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Part IV


Chapter Twelve

The Owners

 


The next person to walk into the room Ellissa
didn’t immediately identify but after a moment she recognized her
as the tall woman in the green dress from the dinner party. Her
hair was a shade brighter red in the daylight, but was otherwise
much the same as she was at the party. She wasn’t wearing as much
makeup, but that didn’t diminish her striking looks at all.

“Just the collar?” the woman asked Mark who
stood just behind her in the doorway. Ellissa stood demurely, her
arms folded behind her back hiding nothing from her new owner.

“She’s all your now,” said Mark with a small
grin. “What you paid includes the cost of the collar and training,
but nothing else.”

“Am I supposed to take her home naked?”

“We can sell you some clothing if you like,”
Mark offered insincerely.

“Don’t worry, I came prepared.” From her
large handbag the woman pulled out some clothing and placed the
garments on the bed next to Ellissa. “Unlock her,” she ordered
Mark. “I’ll meet you downstairs,” she said to Ellissa, and then
turned smartly on her toes and disappeared down the hallway. In the
distance Ellissa could hear her heels clicking down the hardwood
stairs. Only after she left did Ellissa realize how well-dressed
her new owner was. The woman hadn’t been wearing a business suit,
but she was well put together and wore her clothing like it was
tailored just for her. After a moment’s reflection, Ellissa
realized that was probably the case.

Mark stuck the key into the lock holding
Ellissa’s leash to the wall and freed her. “You heard the woman.
Get dressed.” He backed out of the room and closed the door behind
him.

Ellissa pawed through the clothes and found
she had been given nothing more than a long sleeved t-shirt and
pair of shorts along with a simple pair of sandals. The clothes
were modest enough but there weren’t any undergarments. Sighing,
she dressed herself. It took some effort to pull the chain leash
through the shirt but she managed. After slipping on the sandals
she hesitantly opened the door and headed downstairs, the leash
dangling from her collar. The feel of the foreign clothes on her
body was strange. She hadn’t been this well-dressed in over a week.
Just wearing clothing was almost wrong—in her mind she was a slave
and slaves didn’t wear clothes.

Only when she reached the bottom of the
stairs did she realized she was being taken away from the Farm and
needed to be presentable to the public. Presentable was a matter of
perception. Her top was tight across her small breasts and in the
cool air of the farmhouse her nipples had hardened making it
exceedingly obvious to even the casual viewer that she was braless.
But Ellissa had gone braless in public before. It was her lack of
underwear that disturbed her the most.

Kim, Mark, and the new owner were waiting for
her in the entry hall of the house. They all smiled as she
uncomfortably stepped onto the slate flagstones. “Mrs. Robichaud is
your owner now, Emelia. She’ll return you in one week. We hope to
see you again after that.” Then, much to Ellissa’s surprise, Kim
kissed her on the cheek, took the metal leash dangling from her
collar and handed it over to Mrs. Robichaud. The tall, elegant
woman led her out the front door and to a waiting car.

Ellissa didn’t know what to expect. Half of
her expected to see a limousine waiting for her and Mrs. Robichaud;
the other half expected a white panel van with a cage in the back
just for her. The truth was neither. Parked in the circular
driveway was a silver Mercedes. Mrs. Robichaud indicated Ellissa
was to sit in the front passenger seat while she got in behind the
wheel.

The red-headed woman guided the car out onto
the county highway with barely a glance at Ellissa. The newly
bought slave felt uncomfortable in the big car but said nothing.
She noted the small bag in the back seat as she got in and presumed
her few belongings were in it.

“Is Emelia your name?” Mrs. Robichaud asked
abruptly as she settled into the drive.

The question startled Ellissa and she wasn’t
prepared with an immediate answer. When she didn’t say anything
Mrs. Robichaud lightened her tone and clarified the question. “What
I mean to ask is: do you want to go by the name Emelia? I know most
of the women trained through the Farm use an alias, which is fine.
If you don’t want to use Emelia I can call you something else.”

“Emelia is fine…ma’am,” Ellissa said, adding
the honorific as an afterthought.

Mrs. Robichaud laughed at her hesitating
answer. “Please, don’t call me ma’am. Or Mrs. Robichaud. You can
use my real name. Bobbi. It’s short for Roberta.”

“Okay,” Ellissa tentatively agreed.

“I’m the one who bought you,” Bobbi went on,
keeping her eyes on the road but occasionally glancing over at the
uncomfortable slave. “But I’m not really your new owner. I bought
you for my husband.”

“Oh.”

“You’re a birthday present,” Bobbi
explained.

“How should I address him?” Ellissa
asked.

“You’ll have to work that out with him. I
don’t need the high protocol that some slaves seem to desire.
Neither does my husband, so you can relax about that. He does have
a sadistic streak in him, however, so you’d better prepare yourself
for some serious abuse.”

“You bought me as a present?” Ellissa wasn’t
keeping up with the conversation.

“Yes. I just said that. His birthday is
actually in a couple of days, but we have to make allowances, don’t
we?”

