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Chapter 1 - Beginnings

I was exhausted. Today I had the day off from my job. Part time receptionist. Some job. I had gone on three casting calls. All dead-ends. I thought of myself as an actress, but all my roles had been in porn videos. The pay was OK, but irregular. I let myself into the apartment I shared with Denise. It was empty, lifeless. I glanced at the clock on the wall, only three.  She was still at work. The room was hot and musty. Afternoon sun shone in through the windows and dust motes danced in the air I had stirred. I dropped my purse on the hall table, poured myself a glass of water and sighed. I didn't have the energy to do anything, so I lay down on the couch , just for a moment. I woke, groggy when Denise touched my arm. "Hullo," I slurred.

Denise stood and looked down at me with a blank stare. "You didn't undress or fix dinner,” she said,  accusingly.

"I'm sorry. I was exhausted. I had three casting calls today. I didn't have a chance for lunch," I whined.

"Go get undressed."

I got up and went into the bath. I moved on automatic. This part of my life hadn’t changed for a year. I took off my watch and necklace and put them in the little box I kept all my cheap jewelry in. I dropped my panties in the hamper and went into the bedroom. I stripped off my outer clothes, stockings, and bra and put them away. The sliding doors of the closet were full length mirrors. I watched myself in them as I ran a brush through my hair a couple of times. I slipped on my three-inch mules and posed for the mirror. I went to the gym three times a week had a good body, young, firm, a classic hourglass shape. “I would be a good pin-up model,” I thought.

Nude, I went back into the living room. I felt the air on my skin as I walked. It felt good, clean, but somehow unsettling. I knew I didn’t want to be free. Not this free anyway.  I felt too light, like I would dissolve and slip into the realm of ghosts, never to feel real again, to float away and never come to earth again. I felt like I was about to lose myself into the air. It was crazy. I was in my apartment with solid walls around me and my friend, my protector, in front of me. Denise stood up and went to the hall table. I followed her as she opened the drawer and took out the red leather bands and the gleaming, silver bracelets.

The first morning after being cuffed I found they had left very noticeable red marks on my wrists, forcing me to wear long sleeves on a hot Southern California work day. That had to be fixed, but I had no control over when Denise would make me wear them. The leather bands were my idea.

She handed me one of the leather bands. I had made them myself from a red leather belt I picked up at a thrift shop for a dollar.  I cut off two pieces just long enough to wrap snugly around my wrists with no overlap. Then I soaked them in hot water until they were limp. I wrapped one around each wrist and held them in place with rubber bands while they dried. It took several hours, but when I took off the rubber bands, the leather was shaped to fit around my wrists. I had made leather bracelets to protect my wrists from the marks the cuffs would leave by themselves. My first crafts project since sixth grade! I was inordinately proud of my creativity in bondage.

I slipped the red leather around my right wrist and held it out to Denise. She fitted a steel cuff around the leather and ratcheted it closed, slowly, tightening it one notch past snug and double locked it. She handed me the next leather band and I fitted it around my wrist. She closed the other steel cuff, just as tight as the first.  “Thank you, mistress for cuffing me.”

“My pleasure, Emily.”

I looked at my chained wrists and wondered what it was about me that made me feel better wearing them. I knew Denise sometimes liked them too. But I think they were just erotic toys for her, making her feel defenseless and increasing her sensuality. For me, they felt like home, like they belonged on me, like I was a natural submissive, a true slave. I wonder if many women felt like me? I loved Denise and loved being her sub, but I wanted a man, a real master. It felt like I was just waiting for one to find me.  I knew I’d have to expose myself to the world for a master to find me, but I wasn’t brave enough or desperate enough for that yet. I’d just enjoy having a mistress until I could find the courage to seek a master.

I felt better now that I was dressed for home. They were solid on my wrists and held me firmly in the world. It felt normal. I really was a submissive. I knew Denise would punish me. It would hurt at first, but usually the pain morphed into arousal and I needed that.

"Now fix dinner," she ordered.

I fixed a simple tuna salad and sliced orange for dinner. I set her place at the table and went to the door to the living room. Denise was sitting on the couch reading a newspaper. "Dinner is served, Denise." She came to the table and changed my cuffs, so my hands were behind my back. I knelt beside her and hoped she would not be so upset she didn't feed me.

After a few bites, she said, "Tastes good, Emily. Be ready next time." She held a fork full of salad to my lips.

Yes, Mistress. I'm sorry." I opened my mouth wide and she inserted the fork. I closed my lips as she pulled the fork out. It was good. I made the dressing with lemon balsamic vinegar and truffle olive oil. Some of our favorites. It was hard chopping the carrots and radishes wearing my cuffs. But I'm glad I added them.

"OK, she said. It’s over. Punishment after dinner. Now tell me about the casting calls."

"I think I won't get a part. They wanted more athletic types. There was a lot of running involved and they all thought my boobs were too big. I think they were all casting Big Doll House meets Jason Bourne.

Denise finished eating and I got a reasonable part. I put the dishes in the washer. She left my hands locked behind me. I could do everything except cook and get dressed with my hands behind me. I had worn them ever since I moved in with Denise.

Denise sounded sad, "That's too bad. We're getting low on funds and the rent’s due. We both better look harder for a job. I'll take almost anything at this point. Punishment time. Go get my hairbrush. You'll get ten."

"Oh, Mistress, not that. It hurts so bad. I scream every time you paddle me with it. Couldn't you just use your hand?" I complained so she would go longer. I knew the pain would be harsh at first, but it would make me hot and if it kept up long enough, I would orgasm. She knew it too. This was one of the most frequent games we play.

"Complaining gets you double. Get your gag too."

I went into the bedroom, struggled the drawer open and got my big, red ballgag. I got her hairbrush from the bath. I made a show of trudging back to Denise. She was still sitting in her dining chair.

"Kneel here," she said, pointing to her feet. She strapped the gag in place, "Across my lap."

I stood and lay my body across her legs. She held her brush in her right hand and used her left hand to hold my cuffs and press me down into her. I could kick, but I was otherwise helpless.

I tried not to scream when the first scalding blow landed on my bare ass. I succeeded and felt a moment of triumph. But it was short lived as the second smacked into my other cheek. My muffled scream shouted my subjugation into the room. My ass was on fire and getting hotter with every stroke of the brush, but soon it faded into a warm glow all through my belly and I felt the first twinges in my loins as I started getting aroused. She wasn’t even halfway through and I felt the trickle of fiery love juices entering my vagina. I tried to hold still, not be too obvious, but my belly and cunt were spasming too fiercely to be still. Suddenly, the first contraction of my orgasm burst over me, making me jump on her lap.

“You’re a hot slut, Emily. Don’t soil my skirt.”

There wasn’t anything I could do about that, and she knew it. She was the one with all the control

By the time she was done, I was still limp from my orgasm and my ass was hot pink. We both knew I would disobey her again. We both enjoyed the consequences. I expected her to let me up, but she held me in place and I felt her fingers on my slippery cunt.  She stroked up and down, making me tremble with arousal. She pushed me into high arousal and stopped, leaving me wanting more, almost at the point of orgasm. She knew just what she was doing. I moaned in anguish. I needed to come so badly. I wiggled my ass in hopes I could tease her into just a few more strokes of her magic fingers.

Her next touch was a surprise. Something hard and warm slid into my hungry pussy, it slid in and out like a tiny penis, but smaller, yet too big for a finger. I recognized it at last, the handle of the hairbrush. I didn’t care what she fucked me with. It felt wonderful and I wanted her to take me to orgasm with it. But no, she pulled it out and shoved it gently, but firmly into my anus. I squealed. I had never done anal sex before and it was uncomfortably new. She wiggled it around gently in me and slid it in until the bristles tickled my bottom. She rotated it a couple of times and said, “That looks erotic and humiliating, Emily. I love it. I think you should wear it all the time. Wiggle your ass. I want to see your tail move.”

I didn’t move. I didn’t want that thing bobbing around as I moved. I felt her hand slap my tender ass and felt the brush handle bounce around inside me. “Obey me slut, or I can find something worse to shove up your ass.” I moaned into my gag and shook my ass. I could do nothing else. I needed her to finish my orgasm. I was so needy, so horny, I would do anything to reach orgasm.

“Good, keep going.”

Thankfully, I felt her slip her thumb into my pussy and grasp my clit between her thumb and forefinger. She squeezed, and the erotic pain and my helplessness sent me over the edge into a stupendous orgasm. I bucked and moaned. I screamed into my gag and finally came back to my senses. She still held me over her knees as I regained some sense of where I was.

When she let me up my eyes were wet, and I was chewing on my gag. I loved her so much. When she removed the ball from my mouth, I kissed her feet, fervently. I cleaned her shoes with my tongue. I made long slow licks on both sides of both shoes. It was only while I was subjugating myself that I realized her hairbrush was still up my ass. I could feel it with my cuffed hands, but I was afraid to touch it without orders.

I had started back on the first shoe when she said, "Emily, did your spanking teach you anything?"

"Yes, Denise. I was lazy and did not obey your instructions. I will try to improve." She knew that was a fib, but it was part of our ritual.

"Did you learn what you are, Emily?"

"Yes, Mistress. I know you are my mistress and I am your slave. I learned I must obey your commands. I failed, and I deserved to be punished. Thank you for correcting me. I will do better." That part was all true.

"All right. Your punishment is done. Go to the bathroom, wash my hairbrush and put it away."

"Yes, Mistress."


Chapter 2 - Master

My name is John. There's more than that, but I don't want anyone reading this to know the rest. I value my privacy. I'm seventy years old.  I'm in good health and well educated.  Though I doubt any women I meet would be interested in me.  I have three grown children and two grandchildren.  I also have two senior cats and a teenage dog.  My wife left me for a younger man five years ago.  I'm still in the good graces of my children although they seem to prefer their mother to me.  Oh well.

They say old age is fifteen years older than you are.  I exercise every morning and go to the gym twice a week.  I buy five dollars in lottery tickets every week.  I rarely win, and if I do its never even five dollars.  I know the odds are bad.  I was an engineer before I retired.  But you can't win if you don't play and I never spend more than I can afford.  Besides, I have a good pension and social security and I put a lot in my IRA.  What else would I spend it on?

The life many people dream of, right?  I am a type A personality so I'm often bored.  I volunteered at few local charities and looked for willing women.  I found a few who wanted to play.  Never had to pay for it. 

Six months ago, I got online and checked my lottery tickets.  I always bought one state lottery ticket, one two-dollar mega millions and A two-dollar power ball.  I couldn't believe my eyes.  I had a winning power ball ticket.  I must have checked it ten times. It was the only winning ticket. The purse was almost three hundred and fifty million dollars.  Oh, my.  Now what do I do. I only get about half if I take it in cash. I'm seventy. I want instant gratification. Uncle Sugar takes almost thirty five percent .  A little mental math revealed I was going to take home about one hundred million dollars. Oh shit.

I felt an overwhelming urge to rush out and cash in the ticket.  Then caution kicked in.  If anyone knew I had won a fortune, they would be all over me like flies on honey.  I knew that lottery winners in my state were considered public records.  And the newspapers would tell everyone where I lived.  But this was power ball and it was played in all the states.  I wondered if there were any where it was considered private?  A quick search on the internet showed several such.  I bought a ticket and was in Wichita the next afternoon and put my winnings into my brokerage account.  I was home that night with no one the wiser and all my winnings went into several index funds.

I felt pretty good about myself.  I was rich beyond reason and no one knew about it.  I didn't have a girlfriend or wife; my children didn't live close.  I thought about going out to celebrate, but decided I wasn't stable enough yet for that.  I turned on my computer and browsed a few porn sites.  I had never signed up or paid for one, just lurked and watched the trailers.  I found one where a guy who looked about my age was riveting a collar and heavy shackles on to a pretty young woman.  The implacability of the rivets and the heavy steel bands caught my fancy.   

I have always harbored secret fantasies of owning a slave girl.  Of course, they were just fantasies that were not PC.  As I watched the trailer, I thought, hell, I'm retired. I have the money, so I paid for the whole movie.  It lasted about an hour and wasn't well done.  The setting was a big old barn in good condition.  There was no sign of why the woman was there and she made no attempt to escape.  Also, there was no end.  It just stopped.  Oh, I enjoyed it, because the woman wore chains and pretty. I was hard all through it.

When it was over, I did a little more internet research.  Bondage modeling paid well for having no skills, but they weren't going to get rich.  It looked to me like I could hire one of them without too much trouble or cost.  But if I was going to keep one around, I would need a better place to live with more privacy.  No problem. I started a realtor looking. My requirements were simple and his dream. Many acres, lots of privacy, mansion with a big basement, close to the city, up to ten million.

I spent many hours considering my desire and my plan. I could find any number of beautiful women to show off. I was wealthy. I could hire ten escorts a night if I wanted. I am a quiet, studious type of overachiever. I didn't go to nightclubs or bars. I had slight personal knowledge of women. I had had one wife and I got too boring for her. How should I behave? Tough question.

I knew I wanted to have female companionship. I knew I wanted her to obey me without question. I loved the concept of owning a slave girl. I had enough money to provide a rich environment for as many slave girls as I could find. The catch was, I'm a good guy. The essence of a deal is that everyone gets what they want. I had money. Lots of money. I don't want a girl who doesn't want me. So how do I find such a girl. One who wants to be a slave to a guy she doesn't know already. I was not going to use my money to hurt anyone. I needed to keep my self-respect.  I would not coerce or force anyone. I would ensure that any girl I enticed into my slavery would find themselves better off when done. And happy while doing it. Or I would drop the whole project.

I decided to approach the problem by finding a pretty, submissive girl who has not found what she wants. I thought, run an ad. Put it where an unfulfilled submissive might look. Heck run it where lots of women look. By all the porn on the internet lots of women were into this. It did not matter how many uninterested women saw it. Any girl I chose would never have to work again.

I also wanted an exhibitionist. I want to show selected people that I had a beautiful, sexy slave girl. I figured this was way more envy inducing than a private jet.

Now I have an almost new house on eighty acres only ten miles out of the city.  It has  five bedrooms, seven baths, a guest house, a four-car garage, a shop, and a full basement.  Money does solve some problems.  I had hired a butler, an actual butler, a cook, three security men, a gardener, a forester and a driver. I also retained a law firm and rented an office downtown with a phony name on the door.  I paid well above market and got good people.  My total annual employee expenses were only a fraction of my earnings.   So, I was on my way to hiring my next employee, my sex slave.

After a little thought, I had high quality cameras installed in most rooms of the house. Some hidden, some not. They would record when they sensed motion. I had a large fortified room built in the basement to be my recording control room. I had it set up a company that specialized in video production. I had the idea that there would be a market for videos showing the day-to-day life of a sex slave. Sort of a porn version of the Truman Show. I fantasized about getting two girls but decided I would test my processes on just one. I could always add another one later.

I worried about security. This was no rich man's island. I was only ten miles from a large city. I bought this place and dropped lots of records. Anyone with a criminal intent might see this place and me as a soft target. So, I hardened up a bit. I hired retired Senior Master Chief Sam Jones from Seal Team Six to head my security detail. We walked the whole seventy-eight acres.  We mapped every ingress and egress route.  We pinpointed every observation point and every hiding point.  We found every place an intruder might hide.  Then I had the chief find a contractor with former military or police experience.

They "landscaped."  The chief eliminated the best hiding places and buried miles of power and sensor cables. I converted a garage into a security center.  It tracked the hundreds of sensors and starlight cameras they installed. I had three independent standby generators installed, located far away from each other.  Any one of which could power the whole place. I turned both roads into the place into a choke point by careful landscaping. I had ditches, ponds, and large boulders with lots of shrubs and trees added. The contractor felled and positioned trees, so no motorcycle could get through my forest. Anyone going into or out of the place in a vehicle was going to have to use one of those roads.  Finally, I installed hydraulic vehicle barriers at the entrances.

It took several million dollars and three months of sixteen-hour days.  Chief Jones said he was satisfied. He told me he needed to hire more security staff. We agreed on a force of twelve. Four on duty always and I built nice housing for them on the estate.

My new butler, Harold, got the job of finding her.  I made clear that this was to be completely legal.  The girl I wanted would have a binding contract and be well paid.  A little more research and it looked like a good bondage model would get less than fifty thousand a year.  So, I thought I would try an ad like this.

"Attention experienced actress or bondage model. Exciting new production. Top rates. Must commit to one year on set. Full immersion opportunity."

What the applicants would learn: Come be a sex slave.  You will always be under tight control.  I will pay you twenty percent more than you made last year.  The job is all day, every day for one year.  You can leave anytime you want.  If you stay the full year I will give you a bonus of two hundred thousand, all expenses paid.    No damage will occur to you except a little soreness.  You will usually be naked.  I may display you to others.

My lawyer and I worked out all the permission forms for them to sign. I  arranged a payment plan that guaranteed their funds if anything happened to me. I planned to record her every action, both for my protection and, who knows, I might like to be a pornographer. I understand that's where the real money is. I didn't need the money, but I would deposit artist's royalties into her account.

Then I told Harold what I wanted.  An experienced bondage model.  Pretty with no attachments.  I let him work out a search plan and awaited results.  

The part I had trouble with was how to interact with my 'employee?' I had lived with a woman in a vanilla marriage. We had raised two boys. I realized my libido was overreaching now that I could have almost anything I wanted. I had realized young that I loved the vision of a helpless slave girl who obeyed my every command. This wasn't a normal reality. It was the subject of a lot of cheap fiction.  But I didn't know if any women existed who would consent to the kind of life I was arranging. My real hope was to find a woman whose greed exceeded her fear.

I suppose my personality is my biggest fear. I never want to misplace anything that I own. I put my name on every tool and item of equipment. I want to whip a woman. To watch the marks of my whip turn red and swell. I want to mark a woman as mine. I want to own her outright. I want her to publicly acknowledge she is my property. I want everyone who sees her to see proof of my ownership. I want to mark her. I read 'Story of O' and I identified with Sir Stephan. I wanted to own a woman so thoroughly I could brand her with my initials. Yet, I was kind to animals and small dogs. I did not want to hurt her. I did not have an answer, except to find a woman to play with and see what happened.

***

I was paging through the Stranger and read reviews of some movies and grunge groups. I was scanning the personals and one caught my eye. It had a drawing of handcuffs on top. " Submissive girls wanted for 24/7 employment. One year guaranteed. Full benefits. High pay. All expenses. Total submission required. Successful candidate will be kept on a short tether. Excellent facilities. High pay. Only beautiful, experienced girls should apply. Call 206-555-1212." I read it, and re read it. I wonder what 'high pay' meant. I felt my belly tremble. I was getting excited.

Denise had gone to the store. I looked at the handcuffs on my wrists. Denise had put them on me before she left. I wore nothing else. Since I had moved in with her, this was my norm. When I came home I had to strip and wait for her. She always put the cuffs on me when she got home. On weekends I wore them all day behind my back. She cuffed my hands behind me for sleeping and sex.

We decided together that I did not need anything but the cuffs. I liked it. We had a real discussion about our roles when I moved in. I knew I was submissive, and I wanted to go deeper, so I wanted to be the sub. Denise wanted to switch. She said she wanted to be fair. I didn't and finally convinced her I would not accept a dom role. It just wasn't in me. She agreed to try it and it has grown on both of us. It was like her hand was on me all the time. I felt secure, safe. I don't think it has to be Denise, but I want someone to take care of me and make all the important decisions. Here and now, this was my whole world. I could shut out everything else. I like my life simple.

This was my perfect job. I worked as a bondage model.  I had sex with strangers, sex in bondage, and the short tether sounded like my home life. What would Denise say? Well, I was here because I wanted to be. I could leave at any time.

I dithered for a long time. Finally, I called the number. A cultured male voice took my information.  We scheduled an interview for tomorrow afternoon. I hoped Denise wouldn't get mad.

Denise surprised me.  She was calm when I told her what I had done. She read the ad and said, "This could be interesting. I think I'll apply too."

"Denise, you're a dom. This would kill you."

"Dom and sub are relative, Emily. For an opportunity like this, I'm sub enough."

I coaxed and pleaded, but she ignored me. I heard her make the call. She got an interview tomorrow afternoon too. She was right. This could be interesting.


Chapter 3 - First Candidate

Fifteen days.  I was amazed how little time it took for him to find the first two candidates.  I wonder if I offered too much? I called, and Harold told me about them.  They sounded good.  I asked him to get copies of them performing and email them to me tonight.  Then bring them out tomorrow with copies of their previous year's tax returns. Harold sent me the two videos and I reviewed them.  He got back about five pm and we discussed the candidates while eating.  

Denise was blond and twenty-three.  She was slim with good-sized, natural breasts and Harold described her as 'bubbly.' She had worked as a bondage model for two years, never earning more than thirty thousand a year.  She was lively and moaned loud when penetrated.  She showed good form in her blow jobs and she orgasmed quickly when fucked in her pussy.  She also took large cocks up her ass with ease.  She spent most of her time on camera with her arms tied across her back.  She looked like a good candidate from first impressions.

Emily was dark haired, tall, had good breasts and had nice curves.  She looked to be about one hundred and thirty-five pounds and Harold told me she was twenty-five years of age.  She was quieter than Denise but had a great smile.  I bet she was a good kisser.  She had worked as a model for almost four years.  She earned a little over thirty-eight thousand dollars last year. She starred in twenty-two videos.  She was tied in many of her films.   She spent a lot of time in  armbinder, straightjacket, and chains. 

Both girls had agreed to and passed medical checks for STDs.

Harold ran a background check and found they were roommates and he suspected they were lovers. He had no proof, but they had the same address for three years and they had pretended not to know each other. Emily gave him their home address and Denise had asked to be picked up at a coffee shop nearby. He told them to plan on starting immediately if hired. We both saw some interesting possibilities. I told Harold I wanted to interview them at the same time.

In the morning I sent Harold in the limo to pick them up, with Ben, my driver.  

"Do you think he suspects we're lovers?" Denise worried.

I wasn't concerned, "Why should he? We never told him or talked to him together. We've been careful for years. We always use separate PO boxes as our address, we have separate cell phone numbers. Even Rob and Billy don't know, and they're our employers. Don't worry. Even if he knows, why should he care. He's looking for a sex slave. He plans to make whoever he hires do anything he wants."

"Yeah, OK. You're probably right. I've got to get to the shop before he gets here. Bye." Denise snuggled up to Emily and they embraced.

"Careful, don't smear our lipstick." And Denise hurried out the door, overnight bag in hand. I looked at the closed door, missing her already. We had been together for almost three years.  Besides loving each other, we were comfortable. Everything was going well for us. Then this job came along, and our greedy selves just couldn't stay away. I hated my weakness. We both were delighted at the opportunity. But Denise wanted to jump in with both feet and I got cold feet. I balked and tried to talk her out of it. She could always control me.

