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1

Emily woke up somewhat disoriented and felt her head banging like a bass drum. The kind that makes you not want to move. Her thoughts went naturally to the night before and considered how much she drank.  She remembered it was quite a lot.

As she lies without moving a muscle, she slowly eased out of her mental fog. Why couldn’t she remember what happened after she met that hot guy, the one she spent time flirting with? Not good. She slowly tried to open her eyes even with the pain.

It was pitch black, unlike her own apartment on the near north side of Chicago. The little studio on the fourteenth floor had large windows, with translucent curtains that let light in. Due to continuous city lights, it usually had enough illumination to see around the room, even in the middle of the night. Oddly it seemed somewhat cool, also unlike her place, where she kept her apartment on the warm side even in the summer.

Guess it was time to try to move her head off the pillow and ignore that ache in her head. She was immediately startled that she was not in her bed at all, but lying on a cold hard surface, naked.

“What the hell,” she said out loud, as she tried to move her arms. She realized that wasn’t going to happen, because they were bound behind her back. Heavy, connected, metal rings encircled her wrists. She tried to move them apart unsuccessfully. Her elbows were also pulled together and bound tightly with rope, forcing her shoulders back. In this position, Emily was forced to lie awkwardly on her side, with her heavy breasts squashed on the cold surface. She was able to move her legs, but they were bound together with her ankles enclosed in the same heavy metal rings. Rope bit into her legs tightly just above her knees. There was no way she could stand up.

Emily became conscience of the thick heavy metal collar that encircled her neck. As she attempted to move by rolling onto her stomach, a metal chain held her in place, limiting her motion. She was helpless, naked, and chained. The pain in her head disappeared magically and was replaced by sheer, utter fear. Instinctively she started to scream. She couldn’t speak until she was able to settle down and control her weeping.    

“Where am I? Is anybody here?” Emily sniffed. Nothing. “Hello!” The pain in her head took over again and she became still. The pillow she thought her head was lying on was actually a pile of clothes, her clothes. She felt the texture with her cheek, and it was definitely her silky top she wore to the bar. Now she wondered if she would be in this predicament if she chose different clothes. She had dressed on the slutty side, since the bar was upscale and populated by older men with money. She had even gone alone, making it easier to start a conversation. She had always been attracted to more mature, successful guys. It was mostly their confidence she liked, and the way they knew what they wanted. Mostly they wanted confident women, who were not afraid to show off their best features. Hers were a set of large, rounded breasts on a slender frame. The silky top she wore was slightly sheer, which showed a hint of nipple, and draped loosely on her jiggling, braless endowments. Frustrated that she could not move, she screamed in agony.

“Would you shut the fuck up!” shouted a woman that was in the same room, but not too close.

Not being able to see, Emily called back, “Who are you and what is this place? I’m naked, chained, and can’t move.”

“So am I, but you need to stop talking or we will both be punished. It’s forbidden.” came from across the cavernous sounding room.

“What’s your name?” Emily tried.

Silence and darkness. She tried to listen closely for any sign of where she might be, or if there were others in the room. Her head was pounding, forcing her to be very still in her uncomfortable position. She could not feel her arms since they were cinched so tight, cutting off the blood flow. The floor, which she assumed she was lying on, had a cold, hard, smooth texture to it. No grout lines like stone and not rough or pebbly like concrete. She heard a slight clink of chain on the hard marble or granite floor, coming from the opposite direction of the woman who yelled at her.

“Whose there? I heard something!” Emily exclaimed loudly. No answer came from the direction of the sound she heard, but then the heavy metal clinking occurred again. This time it sounded like someone struggling in chains. Knowing how she herself was bound, the sound made sense. It was like whoever was chained there, was attempting to move. “Please answer me, I’m scared,” Emily cried out, starting to sob again as she lied in the same position, numb and cold. Her thoughts eventually drifted to the night before…


2     The Previous Evening

Miles Markus stared in the mirror as he got ready for a night out with the boys. ‘Not too shabby’ he thought as he looked at his carved features with dark blonde hair. For 47 years old, he looked like someone in their mid-thirties, thanks to genetics and his anti-aging drive for perfection. He moved from the bathroom sink mirror to the full-length mirror at the end of his ridiculously enormous bathroom. In black silk boxers, he scrutinized his chiseled body from top to bottom. Except for calves that weren’t fully formed, the rest of his body was hard and defined. Not overdone, body-builder type musculature, but more natural looking and sexy. He smiled as he went back to the sink and trimmed around the edges of his closely cropped beard. He thought about amending his weightlifting routine to include some calf-bulking reps, when his doorbell chimed its subtle ring tone of Tibetan bells. He went down the massive winding staircase of marble slabs, that floated in the middle of the large hall, being supported by thick, clear acrylic. He surveyed the room for his house-staff, who should have answered the doorbell. Shaking his head in annoyance, he opened it to see his friend. He stood back and let him enter.

“Are you ready princess?” his best friend and confidant, Dan Macri, asked as he stepped into the impressive two-story foyer of the tech-entrepreneur’s mansion on the far northwest side of Chicago.

“Yeah, give me ten. Help yourself; you know where,” Miles gestured over his shoulder, walking back towards the curved staircase, which rose to an equally impressive, second-floor landing.

“You’re vainer than a high-class hooker trying to score a millionaire,” he said sarcastically. “Take your time, I’ll work on that eighteen-year-old, single malt scotch at the back of the bar,” Dan replied as he moved through the intricate, white-washed archway towards the spacious and brightly lit bar at an end of the ultra-modern great room. The high-ceilinged room was lit by floor to ceiling windows without any cover at the moment. The sun was still out and the sloping, clear acrylic roof forced you to wear sunglasses. You would think it resembled a greenhouse, if it wasn’t for the posh furniture and ornate decorations. Dan took the liberty of walking behind the white marble-topped bar, set on mirror-plated cabinets. The bright LED-lighting under the bar top was concealed and glowed directly into the lap of anyone sitting there. A woman wearing a short skirt facing into the bar, would need to be daring. Lines of high-end liquor, three bottles deep stood like soldiers along the backside of the mirrored, luxurious bar. Dan removed a bottle of 18-year-old Macallan and poured a generous amount neat. His peripheral vision picked up movement as he returned to the front of the bar.

