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Part I


Chapter One

Leah

 


The car pulled to the side of the country
road and stopped in front of a driveway that was blocked by a heavy
iron chain stretched between two pillars made of cobble-sized
stones cemented together. Security wasn’t the primary concern of
the heavy chain because it was held in place only by a hook on one
end. It could easily be lifted free of the bolt set into the left
pillar’s cement.

“This the place, miss?” the car’s driver
asked, a little unsure of himself. Normally he didn’t drive very
far outside of the capital. This little jaunt into the countryside
had taken him nearly an hour. He didn’t mind the drive; he just
wasn’t familiar with the territory.

“This is it,” the magnificent blonde said as
she stepped from the car and gazed upon the property. Other than
the stone pillars and a small plaque affixed to the right pillar
giving the address it was unmarked; just another hobby farm
upstate. The driver was able to see some crops planted in the field
beyond the red barn and the white farmhouse. No animals—horses,
cows, or otherwise—were visible. There was evidence of an elaborate
garden beyond the huge farmhouse but the farm was otherwise
unremarkable.

“Thank you for your service,” she told him as
she leaned back into the car and passed off some folded bills as a
tip. She displayed an ample amount of cleavage and the tight pants
she wore had no pockets; he wondered where she had been hiding the
money because when she had gotten into the car she carried no
luggage, no purse, nothing but the clothes and boots she wore plus
a folded card in her hand. The driver had already been well paid
and the tip was a welcome bonus, but suddenly he was worried for
his fare.

“You want me to wait for you?” he asked
nervously. “No extra charge. Happy to do it.” He had been paid for
the day and the woman was a little older than his eldest daughter
which made him apprehensive.

“No need. I’m expected. See? There he is
now.” She pointed between the pillars. A man was walking from the
farmhouse.

“Okay, miss. Just give us a call if you need
a ride back.”

“I’ll do that,” she said confidently.

The driver didn’t see her carrying a phone.
Maybe the nice people in the farm would let her use theirs. “Okay
then.” He put the car in gear and drove carefully away, watching
the tall blonde slowly disappear into the distance as he glanced
into the rearview mirror.

As the car rounded the turn on the road the
man from the house reached the pillars and stopped on his side of
the heavy chain. “Leah?” he asked.

“Yes.” She answered with a smile and handed
her invitation card over to him.

He accepted it, briefly glanced at the heavy
stock, and said, “I’m Mark. Please step over the chain, remove your
clothes and follow me.”

The chain only hung two feet above the ground
at the bottom of its curve. It was an easy act for the six foot
tall woman to step over, especially in the high heeled boots she
wore. It would have been even easier for her to walk around the
pillars. There were openings on either side before the tall bushes
running parallel to the road began. The bushes defined the property
line and gave the farm a great deal of privacy.

Leah did as she was told, stepping over the
chain and then unbuttoning her white blouse. When she made to drop
it to the ground Mark held out his hand and took it from her. She
nodded and removed her bra, showing no shame in her nudity, nor any
worry that someone might drive by and see her bare skin. She was,
after all, standing in the middle of the driveway. Her boots were
removed next and Mark watched Leah’s heavy breasts jiggle as she
struggled with this task. Once her footgear was in his hands, she
peeled off her skintight pants, handed them over, and pulled off
her thong, exposing her pussy that was shaven of pubic hair.

Mark studied her for a moment, and then
nodded in approval before awkwardly juggling Leah’s clothes as he
pulled a pair of leather cuffs from his back pocket. “Put these
on.”

It was a request that Leah had fulfilled many
times before, but only in the confines of a bedroom. The cuffs were
a common design so it was easy for her to buckle them in place.
When she was done she stood with her hands at her side.

Once more Mark nodded and then pulled a thin
metal chain from his other pocket. The chain was Y-shaped with a
long lead and two short arms. The short arms he snapped to the
D-rings on Leah’s cuffs which forced her to keep her hands no less
than a foot apart. He took the end of the longer leash and
commanded her. “Follow.”

