Enslave Those You Love
corsair

Chapter 1: Busted!


Beth and I had separated over a disagreement on child rearing.  She had custody of our daughters.  Dani was 12, the eldest.  Jess was 9.  Beth wanted her little girls to have the maximum freedom.  I disagreed because society was changing.  Society always blames the powerless for society’s ills.  Children were being blamed for crime, unemployment and sundry other bits of Treason against the People!  This resulted in horrific punishments.  Public beatings, forced nudity, being subject to sexual assault and even ‘public servitude’ were meted out to children as young as eight.  Slavery had officially returned and was society’s ultimate sanction.  Technically, there is no death penalty.  Slaves are not considered to be human beings, so the ultimate sanction is to enslave.  Death often follows soon.  For the enslaved, death may not come swiftly enough.  I didn’t want my wife and daughters enslaved and sent off by themselves to a death by loneliness, overwork and abuse.

So I was separated from my loved ones.  I spent my nights with my sister and her spouse.  Both were committed lesbians.  Though they had just married a few months ago, they opened up their home to a man in dire need.  Sister Jewel and her spouse Paula helped me through a rough period.  Things got rougher when Beth showed up at Jewel’s door.  Beth picked a time when I was at work, so I don’t know what happened then.

“Sister, I’m home.  I brought the bread.  There is a car in the lot that looks like Beth’s.”  Beth was brought in by Paula.  Beth was crying.  “Now what did I do?”


“It isn’t always about you, dear brother,” Jewel said.  “Your daughters are in trouble.  Beth, tell Phil what is gong on.”


“Your daughters were arrested for gang activity.”  Notice how it is ‘my daughters’ when they are very, very good and ‘your daughters’ when they are very, very naughty?  “They’re in jail.”

“Did you talk with an attorney?”


“I talked to the girls first.”


“Beth, client/attorney privileges are inviolate.  Parent/child conversations in jail may be monitored and used in court against both of them.  You may have made the situation worse.”


“She feels bad enough already.”  Jewel said.  “You are not helping.”


“I’ll call Jim.  He will find out what is going on, and we can arrange a secure meeting.  Beth, I may have to bail you out of jail, too.  That is the reason why I am being so brutal.  You can’t help Dani and Jess if you are enslaved.”


“Oh, sometimes, brother, you seem dense!”

“It may just be a guy thing.  I need to impress upon Beth that whenever she visits Dani and Jess in jail, she MUST be accompanied by an attorney and Beth MUST behave impeccably.  She can either deal with it as an adult and remain a free woman, or she can deal with it as someone’s slave.  It is that serious.”

“Don’t you just hate it when he’s right?” Paula asked.  “That’s what they’re teaching in basic paralegal.  Treat every square inch of the jail as if it were the court room.  You have no expectation of privacy except for the protection of the attorney/client relationship.  Case law has established that the parent is to blame for child misbehavior.  Therefore, there is a compelling public interest in denying parents and their incarcerated children any sort of privacy.  Too many parents ‘conspire’ with their children.  You are lucky, Beth.  They let you walk out of jail this time.”

“That’s monstrous!”  Beth was weeping again.


“Give me a minute.  Save your breath and compose yourself.  Tell Jim.  He’s the lawyer.  He can help.  When I gave you advice, you rejected it.”


“Brother, that is awful close to ‘I told you so.’  Apologize at once.”


“You are right, sis.  I apologize, Beth.  But save your breath and tell Jim.  I’ll listen and I will ask questions at the end, but tell it to Jim.  He’s the professional.”  I sighed.  It was better than punching something out.  There wasn’t anybody to punch out.  “We will see what the two of them have gotten themselves into, and we will discuss it away from the jail with our attorney.”

“But we have to get them out of that awful place!”


“What was the bail?  What conditions did they set?”


“Bail is $50,000,” Beth said.  She whispered, “Each.”


“Good God!” Paula exclaimed.  “They won’t cost that much to buy at auction!  What did they do?”

“Let me call Jim.  If I have to, I’ll leave.”  A short phone call got me an immediate appointment.  “Beth, come with me.  We need to talk.  I want a friendly witness in the car with me.  Will it be Paula or –“


“We’re both going,” Jewel said.

