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Chapter One

Olivia Johnson gazed out across the sea of animated faces in the hall and prepared to deliver the closing lines of her impassioned and heartfelt speech. As she held up her arms, the excited crowd fell silent, every face turned up towards her to hear her words.

“And so I say to you, sisters, stand up for your rights! No longer shall we dance to the tune of men, subordinating ourselves and our daughters to the yoke of male supremacy. They want us to be cordon bleu chefs in the kitchen and harlots in the bedroom, but I say those days are gone and will never return, unless we allow them to. Men must be made to change their ways and change them they will if we unite and go forward into battle with our heads held high and in the knowledge that our cause is just. Unite, sisters! Unite and fight in the great and glorious struggle for Women’s Rights and we shall win the day. Equality is our right! Equality must be ours and equality shall be ours.”

As she raised her arms in a victory salute, the hall erupted, the packed, all woman audience clapping, cheering and waving their arms in wild applause. On the podium, Olivia flushed with pleasure as the chairwoman struggled to make herself heard above the din, proposing a vote of thanks to Olivia.

At the age of twenty six, Olivia was that rare thing in late Victorian England, a divorced woman. In an age when divorce was a scandal and most women put up with their lot, no matter what the provocation, Olivia had defied convention. 

Married at twenty three to a man she learned, too late, only desired her for her pretty face and slim body. Olivia found out, all too soon, that even while he was professing his love for her, he was simultaneously carrying on an affair with the notorious Lady Honoria Turlingham, the young and beautiful widow of old Lord Turlingham who, so rumour had it, had not long survived the sexual demands of his new and, after his death, extremely wealthy young bride.

Olivia had been devastated by her husband’s unfaithfulness and, despite the stigma she knew would attach to her as a divorcee, forced herself through the lengthy, embarrassing and frequently acrimonious process of obtaining her freedom from a man she no longer loved.

The large financial settlement she eventually obtained, gave her independence and she embraced the newly formed Women’s Rights movement with crusading zeal, using her divorce settlement to fund a lecture tour all around the country.

To her surprise and delight, she found herself welcomed and treated as a heroine by women everywhere, her lectures fully booked wherever she went. At her first few lectures, male hecklers tried to disrupt her speeches, but, from somewhere, she found an unexpected strength which enabled her to turn their scorn against them and make them look ridiculous. After that, she was left alone and her tour went from strength to strength.

This was the final lecture of her tour and as she accepted the vote of thanks from the chairwoman, Olivia felt a wave of tiredness and relief sweep through her body. As soon as this meeting was over, she was going to take a few months off to relax and recover.

As the applause died away, the chairwoman turned to her, “Thank you ever so much,” the woman gushed, “It was a wonderful speech and I’m sure it will give a great boost to the movement in this area. Where are you off to now? More speeches?”

“No, I’m afraid not,” Olivia replied. “Yours was my last for a while. I’m taking a long rest.”

“Oh, I see. Well you deserve it, my dear. Have a nice, restful holiday and then come back full of fresh enthusiasm and vigour, ready to carry on the good work.”

Olivia smiled, nodding and picked up her coat and hat, “Goodbye and thank you for all the organisation. Perhaps I’ll see you again, next time I’m in the area,” and with another smile, Olivia went on her way. At the door, a group of well wishers shook her hand and waved as she stepped into a waiting hansom cab. The driver clicked his tongue and shook the reins and the cab clattered off, its iron shod wheels rumbling along the dark street.

Inside, Olivia sank back into the battered leather upholstery, unaware that her well wishers were not the only ones watching her departure.

Some time later, the cab jolted to a halt and Olivia, dozing, half heard a muffled thump and gasp from above and behind her head, where the driver sat. Not really awake, she called out, “Driver? What’s the matter? Why have you stopped?” but there was no answer.

Grumbling under her breath, she pushed open the two half doors of the cab and stepped down on to the road. It was extremely dark, no lights anywhere around, even the lamp of the cab seemed to have been blown out and Olivia peered around in the gloom, wondering what the trouble was and where the driver had got to.

With no warning, strong arms pinned her arms to her sides and a thick pad of cloth clamped over her nose and mouth, a sickly sweet smell filling her nostrils. The sudden shock made her suck in a deep breath and the drug filled her lungs. Her eyes widened, then rolled up to reveal their whites as she passed out and her body went limp in the arms holding her.

Deeply unconscious and kept that way by the drug soaked cloth tied loosely over her lips, Olivia never heard the low chuckles of her attackers and could not know where she was taken, or by whom, or for what purpose, as her inert body was bundled into a second waiting carriage and driven off into the night.