Leah did so. Her shapely ass went unadmired
as she walked across the lawn to the barn. Her eyes were riveted to
Marks’ jeans covered buttocks. He obviously worked out, his arms
were well-muscled and he had a lean, athletic shape. Somewhat to
her disappointment no one could see her magnificent breasts with
the pierced nipples because her upper arms were held directly in
front of them. She had been hoping for at least a small contingent
to welcome her to The Farm. She was an exhibitionist and liked to
show off her body to everyone.

Even though it was early summer the morning
air was still cool and her nipples, even covered by her arms,
quickly became hard in response to the cool air.

Or maybe, Leah thought, her nipples were hard
because she was excited about what was to come.

 



Chapter Two

Justine

 


“Are you sure you want to do this?” May asked
Justine as they pulled up to the chain blocking the driveway. The
Farm’s driveway pillars were set back far enough from the road’s
edge for May to pull her car all the way off the county road and up
to the chain.

Justine’s leg had been bouncing up in down,
announcing her apprehension, but now she denied any anxiety at all.
“Of course I do. Why else would I have gone through the application
process?”

“Do you really need the money that much?” May
asked her friend. “I’m sure you could get some loans or find some
other way to pay for school.”

“Nope. No loans. I’m paying as I go.”

“You’re going to lose a whole year if you go
through with this.”

“Just a half year. And lots of students take
time off in the middle of college to figure out what to do with
their lives.”

“You’re not figuring out what to do with your
life,” May pointed out. “You’re selling yourself as a sex
slave.”

“It sounds so dirty-nasty when you put it
that way,” Justine joked.

“This isn’t funny!”

Justine sighed. “I know. It’s not funny. But
this is an easy way to make the money I need.”

“Most girls just go into stripping for easy
money,” May snorted.

“I’m not most girls. I’m a woman and I can do
whatever I want with my body.”

“I’m just worried about you,” May said with a
shiver. “This is the sort of thing you read about where a woman
disappears for five years to serve as a sex slave in some Middle
Eastern country where women have no rights and she winds up dead or
some baby machine for a sheik with too much oil money.”

Justine laughed at her friend’s paranoia.
“You worry too much. No such thing is going to happen to me. Maybe
if this was New York City, but we’re upstate and upstate is dull
and boring.” She let out a half laugh-half cough. “I’ll probably
wind up serving the most boring man imaginable who wants to do it
missionary style every Saturday night. I’ll also have to cook his
meals and wash his laundry. That’s less fun and more work.”

“See?” May snapped back at her.

A silence formed between them.

“I’m still doing it,” Justine said as she put
her hand on the door handle. She had spied a figure walking toward
the driveway’s entrance from the big red barn in the middle of the
property and she didn’t want to be in the car when he arrived.

“I know,” May said quietly. “I love you and I
want you to call me if anything goes wrong, okay?” They both knew
the request was silly, but May still needed to say it.

“I will.” She hugged her friend and gave her
a quick peck on the cheek before getting out of the car and meeting
the man who was now walking down the driveway. Justine stepped up
to the chain and waited for him, digging the folded cardboard
invitation out of her back pocket as she did so.

“Your name?” the man asked. He was tall and
handsome, but in a forgettable way. Justine briefly locked eyes
with him—his were a deep green—before she looked down at the dusty
driveway.

“Justine.”

“I’m Mark. Your friend will have to leave
before you are admitted,” he said when she proffered her invitation
to him.

Justine turned around and shooed May away.
The other woman put the car into reverse, backed out onto the road,
and drove cautiously away. Justine turned back around as Mark took
the invitation from her hand.

“Put these on,” he told her, handing over a
pair of leather cuffs. “Then take off all your clothes.”

