I was happy doing that. I was with him much more now, but I had no independence and I was subject to the orders of many people, but I didn’t feel any loss and I was happy all the time. Was this how nature designed women? As long as we were given no worries, no decisions, we were happy? All the evidence I could see showed that to be true for many women. Why had we ever wanted to compete with men? It seemed so foolish now. I held my sobbing sister and the only thing I could think to say was “Let’s ask Master what will happen with you.”

She stopped sobbing and her eyes met mine, “Won’t you get in trouble? My Master didn’t like me to ask questions.”

“Master Larry won’t get mad unless I persist.”

“You’re lucky. Mine is very strict.”

“You told me he gave you to Master Larry. And Larry knows you a little from last year. You were the client that put us on this path. If you don’t push him, I’m sure he will cut you a little slack, at least for a while. If you let him learn what a pushy broad you can be, you won’t be able to sit for a week.”

“I’m not pushy anymore, sis. I’ve learned my place.”

That was quite an admission for my fearless sister.

I said, “We weren’t told to stay here so I can show you around. Come on. Let’s start teaching you your new home.”

“Are you sure. I used to have to stay where I was left.”

That’s not the rule here. If they want us to do something, they tell us, otherwise we can go wherever the track permits. It doesn’t matter because they can see where we are at any time. The system tracks us, even when we’re not on the track. Maybe it’s something in our collars. Anyway, Master can always find me.”

“That’s scary.”

“Yes and no. We can’t be accused of hiding. They always knew where you were at your old Master’s place, too. Master Larry told me. Also, no one can successfully steal us. I find that comforting. Come on.”

I stood up and Karma followed. I had to help her maneuver her tether around corners since her hands were locked up. “Sorry, I can’t unlock your hands. I’m not allowed to touch keys, but you know that.”

She smiled ruefully, “Of course and I’m used to being helpless. Usually it precedes great sex, but I’ve been like this for many hours.”

“Well,” I thought, “I can fix that.” I led her to rec room first, certain I would find some off-duty men playing cards or watching a game. Sure enough there were four guards playing poker. I led her to their table, knelt close to them. Karma followed my lead and we waited for them to take notice of us.

When the hand ended, Jake, a senior guard asked me, “Hi Emma. Who’s you friend?”

“Masters, this is my sister, Karma. She is now the property of my Master. She is in need. It has been many hours since she has had any pleasure and begs you to use her fully.”

The men all laughed and Jake looked at each of them who nodded, and said, “It will be our pleasure to use both of you,” and they all stood up and used us for nearly an hour. I was fully involved with my masters and was blissfully unaware of Karma’s exertion, but I did hear her screams of pleasure occasionally. I was put in a pillory and all three of my orifices were used, no less than two at a time, and twice all three at once. They were vigorous lovers and I was forced over the edge into glorious orgasm so many times I lost count. They spanked me, used all my holes and used tiny whips on my belly, breasts, back and bottom and I loved everything they did to me.

When they were finished and released us, our skin was glowing pink and we were covered in love juices. I had swallowed at least a quart of delicious semen. This was when I was most glad I was a slavegirl. Karma and I went to the nearest bath to clean up. I had to help her since her arms were still locked in reverse prayer position. We took our time since we weren’t under orders. When we both looked and felt scrumptious, I continued the tour. The track extended into the garden and we both enjoyed the fresh air and sunshine.  From there we could see several groups of girls working and playing.

Karma asked, “What are they doing?”

I followed her gaze. She was looking at several naked girls in puppy gear playing with a ball. “Looks like puppy soccer.”

“But why are they running on all fours?”

“The girl pack wear boots and paws that force them onto all fours. If you look closely, you’ll see they all have springy tails and collars like ours.”

She asked, “But are they slaves like us?”

“Sort of. They are either criminals sentenced to the puppy farm or volunteers who come for the excitement, sex, and money.”

“You mean some are paid?”

“All of them earn money for Master, through internet sales of videos. We’re on the internet too.”

“People can see us?”

“Yep, we’re famous. We’re porn stars.”

“I never thought anyone would see me.”

“What do you care what other people think. Our only duty is to serve our Master.”

“Right. Nothing I can do about it anyway. Maybe that’s why Master Antonio gave me away.”

“Hello girls.” We turned around and saw Master Joshua striding toward us.

We knelt and I said, “Greetings, Master Joshua.  This is Karma, my sister.”

He waved for us to stand. We were up when he got to us. He immediately took Karma in his arms and kissed her, Not too long, not too short, and forceful. He broke the kiss, but kept his arms around her, “Welcome Karma. You are ravishing. And a perfect complement to Emma. Has she explained how things work around here?”

Karma replied, “She’s told me a lot, but there are still some fuzzy areas.”

“Well, our main goal is video production and introducing our girls to the world. So come along and we’ll get you introduced to our customers and your new fans.” He locked my hands behind me, put leashes on our nose rings and unlocked us from the track chains. He led us to the production building and found a free woman waiting for us in the lobby. She greeted Master Joshua and told him, “They are waiting for Karma in makeup.”

He handed our leashes to her, “I have things to do. Ellie will take care of you,” and he walked away.

She locked us into the building’s track system and led us through a door and down a hall. She turned in at a door labeled, “Makeup.” She handed Karma’s leash to a Margaret, a free woman who had done my makeup several times, and took me to where a pillow lay on the floor, and ordered me, “Kneel,” and I did, rotating so I could watch Karma. She clipped the end of my leash to a wall ring.

I had been in this room many times. It had three barber chairs and was lined with sinks and cabinets. Karma had been placed in one of the chairs and strapped in. Ellie went over to assist the other woman. They cleaned off the makeup I had just applied and started over. They worked deftly and finished in a couple of minutes. Karma looked great, but she always did clean up well. They put contacts in her eyes and released her from the chair. I could tell from her hesitant, unsure motion that they had fitted her with blackout contacts. I had worn them in the past.

Since we were always being recorded the production people wanted us to be completely visible and build up a fan following. But sometimes they wanted us to be surprised and/or not blinded by bright lights. Since this was the first time Karma would be in a video, they didn’t want her features obscured by a blindfold. I wanted to talk to her, tell her it was just temporary, reassure her it was normal, but I didn’t have permission to speak and decided the temporary comfort my words could give were not worth a cropping.

Margaret stuffed Karma’s mouth with a red ball gag then took Karma’s leash and led her slowly out the door. Ellie came over and got me and we followed Karma. They took us to a smaller studio and handed us over to the video staff.

Streaming sweat, her belly, breasts, and thighs trembling with the intensity of passion, Karma stood helpless, awaiting the pleasure of her Master.

Hours before, blind, she had been led from the makeup room by a thin chain leash clipped to her nose ring. Helpless and blindly obedient to her leash, she had speculated wildly on why and where she was being taken as she stumbled blindly onwards. Acrid smells reminded her of electrical devices, tiny sounds were mostly muffled by the clinking of her chains, mostly.

The order to ‘Stop’ was sharp and male. She obeyed and knew she was going to learn what they had in store for her. She was sure they would not cause her any harm, but that didn’t mean there would be no pain.

She couldn’t quite suppress a whimper when unseen hands forced her legs wide and chained her ankles to widely set anchorages, holding her wide open and vulnerable. Her wrists were released, her arms gently unfolded, then pulled straight out to the side chains were clipped to her cuffs and tension applied before they were affixed to something sturdy. When the ghostly hands released her wrists, she found she could lift them a few inches and pull them back not at all.

She explored her bondage and found no way to ease her shameful exposure. She imagined thousands of remote viewers observing her from every angle, seeing her vulnerable and helpless, erotically aroused by her condition. Tiny sounds told her things were changing around her, scrapes, footsteps, the soft clinking of chains. Her imagination was running at full throttle, imagining what was being arranged for her, fraught with the question, “What else will can they do with me?”