“Yes, we do,” Ellissa agreed.

“Do you want to tell me your story?” Bobbi
asked. “Or do you want to keep your secrets?”

“I don’t have much to tell. I just needed a
little money and this seemed to be the best way to earn it,”
Ellissa lied. “I’ve always enjoyed this sort of lifestyle.”

Bobbi nodded. “Kim said as much. She also
said this is your first time, you’re a neophyte.”

“That’s right.”

“Don’t worry,” Bobbi said as she rested her
hand comfortable on Ellissa’s thigh. “We’ll treat you right. I’m
sure you’ll enjoy your time with us.”

 


They drove straight to Bobbi’s house. It took
nearly an hour and was right outside the city. Bobbi guided the car
directly into the attached garage which gave Ellissa little time to
inspect the outside of the house; even so, she was almost
overwhelmed by impressive home. The house was huge, three stories
tall, surrounded by a lush green lawn and gardens. It wasn’t racked
up against a row of ticky-tack development housing, but sat in the
middle of its own expansive tract of land. There were other equally
impressive homes within sight, but they were cleverly half-hidden
by the winding street and well-planned landscaping. It wasn’t
perfectly private, but it was secluded enough.

It was exactly the sort of house Ellissa
wanted to live in someday.

As soon as they started driving through the
residential street Ellissa had become nervous about the collar
around her neck and more importantly—because the collar could have
been explained away as a pretentious bit of jewelry—the leash
extending from it. But the windows to the Mercedes were tinted and
there was no one on the street. As soon as Bobbi parked the car
they were hidden away. Bobbi went around to the passenger side to
let Ellissa out but didn’t hold her by the leash. She merely
beckoned the slave inside. They entered the house by a door that
opened into the kitchen. Bobbi allowed her to freshen up in the
downstairs bathroom before being guided through the well-appointed
house and upstairs to the master bedroom.

“We have a guest room that you might be
staying in, but right now I want you in the master bedroom. It’s
impossible to wrap up a person as a gift, but I’m going to do the
best I can.” She smiled at Ellissa who stood nervously in the
middle of the huge bedroom. It was easily twice the size of
Ellissa’s current apartment. Modern bedroom furniture filled the
room along with a huge television on the wall opposite a bank of
windows that looked out onto the backyard that contained a
well-maintained garden and swimming pool. A giant king-sized bed
dominated the center. It was so massive that there were actually
two steps up to reach the mattress. It was a classic
four-poster bed with heavy wooden posts rising up from each corner.
It didn’t take much imagination on Ellissa’s part to see why this
particular bed was purchased.

Bobbi said, “Look up.” The bedroom ceiling
was vaulted; the top was at least twelve feet high. Ellissa spied
an unusual pair of steel plates attached to the ceiling. They were
painted white and looked like they might be a fixture cover for an
elaborate light or even the cover to a skylight. It was
neither.

“My husband’s father started a construction
company years ago. Greg worked for his father in high school and
college. For a lawyer he’s pretty handy. He installed this
himself—and let me tell you he’s plenty proud of it.” Bobbi picked
up a remote control from the bedside table. It looked much like a
television’s remote. She pressed a button and the two doors to the
fixture opened up. A series of hooks and coiled chains were
visible. After another button press and a cable slowly descended
with the sound a winch that must have been hidden somewhere up in
the attic above them. “I’ve spent some time tied up on the end of
these chains. But I don’t really like to be tied up or beaten. I’m
not really a submissive. We’ve had…friends…over to play with this
as well. I like to watch. Greg likes to play with his…toys.”

“I’m his new toy,” Ellissa said.

“Exactly,” Bobbi said with a nod of her head.
“Now strip.” There was a wicked grin fighting to take control of
her lips. Ellissa affected an attitude of disinterest and simply
kicked off her sandals, pulled the t-shirt over her head—struggling
with the leash a bit, and pulled down her shorts. She kicked here
meager possessions into a pile and stood calmly in front of Bobbi
as if being naked in front of a fully clothed woman was something
she did every day.

For the past week it was something she did
every day.

Bobbi reached out and touched her pubic
mound, running her fingers over Ellissa’s bare skin. “Stubble,” she
said dismissively. “Go into the bathroom,” she ordered, pointing
the way. “Shower. Wash your hair. Shave your armpits, pussy, and
legs. No makeup, of course. Greg likes his toys plain. And you’re
still young enough to be pretty without it. No scents, Greg likes
to taste and smell you, not some goddamn fake flowers.”

Like a good slave Ellissa did as she was
told. The shower was next to a huge tub. There was a half wall and
frosted glass separating it from the rest of the bathroom—easily as
large as Ellissa’s bedroom—and nothing else. This was how the upper
crust lived, Ellissa realized. It made her realize how much she
wanted to be in the upper crust. She showered, used plain white
soap, shaved every inch of her body below the neck, dried off with
a huge fluffy towel, and emerged from the bathroom renewed and her
hair
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