Chapter Two

Olivia awoke from her drugged sleep to the discomfort of something digging into her belly. Automatically she tried to move to release the pressure, but for some unknown reason her limbs would not respond to the orders of her dazed brain. For several moments she struggled feebly, then her mind cleared and she began to appreciate the full horror of her predicament. 

Her limbs would not respond because they could not. The harsh bite of coarse rope into the soft flesh of her wrists and ankles told her that she was a captive, her arms and legs outstretched to anchorages in front and behind her, her belly pressed tight against a solid wooden rail over which she was bent. Her terror grew as she discovered that a thick cloth over her eyes blindfolded her and that her mouth and lips were forced into a stretched ‘O’ by the presence of a steel ring wedged behind her teeth and preventing her from closing her jaws. Warm sunshine played upon her and her mind reeled as she felt its rays on her legs and buttocks and spine. She was naked, her body helplessly displayed, the gaping pink gash of her sex and the dimpled entry to her anal passage exposed and shockingly vulnerable. Terrified, her nude, upthrust buttocks clenched furiously as she fought to escape, her frantic efforts proof of her shame and fear, muffled, breathy squeals of panic and despair leaking from her gagged jaws as she wrenched in vain at her bonds.

She searched her memory desperately, seeking a clue to her awful situation. She remembered the women’s rally at which she had spoken, her departure in the hansom cab, the unexpected stop, getting down to look for the driver...but then, nothing.

Nothing, until she awoke and found herself cruelly bound.

Where she was, why she was bound, who had done this to her, she did not know and her terror increased with the horrifying uncertainty as she explored her situation.

Her neck ached, arched cruelly back by a rope knotted to her long, dark hair and she felt sunshine on her tear stained face as she stared blindly up at the sky, unable to lower her head.

To her stunned shock, she heard voices. Deep, rough voices and mocking laughter and knew she was not alone. Men, several of them, were with her and her wild struggles redoubled as she fought to hide her shameful nakedness from their eyes. 

Heavy footsteps approached her and Olivia squealed in anguished misery as a man bellied up behind her and thrust his hard, rampant erection deep into her defenceless sex, piercing to the very core of her femininity.

Her shrill screams were brutally cut short as a second man seized her by the hair and forced his rigid flesh through the steel ring in her mouth, gagging and nearly choking her.

Helpless, the naked, weeping brunette shuddered and sobbed as she was brutally ravaged, the two men pounding into her sex and mouth with callous disregard for anything but their own pleasure, using her as they wished to satisfy their brute lusts.

The man buried in her sex reached his peak first, his hips jolting against her buttocks as he shot his seed into her trembling belly and Olivia wept helplessly as he pulled out of her spread body, feeling his spend trickle from her sex to dribble slowly down her thighs.

The second man lunged a final time, his erection pulsing and Olivia’s cheeks bulged as they were filled with the hot seed of his climax as it gushed into her mouth, giving her no option but to swallow or choke. Her throat worked convulsively, her shame beyond bearing, but her misery was of no consequence to her captor and she heard his cruel laughter as some of his juices escaped past her lips to stain her face as proof of her disgrace. Then he, too, withdrew from her, casually wiping himself on her hair, leaving the shuddering, sobbing brunette utterly distraught and still tightly bound.

Sunk in her misery, Olivia could have no idea that her torment was not yet over and it was only when a third man sent his erection plunging into her mouth and a fourth forced apart the tight, resistant ring of her anal passage to drive deep into her rear orifice, that she knew the true horror of her captivity. In pain from her very first anal penetration, unable even to scream for mercy, Olivia suffered terribly as her tormentors took her unmercifully, the third man sending his fingers burrowing into her sex to abuse her quivering body still further.

Plundered ruthlessly, Olivia swallowed and moaned and wept as the men came, their climaxes filling her mouth and anus simultaneously as they enforced their full, brutal power over her and she sagged limply over the rail at her belly, utterly exhausted, as they withdrew from her.

Thirty minutes later, however, they returned to their helpless victim and Olivia squealed and juddered as hard hands thrust between her straddled thighs, probing every crevice and secret recess of her body. Unknown to her, every maddened response, every twitch, every frantic contortion of her hips as she tried vainly to avoid the merciless invasion of her body, was carefully noted for use against her in the rigorous slave training programme she was all too soon to undergo. A programme designed specifically to turn her from the free, wealthy and powerful young woman she had so recently been, into the naked, sexually responsive and ultimately submissive slave her new, and as yet to her, unknown Master desired her to become.

For, though Olivia did not know it, her capture had been no accident. Her soon to be Master had plotted long and carefully to engineer her downfall and her captors had been well paid for their services. Services which were by no means over.