“I need one of you to drive Beth’s car.”


“Let’s just take the one car.  Save the planet and all.  Come on, Phil. Humor me.”


“Beth, your choice.  We can leave your car here and take mine.  We can take both.  We can take your car.  It may be the last time you get to make such important choices.”

“You’re still sore about being arrested and charged with abusing us?”


“Right now my priority is the girls’ safety.” I felt a cold fury building, again.  “The past is unchangeable.  I was fortunate that you dropped the charges.  I paid your fine.  You see, had you taken the case to court, the girls would be wards of the state and slaves right now.  You and I would be dead.”


“That’s a lie!”  Beth’s face was pale and sweaty.


“What did your attorney tell you about domestic violence today?”


“That in 70% of the cases, both parties are at fault.”


“I was being railroaded because you lied.  Your attorney saved your life.  Once enslaved for criminal activities, it is forever!  No, you just don’t get it.  Slaves are stripped of their pasts as well as all rights.  Once we’re gone, there is no acquittal.  I would have been sentenced and the sentence carried out before the case got to court.  Then they would have nailed you for lying and you would be a slave or dead, too.  Isn’t that right, Paula?”

“Essentially.  Phil paid a $25,000 fine for your false police report to keep you from being enslaved.  Whatever your girls did to warrant bail of $100,000 must have been serious.”

“Ladies, it wasn’t bail—it was the 10% posted to a bail bondsman that was $100,000,” I said.  “The actual bail is one million, isn’t it, Beth?”


“Yes,” Beth said in a small, quiet voice as her shoulders slumped.


The ride to Jim’s office was tomb-like.  I worried that both daughters were doomed and that I’d never see them again.  The restraining order had lapsed, but other than supervised meetings with Dani and Jess, I dared do no more.  False accusations tend to follow the accused because of the ‘where there’s smoke, there’s fire’ law enforcement mentality.  I had basically no rights, and Beth had more than once cancelled my twice-a-month meetings at the last minute.  Once, she didn’t bother calling.   I was advised against paying anything to Beth before the divorce settlement—but I made sure that I paid the mortgage and ‘child support’ so that my daughters wouldn’t starve.  The court date for our divorce was still weeks away.  The courts were that clogged.

I wasn’t able to get anything out of Beth.  She wouldn’t stop crying.


“Phil,” Paula said from the back seat,” It looks as if you will have to start your family over.  Jewel and I talked about it.  We agree that you can father our children.  We want you around to help raise them.”


“If you insist, we will enslave ourselves to you, brother.”


“That’s monstrous!” were the only words Beth said during the entire trip.

Jim listened carefully as Beth poured out her tales of woe.  The gang was busted for malicious vandalism, for hate crimes, for grand theft, for intimidation, for assault and battery.  It seemed that our daughters picked the wrong time to get noble—they didn’t immediately turn state’s evidence and rat out the other little gangsters. The three with them did, and were also providing evidence on the rest of the gang.  Or so Beth said.  I sat there quietly and centered myself.  There was nothing else I could do.


“What do you have to add to this, Phil?”


‘Nothing, sir.  I was out of the loop.  Until she invaded my sister’s home, I couldn’t even get her lawyer to return my phone calls.  I don’t think she’s paid him.”


“I don’t have any money, thanks to you.”


I didn’t even look at Beth when she baited me.

“No wonder she thought you were a wimp!”  Jim turned to Beth, his face stone.  “Beth, listen and listen carefully.  You have no way out of this.  Your children are going to be slaves.  You might become a slave yourself.  I would lay odds on you being enslaved inside of 90 days.  I know which girl gang this was.  How you ever let your daughters run with them is beyond me.  Were you aware that those girls are between 15 and 19?  Why did you let little girls run with those hoodlums? If Phil here hadn’t requested that I try to save his daughters, I would turn you over to the police and tell them that you are an unfit mother.  Instead I am going to try to save your daughters’ lives—IF you let me.  How much do you love your daughters?”

“I’d give my life for them!”