All too soon she found out. She felt a delicious frisson of fear and excitement as those clinking chains were clipped to the rings at her nipples and labia. She felt her round, taut breasts lifted and drawn forward to stand lewdly before her, like an exaggerated caricature of a whore. Simultaneously, her labia were pulled apart, revealing her most private place , the warm, wet channel to the center of her femininity, to countless voyeurs.

Karma was aware of how she looked, now blind, muzzled, stretched open, unable to move or defend herself, incapable of any resistance, displayed in total bondage, Karma knew herself to be the very incarnation of the perfect woman. Every man and many women saw her as the embodiment of their wettest dreams.

So did she. Waves of blistering arousal flowed from her sex, her bound body trembling with the knowledge of her complete vulnerability. It was inevitable that her unseen masters would force orgasms of female submission from her. The logic of her bondage demanded it. A beautiful woman made helpless and available demanded to be used. Every man could have the ultimate pleasure from her and once they were satisfied, she could be forced to orgasm until every fantasy of dominance was replete, and she realized she wanted them to hurry.

She was ready to do her part. For long, long, minutes she gasped and trembled, anticipating and longing for the touch of strong male hands, an erection impaling her belly and the climatic release of the orgasm roiling her belly. Her desire to submit grew stronger with every passing second, adding to the turmoil in her trembling belly, reinforcing her intense need to submit, driving out her last semblance of self-control until she begged shamelessly into her gag for her masters to take her and sate the flames of her frantic lust.

Only after her pride had vanished, consumed by her desperate need, when she had begged for release sufficiently, had strong hands cupped her breasts, magic fingers rolled and pinched her rock hard, shamelessly ringed nipples to send her screaming in frantic ecstasy into a shattering orgasm.

The spasms of her rapturous orgasm wracked her pinioned body, filling her with joy and sharp pains as her rings pulled on sensitive labia and nipple flesh. Karma moaned as the exquisite pleasure contended with sharp pains and the two combined to overwhelm her senses with painful pleasure until she could no longer tell the difference.

Overwhelmed by sensation, Karma moaned and sobbed with mixed relief and pain as her body experienced the shameful sensuality of complete submission.

Her sobs changed to shrieks of pleasure as strong fingers impaled her sex, driving deep into the center of her femininity, forcing her into an unbearable, uncontrolled sexual frenzy, contorting her bound body with even greater spasms sending streams of silvery love juice down her legs  as she exploded into a second huge orgasm, even bigger than her first.

Scarcely had her spasms eased when Karma was forced to a third peak of sexual heat by a thick dildo impaling her anus and pumping deep inside her. Her orgasm came in a renewed flood of love juices, her bound body helplessly jerking in her chains as the ecstasy again claimed her in a tangle of pain and pleasure.

Exhausted, Karma sagged in her bonds, sweating, dripping love juice, her body still trembling as her spasms waned. Her captors removed their hands then, knowing there was no more left to wring from her. Grateful, she felt the chains removed from her labia, nipple, arms, and feet. She wanted nothing now but sleep.

But that was not to be. Strong hands guided her a few steps than forced her body to bend over and locked her into a pillory, locking her hands and neck into a straight line at waist height. Her legs were again spread and pulled forward, forcing them into locked rigidity. Her gag was replaced with a ring gag and she knew her introduction was not over yet. She had demonstrated her submission and now she was going to please her captors, two at a time. She wondered if she would orgasm again.


Chapter 21 : Sentenced

The judge intoned, “Angela Winters, you have been found guilty of Robbery in the first degree and assault in the third degree. I sentence you to one year of labor at the Hidden Valley Ranch and a fine of five thousand dollars. I remand you to the custody of Hidden Valley Ranch officers.”

Two big guys in grey uniforms replaced the sheriff’s deputies behind me, stood me up, and escorted me to a back room. They cuffed my hands behind me and the bigger of the two told me, “If you give us any trouble, you’ll travel naked.”

I didn’t say anything. I was not going to make a fuss until I had a good chance of escape.

The little one, himself over six feet tall and broad as a door, buckled a broad leather posture collar on my neck. It forced me to hold my head high and look straight ahead. He clipped a chain leash on the collar and led me out into the corridor. The big one followed me. There were a dozen people in the hall. I smiled and sashayed prettily for them. I hoped my picture in the paper tomorrow was flattering.

Their transport was a white windowless van. I was put in a seat in the back, Little sat in a facing seat and watched me. Big drove. After three turns I was lost. The trip lasted a half hour or so. Little was not interested in talking to me so the trip passed in silence. I was naturally curious but he wasn’t going to enlighten me.

The papers had written about this ranch, but no one from the outside had been allowed in and the inmates they interviewed were close-lipped about it. Even relatives who visited inmates said their family members wouldn’t talk about it.

When the van stopped, Big opened the door, little unstrapped me and I stepped out into a garage-like space. They took me through a steel door into an office. Little handed my leash to  young woman and Big handed a folder to a man waiting with her. Big told him, “Angela Winters, one year and a five thousand dollar fine. Robbery and assault three.

The man, big, but not as big as her guards, dark hair, had a pleasant face with tiny smile lines. Both of them had thin, sturdy crop hanging from their belts. It looked like an eighteen-inch long fiberglass rod , wrapped in thin leather with a thick handle.

The young woman was almost my age ,sturdy and fit with a pleasant face. He looked me over and said, I’m Al Cairn. You will address me as Mr. Cairn. This is Melanie Bishop, Ms. Bishop to you. I am in charge of the pack and Mel is my assistant. You are now a member of the Hidden Valley Pack. Any disobedience will be punished.”

He looked at Big and said, “Mr. Lassen please remove Angela’s restraints.” He did and I rubbed my wrists.

Mr. Cairn watched me for a moment then said, “Angela, strip.”

I was startled, and jumped back, bouncing off Big, Mr. Lassen, I said, “No. I won’t.”

Big grabbed my arms and held me still. Mr. Cairn said, “Pack girls are not permitted modesty. Mel, remove her clothing.”

I couldn’t fight them so I just went limp and looked at the ground. She removed my trainers, socks pants and undies. Big released one arm and she pulled my sweater over my head and off the arm. Big switched arms and she pulled the sweater the rest of the way off. He turned me around and she released my bra and yanked it off, breaking the straps.

Mr. Cairn said, “Get on all fours.”

I looked at him in disbelief, “What…”

He spoke again, “Mel, help her.”

Mel stepped forward ang gripped my leash, pulled down and I resisted, quicker than I would have believed her other hand snapped out and gripped my nipple. She squeezed hard and unbearable pain ripped through my body. I screamed and slipped to my knees, willing to do anything she wanted. She pulled me forward and let go of my nipple. I put my hands down on the floor to keep from hitting my head, She dropped down putting her legs around my head and grabbing one nipple in each hand, pulling my breasts toward her, holding me in place.

Cairn said simply, “She was warned.”

There was a swish of disturbed air and Angela yelped as a streak of fire seared its way across her ass. “Be firm with the bitches from the first. They will respect you for it and it will be easier for them in the long run. A few light strokes now will likely save them from a worse punishment later.”

Angela’s bottom heaved and flung itself back and forth but couldn’t evade the relentless crop. He paused and inspected her red-striped ass. He felt the red welts gently “Ten good swats is about right for a first time. It won’t do any damage and they will remember it for a few days. I look for a rosy glow to tell when they are properly chastised. It means they will be tender for a couple of days. Good reinforcement for the lesson.”

“Yes, Mr. Cairn, “Mel answered.

Two more hard cuts across Angela’s trembling bottom and he stood back and Mel released Angela’s nipples and head and stepped back.

Her bottom burning. Angela stayed down, hot tears of shame and anger falling to the floor. Mr. Cairn was right. She had been warned. She was now a sex toy, a pack girl and she had better act like one if she wanted to avoid the crop.

He said, “Mel, get her ready then bring her to the workshop.”