On the set, she was always the one tied up. At home, she was the dominant. I had to take off my clothes when I came in the door. If she wasn't there I had to wait for her kneeling by the door. If she was home, I had to go to her and kneel. She made me do the cleaning and cooking with my hands cuffed in front. I had a transparent plastic apron she let me wear when cooking. I was not allowed to use the furniture unless she said so. I always set one place at the table. After serving the meal I asked her "Please do my hands, Mistress" and when she unlocked one cuff, put them behind me for re-cuffing. I always knelt beside her when she ate and she fed me.

I looked at the handcuffs laying on the table where she dropped them this morning. I always slept in them. They brought back memories of when I first wore them. We had been living together for a few months and Denise and I both learned how much I enjoyed restraints. Especially when making love. She decided I needed to start wearing handcuffs.  I agreed but said," Mistress, I don't know where to get any."

She just said, "get your coat and we'll go find some." I felt vulnerable going out in public with just a coat and shoes, but Denise insisted it was OK. We only went a few blocks when she turned into a pawn shop. We found boxes of handcuffs displayed in a case. Denise asked the clerk to see some. He got out three different kinds and put them on top of the case. Denise picked up each one, worked its action. Finally, she took her selection and told me "Turn around and put your hands behind your back."

I just stared at her and she looked sternly at me. "But, in public!"

Denise smiled and said, "There are only strangers. Why do you care what they think? Turn around."

I turned and put my hands behind me. I always remember that sound and the feel as the steel grasped my wrists in their unbreakable grip. I was so embarrassed. I wanted to die. Nothing happened.  No one except the grinning clerk seemed to notice. I walked home with Denise grasping my cuffed wrists and no one seemed to notice. I wore handcuffs on a public street and no one noticed!

Now I wore them all the time. They were a part of me. I wanted to stick them in my bag. Then I realized, if hired, I would likely be wearing something more than a pair of handcuffs. It was time. I got my bag and went down to the street. A man in an expensive suit who introduced himself as “Harold” was waiting for me. He had a large black limousine with a driver. I felt like a rock star. Maybe a porn star was more realistic.

They arrived about ten o'clock.  Harold brought them to the office and introduced me as 'Master John'.  I sat behind my desk , Harold stood to the side.   The two ladies sat in upholstered chairs facing the desk.  There was a largish oak table between the chairs.  Harold offered them coffee or water and they both accepted water.

"Denise and Emily, welcome to my home.  You are here to interview for a one-year position.  I understand Harold has explained the duties and perquisites of this position?"

I spoke first, "Yes, sir."

Denise gushed, "Oh yes, sir. He told me all about the job."

"All right, Emily, would you tell me what you understand about this position?"

She replied, "Sir, Harold told me you want to make a new kind of bondage video involving sex and slaves. We are to play the roles of the slave girls. It will be a continuous video that viewers will subscribe to on a monthly basis. You want to show every detail of a real life slave's life.

"All correct, except I want to emphasize that You will become real, actual slave girls for that year. You will be punished for breaking the rules. You will have all kinds of sex with men and women. You will obey every command. You can make only one decision. You can decide to leave at any time." What else did you understand from Harold?"

Emily said, "  I think you expect me to be your sex toy.  I think he said I would be naked, and you would have me pierced."

"OK, that's right.  If we agree you get this position, you will receive a monthly salary of fifty thousand dollars. Ten percent of net, and a performance bonus of two hundred thousand dollars if you stay the full year. Understand?"

"Yes," said Emily

"Do you also understand that you will wear chains and be ringed.  You will be whipped for punishment, and I may display you to people? You will be filmed anytime by hidden cameras? There are many hidden cameras here and I will put videos of you on the internet?"

"Yes, sir."

"Also, I hope it is clear that no damage may come to you and you are free to leave anytime you want.  If you do leave before the year is up, you will receive your earned salary and percentage of net. But you lose the performance bonus.

"Yes, sir." 

"I may hire one of you.  If I hire you, all your holes, and your body are mine as long as you stay. This means you will be whipped if you fail to obey or break a rule.  Clear?"

"Yes, sir, I said, again.

"Do you accept these conditions, and do you still wish the job, Emily?" 

"Yes, sir."

"Why?"

I knew he would ask me this.  I had been asking myself what I would say, since meeting Harold.  "Sir, I have had submissive dreams for as long as I can remember, even as a little girl.  I always wanted to be the captive princess.  That's the reason I started working as a bondage model.  You are offering a lot of money for a girl to do exactly what I have dreamed of, all my life."

John watched Emily's face. He expected to see many emotions, but there was one, in particular, he wanted to see. Her face showed, fear, concern, and excitement. Finally, he saw what he wanted - eagerness.

"Emily, you know that if I select you, you will be ruined for a normal life."

I know. "I think I am already ruined for a normal life, sir."  I thought about my life with Denise and wondered.  If I was not hired and she was, what would I do?  I think she would be OK, but I would be lost without her control and direction.  "I want to be your slave, Master." 

"Good.  Take off your clothes, lay them on the table and kneel in front of your chair, Emily."

I was relieved to receive an order instead of more questions.  Under the intense gaze of Master John, I found it hard to think.  Obeying was so much easier.  I didn't give a thought to nudity.  I spend most of the day naked for my video work.  It felt natural to kneel naked before Master John.  He was imposing.  He was not huge, but trim and well built.  He must have been in his early fifties.  His hair was gray.  He had a strong jaw, and his eyes were a piercing gray.  I thought he could see right through me.  I had to be careful and truthful with him.  He looked capable of anger though  cultured and courteous so far.

I stripped and knelt as ordered and lowered my eyes to the floor.

Faint red marks showed on her wrists.  She had worn handcuffs recently. "Emily, you should know yourself well by now.  Are you a natural submissive?"

"Yes, sir, I am."  How did he know.  

"I know you and Denise are living together.  Is she your Dom?"

Oh my God.  My face was hot. I was blushing.  So was Denise. He does know.  How?  We were so careful. I stammered, "N-N-No, sir.  We just s-share a room, sir."

I ignored her protests. "How often are you cuffed?"

I gave up. "Every night, sir, and often during the day."

"What about clothing.  What are your rules?"

"I am naked at home, sir, normal outside."

"What else?"

"I do all the cooking and cleaning at home, sir.  That's all."

"That's all, right.  Do you make love? Does she eat you or just the other way?"

My blush flamed bright red. I have never talked about sex like this before. It was such an impersonal way to address such a personal subject. It was like we were discussing our choice in shoes. "We do each other, sir."

"All right.  If I hire you, Emily, I will punish you for trying to deceive me."

"Yes, sir."  I guess I deserved it.

Master John turned to Denise. "Denise, do you understand and agree to all these conditions.    And do you want the job?"

"Oh, yes, sir," said Denise.

"I have seen some of your videos.  You are always a submissive in them.  Have you ever played the dominant, like at home?"

"No, sir.  I am always cast as a submissive.  I think because I am shorter than the other girls."

"In this job, you will always be submissive.  Will that bother you?"

"I don't think so sir.  I have wanted to play that role many times.  I know I have always wanted to be a sub. I just ask myself, what do I want and then do it."

"Denise, here, I want my slave to be submissive, not just play a role.  Are you a true submissive? Can you be yourself and submissive?  Will you obey every command? Look for ways to flaunt your subjugation?  Climax just because you are so aroused by subjugation?"

"Master John, I am Emily's dom at home. You know we are lovers. You looked for girls with no attachments and we lied to you. We could use the money and did not think either of us would want or get the job after you met us. I find myself now wanting this job. I want to be your slave. You make me hot. As hot as Emily does. You are everything I have always wanted in a master."

"Yet you were a dominant. How can you reconcile the two?"

"Master, I, too, have known for a long time that a vanilla relationship is not for me. I, like Emily, always dreamed of being submissive. It was just that Emily was even more so. I just treated her as I wanted to be. I believe I, too, am a true submissive. I will be a good slave for you master. Please take me."

John saw the same eagerness in Denise. He said, "Denise, take off your clothes and kneel in front of your chair."

While Denise was undressing, Master John said, "I find this situation strange. I expected to have to sort through many girls to find a true submissive.  The first two I interview claim to be submissive.   Girls, if it turns out you have not been truthful then I can fire you. I don't mind if you are just learning, but I won't tolerate disobedience, or sulkiness. I believe you, but I will be watching you.

Harold, you outdid yourself. Put yourself down for a bonus."

"Yes, sir," said Harold.

"Can I assume if I hire one of you, the other will have a hard time?"

"Yes, sir," we both said.

"Did you plan this outcome?"

"No, sir, said Denise.  I guess we didn't think it through.  It just seemed to be ideal for each of us.  We didn't talk about afterwards. I'm sorry."

"OK, if you both want the job, I will hire both of you. Same terms. If you want the job, go with Harold. Do either of you have any questions," I asked?

Emily said, "Sir, will we be able to phone our family or use a computer to communicate?"

"Yes, I will let you use a computer for fifteen minutes a week. Supervised. All right?"

Denise nodded her head.

"Girls, one of the rules you will have to learn is that you must make a verbal response unless gagged.  From now on you will address any man as 'Master' and any free woman as 'Mistress. You must both become true slaves. You may think this is a game of dress up. You will live a slave's life. Your opinion and desires are now meaningless to everyone, soon even to yourselves. I will cause things to be done to you without asking your permission. You will receive pain if you break a rule or disobey. Your only duty is obedience. Is this clear?"

Both girls, said, "Yes, Master," in unison.

Harold will take you to another room and have you sign some papers.  These will formalize our agreement and allow him to take care of your rooms, cars, etc." Harold led them out.

I called Ben, the driver, on his cell phone and said, "They are both on board. Harold will bring them to you in the shop as soon as he finishes the paperwork.  Would you go get Melody and Stan and tell them that both girls agreed. We will be ready for them by the time you get back.'

Melody did the piercings at a tattoo and Piercing parlor.  Stan was a jeweler and metal artist I had learned about online.  By tonight the girls would wear chains and have rings in several strategic locations.  

I wandered into the kitchen and told the cook, Marie, we would have two more for dinner tonight.  Make enough food,  but don't set a place for them.

Harold led the two naked girls into a room that had a waist high counter and a couple of chairs.  There were two imposing piles of paper on the counter.   We have quite a lot to go through.  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 they finished signing he took the forms and started two new piles.  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 or distribute any recordings with you in them. You get ten percent of net should any make money. 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 play the role of a slave and to accept corporal punishment for breaking the rules ..."

"Now," he said, "these are your employment contracts.  read and sign each page."   This went on for some time. 

The paperwork was finally done, and copies made.  Harold brought the two naked females back to my office.

"Welcome to your new home. Harold will get rid of your apartment and store your goods, sell your cars, etc. Now we must get you ready.  Harold will cuff you now.  Then he will take you to have your permanent restraints and rings put on you."

Harold brought over a box and set it on the table.  He did Denise first.  He put  shackles on her ankles and a belly chain around her waist.   Then handcuffed her hands in front and locked them to the belly chain.  Then he did the same to Emily.  Both girls looked relaxed, as though this was a daily ritual.  After both girls were secure, he buckled a leather collar around their necks.   He clipped leashes to both collars and said, "Kneel in front of your chair." 

They knelt and I looked at their face.  Both looked calm and both had faint smiles.  I said, "Tell me what you feel now, Emily, you first."

Emily's smile grew larger. She said, "Master, I feel content, happy to be here and a little apprehensive. I want to please you, but I'm not sure how to do that yet."

I smiled too, and said, "I find that interesting.  You are a  pretty young woman, kneeling, naked, chained in front of two men you have just met.  Aren't you afraid of what we might do to you?"

Emily's smile changed to an impish grin and she replied, "Master, I've played this role a dozen times.  Denise keeps me cuffed most of the time at home, so this feels normal. I love it every time.  You have me right where I want you.  I was born submissive and I know it.  I look for these roles.  Now you're going to let me star in it every day for a whole year.  This is heaven to me.  And you pay well."

"Denise, Emily wears the cuffs at home. This must feel unusual for you, yet you look calm too. Why is that?"

"Master," Denise said, "I told you I am a natural submissive. I just haven't had a chance to be that way at home. I feel comfortable and safe with you. I may be foolish, but I am content to let you run things."

"OK. That's good news. Go with Harold and get equipped for your new life."

After they left I called Ronnie and told him to make sure the cameras were all working. "Harold is taking the girls to meet Stan and Melody. Watch those cameras. I want to see a copy tomorrow. "


Chapter 4 - New Hires

Harold picked up the leashes again and said, "Please follow me."  He led them out of the house and to a building  about two hundred feet away.  There were several cars and a pickup parked beside it.  He led them into a door on the long side.  There were several people waiting inside.  They recognized the driver, Ben, but not the man or woman. Harold handed Denise' leash to the woman and said, why don't you start with Denise. Stan can take care of Emily then you can switch.  Harold and Ben left.

The woman took Denise to what looked like a barber's chair and had her sit there.  Stan took Emily to a workbench loaded with boxes and tools.  He had her sit on a tall stool.

The woman said to Denise, "Honey, I'm Melody.  I'm going to do your piercings and put your rings in.  You can't be moving around, or I might make a mistake.

Melody was young, just a year or two older than Denise. She had a slim build, red hair and nice breasts. She looked friendly.

She walked behind the chair and I felt a leather strap buckled around my upper left arm.  Then the right.  Then the straps tightened, and my arms were pulled back hard.  I was now attached to the chair.  Melody then used another strap to bind my head to the chair.  Finally, I felt her putting more straps around my thighs.  She pulled until my knees were spread as wide apart as my shackles allowed.

I asked, "Melody. Is this going to hurt?"

"A little.  I do it every day to girls who want exotic piercings.  Some of them yell a little, but it’s over quickly. I'm going to do your nipples first, so I need to get them to stand up." 

I was pleased to get nipple rings. I had wanted them since I first saw them on another model. They looked so erotic I almost wet myself then. I had hinted to Denise I would like some.   She was worried about the expense.  Now my employer / master was paying for them. I was sure they would be nice ones.

She put a hand on each of my breasts and started rubbing my nipples.  It felt pretty good, then she said, "My, that was quick." 

She painted an orange liquid on both nipples then she pushed a big needle through my left nipple.  It hurt a little, but not near as bad as I expected.  She picked up a big ring from a tray and used it to push the needle back out and then the ring was the only thing in my nipple.  It was open, and she used a large pair of pliers to squeeze it shut.  I heard a sharp click as it closed.  Now it was a solid gold ring.  In my nipple. Heavy.

She did the same for my right nipple.  Then she put a pair of rings in my labia lips.  One in the left and one in the right.  They looked identical to my nipple rings.  The labia didn't hurt at all. I wanted to see them. I thought she was done and all I had seen were glimpses around Melody's hands.

Then Melody told me, "just one more to do.  This one is a little different because I'm going to put  a grommet in first."

"A grommet, what's that for?"  I had never heard that word before."

"It lines the hole where the ring goes.  Makes it stronger and the ring won't bind on your skin."

"OK, but where else can you put it?"

"In your nose, honey.  It will look great there."

I was not happy about having a ring in my nose.  I know it was becoming more popular.  I had even seen ads for nose jewelry from big name designers. Still, I felt uncomfortable.  "Melody do you have to put it there?"

"Honey, that's where I was told to put it.  If you don't want it, I was told to ask you if you want out?"

"Oh, No.  I don't want out.  I guess it will be OK."

"Good," Melody said, and brushed some of the orange liquid inside my nose with a q-tip. My nose got numb and she stuck a big metal thing in my face.  Big parts stuck in my nose, then there was a snap sound and pain erupted in my head.  It was much worse than my nipples.  I thought I had been shot.  I screamed, and she pulled the thing away from my face.  I saw my blood on it and felt faint.  I couldn't move. She brushed some more stuff in my nose that stung.  She stuck something else up my nose and moved it around.  Everything she did hurt.  Then I felt pressure squeezing in the middle of my nose.  I felt a click and she took the things out of my nose.  I still felt the pressure.  She inserted another gold ring and squeezed it together with large pliers. Another click.  Then I was left alone with my pain and a heavy ring dangling from my nose.

She released the strap holding my head.  I shook my head and felt the heavy ring swing back and forth like the clapper in a bell.   I wanted to see myself so much.  "Can I use a mirror?"  

John sat in his office on the main floor of the house. There was an array of large screen monitors covering much of the wall in front of his desk. The system could watch any camera on the estate. He had switched the workshop feeds onto four screens. Two showed Emily and two Denise. He was focused on them. He had an enormous erection. He called Harold to come in and watch his first two slaves understand the depth of their helplessness.

"Harold," he said, "I can't wait to get these girls in bed. Look at Denise. Her rings emphasize her submission more than her chains. The mere presence of such large, solid rings shows she is property. She would never choose them for adornment. She must consider herself a slave with those rings. I think the rings were a masterstroke."

"Just a minute Honey.  Let me get these straps lose and you can look in the mirror on the wall to your right."  She took all the straps off me and I sat up.  I felt all the new metal moving in my most sensitive areas.  I stood, shakily.  I was still shackled and all the new movement in my body made me unbalanced. Melody saw my plight and took hold of my upper arm.  She steered me toward the wall.  I let her lead me, grateful for her steadying arm.  Then I saw my reflection in the mirror. It didn't look at all like me.  I knew what I looked like. I was OK, I guess.  But the girl in the mirror was gorgeous. Her rings shone in the light.  Her breasts were high and firm with erect rosy nipples and pierced by those huge gold rings.  She was the most sexy and erotic creature I had ever imagined.  She wore her chains with distinction.  Their graceful lines enhanced rather than shamed.  I watched the creature in the reflection smile.  I realized I was smiling.  I could have stood there the rest of the day, but I was also impatient to go ahead.  

I turned to Melody, "Melody, thank you for giving me these rings. They are beautiful.  Now I need to go on. What's next?"

She took my leash and led me to the other end of the shop where Stan was working on Emily.

I saw Emily standing beside the workbench and focused on her.  She no longer wore the leather collar nor locking handcuffs and leg cuffs like me.  She was smiling at Stan and talking to him.  She had a tall silver collar on her neck with a chain fastening her to the workbench.  Her leg cuffs replaced with silver bands like her collar, joined by a short chain.  Her wrists wore similar bands, but not joined by a chain.  She had a similar silver band tight around her waist. My cuffs looked utilitarian, convenient, temporary. Emily's looked elegant and so permanent. I wished I had had those on her at home.

As we walked up, me clattering.  Stan turned to us and said, "Ah, just in time."  He fastened Emily's hands together and attached them to the rear of her waist band.  He unlocked her tether from the workbench and handed it to Melody. “I’m done and she’s ready for you.”

He took my leash from Emily's hand and said, "Let’s get to work."  He led me close to the workbench and tied my leash to a ring. 

Stan looked at me and said, "Those rings look wonderful on you, Denise.  Sit on that stool and lift your legs up here," pointing to the bench.  He removed my leg cuffs and set them aside, next to what I assumed were Emily's.  He tried a couple of anklets on me until he found a set that fit.  A chain, maybe fourteen inches long, joined them. They were rather elegant in their shining simplicity.  They looked refined and stylish like a Scandinavian designer had made them for me.  

In a short time, Stan had somehow made them secure on my ankles and he had me stand.  They were snug,  implacable, and elegant.  I could see no joint, no lock , no hinge.  They appeared to be a single, continuous band of metal.  They were smooth, shiny, and there was no keyhole. I loved them.  Yes, I could no longer run or kick, but I had not done that for ten years, anyway.  They took nothing from me.  They looked like unusual jewelry, but what they added was subjugation. Anyone who saw me would know I was not free.  Well, I wasn't, for a year, at least.  At best, who knew.

In a little while, Stan had me chained like Emily.  I wore a tall metal collar, and bands around my wrists and belly.  The waist band was tight, like a corset. All the others were just snug. It had a fixed staple in front and back holding steel rings.  There were several more fasteners around its circumference, folded down, into the band.  They could be stood up if our masters wanted to lock something there.  I could detect no hinges, locks, or keyholes in any of my bands.  They looked both elegant and permanent.  Stan was an artist.  Stan locked my wrists to the back of my waist band and unlocked my tether from the bench.  He led me to where Melody was finishing with Emily.

Emily stood up from the chair and looked at me.  Her eyes were wide, in shock. I stared at her too.  She said, "Denise, you look like why the riot started.  Do I look as good?"

I replied, "Emily, you are stunning.  Beautiful, helpless as hell, and twice as erotic.  We need to find us some men. Oh yes, we're slaves now.  They will have to find us."

Emily laughed and said, "I hope it’s soon."

Stan smiled and said, "Emily, you're part of my payment. come with me," and used the chain dangling from her collar to lead her toward the end of the shop.

Melody and said, "You are mine now, Denise," and taking hold of my chain, led me to the other end of the shop.

She took me to a small apartment at the end of the shop. I could see a kitchen, bath, and bedroom off the main room. She led me to a couch and used the chain from my collar to lock me to a couch leg. She said, "Kneel there," pointing to a spot.

I knelt, and she lifted her skirt up. She was not wearing anything under the shirt and was shaved.   She had a tattoo in fancy lettering that said, "Take me, I'm yours." I said, under my breath, "No, I'm yours."

Melody took hold of my nose ring and pulled me to her loins. She smelled clean and fresh. She left her finger through my ring. Boy, did I feel helpless. I loved it. She held the ring right up against her skin. just above her slit. I started licking her lips. I am experienced with bringing a woman to climax. I am small and submissive, so these roles come to me all the time. I think there is nothing better than acting submissive, because it is what I am. I realized during high school that I was a natural slave. I identified with all the subjugated women I read about in history and novels. I couldn't imagine a better life than belonging to a strong master or mistress. I knew myself well and soon the other girls in my classes learned too. I was always ordered to do dirty, demeaning tasks and I loved doing them. Oh, I didn't like the work itself. That stank. But I wanted so much to hear, "Good Girl," that I would obey any command.

That was the story of my video career too. I wanted to be used, ordered, commanded. I looked for roles that made me a sex toy. I loved being taken any way, but I was a fucking expert with oral sex, anal sex, complete helplessness. I was so hot in those scenes, I would come soon and often. All the directors loved my heat. Of course, I did too.

I started slow with her, just licking her labia lips. Soon she began moaning and I sped up. I felt her lips becoming engorged and starting to spread apart for me. I sped up a little more and thrust my tongue between the lips. I tasted her love juices. I loved that taste. Like sweet, thin honey. I started sucking and her moans turned to gasps. When I thought she was ready, I took her hard nub into my mouth and sucked hard. She exploded, flooding my mouth with her love juices and screaming. I sucked in everything I could, thinking I was going to gain weight this way. As she relaxed, I stopped licking and sucking. I used my tongue as best I could to clean up around me. Melody still held my nose ring against her body, so I was trapped. I waited until she pushed my head upright. She now held my nose ring clasped in her hand.

She said, "Denise, you are amazing. I don't want to let you go. I hope your master lets me use you again."