“That may be what it will take.  Right now, the cheapest thing for Phil to do is to let you use a public defender.  You risk being enslaved for child neglect—it is a high risk, but not certain.  Fortunately for Phil, when you cut him off from his children, you absolved him of any responsibility for their actions.  You haven’t allowed him to see his daughters for three months!”

“Jim, sorry for interrupting, but will this solve the problem?  Can we save our daughters from being sold as slaves?  If you need to do this, I need some air.  Yes, I am a wimp.  I should have put Beth behind bars and gotten her enslaved.  That is my fault.  I didn’t do that because I would have had to enslave both girls as well.”


“Your reasons were valid then and they still are,” Jim told me.  “I need to tell Beth her options.  She has only a few.  She can voluntarily enslave her daughters and then give them to you.  She should then voluntarily enslave herself to you as well—unless she never wants to see her daughters again.  Some women are like that.”


“I want my babies!”


“The second option is to fight this in the court.  Your girls will most likely wind up as slaves.  Phil can attempt to buy them at auction.  He will have a good chance with Jess.  She’s only nine.  That is too young for most slave duties.  She would be a useless mouth to feed until she was twelve and able to work part-time.  Some childless couples might want to raise her as their child—but with her criminal record and age, she’s too big for the baby crowd.  She could be purchased and used illegally.  The most likely thing that will happen is Jess will be unsold and turned over to the state organ banks as spare parts.”


“NO!  OH GOD! NOT MY BABY!”


“Shut up!”  Beth was shocked into silence by Jim’s harsh tone.  “Phil has a good chance of buying Jess because she’s the wrong age.  As his attorney, I would advise him to—and to let the older daughter go.  Save who he can save.  I have evidence that Dani is no longer a virgin.  In this state, that means she can be used fully as a slave—her new owner won’t need to wait until she’s sixteen.  Is Dani adaptable?  If not, she will bring as much as $100,000—which Phil doesn’t have, by the way.  Dani will have a short, brutal life after being drugged and beaten into compliance.  If Dani is adaptable to life as a slut slave, she may live until her twenties—if you want to call servicing thirty men every day a life.  I’ll put in a bid for Dani, but I think it will be wasted effort.  Phil is advised to save what he can save.

“Which brings us to you.  If Phil cannot save both girls, he needs to stay away from you.  He needs to keep Jess away from you.  That won’t be hard.  I think you will be enslaved for child neglect within 90 days.  There is also that matter of making a false police report.  Phil managed to save your ass—but he did it for the girls.  They would have been enslaved because of your childish behavior.  When you are enslaved, you may bring $25,000 on the market.  You look okay, you are clean, and you would bring in enough as a slut slave to bring a profit to the brothel before being killed.  The going rate for 20 minutes with a slut slave is $250 at a decent brothel.  Do a hundred men and your owner gets back his sales price.  That is three or four days use.  He won’t have to feed you or clothe you or even let you have water until you have paid off your sale price. After that, the overhead on a slut slave is very low. Normally, a slut slave will last two years before being sold off elsewhere for other purposes—she may be worth only one tenth of her original price, and she will be treated as worthless.  Basically, you will bring your new owner a half million in clear profits—perhaps a little more.  

“I’d advise Phil to not buy you because he’d be wasting his money.  First, he will have his hands full with a sad, scared, angry little girl.  She lost her older sister.  She may blame Phil, but eventually she will see that you were the problem.”


“But—“


“SILENCE!  Get used to that command!  That is your most likely future.  If you escape enslavement, I advise Phil to take out a restraining order against you for your surviving daughter’s safety.  Her sanity, too.  Phil will have no choice but to be her owner and master for the rest of her life.  You shut off all the other choices!’


I was squirming, and Beth was the one under attack.  


“In the off chance that nobody buys your oldest daughter, I would recommend against permitting you to visit with them because Phil will be forced to treat them as slaves for the rest of their lives.  That’s right—their crimes sound serious enough to sentence little Jess and big Dani to lifetime enslavement.  He will only be allowed to sell them or kill them or give them away as slaves.  I know Phil will do what is best for his slaves.  Get used to it!  They are going to be slaves!  You did it to them!”


Beth was sobbing.  I wanted out, but Jim signaled me to stay.  It was his play.  I retained him for his unique skills and experience.  He had a plan.  This was his battle on my behalf.