The cuffs buckled on her wrists just like a
Chesterton’s dog collar. Justine winced a bit as she remembered her
childhood pet still living with her parents. Once the cuffs were in
place she pulled her t-shirt up over her head and paused when she
didn’t know what to do with the item of clothing. Mark took it from
her and she casually pulled her athletic bra up over her head as
well, as if stripping down to nothing just of a county road in the
middle of nowhere was something she did every day.

Her nipples immediately hardened in the cool
morning air. Mark didn’t seem to notice her nudity. After she
kicked off her sneakers and stuffed her socks inside the shoes,
Justine pulled down her jeans and panties at the same time, but
took a moment to fold them neatly. When that was done she stood in
front of Mark and he seemed to see her for the first time.

Though she wasn’t on any college sports team,
Justine kept herself in shape by running every day. She wasn’t a
competitive runner, but she knew if she stopped her daily exercise,
she’d wind up getting fat like her older sisters. Other than being
in physically good shape, she was otherwise unremarkable. Justine
sported shoulder length black hair, breasts that were neither large
nor small, pubic hair that was shaved into a neat rectangle. Having
a naturally pale complexion made her skin gleam in the sunlight.
She had the start of tan lines from the shorts and tank top she
normally wore when running, but it was still too early in the year
for a full-on tan.

Mark glanced at her pussy. “You’ll have to
shave,” he commented as he pulled out a thin metal chain and held
it up.

Justine nodded and, knowing what he wanted,
raised up her wrists for him to attach the leash to. The cuffs
brought her arms together and Mark turned around to lead her to the
barn. She followed him—at this point she had little choice—with her
earns throbbing with every pulse of her heart. She was scared, but
eager to see what would happen. She told herself this would be an
adventure none of her classmates could ever imagine.

 



Chapter Three

Ellissa

 


Ellissa had been half dozing, half studying
the file folder that was now resting on her lap. Normally the drive
to the airport didn’t take long, but she was so exhausted from
overwork that she didn’t notice her driver had taken her from her
home in the suburbs to a nondescript country road in the middle of
nowhere. When she looked up as they slowly pulled into the driveway
of the farmhouse, she blinked twice at the man holding the heavy
black iron chain that had been stretched between two stone
pillars.

“This isn’t the airport,” Ellissa said mostly
to herself. The driver just parked the car and stepped out. “Where
did you take me?” she asked him, but since he had already closed
the door he didn’t hear her. Frustrated and angry—she was going to
miss her flight, it was probably too late now anyway—Ellissa
grabbed at the sedan’s door handle to burst out and confront the
driver’s incompetence. The handle refused to budge and she pounded
on the window begging to be freed.

A moment later the tall man opened the door
from the outside and she stepped out of the car. “I’m Mark—” he
began but Ellissa cut him off.

“Where I am and why am I here?” she
protested. “Get back in the car and take me to the airport!” she
demanded of the driver. “I’m going to miss a very important meeting
because of you!” Every meeting Ellissa had had for the past five
years had been very important, ever since she had finished college
and gone to work creating an image management company with her best
friend from college. The fact that they were using Emelia’s
father’s money to run the Double EE Management for the past five
years had only added to her stress. It was just in the past year
they had finally managed to turn a profit and begin paying back all
the money they had borrowed against their future.

Mark inclined his head. The driver got back
behind the wheel, but before Ellissa could slip back into her seat,
Mark slammed the door shut.

“What are you doing?” she confronted him as
the driver followed the path of the circular driveway turning the
car around and headed back onto the country road. Before she
realized what had happened she was stranded at the nondescript farm
in the middle of cow country. She blinked twice and turned back to
Mark. “What the hell is going on?” she asked.

“You must be Emelia,” he said. “We’ve been
waiting for you.”

“I’m Ellissa,” she corrected him. “Emelia’s
my partner.”

Mark raised his eyes and grinned
slightly.

“My business partner,” she amended.
“What’s going on?” she asked again.