She replied pertly, “Yes, Mr. Cairn.” She stood beside me, my leash in her right hand and half turned so I was on her left side, my head held close to her left leg. She held her crop in her left hand, ready to correct me if I didn’t follow her lead promptly.  She walked ahead and I heeled her as closely as I could. I didn’t want to feel the crop. She led me a couple of doors down the hall, opened a door on her left, and led me into a large bath whose walls were lined with closets and cabinets. She stopped and ordered, “Stand up, put your hands behind you. There was no use fighting. I was inside their walls and pretty conspicuous, so I did as ordered. She cuffed my hands behind me, went to a small refrigerator, mixed a clear liquid into a soft drink, and held the tumbler to my lips, “Drink this. It’s a relaxant.”

Why not. I’m a slave for the next year.

I drank it all. It just tasted like lemon soda.

I don’t feel any different. Still jittery, worried, and...hopeful, I guess.

She picked up my leash and led me across the hall into the workshop, I guess. it was a workshop lined with machines, tools, and benches. Mr. Cairn was talking to one of the men. I heard him ask Mr. Cairn, “We’re ready for her. Anything special?”

“No, “ he replied, “her name is Angela and she will be number 8.”

He came over to us and took my leash from Me, and told me, “I’m Willy, I’m going to manage your equipment. Sit here, please,” He guided me to what looked like a barber’s chair. I sat down on my tender, abused flesh. He removed my cuffs and collar then strapped me in, arms, wrists, ankles, legs, waist, shoulders, until I couldn’t move,  ”How do you feel?”

“Relaxed, expectant, happy to be on my way. Drugged I guess, but I’m giddy.”

“Good, the drug is working. Several people are going to be working on you and I’ll have to cover your eyes because the strong light would damage your eyes. Understand?”

“OK. I’m fine. Hurry up, please, Jaime. I want to get started.”

He fitted a thick blindfold over my eyes, pulled it tight then strapped my head down. He changed a setting on the chair and it moved under me, straightening, and flattening until I was held horizontal with my arms and legs splayed out in an “X.”

I felt several sets of hands working on me. The first sensations were of something wrapping around my wrists, ankles and finally my neck. She realized someone was measuring her. They were preparing her cuffs and collar. She hoped they would look erotic on her. The measuring hands left, “Probably to find or make the right size for me,” she thought.

Hands and knowing fingers started playing with her nipples, and they responded, growing full and so hard they ached. There was an instant of shock as someone painted them with a cold liquid. “Anesthetic or antiseptic, or both she knew. She was going to be pierced and those wonderful rings inserted in her flesh.

This is exciting. And fun. What was in that drink? I should get some more.

They just painted some more stuff on her labia. There was no need to get her excited there. It wouldn’t change anything. She felt the thick needle pierce her first nipple.

Anesthetic then. It slid in without any pain. Neat.

They used the opened ring to push the needle back out then left it open and went to the next place. Her other nipple and her labia were anticlimactic. When all her rings were in place they came back and, one at a time, closed them and welded the ends together. Someone started using a power tool to smooth the welds.

I wanted to watch but was happy they were taking such good care of me.

My nose was different. Liquid was put on both sides with a cotton on a stick then something big was forced into both nostrils at once. There was pressure as my septum was squeezed, followed by a sharp pain. I squealed as it hit me. I was surprised since the others didn’t hurt at  all. They pulled the punch out and replaced it with something slightly smaller, but still a tight fit. This time there was pressure, but no pain. The squeezing pressure remained after the tool was withdrawn.

A grommet. They put a grommet in my septum to make it stronger. I remembered putting grommets in a tarp so the ropes tying it down wouldn’t rip loose.

The ring was inserted, closed, welded, and smoothed just like the others. All of her rings were heavy and she remembered someone telling me they made her aroused when they tugged on her erogenous zones. She couldn’t wait to be released and try it. “Willy, are you here? How long now?”

“Yes, Angela. It is almost complete. They have made your collar and cuffs and it will only take a few minutes to put them on you.”

He had hardly finished speaking before they started clamping the anklets on her. They were quickly welded shut and the thermal pad removed. Her wrists were done next with the same process. When only her collar remained, she asked, belatedly, and suspecting the answer, “Willy, there’s no key for these is there?”

“No Angela, they are permanent. They have to be cut off you before you leave. They look good, erotic, on a girl.”

“Yes, you’re right, of course. I just never thought about it before. Hurry up and finish, please.”

She felt the collar grasp her neck. It was snug and heavy, but not choking. In minutes it was done. The chair returned her to a sitting position. Jaime showed her a round metal disk with the number eight and my name, “Angela” inscribed. He attached it to my collar with heavy pliers. Jaime removed the straps, pulled her arms behind her, and locked her cuffs together. He put four-inch heels on her feet and helped her down.

Willy clipped a chain leash on her nose ring and gently led her to a full-length mirror. She looked at herself and was pleased. She did look like an erotic sex toy, someone from a vid. If she had to be a slave, this was not a bad place to be. She wiggled her shoulder just to see the rings dance in her nipples and nose.

These are great. I should have had some ornaments before this. I look like a chorus line dancer, maybe an erotic cheerleader.

The anesthetic was still damping sensations in my nipples and labia, but visually, it was enough to make me aroused. I looked and felt like a slave and I’m eager to get started.

Mel strapped a gag in my mouth and took me outside into a covered passageway with a barred gate at the far end. Passing through this she was led into a cement yard overlooked by tall walls dotted with tall windows and imposing doors. Her face almost touching the far wall was a woman locked in a pillory. She had long brunette hair hanging nearly to the ground. Her legs were tied far apart and thin red stripes covered her bottom, thighs, back, and breasts. I could seethe cuffs on her ankles and gold rings like mine dangling from her breasts and labia.

I was shocked but fascinated. I had never seen a girl so helpless. My eyes ran down the stretched muscles of her thighs, over the bunched tendons of her knees, the strained muscles of her calves to the implacable steel anklets on her ankles and the chains stretching her so wide.

Up her other leg to the taut, glossy skin of her buttocks. I admired the gentle pear-shaped swell of her thighs and hips and the soft undercurve of her rosy, red striped bottom, crisscrossed with scarlet stripes from a cane or whip. Her dangling gold sex rings framed the plump, blushing, peach of her pudenda which  bore its own share of red stripes.

Above it was the round pucker of her anus. Protruding grotesquely from this orifice was a gleaming metal shaft that curved up her crack and ended in a thick ring. A taut line ran to the bar securing her wrists and neck, forcing her to keep her back deeply arched. A whip matching her stripes hung on the pillory and a sign asking passersby to “Please Help Correct Christina.”

Mel walked over to the helpless girl, dragging me with her and changed her grip on my leash, taking hold of it next to my nose. She wiggled the hook in the girl’s anus, eliciting a twitch and a low, gag-muffled moan from her. She pulled my face down next to the pilloried girl’s bottom and explained, “Christina put on a bit of tight-arse and disappointed one of the Master’s guests. She’s here to learn to do better. Would you like to take her place for a day?

I shook my head vigorously. This was the first time I was explicitly told I was free for anyone to use. I wasn’t surprised but it was so matter-of-fact I was startled. I had lost all rights to modesty, privacy, and choice and everyone here acted like this was normal and natural.

“Then you will try very hard to please, won’t you?”

I nodded. I sure did not want to replace Christina.

Mel took me across the yard and into what looked like a Doctor's examination room.  There was a man at a desk and a woman a few years older than me, fully dressed, just walking through a doorway.  The man looked up and said, "Hello Mel,” and looked me over. I wriggled my breasts at him. He was a hunk.

He said, “New girl, huh?”

Mel answered ,”Jailbird. Here for a year. Her name is Angela. She’s still high on the relaxant. Can I have some of that, too?” She didn’t wait for an answer but went to a chair by the wall and sat down to watch the show.

The man said, to me, "Kneel, Angela.  Proper protocol is for you to kneel whenever you come into the presence of a master or mistress.  Put your forehead on the floor and raise your tail in the air." I knew what was coming, but I obeyed.  I yelped when I felt a stripe of pain cross my still tender ass cheeks, but I didn't move.