The hands withdrew from her belly, leaving her hugely aroused, but unsatisfied and Olivia sobbed her relief.

Too soon!

Even as she attempted to relax, knowing fingers captured her nipples, where they hung free below her bent over body. Olivia shrieked in misery, but was powerless to prevent the skilled manipulation of her sensitive buds as they were brought to hard and throbbing erection, each aching with the urgency and intensity of the needs forced upon her. Propelled helplessly to a frenzied peak of sexual arousal, her entire body vibrated with fierce lust she could not assuage, until, at the very pinnacle of her sexual longing, two agonising lines of fire burned across the exposed globes of her naked buttocks.

Her wild screams of pain and anguish rang in her ears, but could not halt the whipping Olivia received. Her buttocks and thighs turned a fiery, glowing crimson as the whips taught her her captivity, burning their stinging, smarting agony into her flesh.

A third whip, its thick leather handle thrust between her gaping thighs and deep into her dripping sex, sent her hurtling into a feared and terrifying climax, her belly exploding into a gigantic, pulsing orgasm, the heavy leather gripped as if in a vice by her spasming internal muscles, her scalding love juices soaking the deeply buried invader!

Climaxing hugely, maddened beyond any shadow of control, Olivia screamed for mercy as the other whips continued to scourge her flinching buttocks, the leather in her belly thrusting wetly as her captors continued her torment.

The gag was pulled from her jaws and she screamed, “Please. No more, please! Please, I beg you, no more!”

The whips stopped momentarily as her gag was crammed back between her lips and Olivia trembled wildly, her brain numb with shock.

This simply couldn’t be happening. Not to her. Not in England! Not in the late 19th century with a Queen on the throne! It had to be a nightmare, brought on by overwork. It just had to be!

Held by the coarse ropes on her limbs, Olivia whimpered in pain and anguish, praying that she would wake up and find it was all a terrible dream.

But her body remained spread-eagled, her flesh smarting and her brain reeled as she was forced to face the awful truth. She was not dreaming. She really was the prisoner of strong and ruthless men! Men who had already demonstrated their power.

Drugged and kidnapped, snatched away from her familiar, safe surroundings, she had been brought to this place, stripped, bound and taken. She had no idea where she was, no idea who her captors were, no idea, even, of their plans for her.

She knew only that she was the helpless prey of their savage, male lusts.

How could it have happened?

Who would do such a terrible thi....?

A scream of sheer, stark terror rose in Olivia’s throat

For she suddenly knew who and why and what her fate might be.

Sir Malcolm Bradbury!

Bradbury, the millionaire industrialist. The man who considered women, all women, incapable of anything more demanding than childbearing and devoting their lives to the physical and sexual wellbeing of men.

The man Olivia had vilified and insulted in so many bitter attacks at meetings she had addressed. To such effect that it was rumoured that he had sworn to make her pay, in person, for every cutting insult she had ever delivered!

Once, she remembered, they had even met, face to face in a busy London street as Olivia had been leading a Women’s Rights march. He had been furious to see what he had termed ‘A disgraceful rabble of ill mannered harridans, led by a virago who could not please her husband and should be in a whore house to learn the duties of a wife.’

Olivia had struck him, then, her own anger uncontrollable.

He had not, at that time, responded to her blow, but his eyes had blazed with a cold contempt which had sent a shiver up her spine.

Olivia’s belly kicked wildly as she visualised the arrogant Peer, his thin lips and hard eyes and his unshakable belief in the dominance of the male over the female.

Could it possibly be that he was her captor?

That he had acted on his vow and had her kidnapped?

There were unsubstantiated stories that he had a voracious sexual appetite, spending enormous sums of money on prostitutes and unfortunate women who had fallen into debt. Some even said that, in return for paying off what they owed, he made women sign a paper saying they would provide him with sexual services for a specified period, of their own free will. Thus protecting him from charges of rape or assault.

Was this the man into whose clutches Olivia had fallen?

A great shudder shook Olivia’s nude frame as a spurt of unwelcome and completely unexpected arousal jetted into her belly and she whimpered into her gag, struggling desperately to crush down the instant and shameful heat which rose in her. A heat such as Olivia had never known before and which terrified her even as it sent coils and swirls of scorching lust raging through her trapped body.

Sir Malcolm was phenomenally rich, extremely powerful and reputed to be quite ruthless.

If Olivia had been kidnapped by, or for, him, she was in the worst trouble of her whole life. There would be no mercy from such an implacable enemy and Olivia gasped in growing terror as she imagined her awful fate if he was to have her in his grasp!