I said, "Thank you, mistress. I hope so, too."

Stan took Emily to his end of the shop. When they approached the workbench, he said, "Do you like your trinkets, Emily?"

I replied, "Yes Master, they are beautiful." I sank to my knees in front of him and put my face against his bulging erection. I said, "Master, may I show you my thanks for the beauty you have given me?"

He grinned, and said," My pleasure. let me help you since your hands are 'tied up.'" He opened his fly and took out his erect penis.

I looked at it in awe. It was long and thick. It would pose a challenge for me to take it all in, but I was determined to try. "Master" I said, you have a grand penis. I will try and do it justice." I started licking the tip, tasting the salty, sweet pre-cum. It was a taste I loved, so masculine and full of promise. I took the end in my mouth and sucked in several inches, preparing my mouth and throat for the whole thing. I moved my head in and out, going deeper each time. I felt it grow even larger. I wanted it in my belly. This was a waste. I wanted a climax from this artist.

I couldn't stop. I knew if I kept on like this, I would shortly receive his whole load, and I wanted it. My pussy was screaming in my brain, 'NO. I WANT IT.' I had never had this happen before. I kept on thrusting and sucking because I didn't want to stop. But I wanted to stop and have him fuck my pussy instead. I knew I could only have one, but I wanted both. Damn it. At last, he came. I managed to swallow it all. It was wonderful, but almost too much for me to handle. I wished again it was in my pussy, but there was nothing I could do. I was helpless, and heaven help me, I loved it.

I licked him clean, swallowing it all. He wiped my nose for me. I was crying, and he asked, "Was it bad?"

I sobbed again, and said, "Oh, No, Master. It was wonderful. I loved giving you pleasure. I am just so happy. I am glad you put such beautiful metal on me and made me so helpless. I hope you can fuck me hard someday."

"I hope so, too, Emily," he said.

Master Harold collected Denise and me and led us back to the house. I realized I was quite hungry and hoped a meal was forthcoming.

...

"Well, did you get some good film," I asked my recording tech, Ronnie?

"Yeah. Both those girls are great on camera. It helps they aren't aware of it.  A natural reaction. Pretty girls. How long do they have to wear those chains?" Ronnie replied.

"They can leave whenever they want.  I hope they last the whole year. When will you have a finished cut to review?" I asked.

"Two days, tops. You know with continual filming like you have here, I'm gonna need help," Ronnie said.

"I thought you might. Know anybody good I can hire?" I asked. I wanted someone who could work with Ronnie and not compete.

"Maybe. I'll call and see if he's interested. Same terms as me?" he asked.

"Yep. One hundred K a year plus two percent of net."


Chapter 5 - Routines

Inside the house, in the entrance hall there was a large oak cabinet.  It was tall, wide, and deep.  It had two full length doors hinged on the sides.  There was a small keyhole on both doors.  They were ajar.  Harold stopped us in front of it and opened both doors wide.  There were two drawers at the bottom on each side, several shelves and a hanger space above.  There were four hangers on each side.

Master Harold said, "here is where you will put your things.  You will wear no clothes in the house.  If you are wearing anything when you come in, put it all in here and shut the door.  It will lock.  The left side is for you, Denise, the other is for you, Emily.  The bottom drawer is not yours.  It contains locks and chains and other bondage gear.  Look for a note in this holder when you open your door." He indicated a plastic sleeve on the  inside of the door. He continued, "  If one is there, follow its instructions.  It may tell you to use the gear in the bottom drawer."

He closed the doors and led them toward the living room but stopped just before the entrance.  He pointed down at the floor.  There were two recessed rings set flush into the wood floor.  He said, Denise, this ring on the left is yours, Emily this one is yours.  If you are in the house without orders, come here.  Get a chain and two locks from the cabinet's drawer and fasten yourself here.  You may use a cushion from the living room .  Kneel on the cushion and wait.  Both of you do it now."

I went to the cabinet, opened the drawer on my side and took a lock out.  Denise was following my lead.  She must be even more submissive than I. I closed the drawer, went in the living room.  There were several large cushions on the couches.  I selected one that  looked soft and returned to Master Harold. I placed the cushion next to my ring and locked my chain to it.  Denise followed suit.  

Master Harold said, "Good.  Face the front door.  Now, your posture.  Spread your knees wide.  Wider.  Wider.  OK, Now arch your back and thrust your breasts out.  Farther.  Hold your head high.  You are proud to be slaves. OK, good.  Now without moving your head, cast your eyes down at the floor.  OK, this is your only kneeling position.  Learn it." He walked away.  

Denise and I were about six feet apart, facing the door.  Master Harold had walked down a hall to our left.  I whispered to Denise, "I'm starving.  I hope dinner is soon."

Denise whispered back, "what if they think we need to lose a few pounds?"

I replied, We're too thin already.  I'm sure they will feed us."

She replied, "I hope so."

We waited a long time.  We didn't whisper any more.

Master came through the front door and smiled when he saw us.  I smiled at him.  I had been thinking about sex for a long time.  I had made Stan feel much pleasure and I had enjoyed it too.  But I couldn’t climax just from sucking him off.  I wanted my own climax.  I wanted a man in me.  I had been thinking about being fucked hard ever since I locked myself to this ring.   I kept my knees spread wide and on the soft cushion, I was just able to rub my new rings against it.  I couldn't do it hard, but the slow, subtle motion I was able to manage was just enough. I was beginning to think I was going to make it when Master came through the door.

It was a new ballgame.  My Master was here, and I was so horny I was ready to burst.  I blurted out, "Oh Master.  Please take me.  I need you so much.  Please take me now."

Master still smiling, said, "Emily, you know you are not to speak without permission.  You must be hot and horny.  Does your submission excite you?"

I replied, "Oh yes, Master.  I feel so hot just knowing I am completely helpless.  I want to pleasure you.  I need a hard fucking.  Please Master."  

Master asked, "How about you Denise? How do you feel?"

Denise said, "Master I too need you.  Only you.  Please take me.  I will make you so happy."

Master walked to Denise and unlocked her from the floor ring.  I was dismayed.  Astonished.  But I need you, Master.  Don't make me stay here? Alone. Please Master.  

Master stopped and turned to me, Denise's leash in his hand.  He said, “Remember not to speak without permission, next time." He led Denise out of the room.  I cried.  Great silent sobs.  I was so horny.  I was in anguish.  I couldn't do anything about it but wait.  I subsided.  Maybe later.  I had been bad.  I was being punished.  I would rather have been whipped.  I needed to be fucked, hard.

Master and Denise were gone a long time.  When Master returned he was leading Denise.  He was smiling.  She looked like the cat that ate the canary.  She looked well fucked.  Her skin was glowing, and her eyes were shiny.  She wasn't being led so much as keeping close to Master and trying to rub against him as he walked.  I saw the sheen of her love juices trickling in rivulets down her thighs. I saw that her bottom was bright red. She had been spanked or whipped hard.  Damn her lovely eyes.

Master unlocked me from the floor ring and led us both into the dining room.

We were told to kneel on either side of the chair at the head of the table.  Our tethers clipped to rings on the legs of the table.  Our Master sat in the chair between us.  A woman brought in trays of food that smelled delicious.  She looked at us with some interest but did not address us.  Master said, "girls, this is Marie, my chef.  She has whip rights over you and is your mistress.  You will obey her in all things.  Clear?"

We both said, "Yes, Master," and looked at Marie. 

Master said, "Now introduce yourselves to Marie,"

I said, "Mistress, I am Emily.  I will obey you."

Denise said, "Mistress, I am Denise.  I will serve you well."

Marie did not say anything, just turned and left the room.

Master ate a few bites then held his fork, with a piece of meat on it to my mouth.  I opened my mouth and he thrust the bite inside.  I closed my teeth on the bite and he removed the fork.  I chewed while he watched me.  This was good. It tasted like chicken with a berry sauce.  There was a hint of truffle in it. Marie was a great cook, even if she didn't appreciate naked slaves in her dining room.  After I swallowed, I said, "Thank you, Master, that was delicious."

He said, "You are welcome, Emily."

Then he cut another piece of meat and held it to Denise's mouth.  She also carefully took and ate the piece.  She said, "Thank you, my Master."  

He said, " You are welcome, Denise.  Girls, when I feed you, only thank me at the end of the meal, please.  Endless repetition gets tiresome without purpose."

We both said, "Yes, Master."

He fed us each a few more bites of vegetables, salad, risotto with gorgonzola , more chicken.  Between bites we talked.

"Girls," he asked, "What are your favorite recreational activities?"

Denise said, "Master, I like hiking in the woods and going to movies."

I said, "I enjoy shopping, eating out, and hiking also, Master."

Master said, "Excellent, I enjoy hiking also.  We will go on some walks."

"Master," I said, “Won't our chains make that hard for us?"

He smiled and said, "I did not say we would walk fast, we will walk at an easy pace for you considering your restraints.  I will enjoy watching you walk in them in the woods."

"Yes, Master," I said. 

After dinner, Master took us to a bedroom on the second floor.  It was set up for us to sleep in.  There were two beds and two short tables, and everything was bolted to the floor.  A door opened to an adjoining bathroom.  It had a toilet, a bidet, a big shower and two dressing tables filled with lotions and cosmetics.  A large mirror lined the wall above the dressing table.  I noticed there were sturdy rings on the walls every three feet or so.

Master asked if either of us needed to use the facilities.  I said, "Yes, Master."

He led me over to the toilet and waited.  I was embarrassed, but I sat and eventually peed.  I stood, and he wiped me.

He said, "No need to be embarrassed.  I own this body now, not you. Its bodily functions will be public from now on.  Which reminds me.  I won't have time to take care of your bodily functions most of the time.  All the staff have other duties, to which your use and care will just be an interesting diversion.  So, I have hired a  'Governess' to take care of you.  You may also think of her as your keeper.  She will take care of you when I'm busy. She will ensure you get enough exercise and learn everything required of you.  She will be here tomorrow."

My face must have shown my concern.  A woman to take care of us.  Denise and I look like what master wanted, sex toys.  What will she think of us.  Under her control.  We are absolutely helpless.  What will she do to us.  Oh. My. God. How can I possibly convey my horror to Master?  He won't know what depths a woman will go to control another woman!  Especially one she looks down on.  And every woman will look down on me.  On us.

Master said, "You look terrified, Emily.  Don't worry about Frau Gruener.  She is highly recommended, and she is familiar with the needs of women kept in bondage such as you and Denise. I found her delightfully entertaining."

Oh, my.  How can she be 'familiar with women kept in bondage?'  I thought we were, sort of 'unique.'  There must be other women like me somewhere in  the world.  How interesting.

Master took us back into the bedroom and removed the chains from our collars.  He left our hands locked to the back of our waistbands, so we were quite helpless.  He went to one of the tables and took an electronic pad and remote out of its drawer. He said, "there is one of these readers for each of you.  They are loaded with many books.  The remotes will let you control them with your hands secured.  There is a stand in the drawer to hold the readers.  You may use the readers when in this room. You are not allowed to use any of the furniture without express permission.  You may lay, kneel, or stand on the floor or your bed.   That is all.  There are blankets for use only when sleeping.  They must be neatly folded during the day.  If you cover yourselves with them they will be taken away. I will come back later." He left the room and closed the door.  Only then did I notice there was no doorknob on the inside of the door.

I walked to the window and looked out over the lawn and forest. There was a fine metal grill over the outside of the window. I walked over to Denise and asked, "which side do you want?"

She said, "doesn't matter.  They look identical.  I'll take this one," and clattered to one table.  She opened the drawer and looked in. "Just like Master said," she said and closed the drawer. "Two days ago I answered an ad that sounded wonderful.   Lots of money in return for sex and submission for a year.  All expenses paid.  Now, look at us.  Naked, chained hand and foot.  Collared and ringed. locked in a comfy prison cell.  Awaiting Frau Gruener to be our 'Governess.'  I expect a large, no nonsense battleax with a taste for corporal punishment.  We can sure choose them."

Thoughtfully, I replied, "Yes, this may be a bad decision.  Our only choice is to tell Master we want out.  I'm not ready for that yet.  I don't mind the chains and rings.  I think they make both of us look erotic. Except for your hands, they don't stop us from doing everything we always have.  I enjoyed Stan a lot and I would like someone to take me as soon as possible.  The night's not over yet.  I'm going to wait and see about Frau Gruener tomorrow.

I looked at Denise and said, "Do you remember the first time you went to a video shoot.?

Denise looked up and replied, "Yes, vaguely. Why?"

"I was scared and embarrassed, I said, " I had never done anything like that before. I needed the money, so I signed up, thinking I was going to have sex with a good-looking guy and get paid. But when I got there, there were a dozen people, men and women more worried about the lighting than sex. The performers, like me, mostly sat around for hours while this mob kept rearranging things. Finally, my shot took  ten minutes. Then I was told to come back in two days and we would finish it."

"Yeah," said Denise, " me too. I thought I was going to be the center of action. The star. It was such a letdown I almost didn't come back. I called the director and said I didn't think this was for me. He told me I had signed a contract and he would sue me for all the wasted time of the crew, So I went back, and here I am."

"OK," I said," so I felt the videos were not real, just a way for the cast and crew to play a game and the marks would pay for it. No harm, nothing really happened anyway, right?"

Denise replied, "Yeah, I guess that's right. Just playing. What's your point?"

"Now look at us," I said, "This is real. We are wearing chains that keys don't open. We have been pierced and rings locked in our bodies. I think this is the real world I expected when I went to my first shoot. I always thought of myself as easy to get along with. Now I think of myself as a submissive, a natural slave. Are a few pounds of metal all it takes to change a woman into a slave? I'm not complaining. I love this, but why didn't anyone tell me about this?"

Denise agreed, "You're right about this feeling real. I hope this isn't a dream I wake up from. I feel at home with these chains. It is the life I expected when I wanted to be a bondage model. But that wasn't real. This is. I keep pulling against my bonds, not to get loose, but to reassure myself that they are real. The only worry I have is knowing that I can end it all by just saying I'M done. I don't want this to end, but I'm afraid in a moment of weakness I might kill it. Now, after going this far, I want to tell Master that I want my contract changed so I have to stick it out for the whole year."

I replied, " I like that, Denise. We can ask when we see him again." We fell silent and turned to the pads.

Denise and I were kneeling on the floor reading when the door opened, and Master entered. He said, "Emily, come." I stood up, backed up to the table and laid the remote on it. I went to him.  "Stand up straight, arch your back, spread your legs as wide as possible.  Thrust your breasts out and look straight ahead." I did as ordered and he reached up to my face and clipped a light chain leash to my nose ring, startling me. I hoped it was just for decoration.

He said, "Let's take a walk." He led me out the door and closed it behind us. He led me down the stairs and out into the back yard. It was a warm night and the stars were bright. He led me around the grounds, showing me the pool, sauna, gardens. He told me to walk beside him and he slowed his pace to match my hobbled one. The path led through some sparse trees and I could see the lights of the city, far away. He stopped me and walked around to face me. Without a word, he kissed me gently. I liked his touch and taste. I opened my mouth and leaned against his chest, just a little... He put his fingers on my nose ring and lifted it out of the way. His kiss deepened, and his tongue explored my mouth. He tasted good. I snuggled closer, trying to make groin contact. I wish I had use of my hands. I fluttered them uselessly in their bonds. He noticed and took my hands in his, pulling our loins together. We held that kiss for a long time. My belly was spasming and I was  aroused. I hoped he would take me soon. I moaned when he broke the kiss.

I wanted to speak, to beg him to take me there on the grass. But I was silent. I had learned today that he would not tolerate any rule breaking.

He said, "Let's go in. I have more to show you inside," and he turned toward the house. I followed close to save my nose, but mainly to stay close, indeed, to my master.

He took me to a room I had not seen before. It was full of equipment, but not exercise equipment. He led me to a strange shaped bench or stool or table. It was covered in brown leather. He had me go to the low end spread my ankle chain tight then, one foot at a time slide the chain under a protruding ledge. Shortly there came a snap and he stopped me. I felt the snap through my anklets and assumed my feet were latched in place. Then I spread my knees wide around the end of the thing. It stuck out from the end and was oval in cross section. He laid me face down on the top. It was shoulder width but short, coming only as far as the top of my waistband. It had cutouts for my breasts which hung down freely. My neck nestled in a semicircular indentation in a raised lip on the far end. After I was down, He lowered a matching top that locked my head in place. I realized that I was perfectly placed for him to use any of my holes and/or whip my ass. I hoped he would fuck me silly. I was ready. I had been ready for hours.

I couldn't see anything and then I felt soft fingers on my nipples. Both of them. They were already rock hard from the rings moving in them. This was exquisite torture. He was touching my nipples gently and my cunt was throbbing and juicing. I could feel the moisture forming and starting to run down my labia lips. I was getting really wet. I needed to be fucked. Then the ghostly fingers left my nipples. Suddenly My ass was on fire. I heard Master say, "Time for your punishment, Emily." I heard the swish of a whip and felt the fiery stripes land on my ass. I received twenty stripes. I was sobbing. There was a long pause. I stopped sobbing and wondered what would happen next.

Master said, "Punishment's over."

Then I heard the smack of a hard hand spanking me. And another. “Wait, punishment's over. You said, master.”

He continued swatting me, but more gently. My ass was on fire and I now wanted him to continue spanking me. I could feel my climax approaching. It changed. He rubbed my pussy for a moment then spanked me again. Just two swats, then back to my pussy. I was getting close, so close. He thrust his finger inside me. My muscles clamped down and tried to pull him in further but couldn't. He thrust in and out and I came with a scream... He kept spanking me, not hard, but, my god, the pleasure. I couldn't stop coming. I climaxed over and over as he spanked me. Then the spanking stopped. Just for a moment I thought he was done with me. I was so wrong. His cock thrust into my pussy. It was so much bigger than his fingers. I thought it would split me in two. I squealed, it was so intense. I came again, much stronger than before. It was heaven. I couldn't think. I wanted to tell my master how much I loved him. How much I loved being his property. How I never wanted my year to end. How he could tear up my contract, I just wanted him to keep me and control me. I loved my submission. But I couldn't speak. I couldn't remember how to form words. I could only moan. Finally, I was able to say, "Master..." I must have fainted for when I opened my eyes, there was sunshine coming in the window.

Master said, "Good morning, Emily. Sleep well?"

I was able to croak, "Good morning, Master. May I go to the bathroom?"

He released me and took me upstairs. He let me in my room . I saw Denise was not there. He took off the leash, released my hands and said," Use the bathroom. Clean up. Make yourself beautiful. Hurry. I will be back in a half hour.

I went in the bathroom, saw that my ass was just as red as Denise's had been last night. I worked quickly. I washed my hair, lathered my body and rinsed. Three Minutes. Shaved my legs, underarms and pussy. Eight Minutes. Toweled my body and hair. Nine Minutes. Dried my hair. Eleven Minutes. Used the toilet. Twelve Minutes. Brushed my teeth. Fourteen Minutes. Plucked my eyebrows and lashes. Sixteen Minutes. Did my face. Nineteen Minutes. Applied lipstick. Twenty one Minutes. Put rouge on nipples and pussy. Twenty Two Minutes. Polished my rings and chains. Twenty Four Minutes. Applied perfume. Twenty Six Minutes. Brushed my hair. Twenty Nine Minutes. Went to the bedroom. Knelt facing the door, knees wide, back arched, palms together at the small of my back, smile. Thirty Minutes. And the door opened.

Master smiled at me. "Good girl. Right on time. Stand up." He locked my hands behind me and put the leash back on my nose ring and led me downstairs. I was hungry and hoped breakfast was waiting.


Chapter 6 - Frau Gruener

Master took me to the dining room and the wonderful smell of breakfast filled the air.  My mouth was watering.  It dried up as soon as I entered the room.  Denise was kneeling facing the back wall, close to it.  The table was set for two and there was a strange woman seated at one of the places.  She stood as we entered.  Master said, Frau Gruener, this is Emily.  Emily, this is your governess, Frau Gruener.  You may greet her.

Frau Gruener was about my age.  She was svelte, and it looked like she got her clothes from Italy.  They were elegant.  Her hair was in a French twist and she wore expensive jewelry.  She was not the German battle ax I had anticipated.  She looked  confident. "Mistress, I am Emily, a slave.  Command me." and I knelt.

Frau Gruener said, "John, she is well trained. I thought you told me you only acquired her yesterday?"

"She is a natural slave and received a little, informal training before yesterday.  You will make her better."  He handed her my leash.

She used the leash to pull my head up. She ran her fingers over my collar, then my rings. "John, this collar and her rings. They are  fine work. The seams are almost invisible, and the closures are invisible. The metal looks like aluminum, but the color is a little different.

"Yes, Stan is an artist as well as a craftsman. These are all fashioned from titanium."

"But her rings, I have never seen anything so beautiful that also screams control. How are they made?"

"I don't know. I  told him what I wanted, and he made these. They are intended to be permanent, so there is no way to remove them except cutting.  Stan says even that will be difficult. They are  titanium with a gold plating."

"Emily, crawl over beside Denise and kneel there." She turned and tugged on my leash.  She spoke with a European accent.  A little French, a little German, a little English.  She seemed quite cultured.

I rose up on my knees and crawled over beside Denise.  I saw her nose ring was fastened to a ring low on the wall by a short chain.  Her hands were locked behind her.  Frau Gruener fastened me the same way.

Frau Gruener brought us our breakfast - eggs, ham, and French toast, crumbled in a bowl.  There was a bowl of water also.  "You are my pets.  This is how my pets are fed. Eat it all, without a sound."  The 'or else' was left unsaid but we both understood it. Denise and I leaned down and started eating.  My damned leash kept getting in my mouth and I had to spit it out and try again.  Rats, this is even more embarrassing than being led around on a nose leash.  My food is sticking to my face. Wiping it on the rim of the bowl just smears it around.  And there's food on my leash and nose ring.  I feel like a pig rooting for its breakfast.

Master and Frau Gruener ate breakfast too. Only they sat at table and had their hands to hold utensils.  Bet their faces stayed clean. When they finished, Master left, and Frau Gruener came over to us.  We had long since finished.  Our faces and nose rings and leashes were caked with food.  She released our leashes from the wall and stood us up.  She cleaned us off with a wet napkin.  "You must learn to eat more carefully." and she led us back up to our room.  She released our hands and told us to get cleaned up.

She returned in a while. "Get up and turn around, girls."  She locked our hands to the back ring of our waistbands. "turn around."  She had two metal strips with chains attached to them.  She locked two chains to rings on the front of my waistband.  She did the same to Denise. "Turn around."  She took the dangling ends of the chains and pulled them up between my legs. she locked them to two rings on the back of my waistband.  They were tight and held the strip snug against my pussy.  I suddenly realized Denise and I were wearing chastity belts. "I am told you two are lesbians.  Well, we will not have any more of that. You are the property of Master John."