“Hi Master,” said a young, voluptuous, long-haired blonde dressed in a white, silk minidress. “I would have loved to serve you that drink, if you would have given me a moment,” she said.

“No problem 8,” Dan replied. He never tired of seeing his friend’s ‘house-staff’. Her body was incredible under the flimsy, body-hugging, next-to-nothing dress.

“Nice to see you,” she said smiling, moving close and pushing her youthful body into him as she kissed his cheek. “Is there anything else I can do for you?”

“Well yeah, but your boss, umm, Master, is expecting to go out tonight,” he answered.

“VIP section at the Bottled Babe, right?” she responded, without a trace of judgement.

“Yep.” Dan was obviously disappointed that he would not have the time to take her up on her proposal. They were looking at each other intently when Miles interrupted the meeting.

“8, make me the same as Dan’s and get us both a glass of ice water,” Miles ordered.

“Yes, Master,” she replied, as she moved quickly to the back of the bar. Wearing six-inch stiletto heels, 8 pranced easily as a stripper making the rounds on stage.

“So what is the plan tonight, Miles?” Dan asked.

“It’s Friday night and who knows. We’ll probably run into our usual crowd. I think Dave said he was going meet us. Anyway, we don’t want to be too late, so drink up.” Miles suggested, strongly.

“It’s early Miles, we have plenty of time. Let’s enjoy the scotch and get there when we get there,” Dan countered.

“OK, sounds good,” Miles replied as he watched 8 pour his liquor, emphasizing her curvy body in the process. “It’s been a while since I have seen any potential new business. Maybe tonight will be the night.”

“Never know,” Dan replied, getting excited about the prospect of a new recruit.


3     Present

Emily closed her eyes in the darkness, as she eventually realized that she was most likely drugged. The last thing she remembered was having a tantalizing conversation with a good-looking man in his mid-forties. He was almost six foot and fit. His dark brown hair was combed straight back and tamped down with gel. His azure eyes were piercing and almost commanded her attention. He had a close-cropped stubble beard that was short but precisely trimmed. That beard on his chiseled chin line is what she remembered most. It elucidated illusions of harshness, or was it almost cruelty? That is what turned her on the most. When he smiled, it was subtle, which subconsciously made her want to dig deeper, like he was hiding something. The only way she thought she could accomplish that was to be funnier or sexier.

Emily concentrated on the last detail she could recall, which was sitting on an elevated bar stool. She was strategically bent over with her elbows on the dark, granite bar top, glancing sideways at him occasionally. She knew that the position forced her boobs to hang visibly in mid-air above her thighs, which were exposed by her short skirt. The peach-colored silky top was loose and somewhat sheer, so she assumed he could make out the outline of her gently swaying breasts as she laughed. But that was it. She couldn’t remember anything after that.

In her vulnerable state, chained and naked, she succumbed to what she thought were the aftereffects of the drug. She drifted off only to be jerked awake by blinding, harsh, overhead lights. She kept her eyes closed until she was able to squint. The first thing she saw was a row of vertical iron rods, floating about two inches off the floor. A horizontal cross brace connected them together. Moving her head around, she saw prison bars floor-to-ceiling and wall-to-wall. There was a tall narrow door about two feet wide off to the side. She was caged. The hard floor was indeed some kind of granite or marble. It was white with black, lightning bolts randomly segmenting the hard surface. The chain that was attached to her collar was made of thick, heavy, iron links. It ran under her neck, elevated by her clothes. It was padlocked to a heavy O-ring shackle, attached to the back wall. The walls looked like they were made of the same stone as the floor, but a dark, shiny black.

As her eyes adjusted, the rest of the room came into focus. She let out a huge gasp! The room was enormous, and the ceiling was at least 20 feet high. The square shaped room was open with no posts for reinforcements. The walls were painted a glossy, bright red and the floor was the same white stone and black streaks like her cell. The entire ceiling was lit like one big display panel. The impact was beyond words. Looking around, she saw two other square cages built into the walls. Both covered in black onyx with white streaked floors, like the one she was in. They were positioned in the center of each wall. She couldn’t see if there was one across from her. It was blocked by all sorts of equipment that littered the large expanse. Her first impression was that they looked like torture devices, evil and gothic, but with modern materials like glass, mirrors and polished stainless steel. Or was it just her imagination running rampant, based on her condition?

She now understood what she heard in the darkness. It sounded far-off because it was. Each wall had to be more than fifty-foot wide, with the inset, black-washed cages at the center of each wall. To her left, a woman was lying on the floor, like her, with her arms and legs bound. That’s where she heard the chain rustle in the darkness. The same thick, heavy links chained her to the back wall. Her naked body evident with the black background. She lie motionless. What peeked Emily’s growing dread was a simple placard above the cage with the number ‘12’ in black and white.

Writhing slowly in her bindings, she angled herself to see the other cage, where she heard a woman yell at her. Her eyes widened as she stifled a cry. A naked woman was bound standing up. She did not move and was hanging on a chain taut from her wrists to the ceiling. Was she hurt! Looking closer, she saw that the woman was not hanging but standing on a small, square plank with a ball underneath! Her ankles were shackled together with metal cuffs, and rope was tied tightly around her legs just above the knees. The girl did not move as she seemed to be sleeping. She had number ‘10’ posted above her cage.