The heavy thud of approaching hoof beats sent a cold chill of horror through Olivia’s bound nudity and she trembled wildly, fearing the unknown rider...and fearing even more the strange, previously undreamed-of mixture of feelings whirling through her brain. Fear there certainly was, but there were others, too. Feelings of shame, of intense excitement, even of curiosity at what was to happen next, but, above all, an odd feeling of acceptance, of resignation, as if her body and brain no longer wished to resist, despite the appalling prospect before her.

From high above her spread-eagled, sweat and sex stained body, she heard a cruel, mocking chuckle and a bright red flush flamed across her blindfolded, gagged face. In the scornful amusement of the rider, she read the pleasure and anticipation of one who sees his dearest wish and greatest ambition brought to fruition before his eyes.

Terror snapped her from her trance-like state as she heard the unmistakable sound of chains and realised that her freedom was about to end for ever and she writhed furiously in the ropes binding her, horribly conscious that once chains were locked on her limbs, her last, faint chance of escape would be gone.

Struggling vainly beneath the hot sun, uncaring of the rasp of coarse rope on her soft flesh, or of the display of helpless desirability her futile resistance gave to her captors, Olivia fought desperately to escape and flee from her awful fate.

Fought with every ounce of her strength.

Fought with tears of shame and horror pouring from beneath her blindfold.

Fought, but failed to free herself!

With terrible, awesome finality, a cold, heavy ring of steel snapped shut about her slim throat.

Olivia could not believe what had happened! Even the rattle of chain had not prepared her for this horror. A muffled groan of abject misery filtered through her gag and she slumped over the wooden rail, her resistance replaced by a numbed paralysis as the steel collar proclaimed her irrevocable and irreversible defeat.

She moaned softly as she was untied, steel cuffs clamped on each wrist and her arms pulled behind her and locked. Further cuffs, joined by a short length of clinking chain, hobbled her ankles and she stood helpless, naked in her chains, able only to await whatever her captors planned for her.

She was too devastated to struggle. Not even in her wildest dreams had she ever imagined being chained and collared. Now, steel gripped her throat and limbs and she was utterly, terrifyingly helpless.

“Kneel,” a harsh male voice ordered and she gasped, realising that she had no alternative but to obey. She could not run, could not hide and, surrounded by an unknown number of men, any attempt to fight would be worse than useless! Quivering with fear, made clumsy by her bondage, Olivia went down onto her knees, the grass cool against her naked legs.

A strong hand wrenched her blindfold from her eyes, but she kept her eyes tightly shut, not wanting to see the faces of her kidnappers, or, far worse, the nakedness and vulnerability of her own, chained body.

“Look upon your Master, slave,” the same harsh voice ordered and a cold chill raced up her spine. He had called her ‘slave’....and himself, ‘Master.’

Yet slavery had been abolished decades before.

Even so, he gave her orders as if she were a slave.

Slowly, Olivia raised her eyes, her trembles shaking her body.

A low, soft scream was torn from her throat as her eyes fixed on the face of the man who called himself her Master.

Sir Malcolm Bradbury towered over her, his cold eyes glittering and Olivia shuddered massively, her naked breasts heaving as her worst and most terrifying nightmare crashed into her brain!

As she shook and quivered, he smiled broadly, “So, Olivia,” he hissed, “We meet once again,” his smile grew even broader, “But not, this time, in the street. And most definitely, not as equals!”

The naked, chained brunette screamed in agony as she read her fate in his hard, black eyes and lowered her head, yanking wildly at the steel on her limbs.

Her scream changed to a gasp of pain as his hand fastened in her long, dark hair and jerked her head back until she once again stared up at him.

“You were not given permission to lower your head,” he said calmly, “As my slave, you will learn to obey exactly, my dear. Painfully, if necessary. In my slave quarters, there are many devices to aid in the training of slaves and you, slave, will come to know them all as you are taught obedience and submission.”

He nodded slowly, his cold eyes burning into hers with a frightening intensity, “Make no mistake, slave,” he said harshly, “You, who thought you were the equal of men, will become Olivia, my passion slave and there will be none more obedient, none hotter or more responsive and none more desperate to please men than you, slave!”

He chuckled with pleasure, enjoying the stark terror and disbelief written on the face of his horrified captive and continued mockingly, “And so, Olivia, you had best prepare yourself as best you can, for the life you once knew is over and your training as my passion slave begins at once. We shall not meet again until that training is complete. Only then, when you are fully trained, will you be brought to me as a passion slave and only then shall I permit you to submit to me as your true Master, obedient in all things and submissive in all things. Your body, your very life devoted to only one thing...the service and pleasure of your Master.”