I was horrified.  I thought Master would let Denise and I continue to love each other.  A chastity belt?  This wasn't the middle ages.  Or was it.  We were both chained and ringed.  Or was this normal in places we hadn't been?

Frau Gruener said, "face me and kneel, girls. " I am retained to train you.  To make you into the best, most obedient, most beautiful slave girls possible.  You both are submissive and that is an excellent beginning.  I will instruct you in grace, poise, and make you even more submissive. Go into the bathroom."

She followed us in  and stood us in front of a white wall.  She took our picture with her phone. She then removed our makeup and redid our faces.  First Denise, then me.  She was quick.  Then she took our pictures again.  She had us kneel and went into the bedroom.  After a few minutes she returned with our pads and showed us the before and after shots.  In the first photos, we were pretty.  In the after shots we were elegant.  The transformation was striking.  The makeup she put on us highlighted the curves in our faces, made the rings enhance our features.  Our eyes had much less color around them, but it was just the right amount and shade to make our eyes outstanding. She could have made a fortune as a professional makeup artist.

"This is the effect I want.  Remember, don't use so much makeup.  Tomorrow morning, I will show you how to do it. Now we will work on getting you fit.  Stand up. And from now on, you may address me as 'Mistress.'"  She put the leashes back on our nose rings. She led us downstairs and into a gymnasium.  

It was huge and looked like it was designed for an Olympic team.  We warmed up by stretching and the stationary bicycle.  We used every machine there. She pushed us to exhaustion.  She had a small whip she would use when she thought we didn't try hard enough.  She moved us around a lot, but we were never free.  Our hands were locked behind us before the chain on our neck was released.  She held that to lead us to the next machine, never letting it out of her hands. We were totally exhausted when she finally took us to our room and let us shower.  

She put us to bed with our hands locked behind us and a short chain from our collars to a ring on the wall above us.  I didn't care.  I was so tired I was instantly asleep.

Frau Gruener woke me up with a gentle caress of my breast. It was a wonderful way to wake. I felt the touch and kept my eyes closed as the soft rub continued. My loins grew hot and I rubbed my thighs together. I tried to reach up and touch the hand on my breast. I was dragged awake when my arm refused to move, and I realized I was still chained. I opened my eyes to see the beautiful, smiling face of my Governess.

"Good morning, Emily. Time to get up." She rose, and I slid out of bed and knelt.

"Good morning, Mistress. May I pee?"

"Yes. but wait until Denise comes out. How do you feel. Any soreness from last night's exercise?"

"No, Mistress. I can't move my arms, so I am not sure about them." Denise came out of the bathroom. I looked at Mistress and she nodded to me. I rose and used the toilet. When I came out, Denise and Mistress were waiting for me. Mistress was holding a leash from Denise's nose ring and had another leash in her other hand. She waved me over and she clipped the leash to my nose ring. Until yesterday, I never realized how much use a nose ring on a slave would get. It seemed so natural to be led that way. We didn't dare resist. It was simple, cheap, reliable. She led us downstairs and outside. It was chilly. She clipped my leash to the back of Denise's collar.

"It is time for your morning jog. Start slowly. Lift your feet high and take short steps." She had a whip in her hand. We started. It was more of a high step at first. Then she increased the pace, pulling on Denise's leash. It was easy to keep up and keep my leash slack. We continued for a minute or so this way, getting used to the hobble's feel. Mistress sped up again. Now I was jogging slowly. A few minutes later she sped up again. A real jog now. She led us around the park like grounds twice. We were starting to tire. Mistress dropped Denise's leash and ran beside us.

"Faster," she called. I was breathing hard but did speed up a little. I saw my leash droop as I caught up to Denise.

I saw the whip slice a fiery red line onto Denise ass cheek. She yelped and sped up. I kept up, barely. Mistress took us around the grounds again then slowed us to a walk. We went back inside, and she took us into a steam room where we relaxed for a few minutes. When we emerged, I felt good, drained, and hungry. Mistress dried us off and we went up to breakfast. Same routine as before. Our food was in a white bowl on the floor. Food in one side, water in the other. Our noses were attached to the wall by a short chain and we got food on our faces, rings, and chain, as before.

After breakfast we were led up to our room , leashes removed, arms freed. We were given an hour to clean up and get ready for the day.

When mistress returned, she took us back into the bath and we spent an hour learning to do our makeup. When she thought we had learned enough, she locked our hands behind us, put the leashes back on, and led us to the gym.

We spent an hour in floor exercises. What a martial artist might call a kata for slave girls. Mistress secured us with long chains to our ankle chains. We practiced kneeling, standing, punishment, and obeisance positions. We did them with our hands locked to our waistband. Locked in front, on the sides, and in back. We did them with our hands joined in front and in back. She locked our hands to the back of our collar and we did the positions that way. Then we repeated everything, with our hands every way.  We moved from one position to another. Mistress would show us how to do an exercise, then we would try it. She was unbelievably graceful. I wondered how many times she had practiced to be so fluid and precise.

She was a talented instructor. She would tell us what she wanted then show us. We would try then she would tell us how to improve, "Lift your head first." If we got it, she would move on. If not, she would show us again, pointing out the finer points. Then we would repeat. She didn't use her whip often and then only for a mild correction.

She filmed us and played our mistakes back. She used her whip liberally. The whip is an effective learning tool. We learned quick.

She said," You improved today, girls. We will do this exercise over and over until you are perfect. It may take a couple of weeks, but I won't let you quit until you are perfect." Our hands were locked behind our collars.  

She just freed our ankle chains, attached the leashes, and led us back to our room.

We were allowed to clean up then we practiced our make up under her keen eye. 

"OK, girls. You look nice. Go back into the bedroom and kneel facing one of the beds. Put your hands on your legs, palms up." She came with us and sat down on the bed facing us. "We have some free time now. You can speak freely. Is there anything you want to know?"

Denise asked, "Mistress, will you be our governess the whole time we are here? All year?"

"No dear, I will be your governess and mistress only until you are trained."

"We don't want you to go. We are learning so much from you and we like you."

"That's sweet of you to say. I'm glad. But you won't need me after you finish training."

She didn't refuse, or say she was doing something else. She just put us off. She had a funny twist to her lips as she spoke. She had a secret and didn't want us to know. I tried again, "Mistress, I don't think I will be able to perform as well as you want in just a year. I think I need your help for at least a year."

She stood up. "Denise, stand up." She locked Denise’ arms together behind her. She turned Denise around, took her in her arms and kissed her on the mouth. Talk about changing the subject. But it worked. I almost stood up. I wanted in on that kiss. She bent Denise back a little and forced her head back. It looked like a  passionate kiss. Finally, she broke off and said, "Denise, I love you. Kneel ."

Then she turned to me and said, "Emily, come here. I jumped up. She locked my hands behind me and kissed me.

I opened my lips and tasted her. She was sweet and intoxicating. She forced her tongue through my parted lips. Her arms were around me, holding mine helpless against my back. My pussy was flaming. I thrust my loins against her leg, hard. I wanted to make love to her. The kiss was passionate and all consuming. I didn't think of anything else. Finally, she broke the kiss and just held me. When she released me, I fell to my knees and thrust my mouth against her pussy. Tasting only cloth. I moaned, "Please, Mistress. Let me love you." She slid her skirt up to reveal a shaved pussy. She wore nothing under her skirt. I never saw a more wondrous sight. Sat back on the bed and spread her legs. I followed her wanting nothing more in the world than to eat her out. She grasped my nose ring and pulled me to her. It was the best use of a nose ring I ever saw.

I started licking her labia lips. Soon she began moaning and I sped up. I felt her lips spreading for me. I thrust my tongue between the lips. I tasted her love juices. I loved that taste. She was so sweet. I started sucking and her moans turned to gasps. When I thought she was ready, I took her hard nub into my mouth and sucked hard. She exploded, flooding my mouth with her love juices and moaning. I was moaning too as I sucked her up. I was so hot. My belly was spasming in time to Mistress'. I screamed, and I came. I poured love juices into my pussy as I sucked hers. As she relaxed, I stopped licking and sucking. She gently pushed my head away, still holding my nose ring. I grinned stupidly at her. I did not want her to let go. I wanted to be held all night that way, by her. I was panting like I had just come. It sank in that I had come too. It had never happened that way before.

I heard Denise, from far away, "My God, did you both come? Can I try now, Mistress?"

"Emily, stay." and she went into the bath. She came out a few minutes later and freed my hands. She told me to go and clean up. "Close the door and don't come out until I call you."

When I heard her call, I went out. Denise's face was shining from Mistress' juices. My hands were again locked behind me and I was told to kneel. Mistress used the bath once more. When she came out Denise's hands were freed. She was told to go and clean up.

I smiled at Mistress and she smiled at me. She sat down on the bed and I asked, "Mistress, may I still talk freely?" Best to make sure.

"Yes, of course. I have never seen a girl come when she is eating out another. Can you do that regularly?"

"Mistress, that is the first time it ever happened.   And I made love to Denise almost every day for several years."

"Well, maybe it was due to changed circumstances. You were never a full slave before, were you?

"No, Mistress. Denise always made me wear handcuffs, but nothing like I have now. I think it was everything new, especially you, Mistress. Also, I am an actual slave now. I wear a collar and shackles besides having my hands locked away. I didn't get to use furniture at home. Now I don't get to use furniture anytime. I wear rings everywhere and get led on a leash. Maybe I'll come every time now, because I am submissive more of the time. I don't know. Would you like to try again?" I smiled hopefully.

Denise came out then and we were taken downstairs.

We were led back to the living room, arms locked behind us and leashes on our nose rings. We were true and natural slaves. This was the way to treat us. Freedom was for others. Those who liked making their own decisions. Those who wanted to control girls like us. Men, real men should own us. What would we do when our year was up?

Mistress led us into the living room and I was surprised to see Master, Harold, and three strangers. Two men and a woman. There were crates scattered around the room. And there was a sturdy metal frame taking up the center of the room. Mistress led us to the frame and locked a chain from my collar to the frame. She did the same to Denise, then she released our hands. All we could do was stand there. The chains weren't long enough to reach anything and too short to kneel. She took the leashes off our nose rings. Mistress, Master and Harold left the room.

They measured us and tried many things on us. There was a lot of leather bondage gear. Master wanted us well equipped because he bought a lot of things. Hoods, blindfolds, gags, armbinder, arm sacks, straitjackets. There was a 'garment' that held my arms folded up high behind me. It covered my shoulders and left my breasts bare. Its only fastening was a zip up collar that grasped my neck.

The bondage purveyors left, and the woman remained. She measured us everywhere. She said she was going to make clothes for us. Party clothes. I can just imagine. She had watched us being fitted with the bondage gear without comment.  But her eyes were bright with interest. When she had us alone, she walked to us and studied us in detail. She told us how to move our bodies and we obeyed. After the first few measurements she started talking to us. She told us her name was Susan and we told her ours. She was curious why we were slaves and if we wanted to escape. She was surprised to learn we had volunteered. She inspected our bonds and commented on the skill used to construct them. She thought they looked more like jewelry than restraints. She kept rubbing them. I thought she looked like she envied us. I understood her. I liked what I had become. I looked at Denise and saw a beautiful woman. Yes, we were restrained. But we were loved and cherished. Our Master and Mistress would care for us, always.

Our tailor seemed bemused by our serenity. She kept commenting on our beauty and calm acceptance of our restraints. She did not seem to understand our explanation that we wanted this. She kept working and taking measurements. Finally, she asked if we had any preferences on color. Our only answer was "Ask our Master." Finally, she left us alone and still chained in the living room.

Master and Mistress came in the room and released us. I was surprised by what happened next. Master said, girls, it’s been an interesting time for us. Why don't you go outside and look around? The gardens are just blooming. Be back for dinner. They walked out, leaving Denise and I alone and unsecured. Well, our feet were still shackled but our hands were free. We took each other's hand and walked outside. As free as we would be for the next year.

The gardens were lovely. New life springing up everywhere. It was well tended with few weeds and many tall flowers. The paths wandering through them were smooth on our bare feet. We stopped several times and just kissed. With our damned chastity belts, we couldn't do much else. Mostly we walked and talked.

"So, Denise, how do you like your life now, my pretty slave?"

"I love it, so far, you sexy slave ,you."

"Think we can find some bolt cutters in a shed out here, so we can do more than look?" I was just teasing. I would not try and work around my Master's wishes.

"No, but here's the next best thing." She picked up a wad of heavy twine someone had left on a bench. "Turn around, slave. Put your hands behind you." she ordered. I smiled and obeyed. She tied my cuffs together. "Try to get loose, slave." I fought the twine, but it was too strong, and I couldn't reach the knot.

"You've got me, mistress. Can you get your chastity belt off too?"

"No, my slave, But I can do anything else I want to you, can't I?"

"Yes, Mistress, anything you want. I'll even help."

"Stand up and spread your legs."

She pulled the twine through my legs and held it up to my breasts. She looked at it, stretching it out and nodded her head. She took the end and threaded it through a nipple ring. Then she strung my nose ring and the other nipple ring on it. She pulled the twine tight, forcing my head down and my nipples together and up. I squealed as she pulled it tight. My three rings were only a few inches apart. She tied a knot and another. My head was pulled so far down I could only see the ground and my nipples hurt if I lifted my head. In the last few days, I had forgotten how much Denise liked to play with my body. These new rings and chains must have seemed like wonderful new clothes for her Barbie doll.

I assessed my condition. I was even more helpless than usual, but nothing hurt unless I pulled on it. "Mistress, I'm really foxed now. Please don't hurt me. I will do anything you want."

Lay down on your back in the grass." She took the last remaining piece of twine and tied my ankle cuffs to my wrist cuffs. I was in a strict hog tie. She ran a finger up the sole of my foot. I screamed, "Oh, No, Mistress. I am ticklish."

"Of course, you are. I'm going to tickle all your spots until you come. And I know all your spots."

It was terrible, I was so ticklish. She ran her fingers all over my sides, my feet, my labia. I laughed so hard my eyes watered and I couldn't see anything. Then something new. My neck and back were being stroked with a feather. Where did she get a feather? Finally, I saw, it was a fern, not a feather. It was the worst tickle torture I could have imagined. I was getting hot. She knew me too well. She was going to make me come. I struggled but couldn't do more than wriggle. She laughed at my agonized whimpers. Finally, I came so hard I thought I was going to pass out. I was limp, and she mercifully stopped tickling me. "If you release me mistress, I will try and make you come too."

She untied my feet and the knot holding my nose and nipple rings together. She put the twine back through my nose ring and tied it tight.

"Stand up, slave,"

Yes, Mistress." I wish I could give you pleasure too."

"I'm not ticklish, slave. What could you do?"

"Nothing, Mistress. I am happy to be your slave, too."

We walked on around the garden and finally back into the house. Denise left me tied and leashed. We met our Mistress inside. She looked at my ad hoc restraints, then she looked into my eyes. "Even with a chastity belt. You are an amazing slut."

"Thank you, Mistress," I blushed all over.

Master found us talking in the living room a few minutes later. He looked at me and said, "I know you climaxed in the garden. You do know you are not to climax without my permission, don't you?"

"No master, I didn't know that. I have had a couple of climaxes without ever having my pussy touched. I seem to be horny, fixed as I am."

"OK. Now you know. Do not climax unless I give my consent. Personally." He removed the twine.

Now both Denise and I had our hands loose and were not leashed. It felt a lot like when Denise and I were in our apartment with both of us naked.

Master sat on the couch and said, "Girls, come here." We both knelt in front of him. "All right, come sit beside me."

We climbed onto the couch, one on each side of him. He put an arm around each of us and played with one of our nipple rings. I liked the feeling of being possessed by him.

"Emily, what do you like to do in your spare time?

"Master, I like to draw and read." I wondered what he liked to do.

"Denise, how about you?"

"Master," she replied, "when I lived with my parents I liked to garden.   But there's no opportunity living in an apartment. I dabble in painting, but rarely. Emily forgot to tell you she plays the recorder."

I blushed. I didn't want master to know. I didn't think I was  good. It was embarrassing to play in front of someone.

"So, do either of you know how to play any card games? Poker, bridge, something else?"

We both admitted to knowing how to play bridge. A legacy from long waits on video sets between takes. It turned out that Frau Gruener also knew how to play. A game was organized, and we got ready to play. Denise and I were allowed to use chairs, halleluiah. A stranger tableau was hard to imagine. A quite normal looking man and woman and two naked female slaves playing bridge. We should have taken a photograph and submitted it to Bondage World. Denise was teamed with Master and I with Frau Gruener. The stakes fit the players. The slave on the losing team would receive five strokes of the whip on her ass from the winning master or mistress.

Master and I won the first game and Denise got the whip. She squirmed on her striped bottom all through the next game. Master was quite a good player, much better than the rest of us. We won the second game too. Denise got five more stripes. She was squealing at each stroke for the last three. Master ended the games there and told us the next game he would be Denise's partner. I did not look forward to that. I made a note to see if I could find a book on bridge on my pad. Master locked my hands behind me and clipped a leash on my nose ring. He said goodnight to Frau Gruener and Denise and led me up to his bedroom.

He removed my chastity belt and laid me back on his bed. I couldn't move much with my weight holding my arms down and my legs shackled. All I could do was raise my knees and spread my legs, but that was enough.

"Close your eyes, Emily." He stroked my pussy with one finger,  softly. I raised my pussy trying to increase his finger's pressure, to no avail. I was getting hot and I squirmed. His other hand started squeezing and pilling on my nipple. It responded and became rock hard in an instant, I thought I could feel it clench around my ring. He continued his gentle excitation of my body and soon I was begging him to take me. I was in an agony of lust. My pussy was a lake I was so ready and so needy. I was going to die if he didn't get his cock in me quick. It was infuriating. He was teasing me. I couldn't do anything to hurry him. I needed him, damn it. Finally, I felt his weight crush me into the bed. His cock was at my entrance. I was spread wide. My muscles were clenching, trying to draw him into me. He thrust just a little, a tease. I hated him. The monster. I was dying. I needed him. “Please Master take me now. Fully. Make me yours. Take me.”

I felt him thrust deep into me, finally. It was heavenly. My muscles clenched. My lust turned to rapture. I needed this. I exploded. My juices flooded my pussy. My belly spasmed. I thought I would really explode with wonder. How could just a penis do this to me. I never wanted him to leave. My joy was boundless. I loved him so much. He had taken me, and I was his. Forever. I loved being his slave. I loved obeying him. I fainted.

When I woke, I was lying in Master's bed, under the blanket. I felt wonderful. I looked but Master was not with me. My hands were still locked behind me, as usual, but something was different. My collar was chained to the wall above the bed. I lay back down, uncertain whether I should call out. I decided to be quiet. After all, I had no say in whether he stayed with me or not.

I fell back asleep. I woke briefly later and felt his body spooning around me, his arm resting on my shoulder. I knew was loved and fell back asleep.

I woke when the sun was up. Master was gone, and Mistress was unlocking my collar from the wall. She told me to get up and took me back to my room. She released my arms and told me to get cleaned up. It was time for training. Only when I was showering did I learn that I again wore my chastity belt.

Several routines developed for Denise and me. On some days we did not see Master much during the day. He seemed to be busy with some business projects. We were kept ignorant about everything outside of the house. Most days one or both of us spent several hours in Master's office. We had to stay on our knees while there. There were a couple of long chains coiled in the corners, waiting for us. Those chains were locked to our collars before our hands were unlocked. We cleaned and dusted some, but our main task was eye candy for Master. When he sat in an easy chair, we would kneel beside him and he would absently rub our head and breasts. Often when he was working at the desk one of us was under the desk sucking his cock. We spent much of our time there kneeling in front of his desk, so he could see us by raising his eyes. He hardly ever fucked us in the ass. Mostly the other men used our asses. Most evenings we spent a couple of hours after dinner with Master. Sometimes we played card games, sometimes we watched a movie, occasionally we played pool in the game room. During these times Mistress was usually with us.

Denise and I wore chastity belts all the time. Only Master had access to our cunts. He was not the best endowed of the men in the estate, but he always used us well and left us drooling for more. All the staff, men and women had ready access to our mouths and behinds. We must have given ten blow jobs a day. We soon became connoisseurs of semen. We thought we could tell what the men had eaten for their last meal. We couldn't confirm it, but it was a great game. There were only a few women on staff. There was Marie the cook, Jane, the gardener, and our Mistress. They claimed our tongue’s services several times a day. We loved their taste too. A woman's love juices were sweeter than a man's. The men's were more savory and salty. We loved them all.

I mustn't forget our behinds. Mostly our mouths were used, but our behinds got a thorough workout too. We noticed that our bottoms were kind of a dual use facility. Only the men, of course. All the men used both our mouths and asses. It mostly seemed to depend on how much time they had. With more time they would prefer the rear entrance. We were usually bent over a table or chair. Most of the time they would whip or spank us until we were red before entering us. I guess it was because we would lick and suck with our mouths before they really fucked our face. When our asses were used, getting our cheeks red was what stiffened them up. Both Denise and I got to like having our asses used better than our faces. We liked the taste of everyone, but the heat on our bottoms got us aroused. Sometimes we would climax along with our anal users.

A couple of times Jane and Marie had me at the same time. I was bent over a rail and used my tongue on one of them while the other whipped my ass. After I brought one to climax with my tongue, they switched places. I climaxed twice, once with each. Unfortunately, they didn't find me together often.

Denise and I got better and better at our exercises. We were ordered to service Master and Mistress and Harold daily. But we were not allowed to climax for three weeks. I counted them. We were both horny beyond belief. My Master and Mistress made sure I never got the opportunity to come again. After the first week of abstinence I found it harder and harder to hold a conversation.  Hard even to understand what someone said to me. It was all I could do to eat. I thought of nothing but sex. I looked for any opportunity to beg my master for his touch. I was always rubbing up against him. I was so incredibly needy. It was anguish just to wake and feel my flaming pussy thrusting against the chastity belt. I had no control over my pussy any more. She was always pushing on the belt and sending sharp twinges into my loins.

I had to give good blow jobs to the men and eat out my mistress daily. Trying to do a good job with these was almost impossible. My needy body kept throwing off my rhythm and destroying my sense of touch. I was anguished, and my body was screaming its need. It was so loud that my brain couldn't understand what was coming from my senses. I was overloaded with need. Denise was no better. We whined a lot. Our master seemed to enjoy our need.


Chapter 7 - Muriel

One morning, my master woke us. We wondered where Mistress was. He sent us to the bath to get ready for the day. When we came out, he locked our hands behind us and said, "Kneel. Wait a moment. I want you to meet Muriel I will get her," and he closed the door.  Denise and I looked at each other. Who was Muriel? When it opened again, he walked in holding a leash in one hand and a case in the other. As the woman on the leash came in the room, we were aghast. It was Mistress. Only she wore chains and rings like ours, Master brought her to us and said, "Kneel. Muriel Gruener is now just Muriel. She is now your sister in slavery. Remember when I first introduced you. I told you she was familiar with women in bondage. She has been a slave for several masters since she was eighteen. She has joined your ranks on the same terms as you. You are all free to leave anytime. Now you are all equal, and all mine."