Mark just shook his head. “Like I said, we’ve
been waiting for you. Please remove all your clothes and put these
on.” In one hand he had a plain canvas bag. In the other he held a
pair of leather wrist cuffs. “You can put your clothes in the bag.”
He smiled and waited.

“Is this some sort of sick game?” she asked
and then shook her head. “No, the driver must have gotten me
confused with some other fare.” They had been using the same car
service for the past few years with only one other incident where
Emelia had been driven to the wrong address. Something like that
had happened again, she was sure of it.

“There’s no confusion, Emelia. This is what
was requested and we are fulfilling our part of the bargain.” He
offered her the bag once again.

“I told you my name is Ellissa and—” she
stopped her rage short. Emelia had often hinted at games she had
played with her boyfriend, kinky games of all sorts and stripes.
Emelia could afford to play stupid sex games with her boyfriend,
she came from money. Her parents were rich. Ellissa was from
working class parents who didn’t give her a dime to go to college.
This was undoubtedly one of Emelia’s little games and the stupid
fucking car service had screwed up their orders. “Oh. Okay. I get
it. Our secretary must have made a mistake on the car service.
Again.” Emelia was scheduled to be on vacation for the next week.
It made sense how the mistake had developed. “Just let me make a
call.” She reached for her bag and realized it had been left behind
in the car. She cursed under her breath. “Would you be so kind as
to let me make a phone call from your house?”

Mark shook his head again. “I’m sorry, I
can’t do that. We were told you’d be difficult. I’m afraid we have
to follow the contract to the letter. Again. I’m sorry. Please
remove your clothes.”

She smiled at him, pretending to be the
confused young maiden. And then she dashed around him, heading
straight to the white farm house’s front door. She couldn’t run
very fast in her heels and business skirt, but she was going to
make a hell of an effort. Ellissa expected him to catch her almost
right away, but right before she reached the front porch, she
glanced back and saw Mark slowly walking to the house. He wasn’t
even making an effort.

Still confused but undaunted, Ellissa ran up
the steps and grabbed the front door knob, praying it would be
unlocked. It was and she dashed inside, slamming the door shut
behind her. There was no chain lock, but she twisted the knob of
the dead bolt, sliding it into place. That would slow him down
another minute.

The entrance hall to the house was nearly
empty so Ellissa dashed through it, heading to the back of the
house. The hallway opened up into a large kitchen and dining area.
She glanced around, looking for a phone. The first thing her eyes
rested on was a woman sitting at the large table in the far corner.
The attractive woman glanced up from the piles of papers in front
of her and did a double take at Ellissa’s appearance. She stood up
and Ellissa was momentarily relieved that she would be receiving
assistance.

Then she took in the other woman’s
appearance. She was pretty and obviously took care of her
appearance. Her hair was pulled back in a simple ponytail and she
wore no makeup; she didn’t need any though it was obvious at a
second glance that she was well into her forties. Then Ellissa saw
that the other woman was dressed unusually. She was dressed like a
dominatrix. The lithe brunette wore skin-tight leather pants and a
bustier that created ample cleavage. A riding crop hung from the
belt around her waist and the tall black leather boots she wore
made her nearly tower at six feet tall.

“Can I help you?” the dominatrix asked. Her
voice was kindly but firm. Ellissa realized she wasn’t supposed to
be here.

“I need help,” Ellissa whined
plaintively.

The dominatrix’s expression hardened.
“Emelia, you’re supposed to be in the barn with Mark right
now.”

“Emelia’s my partner. I’m Ellissa.” She
almost whined the words. She hadn’t whined since she was eight
years old.

The tall woman’s face softened slightly.
“I…see. I know the contract called for a complete immersion
experience, but I wasn’t prepared how far you were willing to take
this. Well then, let me help you.”

“Thank you,” Ellissa breathed in relief.

“I’m Kim,” she said as she walked across the
kitchen and took Ellissa’s hands in her own. “Are you
frightened?”