“Are you OK?” Emily yelled to make sure she heard. It echoed in the cavernous room. The woman woke and immediately started to struggle as she raised her head, battling for balance on the wooden plank that started to wobble resting solely on the ball underneath. It became clear that if she lost control, the plank would slip sideways off the ball and she would hang by her wrists suspended without being able to touch the ground. She wiggled her hips side-to-side and frantically raised and lowered her chest, boobs bouncing. This went on for over a minute. Emily immediately regretted calling out. The dark-haired woman, or more like a girl, glared at her silently once she settled. Emily wondered if she was bound like that all night and shivered at the thought.


4     The Previous Evening

Miles and Dan left the mansion heading to the Bottled Babe in downtown Chicago. It was a clear night in late September and the stars could be seen in the secluded neighborhood. The ride would be over an hour, but the car was stocked and very comfortable. Miles had texted his fulltime driver, whom pulled up to the front of his sprawling estate in a Rolls Royce Diamond Black Phantom.

“I never get tired of this carpet ride,” Dan mentioned to Miles, whom shook off the comment like he was saying, I like the color of your shirt.

Miles was a successful tech entrepreneur who started a company that formulated a patented software system. It was used by many of the on-line match-making and other psychological-based companies. It was worth billions. Being that he owned the patent, he was guaranteed an immense income stream. He had passed on the day-to-day operations of his company to a CEO he sourced and hired. Therefore he was free to maintain operations of his illicit training system, located underneath the mansion he just left in Barrington, Illinois. The suburb was populated by high income earners, with estates and large-acreage, wooded lots. Based on a common problem in his business, he had bought up six lots on the isolated outskirts of the suburb. The six lots were surrounded by a 12-foot-high wrought iron fence. There were no horizontal cross bars, making the structure impossible to climb, unless you has a fifteen-foot ladder with you. The entrance to the exclusive development was equally impressive, even to security-minded professionals. The sliding gate could only be opened by using a twenty-four-digit encryption code that changed daily on a limited distribution app, that only the guardhouse and owners had access to. Miles had used two of the lots for his mansion. The four other lots were developed with 10,000+ square foot estates. The owners, who were business owners themselves, had to sign non-disclosure and confidentiality agreements, drafted by $1,000/hour lawyers. The NDA’s were iron clad. One of the stipulations was what happened inside the fenced exclusivity, stayed inside, unless Miles allowed it to be reported. The best legal minds in the country reviewed the NDA, and stood behind it, if needed.

The gliding land-boat moved out of the gate, while watchful eyes perused the operation from the guardhouse, located immediately outside the complex in the median of the entry road. A simple gate opening that was anything but.

The Bottled Babe is a high-end club located in the “Viagra Triangle,” an area dominated by restaurants and clubs focused on attracting older men with money. It is located on the near-northside of downtown Chicago, just off the Magnificent Mile. Decadent in its vibe, the establishment was available to anyone willing to pay for the overpriced drinks. Miles and Dan took their usual, overstuffed, couch seats behind the velvet rope in the VIP section. The place was already hopping when they arrived.

“What’s with 10?” Miles asked his right-hand man. “She has been in the system for over four months. I think that might be a record.”

“She has an intense independent streak. I knew that based on the artificial intelligence screening she took upon acceptance. In fact, that was one of the reasons I still accepted her into the training system. Call it a challenge or call it testing the limits of the program. Either way, its growth for me. I have had to come up with new tactics and develop new equipment because of her,” Dan surmised. “It has not only been educational, but fun,” he said smiling that wicked grin of his. “Like breaking the most aggressive wild stallions. They are the hardest to break, but when it’s done, they are the fastest and most loyal,” Dan explained, not really knowing if it was a true comparison. “The longer the training is, the harder it gets embedded in their psyche, which makes it more difficult for her to disobey,” he concluded.

“That is over-simplifying the process, but essentially correct,” Miles stated. “She’s just about there. I figure within a week or so she’ll be ready. Then per protocol, we’ll need to shoot a video presentation. That’s one of my favorite parts,” he mentioned smiling. “She’ll be interviewed, demonstrated, and subjugated while being digitally recorded. I think she will perform very well based on the amount of time we spent on her,” Miles construed. “I think Stephen might be interested. She’s his type from a physical standpoint, but he will need to see if her head is in the right place. Either way we will use our full marketing plan.”

“Sounds good,” Dan replied. “So, do you see anybody interesting in here tonight?” he asked looking around.

“Actually, take a look over at the end of the bar by the waitress’s station. She’s the one with the full, dirty blonde hair. It looks like she is alone.”

“Ok, Miles. Time for me to do my thing. Let me set up my hidden directional microphone. I charged it knowing we might come here tonight,” Dan replied, scrutinizing the button he was attaching to the pocket of his sports coat. “Perfect.” He reached for his phone and opened the app that operated the high-tech gadget. He recorded the conversation of the women that were displaying themselves on a VIP couch next to them. This thing is amazing, he thought. He just points the button at someone, and it records and analyses their conversation. The way it filtered out loud music and people not with the subject still felt otherworldly, since it even registered voice inflections that helped the artificial intelligence software get important information. The analysis that came in real time was why Miles was very rich. His software was used everywhere. Many counseling, dating, and astrology sites used the patented software because it worked. It also worked well for the purpose that Dan was just about to use it for. Miles wanted to see if the target had submissive or dominant leanings. That would eliminate potentially kidnapping and training an inappropriate subject, which was costly to the Training System.

“Sync me up for your come-on, Dan,” Miles ordered.

“You got it,” Dan replied, as he stood up from the cushy couch and headed over to the bar. He had a really good feeling about this woman he approached. She was stunning, heavy-chested on a slim body, with a smile that could enchant you. He guessed she was about twenty-one or two. He easily started a conversation which he secretly recorded. He flirted and included a few veiled, targeted questions. The on-going and growing analysis was sent to Miles across the room.