“You split with him over the issue of child discipline.  Face it—Phil was right and you were wrong!  You cannot ever challenge his leadership in your household again.  As a free woman, if you undermine his slave training program, he has the right to bring you up on charges and possibly enslave you.  The girls must be raised Phil’s way—especially if your cry baby temper tantrums result in both girls being enslaved for life.

“The alternative is to voluntarily enslave both girls and give or sell them to Phil.  Should you decide to remain a free woman, you will have to stay away from your daughters so that they can grow up.  I think I can cut a deal—Phil will be able to release them from slavery on their 21st birthday, subject to meeting some goals prior to manumission.  If you interfere with that, they will be slaves for the rest of their lives.  Phil won’t live forever.  What will happen to his slaves then?  No, the only way for your girls to survive to adulthood and have a chance at freedom is to enslave them and give them to your husband.


“There is a way to be with your girls.  You must volunteer to be Phil’s slave for life AFTER you have unloaded your daughters on him.  You are 37, right?  A 12-year contract will leave you almost age 50.  You said that you’d die for your daughters—are you willing to sign a contract that will permanently enslave you and obligate Phil to kill you in 25 years?  Retired slaves are regarded as useless eaters.  Often, they are given a little money and told to party until the money runs out, then report to the nearest organ bank for euthanasia.  A retired slave is in her 60’s and too worn out to do anything but die, anyway.  


“Before you make a decision on this, I want you to speak with Heather.  I trust Phil to train his daughters, but you will need professional breaking.  You could be sent to a slave school.  Those schools guarantee their product, but there is close to 7% death rate in the more effective ones.  Nearly half of the slaves emerge damaged.  I’ll leave you with Heather for 15 minutes.”

Heather came into the conference room wearing a smart business dress and pumps.  She listened to her instructions and stepped out of her shoes, peeled off the dress, folded her clothes and set them on the table.  I thought Heather was a knock-out.  That doesn’t describe her blue eyes, her elfin face famed by short blonde hair, her firm and womanly figure.  I did have a limited amount of self-control.  Jim motioned me out.  I didn’t hesitate.


“If your ex cooperates, we can save both girls,” Jim told me.  “I will schedule a meeting with Judge Bixby Bowersox and present a contract of enslavement.  It will be pretty much like you heard in there.  You will be obligated to have sex with your daughters and periodically display them nude in public.  If Beth cooperates fully, she would be a valuable slave as well as freeing up all of your assets.  You’d have almost $180,000 to work with instead of only $63,000—and that will make a big difference.”


Jim told me the rest of the plan while Heather and Beth chatted.  One aspect of it startled me.  Given the severity of the charges against the girls, I would have to punish them severely myself in order to gain full control of them.  Jim suggested total nudity for five years, with a weekly punishment session.  That session may have to be in public—but he thought that he would be able to bargain it down to once every three months.  

Beth emerged from the conference room at the end of her talk with Heather.


“Phil will be leasing Heather for six months,” Jim said.  “Phil, you’re finished here.  Go home.  I need to take Beth to jail.  She might not come back.  You have no business at jail—Beth has taken away all your parental rights.  I’ll call you later.”


Heather picked up her purse and walked out to my care barefoot and naked.


“I am picking up Beth’s car,” Heather said.  “Please, Master, may I ride with you?”


“Sure.  The bus takes too long.”


My sister and Paula were scandalized to see Heather’s nudity.  It sunk in what slavery would mean.  They would have nothing.  They wouldn’t own their own lives.  Their bodies belonged to someone else.