“Yes! There’s a man on your property that
told me to take off my clothes and I ran here,” she quickly
explained. “I need to call for help.”

Kim nodded. “Let me help,” she said and
turned Ellissa around. Her eyes fell on the phone attached to the
wall. Ellissa started to take a step forward to call for help, but
Kim wasn’t letting go. Without realizing how it happened Kim had
pinned her arms behind her back and held her in place.

“What are you doing?” she protested.

Before Kim could answer the back door to the
kitchen opened and Mark stepped in. Ellissa’s eyes went wide.

“Do you have the cuffs?” Kim asked.

“Yes.”

“Put them on her. How did she manage to get
in here?”

“You know she wanted the full experience. I
was just letting her have that,” Mark explained. He moved quickly
and before Ellissa could protest further, the leather cuffs were
around her wrists. Mark had linked them together and she was
trapped. She wanted to sink to her knees in resignation and horror,
but Mark held her up.

Kim nodded. “Well, she’s certainly getting
that. Take her out to the barn with the others and get her ready.
I’ll be there in a few minutes.”

The experience had left Ellissa’s mind
spinning. What had started as a car service transport mistake had
suddenly evolved into a kidnapping. She didn’t know what to do.
Ellissa tried to open her mouth to protest, but not a word came
out. Mark pushed her, firmly but gently, out the back door to the
kitchen. Her wrists were cuffed behind her and it was easy for the
big man to force her to walk. Since she didn’t know what else to
do, Ellissa went along with it—for the moment.

While she didn’t know what to expect out in
the barn—a cage, a torture chamber, possibly even cows waiting to
be milked—Ellissa found herself surprised when the large main door
to the barn was opened. Inside it looked more like a banquet hall:
hard wood floors, a few tables against the wall, elaborate rigging
and lighting on the ceiling, some rolling cabinets pushed into a
corner. It was rustic, but hardly a working farm’s animal barn.
Mark pushed her on ahead, through a large archway leading to the
back of the barn.

In the back room she was startled to find two
women chained to the wall by leather collars around their necks.
Like her they wore leather cuffs on their wrists; unlike her they
had no clothing. The pair didn’t seem surprised to see Mark or
Ellissa; they watched impassively.

“Strip,” Mark ordered her.

“I don’t think so,” Ellissa said as she tried
to pull away from him. He was too strong and knew exactly what he
was doing. He grabbed her chained wrists, pushed her against the
wall next to one of the naked women, picked up another leather
collar dangling from a chain bolted to the wall, and locked it into
place around her neck. All of this happened faster than Ellissa
could process.

“Last opportunity,” he warned her.

Even if she wanted to remove her clothes at
this point, Ellissa found herself paralyzed by fear and was unable
to move her hands or any other part of her body. Mark just shrugged
and started undressing her. In disbelief she watched him work,
unbuttoning the front of her blouse, exposing her bra and chest. He
paused when all the buttons were open.

“Your blouse and suit look expensive,” he
said. “I’m going to release your hands so we can remove your
clothes. The cuffs will be going back on when I’m done. Do you
understand?”

Ellissa managed a wobbly nod of her head.
Mark unhooked the chain between her wrists but she wasn’t free. She
was chained to the wall. He then slipped her jacket off her
shoulders followed by her blouse, leaving on her bra. The jacket
and blouse went into a small case on a shelf on the far side of the
room. When he came back, Mark knelt down, removed her high heels,
and then unzipped her skirt. She considered fighting him, but
judged it wasn’t the time yet. Losing her clothes made it seem like
she was willing to go along with his game. Maybe she could lull him
into a false sense of security before making her escape.

