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Part One

Chapter One

Maia was ready for the car when it pulled into
the driveway. She had just an overnight bag with her which the
drive placed in the trunk and ushered her into the backseat.
Officially the car was a limo, in reality it was just a nice
Mercedes. In her excitement over the trip her husband had promised
her she didn’t notice the other woman in the back of the car until
she was already seated. The door slammed and locked. A moment later
they were underway.

“Who are you?” Maia asked her
voice half puzzled, half angry. Why was there someone else in her
chauffeured car? “Why are you in my car?”

The woman smiled warmly not upset at Maia’s
tone. She was almost middle-aged, had ash-blond hair with bangs
that just barely hung into her eyes. A smattered of faded freckles
covered her cheeks and nose. The smart business suit she wore made
Maia feel a little bit frumpy and awkwardly casual in her jeans and
polo shirt. “My name is Kim. Your husband sent the car and me. He’s
had a change of plans for you.”

“What are you talking
about?”

The car was moving quickly now. They sped out
of dull suburbia and quickly found their way onto the
interstate.

“Perhaps you’d like to hear it
directly from your husband?” Kim said and offered her a sealed
envelope. On the outside was her name scrawled in Justin’s hand.
Maia’s brow furrowed as she broke the seal and pulled out the short
letter. It too was in Justin’s hand. Was this his idea of some
practical joke and she being taken to the airport to meet him in an
overly elaborate scheme?

 


Maia—

I know you were expecting to go
out of town with me for the weekend, but there’s been a change of
plans. I’m sure Kim will fill you in on all the details, but the
short version is I’ve arranged for you a very special week by
yourself at the Farm. It’s a private retreat that caters to sexual
fantasies of all sorts. In essence, I’ve sold you into sexual
slavery. Don’t worry, I made sure that Kim will see to it that all
of your needs are met and a few of those special fantasies we’ve
talked about get fulfilled. It’ll be fun for you.

If it gets too much, just say the
safewords we use. But don’t be too quick with them. This will be
fun for you.

Love,

Justin

 


“You’ve got to be kidding me,” she
said looking at Kim.

“Not at all. I think he loves you
very much to be doing this for you. Justin said you have two
safewords. One to stop play and one to encourage it. Give me the
stop safeword now and we’ll turn around and return you to your home
where you can go with Justin to…a resort casino I think he
mentioned. You’ll lose most of the money he paid. Extensive
preparations went into this gift for you. Give me the proceed
safeword and you’ll have week that you will never forget, even if
you won’t be able to tell anyone about it.”

Maia tapped the folded letter on her fingers
three times before making her decision. She was nervous and a
little bit frightened, but did she really want to spend a week
relaxing at a resort being pampered and living a life of
leisure?

“Ceiling beige.”

Kim smiled encouragingly. “Be aware you can
stop this fantasy at any time with the other safeword, but you will
be given no second chance to resume the game. By participating in
the fantasy you agree to give up all personal rights and become
property of the Farm. No permanent harm will come to you. You even
lose your name. You’re name is now Rose. Do you
understand?”

“Yes,” Rose said quietly.
Automatically her eyes dropped from Kim’s face to her
lap.

“Very good, Rose. The first order
of business is for you to strip off your clothes. Do so
now.”

“In the car?” she blurted out, not
thinking. Although she liked to think of herself as a sexually
adventurous in the bedroom, she was still abnormally shy in
public.

Rose never saw Kim’s hand move. The slap
across her face wasn’t hard, just enough to remind Rose of her new
position in life. “Don’t ever question me,” Kim said harshly. “You
are my property I will do with you as I like. Do you need to be
reminded of that again?”

“No,” Rose said softly. Her
fingers touched her cheek. She could feel small welts starting to
rise up.

“The windows of the car are
tinted. It is impossible for anyone to see inside and see what you
are doing. The driver works for the Farm. Now strip and not another
word.”

Getting naked in the back of car even one as
roomy as this one was difficult if you weren’t a teenager. Pulling
off her shirt was easy. Underneath she wore a plain white bra that
fully covered her large breasts. Rose glanced quickly at Kim who
was watching intently. Kicking off her shoes, she then unbuttoned
her jeans and shimmied out of the garment, leaving it crumpled on
the floorboards. The ankle socks were next and she was down to her
plain white cotton panties.