He said, “I’m Dr. Robbins. You are in punishment position.  Its good you didn't move or you would have earned more stripes for disobedience.  Now kneel properly. Knees wide, back arched, thrust your breasts out, Keep your head high, eyes on the floor, and smile."

I adjusted my position .

He said, "We need to measure you now.  Sit on this table, please."

I stood and sat on the end of a cold stainless-steel table. The woman said, I am Ms. Johansen.  You must address me as 'Mistress.' She released my hands. She laid me back on the table and pulled my arms down beside the table. She clipped my cuffs down to the sides while Dr. Robbins lifted my feet up and set them in the exam stirrups. 

He strapped them in place.  Ms. Johansen put two leather straps across my body.  One just below my breasts and one across my waist.  She pulled them tight.  I couldn't move at all now.

Dr. Robbins adjusted the stirrups so my feet were spread very wide and my tendons stood out taut in my legs.  Ms. Johansen pulled a hose with a slender nozzle on the end of the table between my legs.  She turned on  the water and adjusted the temperature until she was satisfied.  The end of the table under me was slanted with a drain at the end.  She turned off the water, put on some exam gloves and greased my anus. She said, "I'm going to wash you out now.  It won't hurt and if you relax it will feel better."

I couldn't do anything so I tried to relax.  I felt her finger rubbing lubricant on and in me.  The she inserted the nozzle and started the water.  It was warm and felt soothing.  I could see it running out of me and down the drain.  When it ran clear she shut it off and removed the nozzle.  I said, "Thank you Ms. Johansen.  That felt weird but good."

She tched and picked up a riding crop. She struck my raised legs at the juncture with my ass.  It hurt worse than last time.  She said, sympathetically, "You did not have permission to speak.  Ask first next time, Angela."

I said, "Yes, Mistress.  I'm sorry."

She took the hose away and he brought a tool like a tapering rubber shaft maybe a foot long to me.  He said, I'm going to measure you now.  He carefully inserted the rod, narrow end first into my clean anus.  He slowly shoved it in further and further, rotating the shaft.  At last it reached the end of my cavity and he said, "Excellent.  You can easily take a number six plug and you're deep enough for the longest male."

I was a little alarmed   I asked, "Do we get used there a lot?"

He said, simply, "You bet. You're well designed for use there and you'll get nothing but pleasure from your use."

"But," I protested, "I don't want to be used there."

He turned to Mel and said, “Come here and talk to Angela about anal sex while we're getting her ready for her responsiveness measurement."

Mel stood up and walked over.  She said, "Yes, Master." 

Then she said to me, "Angela, have you tried it?"

"No, but…"

She cut me off, "Most girls who come here have only read about it and think it’s 'Dirty' in some way.  Once they have tried it every one of them like it. We all have to be convinced, but once we learn we can orgasm from any of our holes, we all love it. We learn so many ways to orgasm, it’s like we were blind before."

"I'm one of those girls that only read about it.  Why do men like to use us there when our pussy is so well designed to receive them?"

"Simple, our ass holes are tighter and warmer than our pussies.  Physical sensation.  Plus, they can spank our asses and grab our tits if they want.  And most of them that have used me there, want to.  It’s OK by me.  Those things feel wonderful if the guy isn't a total ass. Master doesn't let bad guys near us, anyway.  You'll always feel loved and appreciated here."

She continued, "Now Dr. Robbins is going to force an orgasm from you and see what it takes to do that.  You will be measured once a month to see how you are progressing.  A lot of the training here is to make you more responsive, orgasm more easily.  The girls here usually get three or four orgasms a day and get fidgety if they miss one.  You'll see." 

Ms. Johansen put sticky electrodes on me with wires running to a box on the side of the table.  These were like the ones that they stick on you in a hospital to measure heart activity.  She used a spreader to spread my labia lips apart. She put electrodes on my nipples, my labia lips, and my clit.  She put some on my inner lips using light clamps.  She shoved a small metal probe in my anus and clipped a wire to it. 

Dr. Robbins picked up a stopwatch and flipped a switch on the box.  The electrodes started sending small electrical shocks into my body.  The shocks were rhythmical and seemed to run in order to my clit.  Nipples, labia, pussy, clit, over and over.  It was working.  I was getting aroused. I realized I was panting and the pulses were coming quicker now.

I was embarrassed by this disembodied lover. It was unreal.  It was working.  I was getting closer until an orgasm burst through me.  I screamed in pleasure.  I wanted this machine. It was a lot better than a vibrator.

He stopped the timer and said, "One minute thirty-one seconds. Very good time indeed. You're a hot girl, Angela.  FYI, most girls cut their time by a third in a month and by half in two months.  And no, you can't have the machine.  We have better ways."

They removed the electrodes and got me off the table, thank God. But they weren't done with me.  Ms. Bishop put a leash on my nose ring then she and Ms. Johansen took me into a tack room, I'd have to call it.  There was all manner or straps, and harnesses, bits, bridles, muzzles, gaga, whips, canes, and everything else one might want to use to bind and harness a girl.  Dr. Robbins stepped into the room and said, “Put her puppy tack on her and Mel, take her to Emily for her introduction and ask her to call me when she’s out in the yard. I want to watch her response."

Mel took me to a small office with a window into a fenced lawn with several shade trees. There was a woman there, about my age. She was naked and collared. She bore rings and cuffs on her wrists and ankles like mine, but no paws or boots and her blonde hair was plaited into a single braid that almost reached her waist. I quickly saw she was a slavegirl then I saw she had a…tail protruding from her bottom. It was a springy-looking thin rod with a  plume on the end that matched her hair color. She was kneeling at a short desk and reading something. Ms. Bishop said, “Emily, this is Angela, just arrived today.”

The naked girl rose and turned to look at me. I was fascinated at how her tail flounced when she moved. I was sorry when she turned to face me and I lost sight of it. She was pretty with sharp features and an impish smile. Her breasts were large and rode high and perky on her chest. The rings were perfect on her. She was three inches taller than me. She stepped close to me, far inside my personal space, until our breasts touched. I saw the disk on her collar had the number one and a name, “Emily” punched into the metal. She put her arms around me and pulled me into a lascivious kiss. I resisted an instant, surprised by her boldness. I relaxed and enjoyed the kiss letting her tongue in to explore my mouth. She slid one hand down and stroked my ass briefly before tweaking my new tail and sliding around to mt sex and stroking my slit.

She pulled her mouth away from mine and whispered, “You’re wet. Have you been playing around already?” I whispered back, “Just with the Doctor.”

She slid a finger inside me and stroked until I started lubricating anew then pulled it out and whispered “Later. We need to get you dressed.”

Dressed. Will I get clothes? Hope flared in me before I realized no collared girls were clothed.

They led me into another room.  I looked at it in surprise .  The far wall had kennels, three high with narrow stairs and walkways to get to them, all numbered. The walls were concrete and the kennels were too, except for the doors.  They were six feet deep, three feet high, and three feet wide.  The doors were barred and hinged at the top.  Now they were all open and standing straight out. There was a walkway level with the floor.  Ruth said, "That's yours," pointing at one on the ground level.  She continued, On the wall facing the kennels were racks full of bedding, boots, and harnesses grouped in columns numbered to match the kennels.

Emily told me, “The cabinets are for cosmetics, brushes, soaps, and your personal care items. You must keep everything neat and orderly.”

I turned and saw one of the lockers had my name above it too.  I asked, "What is this?  What am I going to be doing?"

Mel said, "All pack girls spend their free time in puppy mode.  We all are, look." She pointed out the cabinet labeled with the number  “One.”. 

I had read about pet play and some of the reasons girls they liked it.  I thought, “Might be fun.”