He continued, " You may talk for a few moments. Stan is waiting for you in the shop. He is going to adjust your chains. You are both more fit, thanks to Muriel's excellent training," he set the case on the floor and left.

"Mistress, you never told us." She was just as elegant in her rings and chains as when she was free and clothed. She raised poise to a new level.

"Emily, dear, you must not call me mistress. I am Muriel. You can be punished for showing disrespect to mistresses by laying that title on a slave." But, as Master said, I am an experienced slave and I have served several masters."

"But, how many masters are there. I never heard of any before I answered the ad."

"There are many men and a few women who own slaves. They are secretive but know each other. We are the lucky ones. We are allowed to choose our master and whether we stay. Most girls have no choice. They are simply property. That is a choice that the masters make. Think how easy it would have been to simply kidnap you and put you in chains. You could never get away."

"Muriel, why did you decide to be a slave with us?"

"Really, it’s the strangest thing. As soon as I saw you two, I fell in love with your rings. I have been a slave for many years and several masters. I have met many other slave girls. Yours was the first truly beautiful and functional nose ring. I decided then that I would join you, if possible, after your training finished." She stood up and moved her hands to her front. She had not had them locked behind her at all. "I am a little early, since your training is not quite finished. Master has appointed me First Girl. You will address me as Ma'am. Not Mistress. 'Mistress' is reserved for free females. Do you understand?"

"Yes, Ma'am," we both said.

"Today you will learn to use plugs for all your holes. Now we will go see Stan." She put leashes on our nose rings, picked up the case Master had left, and led us out.

Stan was waiting for us in his shop.  He took Denise and I into a small room at the end of his bench.  He locked Denise and my collars to wall rings, then he left and closed the door.  "I wonder why he separated us?  I thought he was just going to adjust our belts.  Mine has gotten loose."

Denise shook her head and said, "It’s just another way to keep us ignorant of what's happening.  He's probably getting more instructions about us from Mis... Muriel."

I heard Muriel's voice through the door.  She said loudly, "No, that is not right.  It is not what is supposed to happen.  Then there was silence.  

When Stan opened the door, he took me out.  Muriel was not in sight.

He took me to the workbench and locked a chain to my collar.  He took off my waist band and fiddled with it for some time and when he put it back on me, it was considerably tighter.  When he was done, I could only take small breaths.  "Master, this is tight.  I can't breathe."

He said, "You will adjust so that tomorrow it will just feel tight.  In a week, it will feel normal."

He unlocked the chain from my collar and took me to the large wooden frame on the wall.  He strapped me to it , back to the wall, so I couldn't move.   My knees were pulled farther apart than my ankles. He removed my chastity belt and took it back to his bench.  After some loud noises he returned and locked it back on me.  It felt different, but I couldn't see or touch it, so I waited.

Another trip to the bench and he returned carrying a toolbox.  He did something to my loins with clinking and dinging and pulling. I knew my chastity belt covered my rings, so I didn't know what was happening.  He unstrapped me from the frame.  I stepped forward and felt something brush my thighs.  There was a loud dinging and I felt a pull on my labia rings.  I looked down and saw my rings were sticking through my chastity belt.  Each ring now dangled a chain with a large bell on the end.  The bells hung just above my knees.  Great, I thought.  Master is playing with us again.  Cats were belled to protect the mice.  You bell a girl to shame her and make her stand out.  It works.

Stan took me to the other end of the workshop and I saw Muriel.  My bells dinged at every step as they banged against my legs. She was wearing a chastity belt and bells just like mine.  She was standing locked to a wall ring. We smiled the forlorn smiles of shared chagrin.  There was nothing we could do but wear our bells with grace.  He locked me beside her and went back, presumably to do Denise.

"Hi, I take it you weren't expecting your belt and bells?"

"No," she said, "It was quite a surprise.  I was still supposed to be your trainer and exempt from several small indignities.  I guess he changed the deal.  My only option now is to walk away, and I don't want to do that.  I guess I will just accept it.  I hope he doesn't change our deal any further."

"Well, we were already pretty noisy with our ankle chains.  This isn't much worse." We were quiet after that and waited for Denise.

Stan came and took us back to his work bench. Harold was there. Soon Harold had us locked in a coffle with our collars linked by four feet of chain. Denise, then me then Muriel. He put a leash on Denise and led us, single file, our bells ringing at every step, back to the house. He took us to the living room.  Master and the clothing designer, Susan, were waiting for us with several large boxes. Harold took off Denise's leash and freed our hands but left us neck chained together.

Susan looked at us and said, "John, you have a third girl. I didn't make anything for her, but she looks about the same size as Emily. Let's see." She took out a tape measure and measured Muriel, everywhere. Then she said, "Yes, most of the things I have for Emily will fit her. What's her name?"

Master simply said, "She is Muriel"

There was a large mirror on one wall and Susan had us line up facing it. She opened a box and took out some silvery cloth. She handed it to Denise and said, "Try this on."

Denise held it up and unfolded it. It was a "dress." I use the word cautiously. She dropped it over her head. The chains joining our necks was not a problem. After Denise got it smoothed down, I zipped up the back. It wasn't topless, quite. There were two straps over her shoulders with velcro fastenings. Her breasts were snugly cradled in a completely transparent material. There was a hole that each nipple, ring. and aureole filled. the waist had two inch holes positioned over her waistband's rings. There was a short skirt of translucent material that covered her to mid-thigh. Her rings shown through it murkily and her bells hung well below the hem. It was worse than being naked. All Denise's girl parts were well displayed. Of course her collar, cuffs, and ankle chains were unhindered.

Then Susan gave me a dress in shiny red satin. Denise helped me get it on. I looked like a two-bit whore. That was better than reality since I gave it away to anyone. Mine also had a short skirt but there was no transparent or translucent material. My breasts were larger than Denise, so Susan had opted to showcase them. The dress had two round holes lined with strong elastic. Denise helped me push and pull them through the way too small holes. When I had the dress all the way on, my breasts were compressed at the base. They looked like red, round balloons with large rose nipples pierced by large gold rings. Just getting dressed had aroused me. I was glowing almost the same color as the dress. Denise had grasped my nipples and rings to help pull my breasts through the holes. I had pushed from behind. I wanted someone in me ASAP.

Susan handed a wispy green confection to Muriel. I helped her get it on. It was completely transparent. It looked like she was wearing green smoke. Every line, every curve, every ring was clearly visible.

Susan had us all face the mirror.  I think she had managed to give us all clothing that hid nothing and accentuated everything. We looked like the idealized vision of helpless, wanton sex slaves. I liked it.

We tried on four more creations. None of them were alike. They were all designed to make us the center of erotic attention of any group. I noticed they were all designed to be donned or discarded whether our hands or necks were chained. Practical.  No need to unlock any part of us to add or remove the clothing.


Chapter 8 - Angela

I was sitting in a cheap diner with Donny and Ralph. They were cousins. I had slept with both of them. Ralph was my current lover. I wasn't paying much attention to them. Donny was trying to convince Ralph to do a job. Ralph owed Donny some dough. Donny had a friend who had helped deliver some fancy furniture to a place outside of town. His friend said it was a huge place, out in the country all by itself and had a lot of expensive stuff. Top of the line electronics, far out Italian cars like a Maserati and a Ferrari in the garage. He only saw a couple of old guys there. No guards or anything. Donny said it would be an easy job. Go in, grab some jewelry and electronics and maybe a fancy car.   Quick out and vanish back to the city in ten minutes, tops. Donny said he had a friend who could take the car and would pay top dollar.

Finally, Ralph said he'd go up to check out the place. They dropped me off at Ralph's dump. Ralph came back an hour later and said Donny may be right. It was close to town and the landscaping looked new. They didn't drive in but hiked through some woods. They got close enough to see a big fancy house and a bunch of smaller buildings. Then they left. Ralph said he was going to do some planning and it looked like we could just sneak in, grab, and run. I think he's crazy. Nothing was ever that easy.

Three days later Ralph has a "plan." Not too hard even for him. Ralph and I sneak up to the house. Ralph bypasses any alarms and we heist some jewelry and look for a safe. I'm just the lookout. When we're done, we jack one of the fancy cars. We drive this old truck Ralph jacked yesterday and leave it behind. We leave at midnight. Should be home by 1:30 or 2. Piece of cake.

“Excuse me, John,” says the chief. “Looks like our visitors are back. It may not be the same ones. This time it’s a man and a woman. The outer perimeter cameras picked them up at the same place they entered last time. They are sneaking through the west woods. They should be to the house in ten minutes. They came in an old truck. We don't see any communication gear. They are probably planning on using cell phones to communicate. We have our intercept and scrambler equipment ready. Do you want to call the Sheriff yet?”

"No chief let’s see what they want. I'm guessing burglars."

"You may be right. They aren't skilled, are they."

“I would like to capture them if they try to break in. Will that pose too much risk to our folks?"

"Shouldn't. I have everyone in vests and I've called in the backups. We have seven troops ready, all with night vision gear and scrambled headsets. Three of them are carrying stun guns and sidearms. The others are loaded for bear.

...

“What happened, chief?"

“When the two of them got out of the woods, they headed to the garage. The girl sprayed paint on the camera we didn't hide.  The man went inside, pried open the key cabinet and started the Ferrari. He opened the door and we turned on the lights and the PA system. Told him they were surrounded and to surrender. He panicked and tore out of the garage, abandoning the girl. She ran around the corner and hid in the shrubbery. We picked her up easily. The man screamed out the driveway and we raised the vehicle barrier. He hit it at over a hundred. I'm afraid your Ferrari is not repairable. The girl is down in the basement. I've got two men with her. The truck is still sitting on a dirt road. I called the sheriff and reported the theft and fatality. They should be here shortly."

"Tell me about the girl."

"Young, early twenties, fit, crying, begging us to let her go. Says she has a record and they'll throw away the key is she's arrested. Name is Angela Larson. I checked, and she has a couple of convictions, car theft, assault 4, prostitution."

"Do you think she would make a good slave?"

"Well, she's got the body for it, don't know if she got any STDs, and she's motivated as hell for a deal. I'd have her medically checked, but, yeah."

"OK, chief. Make copies of the take from the cameras inside the garage for 5 minutes around the time of our visit. Don't let on the girl was ever here. Have all the men who contacted or saw the girl go away. Share everything we have on the car thief and nothing on the girl. As for her, keep her cuffed, treat her well. Make sure she stays in the basement. And get a blood sample to Dr. Biery. I'll call him. Oh, and have someone wipe down the truck. I don't want her prints found on it."

"OK, boss. She stays incognito, give the police everything in the garage. Don't let them find out about our other surveillance capabilities. Blood sample to the doc. Clean the truck."

"Good. I'll go interview her now."

"Miss Larson, don't say a word. Just watch these videos." I showed her several videos. She and her friend entering the forest. Them hiding behind a large rock. Them creeping to the garage. Her spraying the decoy camera. Him in the garage, finding the key, starting the car. Opening the garage door. Shooting at someone. Speeding out of the garage. The Ferrari smashing into the bollards at the entrance. The demolished car.

Miss Larson, your friend is dead.  I have witnesses and video footage showing  you committed burglary, conspiracy, and felony murder. The police do not have any of this yet. Now I have some questions for you. Will you talk to me or must I give you to the Sheriff?" She was ashen faced and trembling. Her jaw was quivering, and she looked like she would resume crying.

"I..I..I'll talk." she said.

"Good. Drink some water. Here." I shoved a glass across the table. Her hands were cuffed in front of her and her ankles were still cuffed. The chief and Jake, one of his men, watched.

"Tell me about your family," I ordered.

The summary was that her parents were dead. She had a half-sister she hated who lived on the east coast. They had not communicated in eight years. The guy who wrecked my car and his life was Ralph Gonzales. He was a petty criminal wanting to make a big score. Her job was lookout. She had a record with three misdemeanors. Her boyfriend before Ralph liked to tie her up for sex. He smacked her around and she liked it until he got too rough. She broke a wine bottle over his head, thus the assault charge. She graduated from high school, became a beautician, and was currently unemployed. She was having a hard time finding a job because of her record. She moved in with Ralph a few days ago. She had no money and no prospects.

"Angela, I'm going to offer you a deal that you will likely find unusual. If you don't take the deal, I will give you and my evidence to the police. My deal is this: You will be my sex slave for two years and I will pay you one hundred thousand dollars. Then you will be free to leave. No. Don't answer now. I have three girls serving as sex slaves right now. I am going to bring them in to talk to you. When you are done talking to them you can tell me your decision. Chief, will you bring the girls in?" Angela was staring at me with wide, red eyes and an open mouth. I do believe I shocked her speechless.

I woke in the middle of the night to a loud noise. I saw lights on outside. Denise and Muriel and I were in bed. We couldn't get up because our collars were locked to wall rings by short chains. I hated being unable to see what was happening. One more downside of being a slave. Things got quiet and the light went out. I went back to sleep. What else could I do?

Morning was routine. We ate with Master and then went to exercise. Muriel was our exercise instructor, so her hands were free. After exercise we cleaned up and did our makeup. Harold collected us and took us downstairs where we waited for an hour or so.

Chief Jones unlocked our hands and ushered us into one of the meeting rooms. There was an unfamiliar woman there. She had been crying and had a shocked expression on her face. She was clothed but was wearing handcuffs locked in front and her feet were cuffed too. Master , chief Jones and Jake, a guard, were in the room. Master said, "girls, this is Angela. She is considering joining you. Tell her what it is like. When you are finished, just open the door. Jake will wait for you." The men all left and close the door.

"Angela, I'm Emily. The redhead Is Denise, and this is Muriel. We are all sex slaves of Master John. You can see we wear chains instead of clothes. You can also see we have many rings piercing us. We are completely untrusted. We are always either locked to something solid or are leashed. We have all given up our freedom. We traded it for sex, a life of privilege, and security. We are completely submissive and must obey everyone. In return we are taken to heights of all-consuming bliss beyond our wildest dreams. And we get that bliss every single day. Our Master said you are considering joining us. I would love to have you with us. I will mourn your loss if you don't try.

Muriel spoke up and said, "Angela, my name is Muriel. I am the trainer of the other slaves. I have this assignment because I have been a slave for several masters. I became slave when I was eighteen. I was well paid. I learned that I was a true, natural submissive and belonged at the feet of a strong man. I love this life and couldn't think of anything better. But you are different than us. You are here and cuffed. Master says you are thinking of joining us. We all came here asking to be his slaves. What's your story?"

Angela's head swiveled back and forth between us like a camera on a pole. When she stopped, she looked at Muriel and said, "You're slaves?"

I said, " Look at us Angela. Chief Jones brought us in here. He's clothed, we're naked. We have rings everywhere, collars on our necks, and cuffs on our wrists. I assume you saw our feet when we came in. We are all wearing shackles. And not ones that unlock, like yours. There are no locks on any of our restraints. We are not playing a game here. This is our life. And we love it. Now, tell us why you're here."

Angela looked at me. She said, "This is unbelievable. I thought slavery went away before I was born. You all seem so nonchalant about it. OK, my story. This is embarrassing for me, I'll try. I came here to rob the place with a friend. I got caught, he killed himself in a stolen car. Your master has evidence of my involvement. He offered me a deal. Join you for two years or face the law."

Everyone was quiet for a moment as we digested Angela's statement.

Denise spoke first, "You tried to rob us?"

Angela started crying. She said, "It wasn't you. We only knew a rich person lived here. We didn't know about any of you. We were poor. We just wanted some money for the rent and food." Her sobs trailed off.

"Your friend, the one who died. Was he your lover?" asked Muriel.

Angela's sobs started again, " I only knew him a little while. We made love a couple of times. He wasn't great. I guess he wasn't smart, either."

We waited until her sobbing stopped. I handed her a tissue. "So, do you have a job?"

"Not now," Angela said, " I went to Beautician school. and worked in a parlor for a while. Then I got sent to jail for assaulting my last boyfriend. I haven't been able to find work since I got out. I guess I've made a mess of my life, haven't I?"

Muriel asked, "What do you want your life to be?" Married, children, soccer mom? Gangster, prostitute, kept woman, high society? What would your life be like if Master let you walk away and did not tell the police?"

Angela's face grew haunted. "You're right, she said," if I could just walk away I'd be unemployable and homeless. I'd be a prostitute on drugs in a week. So, it’s either that, go to jail, or be a slave. I've backed myself into a small corner. I guess I must take your Master's deal. But I don't want to be chained up like you. It looks almost as bad as jail."

"Angela, didn't you hear the part where we all love our lives?"

"Yeah, I heard," she said," but you also said you're a natural submissive. I'm not."

"Yeah, right. Didn't you follow your friend to commit a crime without a plan? Didn't you like it when another boyfriend beat you, until he got too rough? Didn't you choose a profession taking other people's orders? Just what does submissive mean to you?"

Angela stared at me for a moment. She said, "You're right. It’s just a word to me. I thought it meant just obeying someone's orders, but it must be more than that. Is it a sex thing? I've always worked for women. The men I've taken to bed were all wishy-washy. I guess you'd call them weak. I felt all weak and humble when your...master talked to me. He was older, but forceful. I wouldn't mind obeying him."

"That's exactly what I mean. Its why it works for me. My Master is the driving force in my world. I like to obey these other women here, but I wouldn't stay a day if he wasn't my Master. Knowing he oversees us makes them his surrogates, his stand-ins. I get all warm and tingly inside when I obey an order, even if it’s one that causes me pain. That's what I mean by natural submissive. I think a woman needs a strong man to make her whole. I think it works the other way too. I don't think it matters that my Master has other women too, if I know I'm loved. We all love each other too. We are sisters in slavery."

Muriel spoke up, "Angela, have you had another woman make love to you?"

Angela said, "No, I've wanted to try it, but I never found anyone I wanted to be close to."

Muriel said, " Angela, we all nibble at each other whenever we get a chance. I don't know if you noticed, but we have chastity belts. Master reserves our pussies for himself. Everyone else must be satisfied with our mouths and asses. They do get a lot of use, though. Would you like to have us relieve your tension?"

Angela said, "Here? I don't know. It seems wrong to just spread my legs in a meeting room in daylight."

"Angela, here and now, we love our lives so much because of all the sex. It comes at all times in all ways. And it’s all with clean, safe people. Do you have any STDs?"

"No, I don't think so. I was checked before meeting Ralph, but I'm not positive."

"You remember that blood sample they took last night? Master says the Doctor called and you're clean.

"Stand up, drop your pants, and put your hands behind your neck. You are going to have the ride of your life. Then you will see one of the major attractions of being a slave." I walked over to her, clanking and dinging. She stood up but otherwise didn't move. I grasped the chain connecting her handcuffs and lifted it over her head. She didn't resist. "Leave them there," I ordered. I unbuttoned her pants and let them drop to the floor. She wore a white thong. I slid it down and let it drop, too. "You have a nice bush, curly and not too big. You'll lose that tonight." I pushed her back onto her chair. Slide forward." She did, looking scared. I knelt in front of her legs and pushed her legs wide. Muriel and Denise stood behind her and started opening her top. I put my face on her labia and started long, slow licks. After a couple she started pushing her groin forward. I licked harder.

Her labia spread apart, and she began moaning. I thrust my tongue deep into her inner lair and licked hard. I could see Muriel and Denise had her breasts in their hands, rubbing her nipples. Muriel had her head pushed back and was kissing her. I tasted her love juices now. A woman taste, sweet and strong. I felt her belly quivering and her muscles shaking. I knew she was ready to come. I sucked her hard nub into my mouth and massaged it with my tongue while sucking. She was gushing juices now. She came with a thunderous bellow followed by moans. Her legs squeezed my head. When she relaxed, I raised my head and wiped my face on her pants. "Like that Angela?" I smirked. Muriel and Denise had released her. Angela's face had a dreamy smile and her eyes were closed. Her clothes were off her torso, around her arms and legs. She moaned and started to lift her arms up. "Don't move, Angela. Leave your arms behind your head," I ordered.

She opened her eyes wide and looked at me. Then she lowered her hands back behind her head. "OK," she said. "Yes, I liked that a lot. That was the best climax I've ever had. It was so strong. I thought I would faint."

"Now you see why we like our lives. Imagine having sex like that several times a day, with much better ones every week. We found that being restrained like we are increases the strength of our climaxes a lot. That's a big reason we don't mind wearing these chains. We sold our freedom for an incredible price."

Angela looked at me then said, "Well, you're not exaggerating, are you? What about the rings? Aren't you afraid someone will tug on them and hurt you?"

"They concerned me at first, but once you start moving they sway at every step, every motion. It drives us to heavy arousal in moments. They are in our most sensitive areas and stimulate us with every swing. I love mine. Yes, I am afraid when someone pulls me along by one. So far, I have only had pain when it was intended. If I didn't have the rings, then I would have received pain some other way. I guess that's one other thing to tell you. We get whipped for correction and punishment. Too much pain is just punishment, but the right amount drives us to orgasm. We are whipped daily to make us come, but only for punishment when we deserve it."

We all sat silent for a long time. Finally, Angela said "OK. I'll be his slave. Only for two years. And only because it’s the best option out of a bad set of choices."

I stood up and said, "That's great, Angela. You won't be sorry. I promise." I opened the door and told Jake we had a new recruit. Jake used the phone to pass the news to master. Jake grasped Angela's upper arm and took her out of the room. He closed and locked the door. We were all wearing chastity belts, so no nibbling for us. We talked about what it would be like having another slave girl around. Of course, our sleeping arrangements would change. There were two king size beds in our room. Under the foot of each there was a heavy ring bolted to the floor. Each ring had two chains attached. They were long enough to reach into the toilet. Usually, one of us would sleep with Master and the ones left would each have a bed to themselves. Sometimes all three of us slept in the room. Muriel oversaw ensuring those in the room had a chain locked to her ankle chain, including herself. The key to those chains was hung on a wall beyond the reach of someone on a chain. In the morning someone would come in and release us.

Muriel said it would be easiest to put Angela in her bed tonight. Both Denise and I wanted to try her out in bed, assuming some of us weren't in the chastity belts. Muriel didn't think that would happen often. I didn't just want to try more sex with her. I had slept with Denise for a couple of years and I wanted to try a little variety. Even if sex wasn't allowed. There were other ways for girls to enjoy each other. Since Muriel was our trainer she had the duty to put us away at night. She had the decision to make. I pleaded for some variety. She just said maybe. I think she wanted first crack at Angela. But I didn't say so. She still had the whip.  Harold came in, locked our hands behind us, leashed us and led us upstairs. We started our exercises.