He released her hair and turned away, ignoring the horror and despair on her face.

“Take her to the slave quarters,” he ordered, “The branding iron is already heating and I have warned the Doctor to be ready with the rings of a passion slave.”

The four kidnappers bowed as Sir Malcolm mounted his horse and, without even a backward glance at the distraught Olivia, he rode away, leaving her shuddering in her chains, her brain devastated by the catalogue of horrors awaiting her.

Horrors which came closer with every reluctant, hobbled step she was forced to take as, gagged, fettered, her throat collared and leashed to the pommel of one of her captors’ horses, Olivia was dragged towards the slave quarters beneath Sir Malcolm’s magnificent country mansion.


Chapter Three

Week One

Deep in the underground slave quarters beneath Sir Malcolm’s lovely home, Olivia wept and screamed and sobbed as she was dragged towards the forbidding frame of heavy black iron bolted to the floor in the centre of the room. Her brain reeled in terror, for her captors had told her quite casually that the device was the branding frame in which she would be clamped to receive the permanent mark of her slavery to Sir Malcolm. With her wrists still manacled helplessly behind her back, as they had been since her capture, Olivia was no match for the four muscular men, her slave trainers, who forced her towards the terrifying device and spun tight the locking bars to hold her legs immobile, her left and right thighs incapable of even the tiniest movement. Straining every sinew, her long, powerful thigh muscles cording beneath her smooth skin, she moaned in defeat as her legs remained as they had been secured and she was forced to accept the futility of her efforts.

Her eyes, wild with terror, flew over the faces of the four men, seeking for a trace of pity or compassion, but there was none and she realised that, to them, her kidnap and enslavement was simply a job. A job which they intended to carry out, no matter how much she wept and pleaded, or how awful the consequences for her.

The trainer who was to brand her, walked over to the brazier in the far corner of the room and withdrew a long iron rod, its tip bearing the stylised letter ‘S’ and glowing white-hot.

“This will hurt, slave,” he said, not unkindly, “Scream if you wish.”

Olivia stared, mesmerised, at the iron, unable to believe that she was truly to be branded, but as he brought the iron towards her and she felt the intense heat radiating from it, she screamed frantically and wrenched madly at the obdurate metal imprisoning and presenting her thighs.

“Left thigh,” the trainer grunted and thrust the iron against her flesh.

Olivia shrieked in agony, the brand sinking into her thigh and burning its clean, permanent mark into her upper thigh, then her head fell forward as she fainted.

The trainer withdrew the iron and chuckled in satisfaction as he inspected the neatness of his handiwork against the pale curve of Olivia’s thigh, “Sir Malcolm will be pleased with that. Right, let’s get her out of the frame and into her cell.”

The four men carried the unconscious brunette from the room and down to her cell and as one locked a steel chain from her collar to a heavy ringbolt set into the wall, another rubbed cooling disinfectant cream into the livid brand on her thigh, before they all left her alone in her locked cell.

Hours later, Olivia awoke and her eyes went immediately to her thigh, her lips parting in a soft moan of horror as she gaped at the brand etched deep into the firm flesh.

Surely, it could not be?

It was too barbaric to be true.

Tears trickled down her cheeks as she faced the shocking truth.

The brand was there, plain for all to see.

Sir Malcolm’s mark.

In her flesh.

Panic flooded into her brain and she yanked and heaved at the steel on her limbs and neck, too terrified to admit what the brand meant.

She could not be a slave, would not be his slave, but her cuffs and chains were too strong and, at last, sobbing, Olivia threw herself down on her bed, her mind filled with fear.

Sir Malcolm had arranged for her kidnap and had had her branded. She lay imprisoned in his cellar and in his chains and could not possibly escape.

Her eyes returned to the awful brand in her thigh. ‘S.’ ‘S’ for...slave...she wondered? Could it be that he really meant to carry out his threat? To keep her as his slave? 

To make her the ultimate passion slave?

Exhausted by her experiences and utterly demoralised by her own wild imaginings, Olivia cried herself to sleep, her mind filled with terrible foreboding...

Week Two

Fully recovered from the effects of her branding, required only to be docile and obedient to the orders of her four trainers, Olivia had almost become used to the shame of being kept entirely naked with her wrists invariably locked behind her back. Her initial humiliation at being naked before men had slowly changed to a passive resignation of a situation she was powerless to change.

Even her brand had come to seem almost...decorative.

Until, of course, she remembered how she had come by it, and its meaning.

At least she had not been taken again. Or even aroused.

Which was, to say the least, disconcerting. Almost, disappointing. Considering that she was defenceless and her naked body was hopelessly vulnerable to any depredations her captors chose to inflict on her.