Mel released my hands and sat me on a bench. Ms. Bishop and Emily each took a hand and slid a glove on it.  The gloves were  stiff and made of black rubber.  They had a metal reinforced slit the ring of my cuff stuck through then a small lock held it in place. The palms were of thick rubber and unbendable. I lost all flexibility and ability to grasp anything.  Next, they put kneepads and light boots on me.  I wouldn't be able to stand in the boots.  The sole was at an acute angle to the toes and the heels were far too tall to stand on. I was ordered to get on the floor. I had to move on all fours, now.  No walking.  Ms. Bishop showed me a short flexible rod, bent several times with a plume on one end and a butt plug on the other.  She said, "This is your tail.  Be sure and wag it whenever trainer or master is around." She inserted it into my still well-greased asshole.  It went in with a plop. "Now try it," she said.

I wagged my hips and I felt it respond and wag above and behind me.  "Truly embarrassing," I thought.

When they put the boots on me, I was forced to rest my hands on the floor to move.  I knelt and leaned on my stiff arms as Emily was transformed into a puppy girl too.  When she was done she cantered to me and said, "Let's go, Angela. Follow me." She moved faster than I thought anyone could move on hands and feet to a half door in the wall next to the kennels.  They were split down the middle and apparently spring loaded for she nudged them open with her head and they closed behind her.  I followed as soon as I could get there and they opened easily to my push.  Emily was just outside the doors.  We were alone in a large grassy yard with several shade trees.

She explained how some of this worked.  She said, "We're in a girl pack.  Master doesn't want us idle so we work around the estate.  It has over a thousand acres inside a tall brick and steel wall.  It keeps all sorts of predators and snoops out.  There are lots of guards and sensors all over the wall and inside.  If you ever need help just scream  You'll be amazed at the number of big, armed guards that show up in just a minute."

I asked, "How does a girl pack work in the estate?"

"Simple things.  We pull carts for the gardeners and the foresters. Weed the vegetable and flower gardens. Water the plants in the greenhouses. Paint fences.  Things like that.  There's always someone in charge of each project who guides us. But it’s not all work.  We have a lot of free time to talk and play.  There' an exercise session every day for an hour or so followed by training sometimes.  All of this is to keep us in good shape for the hunts.  They happen every couple of months."

"Hunt?

The guests hunt us.  Its great fun.  We get a head start and they hunt us with dogs and horses.  The guests usually work in teams.  The team gets to use the girls when we’re caught and that night.  Its wicked good fun.  The teams keep a running score.  The fastest capture gets the most points.  +At the end of the year there's a big party and the winning team gets a big prize.  Usually a lot of money plus use of all the girls they caught that year for a weekend."

"Sounds barbaric.  You sound like it’s fun.  You like being hunted like an animal?"

"Yeah," she said, "Doesn't sound too good when you say it like that.  But it is fun.  It’s exciting and you're competing against all the other girls to be the cleverest and fastest and best sport .  Did I say that the girl who takes the longest to be caught gets her name on a plaque as one of the best and she gets  a dish of ice cream and she gets to sleep with Master for three nights.  It’s the best prize ever and we fight like cats for the honor.  You know by now that being taken by the Master is the best prize ever."

I did know that.  It sounded exciting even if it was the most demeaning sporting event ever conceived.  The prizes sounded worth working for.  I asked, "Seeing how we're fixed, do the men use us very often?"

She looked dreamy, "Yes, a lot.  Master never sleeps alone.  The staff often does too.  The staff can have us any night they want.  Some of the staff are married and the couple can take us.  Heck, all of the pack are available until lights out at ten.  Guests can have us for the night.  The staff takes us to their rooms and locks a long chain on our necks to ensure we don't wander and the guests don't take us with them. You can play with anyone who wants to play back.  You can even force yourself on a girl if you can pull it off. Sometimes several girls will gang up on another girl who has goofed up and gotten us in trouble. The masters don't mind what we do as long as no one gets hurt."

"Emily, you said masters, plural.  I thought there was only one Master."

"Sorry," she said, "that is sloppy of me.  There is only one Master Larry.  He owns and runs this place.  He owns most of the slave girls on the estate. The others are mostly owned by staff. A few are owned by men who don’t live here but keep their girls here for some reason.  Emma is his primary slave. She warms his bed most nights and he lets others use her when he’s busy. It is a status symbol for men to be allowed to use her for a night and they brag about it. She’s sort of the Queen slavegirl. The rest of us have to obey her like a Mistress.

“Then there’s Master Joshua. He works for Master Larry and is in charge of all the girls. Ruth is his primary girl. Master Cairn works for him and runs the pack. Master Joshua spends most of his time running the production.”

I asked, “Production? What’s that?”

You know we are all performers, right?”

“No, I was convicted of a crime and sentenced to a year here. This is a correctional facility, right?”

“Well, yes, it’s that too, but it earns most of its money by selling videos of us on the internet. You mostly can’t see them, but there are cameras in every room and all over the outside. Everything you do, from sleeping to being chased and fucked is recorded. There’s a big building behind the barn that’s recording studios, editing rooms, and offices for the production staff. They get to use us too. Over half of the pack are employees, bondage models who get paid, the rest are prisoners like you who only have to stay until their sentence is over, but most of them stay after as employees. Then there are the true slavegirls, who aren’t Packgirls, but sometimes train, exercise, and play with the pack, like Emma.

“Does she have a kennel with us?”

“No, Emma, Karma and Ruth are slavegirls, but not in the pack. They are pleasure slaves. Packgirls can be chosen to be pleasure slaves, but it doesn’t happen often. Ms. Bishop is one of the free women employees here. She started as a pack girl then hired on.  Any of us not already enslaved to a master would gladly be his.  Any male or free female is a master or mistress to us.  All the slaves have owners, most of those here work for Master Larry. 

Packgirls have to obey every free person, man or woman. There are only a couple of free women on the estate.  They work for Master.  More come for the hunts. You are really a potential slave and need to learn the etiquette and protocol of submission.  You will be punished just like us if you are disobedient or break a rule."

"I don't know any rules yet," I said.

She said, there are really only a few, a lot less than you have to follow outside.  Always address a free person as Master or Mistress.  Always obey a free person.  Always verbally acknowledge an order. You can't use any of the furniture.  You cannot speak without permission.  You can ask permission to speak but if its denied, shut up.  If you protest a punishment it doubles. Whenever a free person enters a room or where you're working, stop what you're doing, face them and kneel.  OK, that's all of them.

That's enough talking for now.  I'm supposed to show you the ropes.  Follow what I do." Then she straightened her legs and got up on hands and feet.  She started “Walking” toward the nearest shade tree.  I followed her and watched how she moved.  It got easier the farther we went.  She circled around the yard twice and stopped.  There was no way to walk upright on these boots, but this worked.  I awkwardly followed her as she easily sped away from me.  This too became easier as I practiced.  It was kind of like falling across the lawn.  After a lap it was much easier and faster than crawling.  I could see how I could learn to actually run this way.

Emily stopped and lay down on her side.  I tried to lay flat on my stomach but it squished my breasts so I tried so sit cross-legged, but my tail was uncomfortably pushed into me.  Eventually I lay on my side like Emily.  I asked her, "How can we pull carts like this?

She replied, We have different tack for pulling things.  We have normal boots and harnesses we use to pull carts and carriages. Yours is in your locker. When we go back in we get to take off the boots and other gear and put it up.  We have to wear ankle chains inside.  We get our daily assignments from Mr. Cairn or Ms. Johansen in the morning after breakfast.  Then we put on the right gear and the people we are working for come get us.  Gardeners, foresters, etc. They help us with the things we need where we're going, like bug spray, chaps, sun protection, hand tools.

A man and a clothed woman came into the yard and looked around.  They saw us and called, "Emily, Angela. Here girls."

We scrambled up and got to our hands and feet.  She hissed at me, "Don't speak if you can answer with a shake or nod,  No human speech.  Wag your tail as if you're glad to see them. Smile."  I followed Emily over as fast as I could on hands and feet. She knelt facing the pair and I followed.  I remembered to wag my tail.  God, this was demeaning, yet I felt so expectant, so ready to please. I was acting like a happy puppy.  There may be a lot to be said for a wagging tail as a mood enhancer.

Mr. Cairn said, "I'm going to order you into a pose.  Emily knows them and she'll assume the pose.  Angela, watch Emily and copy the pose.  Understand?"