Miles studied the information he saw forming on his phone. Initial findings were almost too good to be true. She was scoring high in submissiveness and obedience. Low in needing to control with no strong emotional tendencies. Dan was really good at this he thought. She was somewhat drunk, but the important questions he was asking were pillowed on his charm. With his ominous looks and pure bulk, Miles was too intimidating for the job. Dan, though, was about 5’11”, naturally muscular, and a quite the looker. Chiseled features were surrounded by a full head of cropped hair. His smile could melt hardened butter.

“So, Emily, you’re getting pretty tipsy. Need help to get yourself home…”


5     Present

Emily watched the woman in the prison cell marked ten, settle down. She was able to keep her bound legs still and balanced. She no longer struggled, but swayed a bit and stared straight ahead. That was when Emily heard someone come in the room. The door was hidden behind the equipment, but she could tell it was solid by the way it closed. It sounded like metal on metal, with air cushioning. Footsteps echoed loudly in the large, carpet-free room. An older man walked over to the front of the cell and stared at the woman wobbling before him. He was dressed in black pants and a skintight black tee-shirt. His muscles bulged as they fought the thin material of his shirt.

“I’m surprised you broke the rules, 10. You’ve been almost perfect lately. So what made you do it?” he asked somewhat amused.

“The new woman was screaming at the top of her lungs. I had not slept much, concerned with my balance. I’m not complaining, just answering your question. It was more of a reaction, since I was startled, than it was forgetting or ignoring the rules. I know I am not supposed to speak,” 10 replied in a very small voice.

“That satisfies my curiosity, but you know breaking the rules, well, are breaking the rules,” he said grinning.

“Yes, Trainer,” 10 answered in a more normal tone.

The man stepped over to a shiny stainless-steel box that had glossy black inlays on the sides. At about three feet high, it matched the room perfectly. He opened the top and pulled at the end of a black hose, which rolled out smoothly on a reel. Bringing it to the front of the barred enclosure, he attached what looked like an ordinary garden sprayer. He laid it down and went back to the box. On its side was a fancy, single faucet handle. He turned it counterclockwise a few times and the hose went rigid. Emily’s eyes widened in her prone position thinking that there was only one faucet, meaning cold water.

“Since the infraction was not intentional, I’ll shave a minute off the punishment,” he said.

“Thank you, Trainer,” 10 said.

The Trainer stepped back, checked his watch, turned the nozzle pattern ring, raised the hose and squeezed the trigger. The jet stream that came out was narrow, strong, and harsh. He started cutting at her toes with the water blade. The fierce stream punished her wobbling feet. As she struggled to avoid the assault, the battle for balance was lost. The plank slipped to the side too far and the ball rolled out from under it. The plank dropped to the ground and her feet dangled in mid-air, inches off the floor. He slowly raised the sprayer making a line up each leg. Emily smelled the moisture now in the air and it was cold as she guessed. He took his time and when the torrent hit her crotch, she squirmed violently, hanging by the chain like a fish caught and pulled out of the water. He slowly steered the stream to her hips and then her stomach, as the grueling, water spurt eventually progressed to her breasts. He flicked his wrist back and forth so the water would seem like it was torturing both of her nipples at the same time. She began to writhe out of control under the onslaught, swinging her hips, bound legs and breasts in an effort to avoid the harsh, piercing jet of pressured water. The Trainer continued on as he glanced at his watch again. He turned his head towards Emily to see if she was watching, She was and noticed his hard cock tenting his pants. Turning back to the writhing, wet prisoner, he lessened the intensity of the stream of cold water and aimed it at her face. She shook her head back and forth wildly in an attempt to avoid the attack. Once more glancing at his watch, he stopped, turned the water off, and reeled the hose back into its case. He watched the water trickle into the linear drain, which ran the entire width of the cell under the bars. The floor was pitched down from the back of the cell, so no water pooled in the cell or into the area in front of the bars. Emily was now crying at the sight of the tortured woman. It was her fault.

“Thank you Trainer,” 10 said immediately after he stopped. She continued to thrash about as her toes dangled over the wet smooth surface. He amused himself watching her struggle before taking something out of his pocket. It was small and when he pressed a button on it, the bright white ceiling turned a hideous shade of red. The effect was intense. All the red walls now glowed a malevolent, scarlet shade, while everything else got darker. The stainless steel on the equipment shimmered like wet blood with a slight turn of the head.

He walked over to Emily’s cell. Not saying anything, he stood close to the bars, looking down and waited until she stopped crying. Her chest heaved as the last few sobs subsided. He was black under the red light, but his face, beard and arms soaked up some of the red and made him look like Satan with his white beard glowing.

“Welcome, Emily.”


6     Present

“My name is Dave, but you will call me Trainer. I would highly recommend that you do not say a word unless asked. Ever. No asking questions or talking to cellmates. You can clearly see you will be punished if you do. Feel free to cry or scream, though. Nobody can hear you. Your neighbor 10 is under the same rules that you will have during your stay here,” he said gesturing toward the other woman’s cell. “Punishments will vary greatly. The only time you are permitted to speak, is if you are spoken to by one of your Master’s. That would include me, your Trainer, Master Dan, who you met last night, or your new owner, Master Miles. This order starts now. So keep your pretty little mouth shut.” Dave lectured his new recruit. Performing his Satan look, he watched as she shivered, looking scared as a lone sheep in front of a growling wolf. “If you do need to ask something important, you are required to ask to speak first. It may or may not be granted,” he continued.