She had not been touched, except to be fed, bathed, or to have the chains which held her captive adjusted and she could not understand it. She had assumed that she would be treated cruelly. Tormented, aroused, even taken again, to demonstrate their absolute power over her. After all, she reasoned, she wore the collar of a slave around her neck and a brand on her thigh.

To her growing confusion, none of these things happened and she felt an odd sense of being cheated, almost as if her captors were punishing her by not forcing her to submit to their sexual demands.

It was a most peculiar and unsettling feeling and she found herself growing increasingly frustrated, almost wishing that something would happen. Several times, Olivia caught herself moving and standing like a real slave, her body displayed most provocatively, as if presented for the men’s touch. On each occasion, she blushed with shame and hastily changed her position, suddenly frightened that they might see and accept her unconscious offer.

To her relief, they seemed not to notice and, slowly, relief began to alter to frustration as her all too available charms failed to elicit the natural and obvious response. Especially when, as part of her training, she was taught how to kneel, spread her thighs, arch her spine and thrust her breasts forward in the shamefully lovely posture of a slave’s submission to her Master.

It was a puzzling and infuriating situation, for Olivia was well aware that she was an attractive woman, not at all used to being ignored.

At night, alone in her locked cell, shameful longings kept her awake far into the night. Longings that she did her best to suppress, with only limited success.

Longings that, with her arms locked securely behind her back, she could not satisfy and which grew stronger with each day that her increasing desires were not met.

Week Three

Obedient to her trainer’s bidding, Olivia walked into a room she had never seen before, a room containing only a long, oak table, its flat surface studded with broad hoops of iron of varying sizes.

Gagged with a large leather ball, her arms, as ever, locked behind her, she could not protest or question as she was ordered to climb onto the table and sit in the centre of the waiting hoops.

Her nervousness, already high, grew higher still as she stared at the metal hoops, realising at once that their purpose was to clamp her limbs and body flat to the table’s surface.

There was nothing she could do, for she was surrounded by her four trainers and any resistance she might put up could be easily overcome. As her wrists were released and she was ordered to her back, she shuddered to the frightening and shamefully arousing thought that she was about to be taken.

Her arms were drawn out and she quivered as cool, hard bands of iron screwed tight at her wrists and elbows, securing her. She gulped, her throat working convulsively as more bands clamped her at forehead and neck and she was unable to raise her head as others tightened over her waist and above and below her rounded breasts.

A massive tremble ran through her pinioned body as her legs were splayed wide, her instinctive resistance easily overcome by the strong hands of her four trainers, until her thighs gaped hugely and she was totally accessible. Hoops at her knees and ankles held her and Olivia whimpered as her most strenuous exertions failed to achieve the slightest movement of her ruthlessly exposed body. Only her eyes could move and as her trainers gazed down at her helpless nudity, she panted for breath, knowing that it would be childishly simple for any, or all of them, to arouse or take her where she lay. 

Secured rigidly to the table, expecting to be taken and almost desiring it, Olivia froze as a fifth man entered the room and walked briskly over to stand beside her, his eyes sweeping calmly over the taut curves of her outstretched body.

“Excellent,” he said, rubbing his hands, “I shall begin with her breasts. Prepare her, please while I get my instruments and her rings ready.”

Olivia’s eyes bulged with sheer, stark terror and a muffled scream of sudden, awful understanding leaked past the gag in her mouth. The man must be the Doctor and she knew that his presence in this room could have only one meaning.

Her slim muscles corded, writhing beneath her flesh as she pitted her feeble strength against the iron bands pinning her, but the battle was hopeless. Two of her trainers moved to her sides and Olivia wept hot, salt tears of utter despair and horror, as, in response to the gentle, remorseless caresses of their skilled fingers, her tawny nipples engorged, growing hard and erect despite everything she could do to prevent it, as she was prepared for her first piercings.

Sir Malcolm had told her that she would be branded and pierced, but, somehow, even after her branding, Olivia had never quite been able to believe it...until this moment.

Unable to lift her head, Olivia squinted down her nose, her eyes wide with horror as  the Doctor applied a cool liquid to her quivering peaks and then eased a glittering steel needle through the tautened base of each of her nipples, piercing her flesh.

The brief, sharp pain was as nothing to her mental anguish as, with deft fingers, he removed each needle and inserted in its place a gleaming gold ring. Tiny internal locks clicked shut and Olivia whimpered, gaping in sheer disbelief at the glinting symbols of her slavery implanted in, and through, her flesh.

Stunned, the newly ringed brunette could only stare beseechingly at her trainers as the Doctor bent low between her wide spread thighs and applied more of the liquid to the parted lips of her sex.