Jake took Angela to the workshop. Stan and Melody were waiting. Jake removed Angela's leg irons and her pants and thong. He opened one handcuff and locked her to a ring in the bench. He left her to Stan.

Stan let us watch, but from across the shop. Stan worked with practiced skill and was soon done. Angela was naked, collared and chained. Stan called Melody over. This was the first time Angela had been naked in front of strangers. Her impulse was to turn away from them, but realized the futility of that, so she just stood there blushing. She was young and in  good shape. The exercises would firm her up and trim a few pounds.

Melody said, "Hello miss. I'm Melody and I'm going to put your rings in. You saw the other girls, I'm told. Do you understand what's going to happen now?"

"Yes, I guess so. Do you have to do it now?"

"In this place, you must call me 'Mistress' and Stan 'Master.'" Do you understand. We are supposed to punish you if you don't."

"I'm sorry, Mistress, Angela said, " Nobody told me that."

"That's all right, Miss. From now on, if you fail, you will be whipped." Melody took her arm and led her off to her corner, saying, "Come with me."

Angela felt mentally numb. Her mind kept repeating "I agreed to be a slave. For two years. I agreed to be a slave. For two years...

Melody guided her to the chair and strapped her down. Angela was quiet, staring at nothing. Melody stimulated her nipples and watched them grow. The needle went in and Angela started. She looked down at the needle and smiled. It startled Melody. No one had ever smiled when she pierced her nipple.

Angela felt the sting as the needle pierced her nipple and started. She was strapped down so only her head moved. The cold hard metal pierced her reverie as well as her flesh. A fierce determination filled her soul. Her life was changing. She had a role now. She wouldn't float on the surface any more. She could and would dig in. She would succeed at something at last. If she had to be a slave girl, then she would be the best. She wanted to shout, Hurry!

What I did was smile and say, "Thank you, Mistress." When Melody was done with my piercings they hurt with a dull pain. Not as bad as I feared. She released me from the chair and I stood. I almost fell on my face. The motion of the heavy rings in my labia caused me to jump. Not because they hurt. It was the jolt of passion they sent to my core. My right leg sprang forward but it was jerked up short by my new ankle chain. My weight was already shifting.  I was falling forward, unable to catch myself with my arms locked behind me. Melody was ready for this and caught me. One hand clamped on my breast and made the ring dance. A second jolt hit my loins and I was so close to coming. I gasped.

Melody looked at me with a wry grin and said, "You're ready aren't you. The chains and rings always grab hold of a girl's pussy really quick. Walk over to the mirror and look at yourself. Tell me what you see."

I gathered myself and said, "Yes, mistress," and turned toward the wall. Melody held my upper arm as I walked. I looked at myself. I was so different. I had rarely seen myself naked. I never studied myself. I think I was afraid of what I would see. Now I saw an erotic vision. the girl in the mirror was helpless in her chains. She was a slave girl. Her master had put gold rings in her labia, nipples and nose. She was controllable. She would be punished for any reason or no reason. just for master's pleasure. She was subjugated. She was glorious. She was smiling. "I look happy. I like the way I look. I have always been afraid of looking weak. I thought people would take advantage of me. Now I'm helpless and I want to be fucked. I look like sex. One of the girls I talked to before I agreed to be master's slave made love to me. I had never done that before. Mistress, would you like to make love to me?"

Melody smiled and said, "Of course Honey. Now that you are a full slave, both Stan and I will have you service us. You just told me you were inexperienced. To make love well, you will need some experience. If you try hard and obey my instructions, I will make you come also. No man except your master is allowed to fuck you in your vagina. Is this clear?"

"Yes, mistress." She clipped a chain leash on my nose ring and led me to Stan. I was controlled. I couldn't use my hands; my feet were chained. I was following a leash on my nose ring. She told him she was going to "do" me and then she'd bring me back to him. She led me to a bedroom at the end of the shop. It looked like she lived there at least part time. She led me to a couch and used the chain from my collar to lock my ankles to a couch leg. She said, "Kneel there," pointing to a spot.

I knelt, and she lifted her skirt up. She was naked and shaved.   She had a tattoo above her pussy. "Take me, I'm yours."

Melody took hold of my nose ring and pulled me to her pussy. She smelled clean and sweet. She left her finger through my ring. She held the ring right up against her skin. just above her slit.

"Lick my labia," she commanded. I started licking. I am a complete novice with making love to a woman. This felt good, erotic. I never thought of myself as submissive.    But following her orders and making her come felt right and good. I wondered why it was not more common? I wondered if I was a natural slave. I could not imagine a more subjugated act than this. I was helpless. I was being held in place by my nose ring. By a woman. I was even lower than if I was sucking off a man. I had done a few blow jobs. That seemed tame by comparison. It just seemed right for a woman to worship a man's cock. It was normal. This was unnatural and fun.

I followed her orders, just licking her labia lips. Soon she began moaning and I wondered if I should do something different. I felt labia spread apart. She said, "Faster, Honey. Deeper" I licked faster and thrust my tongue between her lips. I tasted her love juices and they were good sweet. Like sweet, thin honey. She moaned and said, "Suck my clit, slave." I took her hard nub into my mouth and sucked hard. She exploded, flooding my mouth with her love juices and screaming. I kept sucking. As she relaxed, I stopped licking and sucking. Melody still held my nose ring against her body. I waited, and she pushed my head upright. She still held my nose ring.

She said, "Angela, for a first time, that was excellent. You followed my orders exactly and gave me a good climax. Now I will give you one, in a little different way. She got up and walked to a straight back chair, making me crawl on my knees behind her. She sat on the chair and made me lay across her lap, face down. She put her right leg over my legs and spanked me. The first slap was unexpected and stung. She alternated cheeks and kept up a slow, steady rhythm. Soon I was panting, trying not to scream. None of the blows was too bad, but my belly stared to heat up after the first two or three. Soon I was moaning and was close to coming. Then she pushed her fingers into my pussy and began stroking my clit. I exploded with a loud scream and whimpered as she kept on rubbing. I squirmed but was held fast. Soon I came again, even stronger than the first."

When I recovered, she released my legs and said, "Kneel." After I was on my knees, she said, " spread your knees wide, arch your back, thrust your breasts out.  Keep your head high, eyes on the floor." I obeyed as best I could. She said, " This is your kneeling position. Work hard on perfecting it." She took my leash and led me back to Stan. I was happy. I had just had another orgasm, a good one. I had eaten out my first woman and liked it.  I was going to like being a slave. Now I was going to give Stan a great blow job.

After I had pleasured Stan I was feeling proud.  Stan took me back to the house and handed my leash off to a man named Harold. He took me to a gymnasium where the girls were exercising. He gave my leash to Muriel. I had heard her name before, but I hadn't remembered. I saw her name inscribed on her collar. I looked around and saw "Emily" and "Denise" on their collars too.

Emily gave me a look that said, "You're mine and I'm going to fuck you soon." I gave her back a look that said, "Yes, I'm yours and I want you to fuck me."

I had recognized that these girls were pretty when they talked to me before. But now, I was struck dumb with their beauty and grace. These were world class beauties. I could see them judging me. I hoped I could come to approach their quality in time.

I saw that Denise and Emily's hands were locked to the back of their belts like mine. Muriel's hands were free, and she was holding a whip. It looked like Muriel was telling the truth when she said she was the trainer.

Muriel pulled me closer and said, "I am a slave, like you. In this class I am your mistress. You will obey me or receive punishment. Now I need to assess your fitness. Do you exercise often?"

I said, "No, mistress."

She made me kneel and adjusted my position. Then she ran me through several more positions. It was hard to get into these poses with my hands locked to the small of my back. My chained ankles didn't exactly help, either. I struggled at first. She made me repeat them over and over. She told me how I should place my body the first time. When I made a mistake, I received a whip stroke. I learned fast. I was sweating when she stopped. I had become more graceful with practice. I had thin red whip marks all over my body, but I felt triumphant. The last time through I did not receive a single stroke. I passed.

While I was being trained Emily and Denise knelt on the sidelines and watched. When I happened to see them, they did not look bored but rather calm, disciplined. They were both so beautiful, like Greek sculptures of chained goddesses.

Muriel said, "Denise, Emily, come here. She clipped leashes on their nose rings and led us over to a large wood table. There were four rings on the table edge. We knelt in line, collars touching the table edge. She clipped our collars to the rings and removed our leashes. She laid a bright red rubber or plastic object in front of each of us. She held one in her hand. Muriel said, "girls, this is a penis gag. It is also a dildo." One end of the gag was a large ball, the other was a phallus. It was long and wide and ridged. There was a metal ring on each end. It was so big it was scary. I didn't want it in my mouth.

Muriel said, "Either end may go in your mouth, depending on master's wishes. Watch." She opened her mouth and inserted the ball end in her mouth. It was a tight fit. She bit down on it and used her hand to flex the protruding penis. She pulled it out and said, "you can see how one can pleasure a man or woman in that position as well as keeping you quiet." Then she inserted the penis end into her mouth.   She pushed it down her throat until the ball was completely in her mouth. She bit down on the ball. Her mouth could not contain the ball.  Maybe a third of its red circumference still showed, and the steel ring. She grasped the ring and pulled it out. She said, "that position is only good for keeping you quiet and learning to deep throat a penis. You may have to overcome a gag reflex if you have not gone this deep before. Now I am going to have each of you try it."

She walked around the table and stopped by Emily. She said, "Open." She sounded just like my dentist. Emily opened her mouth and she thrust the penis in part way, then pulled it out. She repeated. going deeper until Emily gagged. She said, "That's normal. Repetition makes it go away. She gave Emily a drink of water and said, "Open." She started the process and finally Emily was able to take the whole thing in and close her mouth around the ball. Muriel said, Keep it in place.

Muriel went to Denise and repeated the gag training. After the first gag reflex, Denise refused to continue, despite a few stripes from the whip. Muriel said, "You have earned a punishment session," and came to me. Luckily, I found it easy. I only gagged once and found by relaxing I could take it all. I think I could have taken a longer phallus if I had to.

Muriel put our leashes on and released us from the table. We followed her into what I would call a punishment room. There were a lot of items of equipment I recognized from movies. Muriel clipped Emily and my leashes to a wall ring and ordered us to kneel. She took Denise to a trapeze bar and locked a chain from the middle of the bar to her collar. She went to a wall switch and raised the bar until Denise was on tiptoes. Then she locked her wrists to the ends of the bar and unlocked the collar. Leather straps went on Denise's legs at the knee and ropes used to tie them to floor rings. Denise's knees were open, but the ropes weren't tight. Muriel then lifted the bar until Denise's feet were off the ground her knees pulled wide apart. She removed Denise's chastity belt. Denise was silent. Muriel left the room. We were kneeling and gagged. We didn't dare spit the gags out. I had a million questions, but slave girls must learn patience. I guess we were getting an object lesson in discipline and obedience. I know I was. I was never going to disobey.

Emily and I looked at each other but were helpless and gagged. I looked at every inch of her. She was wearing a chastity belt. I wasn't. I wondered whether it was oversight or intention. No way to tell. Leaning closer I smelled her. There was sweat, musk and something floral. It was heady stuff, having her scent in my nostrils and her helpless body almost touching me. I wanted to lick her all over. She smelled good enough to eat. I scrunched closer to her. She looked at me and smiled around the gag. But she shook her head, so I stopped. She was right. This was not the right time.

A long time passed. I studied Denise, hanging by her wrists from the bar. She didn't move. She bowed her head, as if in prayer, her eyes closed. She was so exquisite I strained to memorize every curve, every shadow for posterity. It was a picture I had seen created but it had changed since then. Denise's rebellious flesh and muscles had relaxed. All the tension had drained away. The chained beauty hung motionless, without a single twitch. Her weight  hung from her wrists and their implacable cuffs.  Her toes floated several inches off the floor. Denise's femininity, with fatigue and pain, had blossomed into a vision of resigned helplessness.

I  sunk into the river of complete subjugation flowing from the chained form. Her suspension had not marred her lovely form. Her breasts were taut cones. Her Venus Mound was thrust forward. Her belly was flat under the accentuated ribs. Her fingers were limp, grasping not even futile hope. Denise endured her punishment in silence.

The door opened, and master entered, leading Muriel by a leash to her nose ring. Her hands locked behind her and the penis gag in her mouth. He knelt her next to us and clipped her leash to the same ring as ours then he took a whip from a rack and approached Denise. He said, "Denise, the punishment for disobedience is twenty lashes. You will count the strokes out loud, thank me for correcting you, and ask for another. If you fail to do any of these things I will start over. If you beg for leniency the punishment will be 25 strokes. Is that clear?"

Denise said, "Yes, master."

The first stroke left a thin red streak across the top of her buttocks. Denise squealed. Then she said, “One, Master, thank you for correcting me. May I please have another?" Denise contained her screams of pain for the next ten strokes, then she could no longer keep quiet. She screamed at the next five, then her mouth only issued moans for the next four. For the twentieth stroke, master took careful aim and swung up through her legs. The tip of the vicious cut landed square on her pussy. Denise let out a thunderous shriek and climaxed. Her body shook in the restraints. Her eyes closed, and she gasped at every contraction of her belly.

Master replaced the whip in the rack and led all three of us out of the punishment room. He took us up to our room and left us there, hands still locked behind us. He said, " "Remove your gags and clean them." He removed our leashes and left. We managed to spit them into the sink and found a rack for them sitting on the counter. It was not easy to clean them with our hands locked behind us, but we managed.

Now we were three women, sisters in slavery, sitting naked on the carpeted floor. Emily spoke first. She said, That's the worst punishment you can get, disobedience is not worth it.  You would think she'd learn.  Maybe she likes it."

"You mean she's gotten that before?"

"Yup," said Emily, "that's her third session hanging for the whip.  I wouldn't have done it, but she's always been headstrong.  She wants to be the master sometimes.  Most of the time she's content being the slave."

"Did you know her before here?"

"Oh, yeah," Emily responded, "we lived together for a couple of years before coming here.  She was the dom and I was the sub.  Worked for me.  I wasn't sure she could handle being a slave, but she insisted."

Muriel said, "I have seen resistance in her face several times, but she usually fights it back.  She'll learn.  The confused ones always get it sooner or later."

"So, I'm confused.  Both of you sound like this is old hat to you. Is slavery not illegal everywhere? Emily, you sound like you and Denise chose to be slaves, like going on a cruise."

Muriel answered first, "Angela, female slavery is as old as humans.  Women are smaller and weaker than men.  It is unnatural to consider us equal.   Many women find it to be natural to obey men.  It is reassuring, and the sex is incredible.  Yes, it is common although well hidden in the West."

Emily spoke up, "And yes for me too.  Denise and I are employees.  We answered an ad.  It turns out this is a well-paid job.   Our greed got us to agree to the rings and chains and it turned out we love the job.  We can walk away any time, but we will lose a huge incentive payment if we don't stay a year.  We know your deal has less freedom, but you did try to rob the place!"

Muriel spoke again, "Angela, this is your first day and it’s been exciting. Do you think you will like it here, at least more than prison?"

I thought about that. "I don't know. I've been here less than a day. I was caught. Emily gave me the best orgasm I ever had. I told Master John I chose slavery over prison. In no time I'm collared and chained, hands and feet, with no keys. Then Melody sticks these rings in my flesh. I service a man and woman, never done that before, either. I am exercised to exhaustion. I watch a slave girl whipped for disobedience. I learn to deep throat a gag. My day has been surreal. I don't know if I like it here. I don't know if it’s better than prison. I do know I like everyone I've met. I do know the sex is incredible. I do know you girls are the most beautiful things I've ever seen. I do know I'm helpless and in the control of anyone who I see. I have the strangest feelings running through me. Will I like it here? I have no idea. I hope so, because I don't have any choice, do I?"

Emily said, " Well I like it. Denise likes it. Except when for punishment. I know Muriel likes it because she volunteered too. I'm sure you will like it."

Muriel said, " Would you try to describe those 'strangest' feelings you're having?"

"I'm not sure I can make any sense out of them. We were just waiting for Denise's whipping to start. I didn't know about the whip. I just saw her hanging there. She was so calm. She was like an exquisite sculpture. She looked resigned to pain. I thought she was the essence of what being a woman meant to me. I wanted to take her place. She was the most beautiful thing I had ever seen. Yet, I felt sick inside thinking about the pain she felt. That crescendoed when Master picked up his whip. But when he started, the whipping of Denise made me hot. I got aroused because she was being whipped. I wanted to whip her. Yet, also, I wanted to feel the whip. I knew I wanted master to whip me. It was so erotic. And then she climaxed with the whip stroke on her pussy. I almost climaxed too. Is it like that for you or is it just me?"

Muriel said, "Whipping a girl is erotic and arousing for men and women. It doesn't matter whether you are wielding the whip of feeling the pain. I think we women need the discipline, pain when we disobey. It feels so correct, so just, to me. I don't like the pain one bit. But I love the feeling of subjugation, the knowing that my master will be firm and punish me when I deserve it. It always arouses me and master. And watching is almost as erotic. I've never seen a man whipped, but I don't think it would feel right to me. Women should always receive the whip, never men. It violates nature, for me at least. For the world to work well, women must obey their men. And we must be punished when we don't. Denise was punished because her master told her to obey me when I am training her, and she did not."

Emily nodded her head, agreeing with Muriel.

"So, you're saying I'm not crazy, yet?"

The door opened, and Master entered. He said, "Let's go get Denise." He took several chains out of a chest and locked our collars together. Muriel in front, then Emily, Then me. He put a chain for Denise on my collar and put the end in my hands and said, "Hold this for me." He put a leash on Muriel's nose ring and led us down to the punishment room. Denise was hanging motionless, her ass covered with red stripes. He said, "Denise, have you learned anything?"

Denise responded, "Yes master. I have learned not to disobey my master or your agents. I have learned that I am a true slave and I deserved punishment. Thank you for correcting me."

Master lowered her, locked her hands behind her, freed her legs and locked her last in the coffle. Master led us into the yard and we took a walk around the garden. We chatted about the flowers and the birds. Except for us girl's unusual condition, it was a normal walk. I noticed Denise kept pulling forward to rub against Master. What a slut she was. I noticed then that he had not put her chastity belt back on.

He took us back in after the sun set. We went back to our room. He freed us from the coffle and unlocked Muriel and Emily's hands. He put a leash on my nose ring. He said, "Get Denise cleaned up. She won't be allowed to use her hands for seven days. I will keep Angela with me tonight." He led me into the hall and closed and locked the door. We went to his bedroom and I found I was getting aroused just thinking about being taken by him. My pussy felt hot and I could feel moisture starting to run into my cunt. I was horny, and we hadn't even reached the bed yet. I wanted my hands freed, so I could hold him and rip his clothes off. I realized he was going to control the pace and control me. I loved the feeling of being helpless and forced into sex by a man. I knew I couldn't speak without permission. I was in frustrated agony. I moaned, and he looked at me and smiled.

He leaned close and whispered into my ear, "Are you liking your decision yet, slave?"

I pressed into him, whispered, "Yes, Master," I tilted my head to the side, and put my mouth on his. He opened his mouth and pressed his lips to mine. I relaxed my lips and let him thrust his tongue in my mouth. I met his tongue with mine, but soft and let him explore my mouth, just following. Our kiss grew and grew, and I was about to come when he broke and threw me down on the bed. He removed his clothes and said, " pull your feet into your ass, as hard as you can. Spread your knees." Then he lay on top of me. I felt his heavy body push mine into the bed. It felt so good. I spread as wide as I could and felt his hard shaft nudging at my pussy. I was spewing love juices like I never had before. He entered me with care, just a little, then he withdrew. My muscles tried to clamp onto him, but he slid out. It was agonizing, waiting so long for his next thrust. My pussy ached it was so ready. In, in, in. Was he going to fill me now? Please master. I was moaning my need. He lay on me, squishing my breasts.   It felt good. Then his mouth was on mine again.

Out again, oh no. In, in, in. I climaxed so hard. I almost fainted . My belly was spasming hard, over and over. I could still feel him in me. It was overwhelming. This was my biggest orgasm ever. I was moaning. I relaxed. Then he started moving again. I realized he was still hard. He did not orgasm with me. I felt the heat rising again in my belly. Oh. My. God. Could I be having the Second Orgasm. I was afraid. What if it was going to be bigger than that last monster. Would I survive? I realized there was nothing I could except wait for it. My fate was in his hands. My hands locked behind me. His weight held me motionless. I could do nothing! I was helpless and loved it. He was going to take me for the ride of my life. I felt my muscles grip his huge member and try to pull it in all the way. He kept up his relentless pursuit of our pleasure. The slippery friction of my love juices kicked our passion to new heights. I felt the surge of his hot seed flowing into me. Then I climaxed. It was huge. I couldn't bear the stunning pleasure.

I woke alone in his bed. I was still locked fast. I struggled to turn over and felt a chain sliding over my shoulder. My leash was gone. I saw my master enter from a bathroom. I felt a discomfort and asked, "Master, may I speak?"

"Yes, Angela, speak, " he said.

"Master, may I use the restroom, please."

"All right. Your chain is long enough. Go ahead," he said.

I relieved myself and returned to the bed and knelt beside it.

Master said, " OK, Angela, get in bed." He threw the covers back and waited.

I lay down on my side, facing him. He tossed the covers over me.

Master said, "tonight you may drop the formal protocol and we will just talk. How did you find your first day as my slave?"

"Master, it was nothing like what I expected. Though I should say 'feared' rather than 'expected' because I did not know what to expect. You did not tell me that the others are volunteers. I thought you were some sort of white slaver that would sell me to a brothel in Bangkok. I like the girls. I think we are going to regard ourselves as sisters in slavery and try to be friends. They are so beautiful. Where did you find them?"

Master said, " I'm glad you are starting off well. I did not find these beautiful women. I made them. That is, they were pretty when they came here.  We free them from the stresses of the normal world.  That and the training and exercise has made them beautiful. And they are gorgeous. And you will be too. You will find that everything done to you here enhances your beauty. Even the whip. It makes you behave as women evolved to behave. The whip makes you obey, and your body will thank you by becoming sexier and erotic. You may not believe that now but tell me what you think in three months. You will become proud of your body and your slavery. You will want to show it off. You girls will become the best exhibitionists in the world.  What did you think of Denise's punishment?"

"I started off thinking it was too much to bear.  In the end, I think it was the most erotic thing I have ever seen.  I wanted to whip her myself.  And I wanted to be whipped so I could feel the utter joy of complete subjugation.  Master, how do you keep from whipping us all day?"

"Angela, he said, "I am tempted every time I see one of you.  I have to be strong."

"Master, you can whip me any time, every day.  I would love it.  I have learned, in one short day, that I need discipline."

"Why do you think you need discipline?"