I watched Emily and she nodded her head and barked, tail wagging.  I did the same.  When in Rome...

"Stand."  Emily got up on her hands and knees, tail wagging. I followed.

"Belly." Flat on the ground, arms straight out in front, tail wagging.

"Lay." Roll over, lay flat on back, spread legs open, arms at our sides, hands by our shoulders, palms up.

"Beg." Kneel, hands at our shoulders, palms forward open mouth, tongue out, back arched, breasts out, wag tail.

"Down." Kneel, legs wide, hands on thighs, palms up, body erect, back arched, breasts out, mouths open, tongue out, tail wagging.

"Punishment." Hands straight out in front, head and breasts on the ground, ass high in the air, legs spread wide.

Mr. Cairn said to Ms. Johansen, "Angela picked up on all the poses quickly. Let's try her on a leash.  Ms. Johansen took two short leashes and clipped them onto the backs of our collars.  Mr. Cairn said, "Heel."  Emily crawled on all fours to his side and assumed the 'Down' pose.  I did the same on his other side.  I felt him take hold of my leash.

He said, "Walk to heel." He started walking forward. I shifted forward to hands and feet “Walked” beside him.  My head was inches from his leg and I watched  carefully so I could follow his turns.  He walked at a pace I could barely match.  He walked around the yard then turned and went around it in the other direction.  Then he made smaller radius turns and circled the shade trees.  I realized I was having fun.  It was a great game trying to stay in the right position. I was feeling excited and expectant and happy to be mindlessly playing this game. 

He led us back to Ms. Johansen too soon.  I wanted to play some more.  He stopped and said, "Down.  We knelt.  He walked a couple of feet away and turned to look at us.  I was beaming and my tail was wagging so hard it whapped against my ass cheeks at every wag.  He asked us, "Good girls. Would you like to play some more?"

I wagged even harder, nodded yes emphatically and barked three times.  Emily was almost as enthusiastic.  Honestly I felt so good that he had been happy with us.

He said, "Let's play fetch." Ms. Johansen took our leases off and  handed him a wooden stick a foot long with tooth marks in the middle.  She had one too.  They turned toward the open yard and threw the sticks .  He said, "Fetch, girls."

I jumped to paws and feet and ran as fast as I could toward one of the sticks.  Emily was faster and got to hers seconds before I reached mine.  I knew she had more practice than me but I promised myself I'd improve.  I put my paws on each side of the stick and lowered my mouth around it. As I closed my teeth on it I realized that demeaning didn't matter anymore.  I was just so happy to be running and doing what made my master happy.  The joy of obedience and submission flooded through me and I almost dropped the stick.  I held on and ran back to them.  I put my head close to Ms. Johansen and dropped the stick into her hand when she reached for it. She said, "Good girl, Angela."  I felt tears of joy trickling down my cheeks.  This was so good.  I think I was high on my own endorphins.

They threw the sticks for us four more times.  We were both sweating when they stopped us. We were sitting on our haunches, ready to go again when Ms. Johansen put the sticks back in her bag.  She said, "Angela, stand."

I jumped to all fours and she walked to me.  She ran her hands over my warm body.  Her cool hands were welcome.  She said, "Angela runs well for being brand new and her buttocks and legs are muscular.  I don't see an ounce of fat anywhere but her breasts, which are quite nice too." 

Mr. Cairn said, "Very good work girls.  I agree.  I think you will do very well in the hunt, Angela.  Tonight Angela, I want you for my bed.  Ms. Johansen will bring you to me tonight. Now go play." He and Ms. Johansen walked away.

I asked Emily, "Have you been taken by Mr. Cairn before?"

She gushed, "Oh, yes.  He's a wonderful lover.  When he uses you, you it’s like you've gone to heaven.  I can't wait.  I wonder if Ms. Johansen will let us get pretty tonight?”

I have had good orgasms before, but nothing I would call :Heavenly,” but a girl can hope, especially if she has no choice,.  I wondered if Mr. Cairn could top that, but I hoped so.

Mr. Cairn, Ms. Johansen. and man I didn’t know entered the yard. Mr. Cairn called us over an Emily whispered, excitedly, “Ohmygod. That’s Master Joshua.”

We ran over on all fours and knelt in front of them.  I remembered to keep my tail wagging.

Mr. Cairn said, "Angela, you look fit. Have you been exercising?"

I barked once for "Yes."

He said, "You look fit.  How often do you exercise?"

I had to speak.  This was not a yes/no question. I said, "I worked out at a gym three days a week and I run nearly every morning for three to five miles."

He said, "Good.  You will continue that program here.  Are you a fast runner or just jog?"

"I start out fast and after a mile or so I slow down, Sir."

He said to Ms. Johansen, "Let's take them to the track and time them."

Ms. Johansen replied, "Yes, Sir. I have their shoes here.  Girls, Lay and raise your feet."

We lay back and raised our legs.  She took off our boots and put running shoes on us.  I was surprised to see she had my shoes from my apartment.

Master Joshua must have understood my expression. He said, "You signed a power of attorney form when you started.  We closed out your apartment and put most of your things in storage.  We brought a few personal items you could use here."

Ms. Johansen finished our shoes and said, "Girls, Stand."

We sprang up into standing display.  She put a mesh exercise bra on each of us.  I was grateful to have some support for my breasts.  These provided better support than the best I had found.  We followed the three of them out a locked gate. I had not been here before.  It was an oval running track with a high railing on both sides.  There were some things in the middle I didn't recognize.  The track was marked off into lanes with staggered starting points. Ms. Johansen took us onto the track, led us through some stretches, and positioned us on the innermost starting lines.  Mr. Cairn said, "Both of you run an easy warm up lap. Go."

Emily and I ran easily together.  It felt good to stretch my legs. I was warm when we finished the lap and ready for a real run.  Ms. Johansen put us on the starting lines again and I got ready to jump.  Mr. Cairn said, "Go." and we started sprinting.  Emily was faster than I had expected but I slowly closed the gap between us.  I overtook her in the middle of the second turn but she sped up and we crossed the finish in a dead heat. We slowed and stopped.  She put her arms around me and I did the same.  She said, "You're fast, girl."

I said, "You're no slouch, either."

She put her lips on mine and we kissed.  It might have turned into something heavy but Ms. Johansen said, "Save that for later, girls," and led us back to the rail close to the two men.  They were looking at a computer tablet.  Mr. Cairn said, "They ran well.  Emily ran very close to her record and Angela matched her.  I think we have another Gazelle."

Master Joshua agreed, "I was sure she was built for speed as well as looks."  He looked at me and smiled.

I blushed and said, "Thank you, Master."

Ms. Johansen removed our exercise bras and said, "Lay. Feet up."

She put our boots back on us and we followed them back into the yard. Mr. Cairn locked the gate and told us to go play.  Ms. Johansen said she'd put our running shoes in our lockers.

Girls started coming out through the same door we had used.  There seemed to be an endless supply.  They came singly, in pairs and threesomes.  They all were slim and healthy, like race horses.  They moved quickly and smoothly, like Emily.  They were sleek and their hair was cut a little shorter than shoulder length.  Long enough to wave in the breeze and allow the girl to show expression with it, but not long enough to be a bother when she' s working. There were girls with all sorts of skin tones and hair color. I noticed that all of their loins were bare.  They must shave their bushes regularly.  Mine was the only one visible. Everyone was lovely.  None had any makeup on that I saw and they didn't need it.

A bell rang and Emily said, "That's dinner, come on."  She trotted over to a white stripe on the grass.  I had seen it but forgot to ask about it.  Emily sat on her haunches a few feet away and waited.  When I stopped beside her she said. "When they rollout the numbers, go wait a few feet back from eight, that's yours, so they can lay your meal out. Don't go close to the food until they give the OK."