Again, she felt the brief jabs of pain and skilled fingers on her body and she shuddered as the tiny sound of internal locks clicking shut told her that she now wore a second pair of rings.

To her intense shame, Olivia felt the warm, betraying dampness of love juices at her belly as, unbidden and most definitely unwanted, her body reacted to the awful, but intensely erotic knowledge that her sex, like her breasts, bore the unalterable evidence of her enslavement. The rings of a passion slave, affixed forever in her body at the order of her Master.

The Doctor straightened, “She feels it now,” he murmured, “As all passion slaves do when the rings close in their flesh.”

Helpless in the tight grip of her bondage, Olivia gasped as a fierce heat stirred in her body.

She was, truly, to be a passion slave. One who could no more resist a Master’s touch, or her own blazing desires, than remove the symbols of his Mastery.

Devastated by the searing, unexpected heat of her body’s instant response, she felt her ears being pierced and the insistent pull of gold rings as their weight reminded her of her new and lowly status...as a pierced, ringed slave.

Her tear filled eyes bulged as the Doctor applied his liquid to the insides of her flaring nostrils.

 The needle passed, for the final time, through her flesh and she wept uncontrollably as, with a flourish, he inserted the ring through the piercing in her septum and clicked it closed.

Her brain reeled to the horror of what he had done to her.

She was pierced....ringed. Seven times. Seven gold rings glittered in her flesh. Seven symbols of what she was to become, each identifying her as a passion slave and each capable of being used to secure her in whatever position her Master dictated.

She simply could not believe the barbarity of her ornamentation, or of the man who had decreed she must wear such humiliating decoration in her flesh, for she realised at once that, were she to be secured by one or more of her rings, she would be as helpless, as much a captive, as if she were loaded down with chains.

A vision of Sir Malcolm’s cruel, arrogant face came into her mind and she trembled wildly, knowing that her rings could be used, and would be used, in exactly that way. He meant to enslave her fully and she had no hope that he would permit the opportunities presented by her rings to remain unexplored.

As she was released from the piercing table and her wrists locked behind her, Olivia stared in despair at the rings transfixing her body, understanding their significance and their message of her permanent and irrevocable submission.

Taken back to her cell, stumbling and weeping bitterly, Olivia shuddered as her nipples and sex throbbed with continuous and unceasing arousal engendered by the constant weight and presence of her rings. Rings cunningly placed to ensure maximum stimulation at her every movement and which she was, and would be, powerless to remove. Ever.

Week Four

One week after she had been pierced for the rings of her slavery to be fixed in her flesh, Olivia knelt with her naked back to the door of her cell, her spine straight and her face only an inch from the blank brick wall facing her. She could not rise, could not move from the position into which she had been placed, for her nose-ring was locked to an iron eye set into the brickwork and any attempt to move, or ease her stiff-backed posture, resulted in a sharp tweak of pain.

It had been several hours since her trainers had secured her and the aching, miserable brunette knew it could be several more before they returned to release her.

Olivia’s training as a slave, of which this was a part, had begun and this was the fourth time she had been bound and left to suffer in such a way. With her wrists locked behind her and her mouth packed with a leather gag, she had not even been permitted to plead for mercy. Her only consolation, if such it was, was that the position was marginally less awful than the alternative she had been made to endure. 

Twice, she had stood with her back to the same wall, her body perched on tip-toe, with her ear rings locked to eyes at a height which prevented her from easing the immediate painful aching of her stretched leg muscles. Aches which grew worse and worse the longer she was forced to hold her position, until she wept and begged into her gag to be let down.

The lesson of those first training sessions was a hard one for Olivia to learn and accept, but learn and accept it she did as her body ached and protested vainly.

Anything, anything at all could, and would, be done to her and her only fragile defence was complete, unquestioning and instant obedience.

Only once, early in her training, had Olivia dared to rebel, refusing to open her mouth for gagging.

Her punishment had been instant and painful.

Overpowered by her trainers, bent over a bar, face down, her ankles tied together to a ringbolt and her nose ring fastened to another, her naked, upraised bottom had been whipped to furious, blazing agony, her screams filling the cellar.

Left overnight and whipped twice more, she had been unable to straighten when finally released.

The second time, when ordered to open her mouth for gagging, she had not hesitated for a moment and the clear message had not been lost on her.

The men were her Masters and she addressed them as such, her demeanour humble and submissive as she obeyed perfectly and immediately any order they gave her.

The memory of her whipping imprinted itself indelibly in her mind and Olivia knew she dared not risk another through a futile gesture of defiance.