"Master, I have been guilty of several crimes. None have been serious, but the important element here is that I just followed what my friends wanted to do. My parents and I haven't talked in years. I only got into trouble because I wanted to do something exciting with my friends. I shouldn't call them friends. They were all guys I shacked up with. And I only did that because I have no honest work experience and had nowhere else to go. I could have been a whore, but I know they always get hurt by their pimps or Johns. I have never been able to be good at anything. I'm just lazy, I think. I need discipline to make me work harder. After watching your girls, I decided I want to be just like them. Excellent at giving pleasure to others. I want to work hard and knowing the whip is waiting for me to goof off is a real incentive for me. I will be a good slave girl for you. I promise."

"We'll give you that chance, Angela. And you will become beautiful as a result. Lights out."

Master turned off the light and put his arm around me and teased one of my nipples. I felt safe for the first night in a long time. I didn't mind my chains. They let me stay here and I liked it here

In the morning I woke groggy. I didn't know where I was. I was comfortable and warm. I felt a heavy arm on my belly. The covers were laying half on my face. My arms were behind my back. I willed my hand to move the cover off my face. It didn't move, and I felt something around my wrist. I pulled harder, but it still didn't move. I turned my head to see what the problem was. Something moved in my nose. How strange. Then I remembered the day before. I was a slave. I wore my master's rings in my body and his chains on my limbs. It all came back in a flash, including the fantastic sex last night. I relaxed. I wasn't going anywhere for two years. OK. This seems like a pretty nice place.

Soon Master woke. He let me use the bathroom and then he shaved and showered. He let me watch. I imagine it was like the first day of marriage. You feel all warm inside watching your man and knowing you now belong to him.

When he finished he unlocked me from the chain and took me back to the girl's room. As he took me there he said, " Thank you Angela, I enjoyed having you with me last night."

I smiled and said, "Thank you Master. I had fun too. Call me and we'll have dinner."

He laughed, and said," I guess this was our first date. I will call you, soon."

In the room I found all three of my fellow slaves sitting on the floor, hands free and talking. Muriel stood and unlocked my hands. "Go shower and come back when you're done." I went.

When I was dry and had done my face, I went back into the room. Muriel said, "Up girls, it’s time for training." She locked our hands behind us, put us in coffle and led us to the training room. There we found dishes, linens, glasses, silverware and water pitchers on one table. There was another table, clear, twenty feet away.

Muriel unlocked our hands and locked her collar onto the coffle with us. "Today," she said, "we are going to learn how to set a table while we are in coffle. I should tell you that I have never done this before, either. It will be a shared learning experience. The first thing we must do is learn how to maneuver our unit. Everyone face the door. Starting with your left foot, walk forward three paces and stop." That worked OK, except we didn't all start at the same time so there were jerks on our collars.

"That didn't work as well as I hoped", said Muriel. Now we must turn around. Listen close. Emily turn to your left but don't move forward. Denise, when Emily steps forward, you step to where she just left and turn left. Angela, when Denise steps forward, so do you. I will follow. Then stop. Ready, step."

That worked. But we weren't done.

Muriel talked us through the turn, one step at a time. After three more steps we had reversed our coffle. We continued this way forever. Soon we could turn without tripping. Once we had simple turn mastered we started learning to set the table. Boy was that hilarious. Several times we just stopped and laughed. We fought that table for an hour. The dammed table was wining. It would have been faster if Muriel had left our hands locked behind us and set the table herself. The rest of us could just trail after her like a comet's tail.

We stopped for lunch and went to the dining room in coffle. From Emily's questions I guessed this was a new experience. We ate from bowls on the floor with our hands locked behind us. I  don't know why girls aren't born wearing chains. We're locked up all the time anyway. We went back to the training room and Muriel directed us to a closet. From it she took a pair of boots for each of us. All in black patent leather. They laced up the back almost to our knees. They had slots designed to let our ankle chains pass through. They were comfortable despite the three-inch heels. When we all had them on we looked like the bondage Rockettes.

Muriel said, "We are going to practice coordinated walking." She locked chains between our right wrists, so we all stayed facing the same direction. Then we went outside. We walked around the garden all afternoon. Slow walk, fast walk, trot. Repeatedly. The first few laps I felt tugs and jerks on my collar. The practice helped. By the time we stopped, we were smooth and coordinated.

Then Muriel broke the bad news. "Girls, master wants us to get used to the coffle. We will stay in it until he decides otherwise. I can't open any of the coffle locks. They need a key I don't have. "

We ate dinner in the usual manner. Master and Harold ate at the table and talked while we ate, heads in our bowls.

After dinner we went back to our room to clean up.  It looked like we were going to stay in coffle for a while. Our hands were free, but the neck chains stayed on. It was not difficult to use the bathroom in coffle. We now did everything as a team. If one of us had to use the toilet, the others stood or knelt nearby. Doing our makeup was similar. None of us could leave the area until everyone was ready. At least there was always a friend to talk with. Sometimes a nearby helping hand was appreciated. Of course, we were always getting in each other's way. And it was never two neighbors who had to do something at the same time.   We were always shuffling around each other. When we were all done in the bath, we went back to the bedroom. We weren't allowed to use the furniture except the bed for sleeping, so we all sat on the floor. I was struck by the erotic scene. Four naked women chained together by the neck. We were all sitting with our backs propped on one of the beds. Our hands were free, for once. We had all drawn our feet up and Denise had her knees in the air, while the rest of us crossed our legs on the floor. Emily and I were playing with our ankle chains. We talked of girl things. Sex, of course. The many shapes and sizes of the men we had serviced. What was the best orgasm ever, and so forth.

I asked whether we ever got to wear clothes.

Muriel answered, "Angie, we all have clothes, but we haven't had a chance to wear them yet. It’s like having uniforms. We all have the same designs and colors. Don't expect them to cover any of your girl parts. They are all designed to flaunt them. Master told me that the designer will be here in a couple of days to take your measurements."

"Muriel, I still don't have a chastity belt like yours. Do you know what it means?"

Denise piped up, "Everything about this place is well planned. They don't trust us for anything. We're always kept on a short leash. Master must have a plan for you that's different than ours."

Emily said, "Angie, don't worry about it. We didn't get ours for quite a while. Maybe they are just making it now. And don't worry about being knocked up. We're all on the pill and all the men use condoms except master. The Doctor will come check you out every month, too. We're the prize cows of this place. We are well looked after and worked on when we need it."

Muriel said, " Emily is right. Whatever you do don't ask anyone about it. Curiosity is discouraged. We can ask clarifying questions about an order, but anything else will see you punished.

After we had been in our room for an hour, our hands were locked behind us and we were taken to the living room. Master and Harold and several of the male staff were there. We were lined up and leather bondage hoods were placed on us and laced up tight. These left our mouths and noses free but covered the rest of the head in stretched black leather. We were knelt in a line and required to service the men with our mouths. I gave four blow jobs and I guess the other girls did the same. I wondered how many times a man could get it up in an evening. Then I realized the men were being serviced in shifts. New men would replace the ones we just did. I must have swallowed a pint of cum that night. It was all yummy. I could have taken more. While waiting for the next penis to enter my mouth, I remembered that I was still without a chastity belt. My pussy was eager to join the work here. It was engorged, and my lips were spread wide. I was flowing juices like a river. My legs were dripping. I said, to the room at large, "Excuse me masters. My cunt is open for you. I beg you to take me hard and take me now. I need a man inside me, please, masters." I heard only faint mutterings through the hood then I was shoved onto my back. I felt the coffle chains jerk hard as my sisters remained kneeling. Muriel on one side and Denise on the other. I was sorry for the jerk, but it seemed insignificant when compared to my need. I

I was sopping, and the first cock slid in so easy. I was in seventh heaven. It felt so, so good. My muscles started grasping at the cock as soon as it entered me. three quick thrusts and I climaxed. My tremendous climax from Master John was stronger, but this one was fine. I squealed and then I felt him spurt his seed into me. I almost climaxed again, it was so warm, and I felt so subjugated.

He left me and immediately another heavy body pressed me down. I felt his cock probing my ringed labia. I spread my knees as far as I could. Inviting him in too.

I serviced eight men that night. four with my mouth and four with my cunt. I realized I was an ace slut. I was proud. I was happy that I could bring pleasure to many men with the boundless climaxes I was blessed to have.

Finally, the men stopped coming. I think our one-sided orgy had serviced every man on the estate. Our hoods were removed, and we were taken back to our room and hands freed. We were told to shower together. Good thing the shower was huge. I've always believed good plumbing was the height of hedonism.

After we were clean, Master came in and took Emily off the coffle. He said she would stay with him tonight and to go to sleep. We experimented and found that all three of us would fit into one of the large beds. So that's how we slept. It was cozy. Even though I still had an open cunt, we were too tired to do any nibbling.

Master took me to his bedroom and locked a long chain to my ankle chain. He said, " the chain is long enough to reach the bath if you need it. He removed my chastity belt and said, "we won't need this tonight, Emily."

"Thank you master. Please fuck me hard and soon. I've been needy, no, make that horny, for days. I need you in me as soon as possible. I snuggled into his body maneuvering my head for a kiss. He responded, taking me in his arms and kissing me hard, pushing my head back. I could feel his stiff rod pushing into my loins. I wanted him in me so much, but I wanted this kiss to last all night. My pussy was on fire and my belly was clenching. But I was helpless with chained limbs and that was a huge part of my arousal. I belonged body and soul to this man. I was his slave.

He broke the kiss and I said, "Master, your slave begs you to take her. She is your true, natural slave and will serve you forever. She wants to please you more than anything in the world. Please take me now." He dropped me on the bed and stripped off his clothes. I closed my eyes, but he teased me! He stroked my labia with one hand and a nipple with the other. I moaned in desperate need. I begged him to take me. I pleaded with him and he rolled onto me. His stiff cock entered me just a little. More teasing! I couldn't stand it. I was so horny. My loins were itching, they were on fire. I needed him to quench my flames before I died. My juices were flowing onto the bed. I could feel my ass getting wet. Finally, the thrust all the way in. I climaxed and moaned in relief and ecstasy. I couldn't separate them.

He was not done. He kept up the rhythm of slippery friction and my arousal flamed into rampant being again. I was going to climax soon. There. Again. My mind burst into huge fireworks. My god. It was stronger than before. I flew high above the room. I was loose from my body, but still the stimulation reached me. My arousal didn't ebb at all after my second orgasm. How much pleasure could I stand? How much? I could die happy now. I was well loved. At last, I felt him fill me with his precious seed. How I loved them. I climaxed a third time and then blackness enfolded me.

I woke when sunlight flooded my face. I drowsed in bed, warm, secure. I felt the bonds on my wrists and ankles and I loved them. I didn't need freedom. My master took care of everything for me. He loved me, and I loved him. I thought about how lucky I was to have found him. I wished all my sisters in womanhood could be as happy as I was. I thought back and realized I had been happy the entire time I had been my master's property. Before that I was seldom happy. I just existed and found frustrations aplenty. I understood, now, that I was completely at home and I loved obeying my master. It felt so good, so right.

Master came into the room. He was dressed and had shaved. He sat on the bed and I smiled at him. He said, "Good morning beloved slave of mine. Do you need the toilet?"

"Good morning beloved Master. No, I am fine, even wonderful."

"I expected as much from your expression. You have been here for six months. How do you like your job, and have you given any thought to what you will do when your year is up?"

"Master, I am so unfocused. I love it here. I love the girls. I feel like I'm an important part of a team. My only job is to obey as well as I can. I think I'm doing a good job, but I don't have any standard to compare to. I don't have any plans. I don't have any idea what I'm going to do when my year is up. I haven't talked to Denise to see what she wants. I'm not sure I want to be with her anymore. The discipline here makes me work to get better. To be more graceful, stronger, more endurance, more beautiful, and more obedient. With it I feel like I'm getting better in every way I care about. Without it I would drift and not improve. My time here has been a revelation in so many ways. You make me obey and drive me crazy with arousal and sex. I never had a tenth of that with Denise. There I was just existing. going from one video to the next. Waiting for something but I didn't know what. Here, my day is full of lust and obedience and sex and sharing. I have friends I do things with. Not that I get to choose anything, but the camaraderie is there. The most awful event I can imagine is my year ending and losing that sense of belonging I have. The question I've been afraid to ask is, 'when my year is up do I have to leave?'

"Emily, the quick answer is, 'No.' But of course, I'm not sure you have enough data to decide that now.

“You know I've made videos of you girls and your daily lives?"

"We all suspected you might, but we have no way of telling."

"There was a movie several years ago, The Truman Show, did you see it?"

"Master, I think so, it was about a man whose life was being broadcast and he didn't know it?"

"Yes, that's it. Well you girls have a video program called 'Wage Slaves.' Its edited to take out most of the boring stuff. It’s been live since about a month after you started. We priced it to sell because of the competitive nature of the market. We have eighty-three thousand subscribers paying fifteen dollars a month to watch you.  Each of you earn your salary plus seven hundred and fifty thousand from your royalties. By the end of your year, you, Denise, and Muriel will have earned one million dollars each. I have it invested in conservative stock and bond funds, so it will be a little more. You can all retire as wealthy ex-slaves if you want. Or you can stay here and be my slaves for as long as I live, maybe fifteen more years. And you don't have to worry about leaving and killing the show. I have over a thousand job applications from girls who want to take your place or join you in my 'harem.'

"I also have almost as many requests for interviews with you girls and me, which I have avoided. I was careful in setting up this business. All anyone can tell is that everyone speaks American English and the videos come from Myanmar. The public also knows your names. Your first names are obvious since they are engraved on your collars. I decided to give you girls star billing on the videos. I'm always the shadowy, all powerful master. Every other person in the videos has all identifying features blacked out. So, your identities are well known, and many people want to talk to you. I paid a lot to make us anonymous and still let the payments come in. I will speak to all of you today in a group. I just wanted to see what you thought. Now what are your thoughts about the future?"

"Master, the money is great. It makes my future more secure whatever I decide. But I love my life here. OK, I've given up all freedom, except the freedom to quit. I love the girls, everyone here is polite and friendly. I live in palatial splendor. We always have sore bottoms and we can't run or go anywhere by ourselves. That's all balanced with fantastic sex. I have many orgasms every day and they are all better than I had before coming here. Oh, and greed. We are all getting incredibly wealthy because thousands of people like to watch us. But even without the money, I want to stay here. This place is like an adult summer camp. There’re always fun things to do, someone else cooks and there are erotic friends around to fuck us. I'm having a carefree blast and putting money in the bank. I don't know about the others, but I want to stay."

"OK then. Let’s take you back to your friends. "

"Yes, Master."


Chapter 9 - A Hike

Master led me back to the girl's room and put me back on the coffle, same place, then he left. Harold entered on his heels and brought us some hiking boots. Brown leather, higher than our hobbles so they had a flap to accommodate our chains. They were all the right size and had our names embossed above our toes. We were stood up and our right wrists chained together in coffle. Harold put a nose leash on Denise and led us into the back yard. Master was waiting for us and took the leash from Harold. Harold gave each of us a bottle of SPF 80 and told us to apply it on each other. It was a good thing some of us had our chastity belts on. Master had not put mine back on and Angela had not worn one, yet. The slathering of lotion soon turned into a lot of ass and boob grabbing. When we were all slippery, Harold took the bottles away and put a new one in Master's pack.

Master said, "You all are in good shape and need some fresh air. Follow me." He started walking at a slow pace. That was good since we all hobbled and were forced to take short steps. We had learned that our steps had to be synchronized or our collars would be jerked. We all started with our left foot and tried to get in perfect step with the girl in front of us. All our hobbles were the same length. We had checked this one night after being put in coffle. We had been kept in coffle for more than two weeks and we were getting good at synchronized walking. The bells on our labia rings chimed with every step. Their chains were long enough so that every time we took a step, the thigh knocked them about. Each step caused a loud chime, followed by diminishing chimes then the next step hit them again. Stan made the bells just a little different for each of us, so our chimes had different pitches. This made it easy to tell whose bell was making noise. As we walked now there were four separate notes all played at the same time. They blended into a melodious harmony. We could be the 'Naked Slavegirl Marching Band.' If we had our hands free and instruments to play.

Denise was in front of me and I watched her hair. It was a little longer than shoulder length and loose. Master liked our hair loose, so that was how we all wore it. Her hair swayed with each step. It swung in perfect time with mine.

We walked around the garden and into the forest on a wide path. It was dirt and seemed to go up into the foothills then was level for miles. It seemed to be following the contours of the hills. We were walking through a thin forest of pines. Several times we broke out into mountain meadows. We walked through wildflowers and above fields of broken rock. We had all gotten better at walking in unison. I had not felt a tug on my collar for ten or fifteen minutes. We weren't allowed to speak without permission, so we walked in silence except for the bells. I fell into a mindless trance. I followed Denise, not thinking beyond the next step. My awareness returned. Something had changed. I examined all my senses. I was becoming aroused. My gaze had dropped, and I was following the sway of Denise's hips. She had lovely legs.

Then there were the bells on my labia rings. Not heavy, but I couldn't ignore them. I felt their swinging motion was tugging on my cunt. It was making me hot. I didn't want to orgasm on the walk. I would have to stop, I was sure. I'd get a whipping, or worse for coming without permission. I wondered if I could stop my steady progress to orgasm by holding the bells. My left hand was free. I had been swinging it in time with my walk, like the other girls. I used it to grab both bells. Their chains weren't long enough to let my hand resume its swing. Then I had a solution. I tucked the bells inside the top of my waistband. It was a tight fit and not comfortable, but it stopped their pull on my cunt. It also stopped their sonic contribution to our 'song.' It was noticed.

Master halted us and walked back alongside us. He stopped next to me and asked why I had silenced my bells. I told him they were causing me to become aroused and I was afraid I would orgasm.

Master said, "Emily, you should have asked permission. You have broken a cardinal rule. Slaves are not allowed to take initiative. You may only obey orders." He locked my left hand to the back of my collar. "You will receive your punishment tonight." He pulled the bells out of my waistband and let them drop. He started us walking again.

OK. He doesn't mind if we get aroused by walking. I guess it’s fun for him to watch us orgasm. I know it’s fun for us to have them. I understood how foolish I had been. Just follow orders. Just follow orders. I repeated this over and over as we walked.

Every quarter hour or so, Master would change our pace - slow, medium, fast, medium, slow, and so on. After an hour Master halted us for a break. He moved me to the back of the coffle, behind Muriel. He locked my hands behind me. He removed the chastity belts from Denise and Muriel. He gave us each a drink of water from a bottle in his pack. He had the other girls lie on their backs, close together.  He said, "Emily, service each girl and give them one orgasm each. Now."

I knelt between Muriel's legs and bent to my task. I was good at this and enjoyed it, too. Of course, we were sensitized to sex in all forms. Soon Muriel was moaning and squirming at every lick. When she seemed to have crescendoed I took her clit in my mouth and sucked and licked it. She shrieked as she came. I sucked up all her juices and almost choked there was so much. It was delicious. I knew the flavors of all these girls. I thought of Muriel's juices as smoky. I sat back on my heels.

Master said, "Excellent Emily. she came in record time. I guess the bells worked on her too. Now do Angela."

I shifted myself between Angela's legs and again lowered my head to lick her shaved labia. The results were the same. Angela's orgasm was accompanied by less noise and more squirming. I had my tongue deep into her cunt when her surging hips told me she was ready. I sucked her hard nub into my mouth and sucked and licked hard and fast. She came hard. Her juices were more flowery than Muriel's.

I was shifted to Denise. I had nibbled her long before we came here, and I knew what she liked. I made her come in record time, although I think she was trying to delay. Her body would have none of that, though. Her juices I thought of as spicy. Master wiped my face with a moist cloth then he had me sit down next to Muriel and unlocked my hands.

We sat or lay on some scratchy grass and he handed around a big bottle of water. We either sat or lay back on the grass, our right hand's chain laying across us. Master got us up and put the chastity belts on the three of us who had them.

It was a welcome change walking in the sun on a trail. I listened to bird song and humming insects. Master got us back up and on the trail. My hands were again locked behind me and I had to learn a new gait. It was harder than I expected, and I pulled on Muriel's collar several times before I got it down pat. When I had nothing to distract me, I started getting horny again. I watched Muriel's ass swaying and felt my bells pulling on my labia. I couldn't think of anything but the aching hollow in my belly. It was a long walk.

Muriel said, "Master, may I speak?"

"OK."

"Master, is there a possibility we may meet strangers on this walk?"

"No. I own all the land we are on. We are well inside our border. Also, you haven't seen them, but I have a few security men watching the area and trail near us. They are well trained and well-armed. Don't worry."

We stopped again for a break. This time we also got a granola bar and an apple. It was the best tasting meal I can remember. We walked for another hour and finally came into the back yard.

I was exhausted. Walking all that way in coffle was hard. But without hands to create a rhythm, it was harder. I was also much aroused.

Our hands were released, and we were told to take off our boots. We left them on a table in the yard. We were taken to our room and told to clean up then we would get dinner. We took turns on the toilet. Then hustled through a group shower. Light makeup, hands behind us and we were taken to dinner by Harold.

As usual our nose rings were fastened to low wall rings by short chains. We had several dishes fed us in succession. We always had a bowl of water and a bowl of food. This time our food bowl had lasagna, cut up small. When empty, it was refilled with lots of broccoli. Finally, we got salad greens with balsamic vinegar. I drank water before each course and by the end, my face and nose ring were coated with food. The water had lots of floating food too. When he finished his dinner, Harold released us from the wall and cleaned our faces. We were still locked in coffle.

Harold led us to the exercise room. We were released from the coffle. Harold said, "Emily, you earned punishment today. Let's get that over with now. " He took me over to the whipping area. He fastened my hands to either end of a trapeze bar. Straps and ropes pulled my knees apart to floor rings. He raised the bar until my knee ropes were tight. He gave me the standard twenty strokes. The pain is excruciating. It makes me shrink into myself. I can hardly think. But I must think, follow a plan, or its much worse. I must beg to be whipped, count the strokes and thank him for each one. If I miss any part, he starts over. I am careful to be precise I have no courage. I scream my bloody head off at each stroke. He spaces them out, so I have lots of time to worry about the next one. I have time between strokes to mentally chastise myself for being stupid, stupid, stupid. I know the rules, damn it. The whip makes me horny. I mean really aroused. His last stroke comes up between my legs and the tip lands square on my pussy. I shriek my pleasure. I am already dripping wet and the pain on wet flesh is horrendous. I spasm and gush puddles on the floor. I hang limp.

When my punishment is done, he lowered and released me. He handed a whip to Muriel and says, "Muriel, train them to be graceful in high heels." and leaves. My ass is in a great deal of pain, but I can still walk, so the training goes on.

We are shod with three-inch-high heels. They are all the right size and they are all black with open toes. Muriel wears them also. We practice getting into and out of all our required positions. We Learn to sway our hips just enough to be sexy and not so much we are unstable. We ascend and descend stairs. We actually are allowed to sit in high and low chairs, for training only. We practiced setting tables, serving food and drink. When we all show skill, we are locked in coffle and do it all over. Muriel shows she still knows how to wield her whip with precision to get the most out of us. Harold comes in several times to observe but leaves without a word.

