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Chapter 19


“You’ve been a busy slut,” he said to
her, pushing to her apartment. 

Fia once again had on her satin robe.
She didn’t bother pulling it shut for George.

“Only because you’ve been
sending men to me so I
could be a whore.”

“Did you like being a
whore?”

She didn’t answer.

“Get dressed,” he ordered
her.

Because Fia was a good slave, she
obeyed.

He told her what to wear. Casual,
tight and revealing. She hated putting on underwear and a bra. She
even questioned him about that. George insisted on both. She felt
like her whole body was being constricted. The materials, though
soft and smooth, somehow felt scratchy. All the while Fia knew it
was just a reaction to her mindset. She had taken on the role of
slave too deeply. Slaves were supposed to be naked all the time,
but she couldn’t go out in public wearing nothing.

If only she could.

George looked her up and down when she
was done. The shirt she was wearing plunged down, revealing more
cleavage than would be appropriate in an office but was perfect for
her. That also revealed the leather collar that she always wore now
except when showering. It was a part of her.

He didn’t complain about
it.

Fia got the impression he rather liked
it. 

What she found interesting was that
none of her clients during the past week had commented at all on
her piercing and the tag that George had added to the CBR. She had
gotten used to the slight weight and the feel of the metal tag
between her legs. It had become part of her, part of her identity.
Now it felt strange again because she hadn’t worn underwear the
entire time. While it was conducive to healing, having the tag
pressed up against her sensitive bits by her underwear was
distracting.

They drove in silence in George’s car.
As much as some things had changed, others hadn’t. George drove in
silence and too fast. Fia gripped the arm rests and closed her eyes
when his maneuvers became too much for her brain and emotions to
handle.

She wasn’t the least bit surprised
when they wound up in the parking lot for the club in the city’s
industrial district. There were a few other high end cars in the
lot. All the other traffic in the area were tractor trailers,
construction equipment, and industrial vehicles. Fia knew there
were some other party clubs in previously abandoned warehouses in
the area, but it was early afternoon and the only people in those
clubs at this hour would be staff getting them ready for another
night of parties or cleaning up from the night before.

There was no doorman. George waved his
pass card in front of a sensor. The door popped open and she was
led inside.

George didn’t take her to the common
area of the club. He brought her through some hallway and they
wound up in a locker room that was only a half-step up from a
typical high school gym locker room.

“Strip,” he ordered
her. 

Fia wondered why she had dressed in
the first place. Other than being a bit chilly outside she probably
could have been transported nude in George’s BMW without a
problem. 

As she undressed he opened a locker
and waited. Her clothes went into the metal cabinet. There was no
lock on the locker, strangely enough, but she wasn’t worried about
her clothes being stolen.

“Get on the table,” he ordered
her.

It was something akin to a massage
table, or an exam table from a doctor’s office. She knew what was
coming. 

“Spread open your legs. Do you want me
to set up the stirrups?”

“No.”

He had a pair of pliers from the
locker. She only trembled a little as he inserted them into the
CBR. The cold metal chilled her labia. 

Showing more skill than
she would have credited him with, George opened up the CBR, slipped
off the tag identifying her as his property, and then used another
pair of pliers to close the CBR back onto the bead. Fia had expected a new tag. She wasn’t given that. Other than
the tattoo on her ass she wasn’t identified as belonging to
anyone. 

She was given something else
entirely.

“Are you healing well?”

Fia nodded. “Nipples are fine. Belly
is a little sore, but the VCH is doing fine.”

“Good. Hold still. You need
decoration.”

She didn’t know what that meant at
first, but then George plucked from the locker a set of chains.
That was fine with Fia. She was a slave; she wanted to wear
chains.

Once more George surprised her, but
only slightly.

He started attaching the chains to
her. The first one went from one nipple ring to the other. It
didn’t pull tightly—there was slack between the attachment
points—but she felt the weight pulling down on
them. 

From there followed a confusing
collection of decorative chains. One attached to the D-ring set in
her collar. This went through a floating ring on the chain between
her nipples, down through the CBR in her belly button to finally
connect to the CBR through her clit hood. 

Another fine chain went around her
waist and connected with the belly button ring. She was starting to
get nervous about the amount of hardware she was wearing and the
connections to her belly ring which was still
sore. 

“You should have a nose piercing,”
George complained as he looked at her face and then added two more
chains that made her nervous. These looped around her thighs and
connected on a single strand each to chain around her waist. It was
so much that she was afraid to move lest she accidentally rip out
one of her piercings, especially the VCH which she had grown to
love.