Strangely, though, as the days went by, she found herself thinking less and less of the pain of her whipping and more and more of the eroticism of being bound helplessly to receive the punishment her Masters decided she should receive.

She tried to ignore her shameful thoughts, but could not help the arousal they created in her body as she lay in her bed at night, fantasising about strong male hands and lips roaming over her helpless body.

The rings at her nipples and labia had not yet been used to secure her and she had not been aroused or taken, but she knew it could only be a matter of time and she found herself hoping that it would be soon, for her body seethed with a passion grown from her piercings, her obedience, her bondage and her own building desire to surrender to the captors who enforced their will upon her so cruelly.

Sometimes, to her embarrassment, she even found herself fantasising about Sir Malcolm, the author of her misfortune and the planner of her downfall and subjugation.

Tossing and turning in her bed, unable to sleep for the lust coiling in her belly, she brooded on the arrogant Peer, finding herself increasingly drawn to the horrifyingly exciting idea of submitting as his passion slave, despite her detestation of what he had done to her and everything he believed in.

Time and again she told herself that she hated him and that she would never, ever, give in to him, but the thought of being bound in his chains, gagged by his leather, her body held open and defenceless for him and his brutal male strength overwhelming her as he took her and made her forever his slave, was appallingly attractive and Olivia wept and moaned as she fought to retain control of her traitorous feelings.

Olivia was becoming a true slave, knew it and struggled against it as strongly as she was able, but found it harder and harder to resist.


Chapter Four

Week Five

Bathed in sweat, her belly, breasts and thighs quivering with strain and the intensity of her passion, Olivia stood helplessly awaiting the pleasure of her Masters.

It had begun some hours before, when, her lips distended by a massive leather ball forced deep into her mouth, her eyes sealed by a thick blindfold and with a light chain clipped into her nose ring, she had been taken from her cell. Helplessly obedient to the leash, she had speculated wildly on where she was being taken and why as she stumbled blindly onwards.

A sharp order to ‘Halt’ had brought her to a standstill and she had known that her next trial, whatever it might be, was at hand.

Her body had shuddered and she had whimpered as she was ordered to spread her legs and felt her ankles being chained to widely set anchorages, holding her open and vulnerable. A broad, extremely stiff leather collar had clamped tight on her neck, over her slave collar and she gulped as it forced her to hold her head erect and prevented her from turning or lowering it.

Her arms, released from behind her back, were immediately pulled out to her sides and clamped immovably at full extension and she had squealed in growing fear as her nose and ear rings were then utilised to bind her head even more securely.

Exploring her bondage, a cold chill had spread through her belly as she found herself unable to ease or alter her shameful exposure and her face had flushed at the thought of the humiliating spectacle she must present to her trainers.

As she felt chains being clipped to the rings at her nipples and sex, a delicious ripple of fear had fluttered her belly and as these chains began to tighten, Olivia had felt her breasts begin to be lifted and drawn forward, her labia easing apart until her rounded globes thrust lewdly out and the warm, moist channel to the very centre of her femininity lay wide open.

Immobilised, no part of her offered body hidden from her captors or able to move or defend itself, Olivia had known herself to be displayed in total bondage, incapable of any form of resistance.

Waves of blistering heat radiated outwards from her belly and her rigidly pinioned body had quivered to the knowledge of her absolute vulnerability, her brain visualising with shocking clarity just how desirable and how easily available she must look to the men who had bound her.

For long, endless minutes she had gasped and trembled, every moment anticipating the touch of rough male hands, the thrust of an erection into her belly and the shattering release of the climax she had felt boiling and surging deep within her. With every passing second her sense of submission, her desire to submit, had grown stronger, every moment adding to the turmoil in her belly and reinforcing the intense need which had driven out her last vestiges of self control until she had begged and pleaded shamelessly into her gag for her Masters to take her and extinguish the flames of her all consuming lust.

Only then, when her fragile defences had lain in ruins, destroyed by her own frantic desires, had rough palms cupped her throbbing breasts, knowing fingers rolled and pinched her stone hard nipples, to send her screaming in delirious ecstasy into a shuddering orgasm.

Her belly had convulsed mightily as she came, but every huge spasm of joyful release had been accompanied by sharp jabs of pain as her rings pulled on the tender and sensitive flesh of her nipples and labia and Olivia had moaned to the mixture as the two combined to overwhelm her in a whirlpool of painful pleasure where she could no longer tell one from the other.

Drowning in physical sensations, sucked deep into a world she had never known, or even imagined, Olivia had wept and moaned and sobbed as her body embraced the shameful sensuality of complete and absolute surrender to the joys of total submission.