After removing her skirt Mark placed it and
her shoes in the case. Ellissa was left in her bra, panties, and
stockings. The tall blonde woman chained to the wall next to her
was watching the whole process intently, and clucked her tongue
while shaking her head when Ellissa’s skirt was removed. “A classy
girl like you should be wearing thigh highs and a garter belt.”
Ellissa shot her an angry look that had no force behind it. The
raven-haired woman on the other side of the wall just chuckled at
the blonde’s remark.

“Quiet,” Mark ordered and the pair silenced
their amusement. He spun Ellissa around unhooked her bra, removing
it from her shoulders. Her breasts were now exposed to the air, but
hidden from view because she faced the wall. Not wasting any time,
Mark pulled down her stockings and panties in the same smooth
movement, baring her ass and stripping her of her last remnants of
clothing. Ellissa sucked in a shuddering gasp of air. Never before
had she ever been afraid of being naked in front of other people,
but this situation was new to her. It was wrong and she was
scared.

She didn’t turn around but sensed that Mark
put her last bits of clothing into the case and closed it. Since
she was still facing the wall with her hands at her side it was
easy for Mark to grab them and chain them together behind her
back.

“Turn around and I’ll chain them in front,”
he said to her, softly and kindly. “It’ll be more comfortable.”

Ellissa waited a long moment, and then did as
he suggested, all of her bravado was gone. Her eyes didn’t move
from the floor. He worked quickly, locking the chains back into
place. “Kim will be out in a few minutes. Why don’t you three relax
for a few minutes?” An amused grin pulled at his lips and he
left.

 



Chapter Four

The Baths

 


It was five seconds after he closed the door
that the tall blonde said, “That’s a cute tattoo you have on your
ass.” A little giggle rose from the black hair woman’s throat while
Ellissa’s face turned bright red. “It’s Ariel, right?” Her words
weren’t mean; she was just trying to have a conversation.

“Yeah, the Little Mermaid,” Ellissa said
softly.

“Walking in here with that fancy business
suit, I wouldn’t have expected you to have anything like that,” the
blonde continued. “Then again, here on the Farm, you never know
what to expect.” Ellissa glanced up at the tall woman. “I’m Leah,
what’s your name?”

“Shh!” the other woman interrupted. “We’re
not supposed to talk.” She looked nervous.

“We can talk,” Leah said. “Just not in front
of the trainers and masters.”

“We probably shouldn’t anyway,” the dark
haired woman said. “Just to be safe.”

Leah ignored her. “What’s your contract for?”
she asked Ellissa.

“My contract?”

“How long did you agree to?”

“I don’t understand.”

They heard heels clicking on the hardwood
floor and fell silent. Kim strode into the room with a frown on her
face. “You know you aren’t supposed to be talking without
permission,” the striking woman said with contained anger. “We
haven’t even started yet and you’ve already earned demerits,
Leah.”

“Sorry.” The blonde woman didn’t look all
that apologetic.

Kim held her gaze a long minute until Leah
dropped her eyes down. Ellissa studied the strong-willed woman in
her black leather pants and red bustier looking exactly like a
dominatrix should. A gauzy white shirt covered the exposed skin on
her arms and shoulders but hid nothing. The riding crop that
Ellissa had noted in their first encounter was still hanging from
Kim’s belt.

“Formal training begins the afternoon. We
don’t have much time, just a week before the auction. I don’t
expect to turn you three into perfect submissives in that short
amount of time but since the three of you want this so much it
shouldn’t be much of a problem.”

“I don’t want this!” Ellissa burst out.

Kim’s lips twisted in amusement and she
glanced back and forth between the two other chained women. “Leah,
Justine, I’ve discovered already that Emelia wants to go through
the full treatment of the unwilling slave. Since I’m being paid to
fulfill a fantasy, I’m more than happy to go along with her need to
play this role. I’d appreciate it if you would assist as
needed.”

Leah shrugged. “I want to do this,”
she commented. “It’s going to be fun.”