Two stainless steel serving carts were rolled out onto the grass by two clothed women, maybe five years older than me.  They stretched out a wide cloth strip on the white stripe.  Every three feet or so there was a number.  even on the other side and odd on the side closest to Emily and I.  She was almost perfectly placed in front of number eleven.  I scampered over to eight  The smell of food wafting from the carts made me ravenous. I watched impatiently as the women set bowls of food and water and desert on the cloth. I guess "No furniture" included "No utensils."  All the girls were lined up, kneeling in "Down" position.  All of us were watching the women.  Finally, one said, "Eat."

We all moved closer and bent our heads to the bowls.  It was rice and beans with bits of chicken and vegetables.  A stir fry.  The desert was rice pudding,  Delicious.  When I finished, I sat up and looked around.  The others that had finished were in "Down" position, waiting for something. Either an OK to leave or maybe just until everyone had finished.  I waited to see what happened next.

After the last girl had straightened up, one of the women said, "You're excused." All of the girls left their bowls.  Some went off by themselves, some formed wandering packs, Most found a spot close to a few others and knelt or lay together.  I went back to Emily to find out everything I could.

I asked, "Are we like, free for anyone to use?"

"Yep," she said. "There's more girls than staff, but there are usually guests.  Most of us get taken three times a week.  It’s not exactly every other day because some of the staff have favorites.  You're new so you'll get used every day.  Everyone will want to try you out.  Don't worry, you'll have a ball.  The men and women who use us are trained before they see us.  They are excellent lovers.  The ones you need to watch are the guests, especially when they've been drinking."

I looked at the yard full of girls and asked, "So all these girls are either prisoners or employees?"

She said, "Most are.  I only know of a couple who didn't volunteer because of the money.  Quinn, the one with the bright orange hair by the plum tree.  She chose to be here instead of facing jail.  She was caught trying to steal a car. She's only been here for a couple of months. Let's see,

Patty has brown hair and is sitting against the far wall with the two blonds.  She chose to come here and to be her husband's slave afterwards.  She was having an affair with her gardener and was caught.  She was poor and married into a wealthy family.  She signed a pre-nup and would lose everything if he divorced her.  I've heard rumors about a couple of others, but I don't remember who.

Some girls started as Packgirls and are now slaves, I’m one. I decided being a slave to a man was better than being taken by random people who chose you. I don't get paid money anymore.  For me the pack is daycare and fitness spa while my master is working his job.  At night he takes me home while the rest of you stay in the kennels or with a guest."

"What happens to slaves who get too old or infirm to go on a hunt?"

"Same as for slaves who decide to leave. Manumission. Their slavery is revoked.  They are freed.  They become employees again or they can retire.  Off on the other side of the estate, outside this fence, there is a retirement home.  All the employees are entitled to free care if and when they want it. When your year's up you'll get a tour before you decide if you want to be a slave.  I had mine last week."

"You mean even slaves can leave"

"Yep.  Even when you're a slave, you can decide to leave whenever you want.  You're an employee now.  You are getting paid.  I'm a slave. I don't earn money.  What I get is retirement credit. If I stay for twenty years I can retire and I'll get a pension worth $100K a year in today's money adjusted for inflation."

I thought it over. "So, a nice retirement, living here, room and board and exercise are what you're getting for being a sex toy for everyone."

""Yeah," she said, "You'll get more and better sex here than you ever imagined.  It’s a good deal for someone like me who'd be bored to tears and depressed all the time if I had to tend to two whining kids and spend all my time driving them to activities.  I'm excited and active all the time here."

Boy, I had a lot to sift through.  I had always heard of the terrors and cruelty of slavery.  This was pretty benign. 

Emily asked, “You’ve never done puppy play before have you?”

“No. Never heard of it.”

“Then you need some help. Wait here and get on your hands and knees.” She sprang up on hands and feet and trotted to a group of four girls under a shade tree. She spoke to them briefly. Then turned to face me and knelt, watching.

The girls got up on their hands and feet and trotted toward me. The girls were of various shades of white, from a pale freckled redhead to a Mediterranean type with a mass of dark, wavy hair. All were young, fit, and attractive and all were attired as Emily and herself. At least the farm seemed to take good care of their girls. Angela could not help staring at their swaying bobbing breasts, admiring how their posture accentuated their weight and mobility.

I stayed where Emily had put me and watched the girls approach. They circled slowly around me, looking me over curiously.

“Brand new. Clumsy,” the first said.

“Pretty but unshaven,” said the second.

They peered at my nametag,

“Angela. She’s the new number eight. How did you get here?” a blonde with pale skin and plump, pink nipples said. He nametag read Lynn and her number was twelve.

“In a car,” I answered jokingly.

“I mean, did you volunteer or were you bad?”

“You don’t have to say unless you want to,” another girl said quickly.

Angela didn’t want to admit she was sentenced here, so she just said, “It looks like we’re all equal here, however we got here.”

Angela saw several of the girls smile secretively as if they knew better but one of them, the dark complexioned one, Heather, by her tag, said, “Mostly.”

“What are you not saying?” Angela demanded.

The pale blonde responded, “Only that some are more equal than others. Emily is our leader.”

She seemed like a friendly enough leader. As I was framing a comment, I felt something soft brush my bottom and a nose nuzzle into the crack of my buttocks. I jumped and twisted around glared at the surprised blonde who’d sniffed my privates. “Stop that.”

The others laughed and Lynn said, “Monica’s only being friendly. Mr. Cairn likes to see us sniffing each other’s cunts and asses like real bitches. You’ll get used to it. Anyway, we can’t shake hands.”

They all laughed at what was obviously an old joke. Angela joined in. Lynn and another girl pressed up against each other, head to tail and with a lot of rubbing and whining, lifting a leg so each could sniff the other’s crotch with exaggerated snuffles and sighs of delight before they fell on the grass laughing.

Heather advised, “You need to learn to put on a show like that if you want to avoid Mr. Cairn’s whip Besides, it’s a friendly way to greet a bitch. You’ll see. We all smell a little different and it’s sort of fun to see who you can recognize by smell.

Angela was surrounded by a circle of expectant girls and decided a friendly gesture was a good investment and bent forward, raising her bottom as Lynn and Heather sidled up beside her and pressed gently against her, heads to her rear, as the others circled around her.

They closed in around her, a surprising and strangely reassuring sensation. She wasn’t alone ant more. Hair brushed her raised bottom while flutters of warm breath blew across the inner curves of her cheeks and tickled the curls of her bush. Ghostly touches of a nose or cheek skimmed across the soft skin of her inner thighs.

Lynn and Heather were still gently pressed against her side and I realized they were waiting for me to smell them. I looked to both sides and saw the shining metal rods of their tails curving over the rounded hills of their asses, waving above them and plunging possessively into the puckered muscles of their anuses. Like me they were owned.

I inhaled their warm intimate aroma with a little thrill of excitement. They smelled good, but different. Lynn’s aroma had a tang and Heather’s was sweeter.

I heard one of the others say, “She smells spicy.”

I heard Emily speak. She had come over to us  unnoticed while we were getting acquainted. She said, Angela need to learn how we play. All of you go get a toy from the toybox. You too, Angela.”

The girls all turned and headed for the kennels. I followed them, slower, but I got there before they had all had gotten their toys. I saw that each of them had something gripped in their teeth, dog toys, balls, rubber bones, soft sticks, and stuffed toys, as they returned. I looked in the big plastic crate they had surrounded and saw several items were still available. I chose a tennis ball and picked it up in my mouth then trotted back to the group.

Emily had moved next to the trunk of the tree. I joined the semicircle of puppy girls facing Emily.

Emily told me, “The men love watching us play like puppies and we’ve honed our play to the things they like best. They are more discerning than you might expect and they will choose the best girls first. Being chosen is the best way to great sex and better pay.”

Pay? We get pay? “Can you tell me about the pay?”

Emily replied, “Later, Angela. It is complex and I’ll have that discussion with you later. Now pay attention This exercise is all for you.”

She addressed the others. I want each of you to show Angela how you play to a man. Lynn, you first. All of you pretend I’m the man.” She stood up and leaned on the tree. Even she couldn’t stand up unassisted in those boots.