“Your life as you knew it will change. The sooner you realize that the better off you will be. You are missing. Girls go missing every day. That is exactly what your family and friends think right now. They will grieve, but things will go back to normal for them eventually. Emily is gone.” Dave further expounded as she cried, “Your new name is 14. Yes, a number. And as a number you are the same as the other slaves that have received the training you are about to begin. At the end of training, you will be a functional sex slave, sold, named, and used as your new owner desires. It may be hard to wrap your head around it now, but it will happen just as I described. How long it takes will be contingent on how you obey and learn. How happy you will be in the role will depend on your attitude. It could be a miserable existence or one with real enjoyment. That’s your choice, so think it over carefully.” Emily shook visibly in her bondage. It was like she was just told her whole family and friends were killed in an accident. She was naked, chained, and alone.

Dave took out his remote and turned the ceiling lights back to white. He went back to 10’s cage, opened the cell door with a key fob, and released her from the ceiling chain. He roughly pulled her arms together behind her, and bound her elbows and wrists before setting her down on the wet floor. He let her twist till she was lying on her side, with her elbows tied tightly behind her. He removed a softball-sized, soft rubber ball in the storage drawer and put it under her head to use as a pillow. She strained to keep it there, or it would roll away on the inclined floor to the bars, out of reach.

He returned to 14’s cage. “14, you will have two meals a day, called the first and the last. You will be getting your first meal in about an hour. After that I will unbind you and allow you to grieve for 3 days. You will spend the three days in silence and have no interactions except for your meals. Talk and there will be consequences. You will then start your training.” He took the fob and entered her cage. “Press this black button here and the facilities will roll out.” He demonstrated showing her the black toilet bowl smoothly exiting its hiding place, as she struggled to look back over her shoulder. With no toilet seat attached, she would have to sit on the rim of the cold black porcelain. Dave left her bound and headed towards the metal door that he came in at.

Emily wondered how she would eat with her arms useless behind her and started to weep again, still using her clothes to prop her head up. Her mind whirled with thoughts and memories, overwhelming her. Sobbing, she had 3 days to somehow leave them behind. She glanced through her tears over to the number 12’s cage, which she hasn’t done since the Trainer entered. The chained and bound woman was lying very still. The lights dimmed on a slow cycle as she closed her wet eyes.

In what felt like 3 hours instead of one, the light slowly brightened, but stopped well short of how bright it was before. It dimmed even more as the color turned to blue. The blue light rendered the red walls a deep purple. She watched as the Trainer pushed a cart over to the cage with the number 12 on it. She had to assume that the tenant was named 12. He entered and unchained her from the shackle on the back wall. He proceeded to untie her legs at the knees, without removing the metal ankle cuffs. She moved slowly and tentatively as she stretched her muscles. He let her unfold for a few moments before picking her up by her armpits into a kneeling position. Her ankles naturally crossed, with her elbows and wrists bound tightly behind her. It looked surreal as the woman knelt with her head down, her shorter hair hanging in front. Her skin was blue, reminding her of that movie with the tall blue inhabitants of Pandora. Her hair was a dark, deep blue that could have been any color in natural light. She waited on her knees as the Trainer went out to the cart and returned with a bowl. He spooned a large dollop of some kind of gooey substance onto the floor in front of her. After the third ingredient was served, he brought in a wide dog bowl and placed it by the splotches on the floor. All the food and the liquid in the bowl was a grayish blue. It looked utterly uneatable. He left and locked the door. In 10’s cage, he pushed a button on the side of the cell which opened a large drawer. The black drawer glided soundlessly. He tossed the black ‘pillow’ into it. The blue-faced Trainer untied her knees, lifted her, and then served 10 in the same fashion. He left and moved the cart towards her.

“Feel free to eat this or not. I don’t care. The less you eat, the thinner you get. Not that you are too fat,” he laughed and said after getting her into position. “I’ll be back in 30 minutes, so don’t dawdle.”

14 looked down at the three blue piles and the bowl. The liquid in the bowl looked creamy blue, so it wasn’t water. One heap of mush looked like thick blue curdled milk and the other like creamy blue soft-serve ice cream with black pellets in it. All she smelled was eggs.

Stifling a gag that was building, she blurted out, “what is that? Are you going to poison me?”

The Trainer smirked and said nothing. Behind her he unzipped a deep pocket sewn into his pant leg, and withdrew a long metal rod with a button on the fat handle. The business end of the rod had a two-pronged metal fork. He grabbed the rope holding her elbows together, held the button down on the rod for a few seconds and tapped the cattle prod to her ass. She screamed like a banshee at the instantaneous electrical fire in her body. Five seconds later, another tap. 14 thrashed around and would have fallen on her face if not for the Trainer holding her up by her bound upper arms.

“Just a reminder, you are not supposed to speak. I just told you that,” Dave said as he spread his legs for balance and tapped each of her large, rounded breasts next. She recoiled from the rod violently as she continued to flail. It was like he was pulling in a 150-pound swordfish. When she settled down, he let go and left her cell. She visibly shook and wept as he left her to her meal. “29 minutes,” he repeated before rolling his cart back to wherever he got it.

Without the luxury of a clock, 14 eventually quit her sobbing well before the 30 minutes were up. She had no idea how much time had passed, and her body hurt. Looking at the slop, it still smelled good. She looked to each of the other two cages and saw the women dropping their heads down and licking up the food off the floor. 12 turned her head to the bowl, buried it in the liquid and as she came up, looked at 14. Her mouth and nose were covered with blue liquid. Ok, she told herself, stomach rumbling. I will smell for the eggs and try that. She did and found out it was indeed cold scrambled eggs. I probably should have kept my mouth shut and ate the eggs when they were warm, she thought. Curiosity overcame her after tasting the normal eggs, although they tasted more like egg whites. She bent over again to sniff the other heap that didn’t have the pellets. It looked even grosser, but found out it was cottage cheese. Not a fan. The last pile was yogurt, with blueberries colored black by the light. She decided to lick it off the floor like her cellmates. It was a strange feeling, and she would have been embarrassed out of her mind if not for the circumstances. There was a problem though. As her head bent over the food, her hair fell into it. As she was eating, a few strands of it went into her mouth along with the yogurt. She tried to push it out with her tongue, but that just made her want to gag. She waited a moment to let the feeling pass and tried to ignore it. She would have to get used to it if she was going to be bound while eating. If the heaps on the floor were real food, then the liquid must be too. She bent over the bowl, hair hanging on both sides and couldn’t figure out how to slurp it without getting it all over her face. Guess that explains what she saw on 12. She forced her mouth into the bowl with her hair following. It was milk. Since the milk was getting warm too, she left it. Perusing the mess in front of her, she slowly realized why it was so blue. If the eggs were whites only, it would be white and not yellow. The cobalt light would paint it blue. Same for the white plain yogurt and cottage cheese, along with the milk. When blue light hit the blueberries, they would look black as they did.