Finally, when we are done, Muriel put our shoes away and we all knelt to wait. Soon Harold came in and said, "Girls, starting tonight, there are some changes. First change: After the evening exercise your chastity belts will be removed. Each of you will be brought to orgasm by each of the other girls. We want you to practice giving females an orgasm. When you are receiving service tell the one providing service exactly what you want done. Second change: you will each receive at least one whipping to orgasm each week. Third change: You will wear high heels unless otherwise ordered. Any questions?"

We said, "No, Master." The news was mixed. More sex. I didn't like wearing heels all the time. My feet ached after a few hours. Nothing I can do about it. Besides, I liked the way they enhanced my legs.

Harold removed our chastity belts and locked our hands behind us. He arranged us two on two and we nibbled on each other until both had reached orgasm. We shifted and repeated, always locked in coffle. Turns out the chains didn't prevent anything. Harold watched with disinterest. When each of us had been done by all the others, Harold put the chastity belts on and took us back to our room. He released us and told us to get cleaned up.

Master chose Denise and took her to his room. The rest of us talked for a bit but we were all tired and went to bed. We cuddled but were soon asleep.

Tomorrow morning Denise was returned with a smug smile and just kept repeating how much in love she was. After breakfast we were put back in coffle and taken to the workshop. Angela was given her chastity belt, much to her chagrin and our satisfaction. Stan fitted us with nipple stretchers and nipple shields. Once both pieces were on, it took a small key to remove them. My nipples ached when stretched. They were thrust out from my breast more than an inch and they did not like being so far from home. When the shields were on, we looked like we had gold cones for nipples with rings through their tip. I felt the extra weight, but they didn't sag at all. After Stan had turned my nipples into gold cones, he added a big gold bell to each ring. It was heavy, but all the pull was in the nipple.  I moaned but it fell on deaf ears. I could not see my nipples now, just feel their ache.

We were taken back to the house. Now we were loud. We sounded like the cymbals in a marching band. Today is Friday. Harold said, "Girls. There will be a dinner party tomorrow night. You will serve drinks and will be allowed to eat at table with the guests. Besides you, there will be eight people present. Master John , three women and four men. You will wear the red dresses and heels. Guests will begin arriving at six p.m.

Angela and I were taken to Master's office after we got to the house. The office chains were locked to our collars and our hands unlocked. Master had classical music playing low in the background. We crawled to Master John and put our heads onto the floor as required and waited. All our bells dinged as we crawled. There was no grace available to a naked crawling girl. My breasts swayed pendant below me and the bells dinged at every motion. My labia bells were not as loud and their chimes on a longer chain. Angela was just as loud but there was no harmony. I was embarrassed by the sound. The office was a quiet place I was violating. I felt small and worthless. I was just an animal, less than human. My Master had made me this way. No, that was not true. I was always this way. I just hid it well. Until my Master found me. He found my true self and exposed it to the world. He was my Master and I loved him. I loved that he could see and cherish the true me. I had been afraid I would always have to hide myself.

He said, "Kneel up." We lifted our heads and rose as high on our knees as we could. We crossed our wrists behind our back. Master reached down and lifted my nipple rings. He pulled up a little and I felt my breast lift. I felt a thrill run around my breast and streak to my loins. His touch was magic. He hadn't touched my flesh, just the metal and I was aroused. I flushed as the heat rose in me. He kept tweaking my rings and tugging it back and forth, up and down. The bells dinged and dinged. I hated being belled. I loved that I could be belled at the whim of my Master. My arousal grew with every motion, every ding.

Master said, "How does this feel, Emily?"

I saw in his face that he knew exactly what effect he was having on me. "Wonderful Master. I am in high arousal."

Master mused, "Research shows women's nipples affect the same brain area as their vagina. So, a woman can have an orgasm due to nipple stimulation. Is that what you are feeling?"

The rat knew that was what was happening to me. I was right on the edge. I was in agony. I needed to come soon. "Yes, Master, please don't stop, please."

Master grinned and reminded me, "Emily, you do not have permission to come," and he let go of my rings.

It was devastating. I was helpless and so controlled. I needed to come, now. My loins glowed red hot and my cunt was dripping. I hadn't known my nipples could bring me to orgasm. It felt good to rub them, but who knew where it could go? Now that Angela and I knew this, would our hands ever be free again? Tears of frustration ran down my face. I remained where I was. I did not have permission to move.

Master lifted Angela's nipple rings. and tweaked them as he had mine. Angela smiled and started to redden.  He stopped before she could come too.  He locked our hands behind our backs.

Master stood in front of me.  My mouth was in front of his groin.  He said, "Emily service me."  I  used my mouth to free his cock.  I was getting good at this maneuver.  I took his limp cock in my mouth and started sucking and licking.  Soon it was hard.  He pulled out and said, "Stand up and bend over.  

I was wearing my chastity belt, but my rear entrance was open.  I felt his fingers applying lube around and inside my ass hole.  Soon his rigid cock was probing me.  His hands were gripping my waist.  I relaxed my sphincter and felt his cock slide into me, with only a little resistance. It felt good.  My belly was warm and full of my Master.  He pumped in and out and I heard his breathing speed up. I was starting to feel more aroused too. Sometimes I could come from anal sex, especially if I was already aroused. That was true now. I hadn't cooled down from my almost nipple orgasm. It was getting pumped up again. I could feel him getting bigger in me. I was on the edge now and moaning. Angela watched us in silent rapture. I felt his hot seed spurt into me and fill me so full. I orgasmed immediately. I gasped and swayed. Master's hands held me up. I was still impaled by his manhood. It was shrinking now but was still filling me. I didn't want him to leave me, but he finally pulled out. I felt his sperm dribble out my ass. I felt empty, bereft of his touch. I wanted to laugh with joy that I had served well and cry with loss.

He walked around me and said, "kneel, Emily. Clean me with your mouth."

I was used to this. It was standard for a sodomized girl to clean her master afterwards. Again. I obeyed and knew the joy of obedience and the shame of abasing myself.  Nothing else could be so debasing. I smiled and said, "Thank you Master for permitting me to serve you."

Throughout my service, Angela had watched me. She didn't even glance at Master. I knew she was studying me, learning how she should behave when it was her turn.

Master released our hands and told us to dust the room. We each got a feather duster and started. When we finished, we knelt in front of Master's desk. He was on the telephone discussing production costs. He finished the call and said, "Girls I've finished my business, join me on the couch." He walked to the big couch and sat in the middle. He motioned for each of us to join him, one on each side. We crawled over on our knees and inch wormed our way up beside him. He turned us, so we were cuddled close, our heads on his shoulders, facing each other. He put his arms around our shoulders and pulled us closer. He tilted my head back and kissed me, long and hard. I loved the taste of every part of him. Although Master was twice our ages, he was the most commanding, virile, man I had ever known. He was my Master in every way. I loved him so. When we broke for air, he turned to Angela and kissed her long and hard too. Finally, he stopped that kiss.

Master said, "Girls, I enjoy owning you all. How do you two feel about being here?"

I looked at Angela. She was looking blank. I said, "Master, I love it here. I love being your slave, your property. I wouldn't rather be anywhere else. I think all the girls feel that way. No one has complained about anything except for the chastity belts. And I sound like a mobile junkyard with all these bells.

"Thank you, Emily," said Master, "how about you Angela?"

"I agree with Emily," she said. "You know I started here as the lesser of two evils. I don't consider this an 'evil' anymore. I feel alive and loved and cared for here. Yeah, I'm helpless and kept on a short leash. Those are minor inconveniences and pale against the love and security I feel.

"Good," Master said. "I suspected as much from your behavior, but I like to do an explicit check every now and then. Angela, I feel I've shortchanged you. I inflicted an orgasm on Emily but haven't given you one. Would you like one now?"

"Oh yes, Master, she begged, "please, please, please give me one. I've been in agony since you teased my nipples."

"All right," he said, "get on your knees between my legs, close to the couch. Kneel up."

He took a nipple ring in each hand and started tugging and twisting. After a moment Angela started blushing and ground her hips against the couch. He kept up the gentle manipulation and soon she was moaning and begging him not to stop. She came with a shriek. Her body sagged against the couch.  She folded down into Master's lap and kissed his crotch over and over.

Master said, "OK, that's enough. Kneel. Climb back up on the couch." When she had crept back up beside Master, he took one of our breasts in each hand and began a gentle massage. He said, "close your eyes."

I felt his hand on the bottom of my breast, He rubbed his hand in a circular motion. His hand moved up the outside of my breast, almost to the top then descended again. When he reached the bottom, he thrust a finger through my nipple ring.    He massaged around the base of the metal cone. My ring followed his finger and twisted my nipple. I felt my heat start to rise. I wanted so much to open my eyes. I wanted to see my Master's face and Angela's expression. I was sure it matched mine. I was so lucky I was a woman and could have endless orgasms. My poor Master took a long time to recover after only one. That I was small, weak, and completely without control was of no consequence. It only mattered that I was given such pleasure, such love. I loved being the slave of a compassionate master. Master continued his stimulation and I heard the shriek proclaiming Angela's capitulation to pleasure. Mine followed and my moans stopped as I convulsed.


Chapter 10 – Dinner Party

After breakfast we were taken into the living room and the plans detailed to us. Food there, drinks there, fire pit, hot tub, sauna, couches. There were many steel posts that had been planted throughout the garden that served dual duty. They would support Tiki lights and we could be fastened there for the pleasure of the guests. Setup was finished before lunch and we ate an early, light lunch. We were taken up to our room and told to put on the red dresses and heels. When the scanty attire was in place, we were all aroused. We each required two more people to help us get our boobs through the tiny, elasticized holes. One gets hot when a beautiful girl pulls your nipple, hard and squeezes your breast. You are also squeezing and pushing. A second pretty girl is holding the material, so you can push. We all had to redo our makeup after the frantic boob squeeze we all had.

In the workshop Stan put six inches of chain between our wrists, in front, of all things. He had them all ready.  He squeezed the end links shut, put eye protection on us, covered our arms and welded the links shut.  Master disliked the idea that someone might be able to unlock our restraints. It was quick and then back to the house.  

We waited in line in the living room.  For once we were not in coffle.  It felt strange, like we were not dressed.  Well, I guess, except for our boobs, we were dressed.  Master gathered the guests in the foyer and brought them in all at once.  As we were told, there were three women and four men.  Two of the men and women were together - couples.  The others were singles. 

One of the couples came to me and asked for drinks. 

He, actually, both spent the first few minutes ogling my breasts.  I couldn't blame them.  I kept looking at them myself.  They were eye-catching.  The tight elastic made them into round flesh colored globes stuck to my chest.  They didn't move much. The dress was tight, and my boobs were stretched tight.  Of course, the nipple stretchers we all wore stuck my rings out another inch and a half in front of my boob.  And the gold shield looked like a parody of a nose cone.  And, let's not forget the big, gold bells hanging from my ring.  They were sensitive and dinged with any movement.  I hate them.  And I also love the attention they get me.  Any motion and heads turn.  Last, but not least in my litany of boob trivia is that they still ached.  It was a dull, continuous pain like a toothache.  It had been with me since the nipple stretchers went on. I wanted them off.  Or, maybe, I wanted a pain killer.  I looked down at them and wondered, will the nipple’s stretch last?  Will I have longer nipples now?  How long will I have to wear them?  Do I want longer nipples?  Will longer nipples just give Master new places to stick things?  What could he stick there?  Another ring?  A chain.  Another bell?

Bill and Leah were the guests I was entertaining.  Leah asked if she could touch my nipple things.  "Mistress, I am a slave.  You may do anything to me that doesn't cause injury.  You automatically have permission to touch me or order me to do anything.  I should warn you, if you play with my nipples too much, I will orgasm.  I would love it, but I think my Master may want to be consulted."

Bill said, "Emily we have watched your show for months.  Tell us about your hikes.  We only saw one."

Hikes.  Our show was being watched?  Was it popular?  "Master, we have been on four hikes so far.  Each one is a little longer as we get in better shape and more practiced in coffle.  Other than length, they are much the same."  Do you know how popular our show is?  Master doesn't tell us anything."

Leah said, "Emily, you are a slave.  Your master wants to keep you ignorant of anything you don't need to know.  John swore us to secrecy and we will tell him you tried to get information from us."

Oh damn.  I should have known better.  I'm in for a sore fanny for this. "Thank you for reminding me of the rules, Mistress.

Bill said, "I was wondering how hard it was for you to learn to walk in coffle.?"

"Master, by itself, I think we would find it easy to learn.  We get into a rhythm and get synchronized.  The hobbles we wear are all the same length."  I swung a foot out to the end of the chain and waved it around. " We are close to the same height but not exactly.  The hobbles make our walks unnatural.  This seems to make synchronizing our coffle steps harder.  We thought we had all adapted to our hobbles after wearing them for so long.  We were mistaken."

"Go get a leash and a lock, slave.  Hurry," said Leah.

"Yes Mistress"  I hurried with the slave girl's run - short quick steps, lift knees high. All my bells and chains clattering and dinging.  Everyone looked.  I got a leash and lock from the closet and hurried back.  Leah took them from me.

"Hands behind your head, slave," she commanded.

"Yes, Mistress," I said and lifted my chained hands over my head.

She locked my hands to the back of my collar and clipped the leash on my nose ring.  She was very sure in her motions for a first time.

She said, "I've wanted to do this ever since I first saw your video. All of you, but especially you, exude submissiveness and eroticism.  If you are acting, you're a superb actress.  I suspect you are a true, natural submissive.  Now we're going to visit the garden and watch you service both of us."

"Yes, Mistress, I am a true submissive and I want to service both of you."  It was true.  I could feel my loins getting hot with a submissive lust.  I wanted to be used, to be forced to obey.  I was eager to show off my sexual skill.

They took me to a gazebo in the garden.  I serviced him first with her holding my leash and exhorting me to be swift and swallow it all.  I had the feeling she wanted to urge me to do my best, as if I was her present to him.  Of course, I had to make sure he was clean when we finished.  Then it was her turn.  She was insatiable.  She came fast and hard.  I thought I was done, but no.  She held my nose ring close and had me repeat her orgasm.  She relented only after her fourth orgasm.  My dress was drenched.  My tongue was tired.  Her clit was engorged and bright red.  I think she stopped only because her clit couldn't take any more.

They led me back inside.  Master took one look at me and sent me up to change.  I clattered and chimed my way to our room.  I cleaned up, renewed my makeup and donned a silver Grecian style dress that left my left breast uncovered.  My right nipple cone, ring and bell poked out a hole in the bodice.

I arrived in time to help serve dinner.  The guests got to watch all us slaves eat off the floor doggie style.  We were tethered by our nose rings to our normal wall.  Because of our new wrist chains, we all had our hands locked to the back of our collars.  It felt about the same as behind the back.

We were released and set about clearing the dishes.  We served the guests brandy and cheesecake.  We slaves never got to eat anything sweet or drink anything alcoholic.  Another downside of enslavement.   We cleared the desert dishes and refilled the brandy. We knelt with our hands in our laps and waited for orders. 

Master said, " Leah, do you think a woman can reach orgasm through stimulation of her breasts?"

Leah replied, "No, John, I've never heard of that.  Nor do I think it is possible."

Master said, "Jean, Lynn, what do you think?"

Both women opined it was not possible.

Master said, "Ladies, you are all wrong.  Researchers learned your nipples are wired to the same brain area as your vagina. 

"So," Master said, "Am I telling the truth ladies?"

All three of them said he was either mistaken or lying.

Master said, "OK, ladies.  I propose a contest.  The men will try to give the slaves an orgasm through their nipples.   If all the slaves orgasm, then you will submit to nipple manipulation to orgasm.  If one slave does not reach orgasm, you will get to whip the slaves for twenty strokes each.  Why don't you ladies retire to the library and decide what you want.  You must all agree."

The ladies left the room.  The men wanted a chance to whip us too.  Master said, if the ladies agree to the contest, then you can each use a slave's mouth or ass for one use.  Either service your cocks or whip their ass.  If they don't agree, no whipping.

In a few minutes the ladies returned.  Leah spoke for all three and said, "We agree to the contest.  We don't think you told the truth."

Master said, "Slaves, Kneel in front of these men."

We moved as directed.  I got a man I didn't know.  He reached out and grasped my rings between thumb and forefinger.  He was slim and average height.  Dark hair and a movie star's smile.  He said, "Emily, talk to me.  Tell me how I can give you the best orgasm."

I smiled and replied, "Master, anything you do to my nipple that isn't too painful will trigger me.  Just tug up, down, sideways, twist them, push them.  I will get hot quickly.  When I'm blushing, pull a little harder.  Pain when I'm aroused sends me over the edge."

He followed my directions and I was soon panting and writhing on the edge.  He twisted hard on both nipples and I flew over the edge into a powerful orgasm.  I moaned and would have fallen forward if his hands hadn't caught me.

I recovered and straightened up.  I saw all the slaves, but Muriel had orgasmed already, and she shrieked and spasmed as I looked at her.

Master said, “I tested this yesterday on Angela and Emily. I gave them each an orgasm solely through moving their nipple rings.”

Leah smiled and replied, “I assumed you had already tested your statement. I still wanted to feel it, though.”

Master said, "Ladies, now it’s your turn.  Please take the slaves place in front of a man and strip your breasts."

Leah and Jean smiled and approached a man.  They stripped off their dresses and removed their bras.  Lynn looked hesitant and didn't move.

Master said, "Lynn, remember our agreement and strip, please."

Lynn got up and walked to a third man and exposed her breasts.  The men grasped their nipples.  One said, "Can we have them ringed first.  Rings are easier to hold and will look good on them."

Master said, "good idea.  I will put a ring on any lady who doesn't reach orgasm in ten minutes."  He looked at his watch.

Lynn looked aghast, but Jean and Leah looked happy with the idea.  Leah orgasmed in five minutes.  She didn't bother to get dressed, but just stayed kneeling between Bill's legs.  I was not surprised she was first.  In the garden she got a lot of practice.  My tongue was still tired.  Lynn was next in just under eight minutes.  She looked relieved and hurried to fix her clothes. 

Jean looked like she was in agony, when ten minutes had passed, Master said, "Stop.  Ten minutes is up." 

Jean said, "thank god," then she orgasmed.

Master said, "impressive control Jean.  I take it you want nipple rings?"

Jean replied, "Yes, John.  I've been thinking about it for years.  Watching these girls on TV  decided me to go ahead.  But nothing I found looked as good, as erotic as the ones these girls wear."

Master said, "OK you'll have them in ten minutes.  You know they are permanent, don't you?"

Jean said, "I know.  That's what I want."

Leah spoke up, "John, I would like them too.  Can you do both of us now?"

"Of course. I run a fully stocked slave store. Both of you take off the rest of your clothing.  Would you like a collar or ankle chains while you are here?"

"No thanks," said Jean.

Leah asked, "Are those permanent too?"

Master replied, "Yes.  There's no key.  It is possible to cut them off later."

Leah looked at Bill and asked, "What do you think?"

Bill looked at her and said, "Darling, I would love to have you be my slave.  I will take good care of you.  This will be full time, not just in our bedroom.  If you do this, you will be my slave and I will punish you if you disobey me."  He turned to Master and asked, John, I want to give her time to consider all the implications.  Can she tell you her decision in a few days?"

Master said, "surely.  This will change her entire life.  My girls are thriving here, but not all women would.  Just call me anytime."

Leah said, "I'm almost ready.  I identify with your girls, especially Emily.  I think I want their life.  I will think hard on this."

Master called Harold in and instructed him to cuff the ladies and take them to Melody.  Harold cuffed their hands behind them and led them out.  We spent the next few minutes sucking off the guests.  We all enjoyed that.

Harold brought the two cuffed, nude, ringed ladies, not slaves, yet, back to us and removed their cuffs.

Master said, "Show them off.  Spread your legs, put your hands behind your neck, arch your back, and thrust out your breasts.  Hold your head erect and lower your eyes.    Good.  Don't move."  He walked over to them a crop in his hands.  He lifted Leah's head a trifle.  He tapped the inside of Jean's legs and she spread them more.  He tapped their bellies, and both sucked in their stomachs.  "Don't move. That is how a woman shows her assets to a man."

They followed his orders and both blushed.  I think they both just understood what it meant to submit to a master.

Master asked John to come over.  He handed the crop to Bill and said, "Give Leah one hard stripe on her ass.  She needs to know what it feels like if she should decide to become your slave."

Bill walked around behind Leah and said, "Do not move."  He hit her ass hard with the crop.  Leah screamed, but did not move.  "May I borrow those handcuffs, John?"

Master picked them up and handed them to Bill.  He also gave him a key.  Bill said, "Leah, put your hands behind your back.

He put the cuffs on her.

Leah said, I can take them a notch tighter Bill."

Bill tightened the cuffs and pushed in the latch to keep them from getting any tighter.  He said, "Address me as sir."

Leah said, "Yes, Sir."

Jean was still in standing display in the middle of the room.

Master asked, "Jean, kneel with the slaves.  Copy them.  Do you want to be cuffed?"

"Yes, John, can I try them in front like the slaves, please? " she said.

"OK," Master said, " come here.  Jean was cuffed and joined our line.

Master said, the rings will be tender so don't play with them for a few weeks.  Put an antibacterial cream on the rings and rotate them twice a day so they don't adhere.  Do this for a week.  Are you sure you don't want nose rings or at least grommets while you're here?"

Both ladies declined.  Lynn looked envious of their new rings.

Bill said, "I think it’s time I took this ambivalent female home. Come with me," picked up her clothes from the floor and she followed him out of the room.

Master said, "Goodbye Bill.  Goodbye Leah. Good luck."

Master looked at the remaining guests.  He said, "it seems Jean is a new slave candidate. What shall we do with her? I think it would be a kindness to help her decide what she wants."

One of the men smiled and said,  "I don't think she can really understand what it means to be a slave unless she loses her freedom."

Master looked at Jean and said, "Do you think she wants to try it?"

The man said, "why not ask her?"

Master said, "we could, but slaves don't get to make decisions."

I watched Jean. She was crying, and her hands were shaking, the chain on her cuffs jingling.

The idea man said, "the other slaves get to make one decision. They can decide to leave. Jean, if you don't want to go any further this is your chance. Get dressed and come sit with us or become a slave."

Jean looked at Master but didn't move.

Master called Harold and asked him to wake Melody and Stan.  He said, "Jean, let's get you set up. Stand if you would be my slave."

Jean stood up and looked at Master and said, "Yes, Master."

Master took her arm and led her out. The other guests followed.  We remained kneeling. We were well trained slaves without orders. We waited.

It wasn't long until Master returned leading Jean by a leash on her nose ring.  She was ringed and chained like us. She was smiling. She had made her choice and she was finally home.
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