Lynn moved closer to Emily. She had a ball in her mouth She tossed the ball on the ground, dropped to her hands and knees and leapt around it, batting it  around gently with her paws, barking and looking up lovingly at Emily. Several times she  rolled over on her back with the ball clutched in her mouth and waved her paws at Emily. At the end she crawled up close to Emily raised up on her knees and gently lay her paws on Emily’s legs. It was surprisingly erotic to see this young woman playing enticingly to a person, obviously submissive and begging attention.

Emily said, “Good Lynn. Angela, did you see what she did? She kept her attention on me and played with her toy excitedly, obviously wanting me to play, barking to emphasize she was playing the puppy role. Several times she openly begged me to play with her. She smiled continually and kept her tail in motion all the time. Any questions?

I understood so I smiled, barked once, and wagged my tail. I would remember this.

Emily had each girl show me their moves and pointed out their features. They were all good models and all continually kept the basics in play: Smile, excited motion, move the toy, wag, center on the man, bark or whine.

Then it was my turn. I copied the moves I had seen, barking frequently. When I was done, Emily said, “You’ll do. Play in the yard with the girls. Practice running on all fours.”

She loped back to the kennel building and I turned to the girls, “Do you play any games?”

Roger was sitting in the only chair in the room when Emily got back to her office. She nuzzled his leg and he patted her head. Emily whimpered and lay her head in his lap. He stroked her for a while then said, “My Pretty pup. How is the new girl?”

“She is fitting in well, Master. She is pretty and adapted to our ways nicely so far. I don’t think the farm was explained to her. She expected a correctional facility. She asked about pay. Do you want to explain it to her?”

“OK. Did the topic of sex come up?”

“Not really. I mentioned that she would get more sex if she learned to play puppy girl better, but she didn’t ask any more. I don’t think she has been very active sexually, and what she has done is likely only vanilla.”

“Who has she talked the most to?”

“Lynn and Heather, but not very much so far.

Let’s let her play with the girls in the yard for an hour or so, then let’s see how compatible she is with Lynn. Give me your paws.”

Emily put her paws in his lap and he removed them, freeing her hands.

“Take off your boots.”

I removed them, put them on the floor, and lay my paws beside them.

He ordered, “On your back, hold your feet and hands up.”

I obeyed, sure that I was going to enjoy this.

He locked my left bracelet to my left anklet then joined the right ones . He spread my legs wide and ordered me, “Keep them spread.”

I obeyed, with alacrity, “Yes, Master.”

He unzipped his fly and pulled out his erect penis, It was already huge and looked delicious. I wanted to wrap my mouth around it but I wasn’t able to reach it, so I begged, “Master, please may I service you? Please. “

He put a finger through my collar ring, pulled me up to a sitting position, and then closer. putting his cock to my lips. I licked and sucked and felt him grow even larger as I worked to envelop his mighty member. My sex was dripping and oh so ready to receive him. I was vacant, empty, and wet. I needed him in me, but he was filling my mouth! I was poised to swallow his load when he pulled back, lowered me onto my back, and impaled me with his rigid member. It was done so quickly, I squealed in shock and grateful welcome. I clamped down on him with my vaginal muscles. Amplifying the slippery friction of his rhythmic pumping, hurrying my orgasm as much as I could. I longed to hold him, pull him close, keep him in me as long as possible, but it was like trying to hold back an avalanche with my bare hands. I don’t think he noticed my feeble attempt.

He was not moving fast, but rather slow, in a measured cadence. I came in a gigantic orgasm and wondered if he had come with me, it was so big. But no, he kept on, ignoring my frantic cries  of “Hurry” and “Don’t stop.” He knew exactly how to force enormous climaxes from a girl and he wasn’t going to let me distract him. I had barely come off the edge and his relentless thrusts started me back up the mountain. I came again, even bigger. I screamed my submission and then everything went dark. When I was aware again, he was still thrusting and I was almost ready to come again. Suddenly he spasmed in me and I felt the hot sperm flood into me as he grunted with effort. It threw me over the edge again and I screamed with the fury of my spasms, over and over until I once again fainted. I woke to calm euphoria. He was still inside me, his weight holding me motionless and warm and I had relaxed around him. We stayed still in our shared post-coital bliss for a long time.

Finally he raised off me and withdrew from my love canal. My wrists were still locked to my ankles so I couldn’t move. He took hold of my collar and pulled me back to a sitting position. He was on his knees in front of me so I too his cock in my mouth and licked and sucked him clean. He put his member back in his pants and unlocked my wrists and ankles. He stood and I knelt before him, “You give good sport, Emily.”

“Ruff. Thank you, Master.” 

“I want to check out the new girl.”

“I said, “Her name is Angela. I have some of the girls teaching her how to be cute for a man.”

“You’ve taught them well.”

I rubbed up against his leg, “Bark, Thank you, Master.”

I was learning how to play with a ball and thought I was getting the hang of it. Once I realized I was learning how flirt with a man it made sense. The girls and I were engrossed in their play, learning to use the toys cooperatively as foils for out sex when three new pack girls walked among us. One stopped right in front of Me forcing me to stop and overbalance. I, exclaimed, “Hey, watch out,” as I righted herself. The new girl had placed herself squarely in front of me, forcing me to either stop moving or push past her.

She was  lean, hard-muscled and stared me in the eye, aggressive and dominating, with a hard smile, almost a sneer curling her lips. Her face was intense with a strong, straight nose, thick eyebrows and full lips. She said, soft and hard, “Angela, our new number eight. I’m Lola, first girl of the pack. That means I get the best spot in the yard, first pick of treats, any girl I want, and respect.”

She was scary and I didn’t intend to dispute her. Her attitude showed her to be ready for trouble and her body looked ready to rumble. Her shoulders were broad and muscular, with prominent collar bones and bulging pecs, biceps and triceps. Her breasts were heavy and taut with prominent upstanding nipples. She looked like she could wipe the yard with me without raising a sweat. I wasn’t going to fight her, but I was curious, so I asked, foolishly, I guess, “What do you mean, respect?”

“You turn around, put your head down, bum high so all can see, then you turn around, bum high and lick my cunt, thoroughly, until I tell you to stop.”

I was appalled, “You’re joking. No one would do that!”

She hit me, fast and hard, no windup. Her right hand encased in the stiff leather of her paw hit me full on my left breast. The pain was incredible. I collapsed backward and landed hard on my back. She landed on me an instant later and straddled me, pinning my arms to my sides. She batted the sides of my breasts with her paws, sending waves of terrible pain through my helpless body. After a dozen blows she stopped and looked down at me, “I’m first girl.”
“Yes, yes,” I sobbed, “You are first girl. You get whatever you want. I will show respect. Please don’t hit me again.”

“Good. Don’t move.” She got off me, raised one leg and sent a jet of urine over my face and breasts,.

I was humiliated in so many ways, but I didn’t dare move. I saw my nipples had grown and were aching. My belly was hot and trembling. My God. I was aroused by her rough treatment. Suddenly I wanted to lick her cunt.

“Now show me your respect.”

I Rolled to my paws and feet and faced away from Lola. I raised my butt high in the air, put my face on the lawn and waited. After a long, agonizing wait she said, “Go on.”

I turned to face her, careful to keep my head low, brushing the lawn, and my butt high in the air. I crept to her and put my face between her thighs, nose to her pussy and started licking her slit. I immediately tasted her dew and knew she was as excited as me. She said, “Stop,” and I backed away, disappointed, and knew that I was a submissive and that she could have me whenever she wanted. I backed away to a cacophony of yips, barks, and howls from the rest of the pack that had assembled to witness my submission.

Emma, Karma, Joshua, and Emily were standing in the rec room, at a large window. They had all watched Lola explain the facts of the pack to Angela.

Joshua asked, “Well, does anyone think she is not acceptable?”

Emma replied, “She will be good, Master.”

Karma simply said, “No, Master.”

Emily said, “I like her, Master.”




The End of Part Six
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