What kind of place is this? 14 looked over at the other cells to get an idea of what to do. She never wanted to be on the receiving end of that cattle prod again, still feeling the pain in her body, as it throbbed where he had tapped her. Both of the other prisoners had finished their breakfast. Or first meal. They were kneeling in place. Silence. The lights got brighter and slowly changed to white.

The Trainer entered by that unseen door and simply announced, “cleanup!” He went into the other cages first, most likely to show 14 what to do. Removing the bowls, he set them on the cart. He lifted each of the imprisoned girls, again by their armpits, to a wobbly standing position. Dave helped himself to a boob and an ass cheek with both women. Patiently squeezing and enjoying his handfuls, he accompanied them while each took tiny ankle-bound steps towards a corner on the left side of their prison, where the toilet slid in. When they reached their destination, they turned around facing the room. He mirrored the process with 14, guiding her with his massaging hands on her enormous tits to a small rectangle on the floor. It was about six inches square with an indentation around it.

“When I announce cleanup, that is the spot I will guide you to. If not bound, go on your own. Make sure your feet are centered on the square, looking forward. They will hang over a little, but that is by design. The first thing you will notice is the linear drain under the bars will pop up on a hinge, perpendicular to the floor. That is your signal to get ready. The square under your feet is a small platform that will rise about two inches off the floor. It goes slow so you don’t lose your balance when bound. The purpose is to get you above the soapy water coming from the back wall of your hotel room,” he said chuckling. “The jet sprayers will clear everything from the floor, and the raised drain grate will catch any leftovers. You will hear a grinding sound which is the garbage disposal in the drain. Once done, rinse water will follow. When the drain cover snaps back, the square will lower you back down.”

The Trainer left her hotel room and locked the door. He stood in front of the bars and watched 14 intently, since it was her first time. The drain grate snapped up and in a moment she felt the small square slowly raise her, as she twisted for balance. Her elbows were still pulled tight behind her back and her out-thrust breasts swayed with the motion. The edges cut into her feet where they hung over. Next time she would keep her heels on the square and let her toes hang more. The soapy and rinse cycles efficiently eliminated the mess left behind. When she was lowered again, the floor was wet but clean.

Anxiety overcame her as the Trainer did not move away, but stared at her. Why was he eyeing me? Am I supposed to do something? She would find out shortly…


7     The Previous Night

Dan returned to where Miles was sitting in the VIP area. Dave had joined him and they were conversing in hushed tones. He sat down next to them and took his phone out to check the instant profile built by the artificial intelligence. He smiled and glanced at Miles, who was also looking happy.

“Well, it looks like we have a candidate,” Dan said. “And by the way, if you couldn’t see her from the distance, she is absolutely gorgeous. I have never met someone that looks as hot as she does outside of Hollywood or modeling.”

“Agreed,” Miles responded still looking at his phone. “Let’s get the transformation started right away. Dave, reach out to the extraction company and get in position. We need to move quickly and not let this one get away.”

Dave got up, chugging the rest of his drink, and said, “I’m on it.” He moved swiftly towards the back exit.

They eyed their target, as she smiled at them from across the room. When it looked like she might make a move to come over, Miles and Dan disappeared as quickly and smoothly as they could. Miles texted his driver as they took a back way out of the classy club. It was designed for celebrities avoiding paparazzi.

They sat in the luxurious ride, close enough to see the entrance of the Bottled Babe, but out of site from people entering and leaving. Miles and Dan watched the entrance intently. Within about 15 minutes, a handsome woman in her early forties, wearing a mini dress, assisted Emily out the front door. The young, curvy beauty stumbled a bit as she tried to walk while being supported. The older woman opened the back door of a white Mercedes SL500 and deposited the younger woman in the back seat. She passed out immediately. Dan seemed pleased that the drug he put into Emily’s drink worked as advertised. She stumbled like she was drunk, but did not lose consciousness. She would not remember a thing. They watched as the escort took keys out of Emily’s purse and drove a short way, out of sight of the entrance or any neighborhood cameras. The extraction company had thoroughly cased the area, since it was a common stop for their clients. She rolled down her window and handed the keys to a man waiting for the handoff. His job was to dispose of the car Emily came in. The rest of the operation would be handled in the background without Miles or Dan knowing what had happened. It was designed this way. It had cost a small fortune, but Miles had to stay above reproach on any disappearance or accident that happened close to his presence. He had too much to lose.

Miles pulled his phone out again and called Dave. “Let us know when Emily is restrained. Put up the ‘14’ placard.” He hung up without waiting for a response.

Later that evening when they were close to the northwest suburb, Miles received the call. They grinned at each other, knowing that this one might bring in a small fortune. Upon arrival, they decided to have another drink at Miles’s great room bar, before making their way down to the hidden sexual preparation, instruction, discipline, and education room under the huge mansion. Dubbed the “SPIDER” 10 years prior, it had been a massive undertaking. Due to the clandestine nature of the facility, Miles had more than 12 different contractors, building out separate components under strict confidentiality agreements. No one contractor would ever be able to even guess at what the structure would be used for. There were also an additional four contractors who constructed the towering fence surrounding the exclusive, gated community.