Rose took a deep breath and looked over at Kim
as she looked on impassively. Pulling the bra’s shoulder straps
down she told herself she was just undressing for a doctor’s
appointment and there was nothing to worry about. She had to lean
forward a bit and spin the bra around her body to unhook it, but it
too joined her jeans and shirt on the floor. Not wanting to
disappoint or upset Kim, Rose quickly hooked her thumbs into the
waistband of her panties and yanked them down her legs, wiggling
her body to get them all the way off. The car shook a bit as she
jumped about and Rose was embarrassed that after ten years of
marriage she had put on more than ten pounds over her ideal
weight.

“Very good,” Kim complimented her
and inspected her with sharp eyes. Rose kept her vision directed at
her kneecaps. She couldn’t meet the other woman’s gaze. “Take off
the jewelry.”

Rose wasn’t into ostentatious displays of
wealth or flashy jewelry. On one wrist she wore a plain watch. This
came off and Rose handed it over to Kim who dropped the item into a
bag. Small sapphire earrings were removed and also given over. She
hesitated at her wedding band and engagement ring.

“Remember, you are a slave now.
You have no need for such simple and silly baubles.”

Rose slipped the rings off her finger and
closed her eyes as she handed them over. Kim dropped them in a
small bag and tied it shut before storing it away.

“Put these on. These two are for
your ankles.”

Into Rose’s lap Kim dropped a pair of heavy
leather cuffs that she pulled from the large purse at her side.
They were dyed a dusky pink and the newly born slave realized they
were rose-colored. Mechanically obeying she set one cuff on the
seat and took up the other. The cuff was pliable and had been used
before; it was worn but not old or worn out. The cuff buckled on to
her ankle much like a dog’s collar designed to hold a leash. Rose
knew that was exactly the intent. A large, heavy D-ring was affixed
to the cuff opposite the buckle. She knew the purpose of that. It
wasn’t like she and Justin hadn’t played simple bondage games
before.

The other cuff buckled on just as easily and
she looked down at her naked feet, ankles adorned with the heavy
cuffs. They were almost pretty.

Another pair of cuffs were dropped into her
lap. “These go on your wrist,” Rose instructed. “If you need help,
just hold out your hand.”

Place the cuff on her wrist was a little more
difficult because she could really only use one hand at a time, but
Rose managed the task and discovered she was quite proud of herself
for doing so. Kim inspected her handiwork and made no adjustments
to the cuffs. “This goes around your neck, but you already knew
that, didn’t you?”

Rose nodded and looked at the collar Kim had
handed her. It was the same color, lightly padded on the inside,
same buckle, same heavy D-ring. She and Justin had never used a
collar in their bedroom games. Her fingers shook slightly as she
put the heavy device around her throat. Kim watched and noted the
trembling fingers, but did not say anything. After a few fumbling
attempts Kim deigned to sweep aside Rose’s heavy brown hair so the
slave could close the buckle. She sighed with relief and pride when
it was done. Although her body was naked, Rose felt strangely fully
dressed.

“You’ll note,” Kim said, “that the
buckles are designed not to tighten. You don’t need to worry about
strangling yourself. One more small step in security,” she said and
handed Rose a set of four small padlocks. “Put these on the
buckles. Yes, anyone with a good pair of heavy leather scissors can
cut through the cuffs. That’s not the point is it?”

Rose said nothing, just nodded, and did as she
was bade. Each tiny padlock slipped into a ring on the buckle and
she snapped each one closed with a satisfying click. All four cuffs
were permanently—for the moment—attached to her body.

Kim displayed a small keep on a chain around
her neck. “This is a master key to all the locks we use at the
Farm. Don’t worry, they’ll come off when it’s time. Chin up. I need
to put the last one on your neck collar.”

Up went her chin and Rose felt Kim pulling at
the collar. There was another audible click and a shiver ran down
her spine.

“Very good.” The car was moving
very quickly now. They were headed north Rose noted as she looked
out the window. The air conditioning
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