Fia said nothing about George’s
comment. What was there to say?

“Put these on,” he said, pulling one
final item from the locker. They were a pair of high heels. Not
ridiculously high, but high enough to keep her off-balance. They
weren’t stilettos so Fia was able to step into
them. 

Just as she was considering how to
move her body so she could bend down and fix the straps, George
took the opportunity away from her and buckled the straps around
her ankles. A moment later she realized why. 

The straps weren’t just ornamental or
even to keep the shoes on and correctly aligned to her feet. The
straps had D-rings attached to them as well. George added one final
chain to her body, this one between her ankles, effectively
hobbling her.

“Walk carefully,” he warned her,
straightening up.

“How am I supposed to move at all?”
she complained.

His face twisted angrily. “You’re the
one who wanted to be a slave. There’s plenty of slack in the chain.
Take short steps.” He gallantly extended his hand to help her
balance.

With his assistance she practiced
walking in the locker room. It wasn’t as hard as she expected, but
it wasn’t easy either. Her stride was shortened. She was next to
helpless.

That was the whole point, she
realized. She was nothing more than an ornament. A decoration. A
possession to admire.

Her pussy became moist at that
realization.

“Come. We have an appointment to
keep.”

She wondered if she was going to be
expected to have sex while wearing all the chains. It would be
interesting and probably not a lot of fun.

Once she had mastered the necessity of
the short stride, Fia realized the most difficult part of walking
was going up and down stairs. The chain between her legs was just
long enough to allow her to take one slow step at a time. Each step
up or down was an exercise in making sure she wouldn’t accidentally
trip herself. She had to extend the chain fully with each
step.

There weren’t that many steps between
the locker room and their destination, but it seemed like she was
moving at a quarter of her normal pace.

George didn’t seem bothered by
this.

When they finally entered the main
room of the club there was a small audience waiting for
them. 

Or were they
waiting just for her?

Everyone else was dressed for a
business meeting, in suits appropriate for the office. Some of the
men even wore ties. The entire group of maybe a dozen people fell
silent when George opened the door and ushered her
inside. 

It was stupid but she blushed. Fia
hated herself for that because she was used to being the center of
attention when she was naked and no one else was. 

A murmur spread through the group as
George escorted her along the main floor to the edge of the stage
and then up the steps in the slow manner to which she had already
become accustomed.

He moved her to the middle of the
stage, turned her to face the group. The stage was already lit.
Perhaps half the house lights were up so she wasn’t completely
blinded but she felt like a Broadway star who had suddenly
forgotten her lines and dance steps. 

She was little more than a
statue.

Straightening her back, Fia stood
proudly. She might be a slave, but she was proud to be one and no
one would shame her.

A voice came over the PA
system. 

“Thank you, Mr. George Burton, for
bringing Slave Bianca to our club. As a concession for his donation
of a slave, Mr. Burton is granted full membership.”

There was a pause and polite applause.
Once more Fia wondered where the disembodied voice of God came
from. 

It didn’t matter.

“Bidding will start shortly. Before it
does, would you please explain why this special auction is taking
place, Mr. Burton?”

She couldn’t clearly see his face with
the two small spotlights pointed at her, but Fia saw the wince
George made when that announcement was made. He managed to get his
expression back to neutral as he rose to his feet.

“It is with great shame and regret
that I admit I got into more debt—personal, professional,
financial, and to the club—than was wise. It was the foolish choice
of a man eager to join the ranks of my peers.” He paused and then
stood a little taller, a little prouder.

“However, I was able to bring a great
asset to the club. One I was happy—proud—to train and groom. In the
coming months, and hopefully, years she will be seen as a great
asset to the club, serving not just a slave, but an icon for those
who wish to join our ranks.

“I did seek to keep her to myself at
first. What man or woman wouldn’t? She’s beautiful and talented.
She is a credit not only to herself, but every person who seeks the
glory of slavery, service to those who are her betters.”

There was a light smattering of
applause as George sat back down. 

Fia was offended at being considered
beneath the members of the club who would own her.

But then again, she desired to be
owned by them. Being a slave was much better than being an owner.
Theirs was a life of toil and responsibility and worry; hers was a
life of leisure and pleasure.

The voice of God came over the PA
system again. “There is no reason to delay or slow things. You’ve
all seen Bianca before. Many of you have sampled her. You know her
talents, both sexual and artistic. You can see her beauty. She is
decorated and trained and more than well-prepared for a life of
servitude.

“The bidding starts at
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