“No need to hurry, Miles,” Dan said as he explained the nature of the drug he gave Emily. “She won’t be awake for hours. I would really like to savor this 25-year-old Macallan. Can’t break tradition,” he justified, while sipping the single malt. The view from the room’s acrylic roof was spectacular. It was a clear night and stars sparkled in the sky. They kept the lights off, which gave the dim-lit room a dreamy, sensual feel. After serving drinks, 8 stood off to the side, wearing her usual evening uniform. 6-inch metal stilettos fashioned the foundation for the blonde slave. Her uniform consisted of a white, silk, micro-dress, with a plunging V neckline. Her rounded breasts and ass easily jiggled in the semi-transparent material. 8’s perky nipples showed through and stood at attention, like she did. Finishing the slave appearance were thick bands of metal attached to her wrists, ankles and neck. All the heavy restraints had an O-ring affixed, so they could easily be fastened and locked in numerous ways.

Miles contemplated the stars and suddenly sat up with a mild jolt, as he remembered something. “8, why didn’t you answer the door when Dan came over earlier? I was in the middle of getting ready and had to get it myself,” he asked, staring at the sensuously adorned woman.

“I don’t remember hearing the chime, Master. I was in my dressing room touching up my makeup, when I heard you at the front entrance,” she answered in her low sexy voice.

“Didn’t I tell you he was coming soon?” Miles asked.

“Yes you did, Master. I should have waited till he arrived before leaving the room. I should be punished,” she answered without hesitation.

“Yes you should,” Miles responded evenly. “Dan, want to take care of this or should I?” he asked his friend.

“I’ll do it,” Dan answered, feeling a chubby growing in his pants. “8, get the medium, leather, single lash whip.”

“Yes, Master,” she said, sashaying on her stilettos towards a tall white cabinet with French doors. Behind the glass panels were a diverse array of black whips, hooked from loops on their handles. Among the dozen implements, there were 3 single lashes, varying in length and thickness. She removed the middle one, closed the doors and brought it back to where Dan was now standing. She knelt down in front of him and held it out, resting on flat palms, eyes down.

Dan took the four-foot long piece of weighty leather by the handle and flicked it in the air. It made an even, whish sound and loud snap. He loved this part of his job. “Get the overhead hook ready, 8,” he commanded. “And turn on the spotlights by it.”

“Yes, Master,” she replied, obeying. Making sure she put one high-heeled foot in front of the other, her hips swayed as she crossed the room to the outside wall. On a narrow strip of stainless steel that separated the floor-to-ceiling windows, was a small panel with switches. She flipped one up and the immediate space was illuminated by small, bright, directed lights. They mimicked a single spotlight on a singer, center stage in a musical. A large fern lit up like a Christmas tree. It was attached to a hook on a strong chain coming out of a ceiling gap. Turning on another switch, the low hum of an electric motor started. The fern dropped in slow motion. When the hanging planter got to chest height, she flipped the switch again and it stopped. 8 removed the plant and secured it on a nearby, vacant eyelet made specifically for that reason. She went back and stood by the loose hook that swayed by her head, in an open space about six feet from the glass wall.

“Strip,” Dan ordered. 8 dragged the straps off her shoulders and her flimsy dress dropped to her hips exposing her rounded young breasts. She pushed the dress down off her hips, pulled it under her heels, folded it, and laid it neatly on the nearest chair. “On the hook,” was his next command.

“Yes, Master,” she replied respectfully. She slid the O-rings from each of her wrist bands onto the strong hook, while Dan went to the wall and flipped the switch. The chain rose slowly as 8’s arms were pulled over her head. He did not stop the motor until her thin stiletto heels were off the floor. She twisted as the soles of her shoes barely kept contact with it. 8 hung, helplessly stretched out.

“She has such an awesome body, doesn’t she?” Miles quipped from across the large room.

“Yep, but I like it better when she’s moving,” Dan answered. He went over to her, put down the whip and grabbed one firm tit in his right hand. After a few moments of squeezing, he spun her roughly. He kept twirling her body in the same direction until her shoes were above the floor, from the chain curling up and shortening. Holding a leg, so she wouldn’t spin back, he picked up the whip. He looked at Miles and asked, “how many?”

“Up to you, you’re the one punishing,” Miles replied.

Dan let go, stepped back and lashed out at the spinning, naked slave. The whip cracked as it impacted her soft flesh without breaking her skin, and made immediate streaky red marks. He whipped her ass and the end wrapped around to sting her pelvis as she spun. He aimed at her stomach and it circled around and struck her lower back. Slowly he moved his strokes up her body. The heavy lash continued its assault around her waist as she bucked in growing anguish. It wasn’t until he moved up to her tender tits that she started to writhe uncontrollably. She slung her head back in pain and cried out. He flogged her top with fury, as she struggled in her bondage with no relief. Her breasts were severely thrashed, leaving crisscrossed angry stripes in the leather whip’s wake. The spinning slowed, but that didn’t slow the lashing. Dan was able to find untouched areas of skin to target. Her thighs received fresh marks, but he didn’t bother to go lower. After uncountable lashes, Dan tired. Hanging her head in torment, her tears formed tiny streams flowing down her cheeks and dripping from her chin. Her battered breasts, glistening from tears and sweat, rose and fell softly from her quiet sobbing. The motion lifted her feet off the ground sporadically, twisting her around in the spotlight.

“Thank you, Master Dan, for punishing me. Master Miles, thank you for doing my work by answering the door,” 8 spoke softly, struggling to get her voice loud enough for her Masters to hear, as she continued to cry silently. She knew a well-trained slave should know exactly why they were punished.