“Master Phil, I am supposed to return to the office tomorrow morning.  Master Jim ordered me to go to your home and give your sister and sister-in-law a brief taste of slavery.  Public nudity is no longer a crime, so if they wish to start, this is a good time.”  As a slave, Heather could only advise.  I got it—Jim gave me Heather for the evening.  “If they accept the full experience, they are, of course, available for your use as well.  Master Jim recommends that all of us be whipped and fucked.  Master Phil, I would be grateful if you’d fuck me or let me suck your cock or lick your ass.  I would be very thankful if I were permitted to lick the mistresses’s too.  I have here two contracts.  One is for a light taste of slavery.  It requires only nudity and obedience to Master Phil.  No penalties will be assessed—it is just an exercise in voluntary submission to Master Phil.  Your safe words are Yellow to slow down and Red to stop.  This is a popular option, and I have introduced many couples to it.  A few have these sessions with me once a month.  The other is full-experience enslavement—but only for 72 hours.  If you take this option, you will strip here, be put in a full slave control harness, and beaten.  Master Phil will take us home and use all three of us has he pleases.  I still must return to the office Saturday, but I may remain all day Sunday and until it is time to return here Monday.  You will be required to be naked the entire time. There will be no safe word, no stopping if you pick this option until the contract expires on Monday. You will return here and dress.  Master Jim said that he explained it to you two.  Master Phil, I apologize, but Master Jim said that this must be their choice.   Master Phil said that you could use them, but only if they allow.  Mistresses, what is your pleasure?  You must both pick the harsh option, otherwise you only get the ‘slavery light.’  I await your decision.”

“Nothing to decide.” Paula said as she and Jewel signed the document.  The contract was witnessed and notorized—after I signed, too.

Paula removed her sweat suit and running shoes.  She pulled off her socks and stuffed them in her shoes.  Paula’s clothes were locked away as she was fitted with a belt, a collar, and cuffs on wrists and ankles.  Paula wore no underwear.

Sister Jewel wore even less—just a wrap skirt and a tube top with a pair of sandals.  My sister was hot when clothed.  I had trouble breathing when she was naked.  She was fitted out with full control harness as well—belt, collar, and four cuffs.  They were locked on.  The cuffs had attachment points that mated up with collar and belt—or various lengths of chains.


I wound up with three purses, a case with chains and a remote control.  Heather dug out some chains and two gags.  She explained that both women would be bound and gagged for their first whipping and for the trip home.  I was handed the riding crop—or was it a quirt? It was a short stiff leather whip.   A few practice strikes on the table, and I was instructed to whip Heather.  I opted for control.  Heather made no comment as I rationed out the dozen strokes required—except to count them out loud and thank me for each one before asking for the next.  
“Exactly like you gave me, Master Phil.  Those were perfectly executed strokes.  They were controlled, had sufficient power, yet there was still more pain if you need to hit harder.”


“Or I simply can add more strokes,” I said.  “One hundred light strokes would hurt more and longer than one maximum-strength strike.”


“That’s right, Master Phil.  Thank you for a perfect performance.  Now if you can repeat that on these temporary slaves—but just six strokes each.”

Jewel was next.  Heather counted for her.  Jewel wasn’t able to count because of the gag.  I popped her with a slow, steady, controlled cadence of one stroke every five to ten seconds.  By the third stroke, Jewel was sobbing.  I wasn’t hitting her that hard.


Paula’s session was a repeat of Jewel’s except that she didn’t cry until the fifth stroke.


Beth stood gaping at the performance.


“Beth, if you want to visit Phil tomorrow, you must not interfere with his temporary slaves.  I suggest that you just stay away.” Jim was grinning evilly.  “If you must see your ex-husband, we can meet at this office.  Come along.  We have prisoners to visit.”


On the drive home Heather explained the rules and roles of masters and slaves.  


“I understand,” I said.  “There can be no doubt in the slave’s mind who the master is.  That means the master cannot doubt himself.  I’ve dealt with dogs and it is the same social dynamic.  The pack alpha must be confident and instill this confidence in the pack or the pack disintegrates.”


“I haven’t heard that one, Master Phil, but it sounds right.  Master, I meant it when I said that I wanted to be fucked.  Now that these two are your slaves, sir, may I use them?  I am really horny.”


“For tonight you are their mistress and you are training me as much as them.  I think you are able to do that role.  It is something like an experienced army sergeant teaching the newly-minted lieutenant how to command soldiers.  It takes tact, finesse and intelligence—not to mention integrity.  My control is that you are being test-driven as a trainer for my children—and if these two accept a term of enslavement, my sister and sister-in-law.”

We arrive back at my sister’s place.  The neighbors stared as I locked up the car and herded three naked women inside—two in chains, all three with welted butts.  The night was just beginning.
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