A slow shake of Kim’s head gave a quick
evaluation of what she thought of the blonde. “The slaves eager to
be broken are the ones that are most difficult to deal with I’ve
discovered,” Kim commented. “Don’t worry, I’ll find your limits and
push you past them.” There was ice in her voice and Leah
shivered.

“Is there going to be much pain?” Justine
asked in her quiet voice.

Kim licked her lips before answering. “Of
course there will be pain, but it will be leavened by great
pleasure as well. Hills and valleys, ladies. You can’t have the
highs without the lows.

“This is wrong!” Ellissa insisted. “You can’t
do this to me.” Though she was naked and chained to the wall by her
neck she tried to adopt a pose of anger and power. Kim wasn’t
intimidated.

“Leah, Justine, your first duties will be to
prepare Emelia and yourselves. Slaves aren’t allowed any body hair.
Shave her—and yourself, Justine. Braid your hair back. Hers is too
short for that, so leave hers loose. Leah, you remember where the
baths are?”

“Yes, ma’am.”

Ellissa noted that with interest. Leah had
been here before, obviously.

Kim found a long length of chain from one of
the storage cabinets and locked a cuff to Leah’s left ankle.
Justine stood passively as Kim measured a four foot length and
locked Justine’s ankle to the chain as well. Ellissa backed away
when Kim tried to do the same to her.

“I can’t have you running free,” Kim said
politely.

“I’m not doing this!”

Kim sighed. “Yes or no, ladies: do you
remember your scene safeword and your contract safeword?”

“Yes.”

“Yes.”

Kim looked expectantly at Ellissa. “Just say
your contract safeword and we’ll be done with this little farce—if
that’s what you want.”

“I don’t know what a safeword is,” Ellissa
said, and then corrected herself. “Well, I know what one is, but I
don’t know why you think I have one.”

“We included one in the contract you signed
if you want to end everything. Just say it and we’ll be done
here.”

Ellissa just goggled in confusion at Kim who
took the opportunity to grab the brunette’s leg and quickly lock
her to the long chain. Looking down at her leg Ellissa seethed with
anger because she had been so easily distracted and tricked.

“Everyone remember,” Kim said sounding more
like a high school gym teacher than a professional dominatrix, “the
scene safeword is red. That will stop the scene and we’ll
re-evaluate. You all know your contract safeword—” and she winked
at Ellissa, “—but be careful when using it. You don’t want to lose
your contract payout at the end of your service, right?”

“I’m not doing this for the money,” Leah
commented.

Kim whirled on her. “That’s another demerit,”
she chastised the slave. “You’re earning them quickly. Watch your
mouth. Leah, lead them to the baths and all three of you get clean.
After baths, go to the kitchen. After lunch, we’ll start formal
training.” She then efficiently unlocked each of the padlocks
holding the three slaves to the wall using a universal key on a
small ring hooked to her belt. Kim turned on her heel and left the
barn.

Two of the slaves were momentarily mystified
at what to do next, but Leah took the initiative. “We have to walk
together,” she told them somewhat unnecessarily. “The slave baths
are around the back of the main house. It’s not far but we need to
be coordinated in our steps.”

“You’ve done this before?” Justine
marveled.

“Yes, a few times.”

“Then why are you going through the
training?” Justine asked.

“I’ve played slave games before,” Leah
qualified. “I’ve never trained to serve as a slave for a two-year
contract. Now put your left hand on my shoulder. Ellissa, put your
left hand on Justine’s shoulder.” She clucked her tongue. “You two
are so much shorter than me. This is going to be rough going.”

“How so?”

“We have to walk lockstep, like in a chain
gang. It takes a little practice and it’s easier if everyone is the
same height.”

“I don’t know why I’m going along with this,”
Ellissa muttered to herself.

Justine answered anyway. “Because you want
it,” she said. “We all want this.”

The trip from the barn to the house wasn’t
that difficult, but it was slow going. The group only fell to the
soft grass once. It was a good thing they were headed to the baths
because by the time they
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