Miles was rubbing his cock in his pants, watching the scene unfold before him. “Nice work, Dan,” he complimented.

“Whew, I need a drink and a blowjob!” he exclaimed, walking awkwardly over to the switch, to let her down and turned off the spotlights. His hard-on made it difficult. “8, go freshen yourself up and then freshen our drinks.”

“Yes, Master,” she replied, as she went about rehanging the fern, and taking her uniform into her open slave quarters, located in a recessed area or nook in the wall of the great room. As trained, she did not take more than 5 minutes to fix her makeup, instill eye drops to cover her red eyes, and get back out quickly in her white silk dress. She didn’t want to aggravate her Masters any more today.

“I’ll take a glass of ice water with my scotch, 8,” Dan instructed, sitting down in the plush couch to cool down. He watched the house-slave move towards the bar with her fading, pink lash marks showing through the thin dress. “Miles, let me rest a bit and have 8 blow me before going down to see our new acquisition. This erection is killing me.”

“Sure thing,” Miles said smiling.


8     Present

14 tried to lick the remnants of the first meal from outside her mouth with her tongue. Unfortunately, it didn’t reach far enough. Milk and yogurt remained on her face. She couldn’t help but get it all over the place from licking off the floor and slurping from the bowl. She stood on the retracted floor lift, while the Trainer continued to stare at her. Her arms ached since she was straining them to get her head down to the floor to eat. She glanced at the other two prisoners, and they too stood perfectly still, with their ankles bound, and elbows pulled back. Their faces and breasts were covered with food, since they actually ate all of their meals.

“Enjoy your first meal, 14?” Dave asked smiling.

“No…Tra…Trainer,” she eked out, not really knowing how to respond, and now deathly afraid of the cattle prod.

“That’s OK. You will learn to enjoy them. We only use organic ingredients that will keep you healthy. We will make sure you eat a balanced diet while you are here in training. What happens after you leave the system and are sold will be up to your new owner. Given that you will fetch a tidy sum, they will probably want to keep you healthy too,” the trainer explained. “Now, I’m sure you are wondering about how you are going to get cleaned up. It won’t be me since I have too much to do taking care of three recruits simultaneously. Training, punishing, explaining, feeding, directing…It all takes time,” he chuckled. “We have automated a number of functions and cleaning your pretty little face, along with the rest of you is one of them.” Reaching into his pocket, he brought out that little remote thing again.

She heard a gurgling above and looked up to meet a downpour of ice cold water falling on her. “Aaaahh!” she cried. Quickly closing her mouth to the water, she turned her head down to avoid the frigid onslaught.

“I wouldn’t put your face down,” the trainer advised, raising his voice so she could hear him above the water splashing. “I will have to keep it running a lot longer to make sure you get clean. You and your fellow trainees are showered for as long as it takes. I can only run them at the same time, so all of you will be showered longer,” Dave explained loudly as a notice.

14 was violently shivering within seconds. She picked her head up slightly to squint at 10 and 12 through the torrent, only to find them with their faces raised to the freezing deluge, coming from the ceiling in their cages. She forced herself to look up, allowing the ice-cold water to cleanse her face and protruding breasts, along with the rest of her naked body. She could barely keep her balance as she shuddered in uncontrollable pulsations. The layer of food remnants from the meal had to be rinsed from her face, all the way down her body, to the floor, and into the drain. After what seemed like an eternity, the water slowed to a drizzle for a couple of minutes before stopping. During the trickle, she noticed that the trainer was checking out their bodies to make sure they were squeaky clean.

Speaking directly to 14, the Trainer explained the next step. “Now it’s time to dry off. I would suggest you check out your compatriots for ways to move the process along, for reasons I just mentioned.”

As 14’s teeth chattered and her body quivered from the cold water dripping slowly off her skin, she encountered a blast of chilly air coming from both sides and the back of her cell. It oscillated slowly up and down her trembling body and amplified her uncontrollable shaking. When her presence of mind returned, she took the trainer’s suggestion, and looked over to the other slaves-in-training. They were both slowly turning their bodies in a circle by shuffling their feet, bound by ankle manacles. Struggling to push their tightly bound arms away from their body, they leaned forward and separated their legs at the knees, squatting. All this to allow hidden wet skin and private parts to the icy blast of air. She copied their movements as best she could, as her muscles ached and shuddered.

Dave remained in front of 14’s cage to watch her technique and occasionally reach his hand in through the bars to check her skin for dryness. When he shoved his hand between her legs, she slammed her thighs together, which made him laugh. Generally he just checked the floor. If it was dry, then they were dry. It didn’t matter if their hair was still wet. It would dry on its own and normally didn’t get in the way of training.

When finished, the Trainer went inside 14’s cell and removed a chain and two padlocks from the hidden storage drawer. He padlocked one end of the chain to a shackle on the back wall and the other to the O-ring on her heavy collar. After helping her back down to her knees, he left the cell, which locked as the door closed.

“Turn around and back up to the bars till your feet touch,” Dave ordered.

She turned slowly on her knees and started to back up when she felt a tap, then a violent jolt of electricity, on her ass. She screamed and froze in place. Immediately she realized she forgot to respond to the order.

“Yes, Trainer!” she exclaimed as her bottom throbbed.

“Better,” he simply stated, putting the cattle prod back down the long pocket. When she had her feet to the bars, he reached in and removed the lock connecting the ankle shackles. She was finally able to move her ankles apart.

“Get up and put your back to the bars,” he commanded again.

“Yes, Trainer,” she replied instantly, struggling to her feet.

Dave went to work on untying the intricate ropework on her arms. After he finished and removed the long length of rope, he detached the padlock that connected her wrist shackles. Her aching limbs were now free, but her arms hung useless at her sides. She tried unsuccessfully to stretch and move them to get blood flowing. Pins and needles pulsed in her arms as blood forced its way through unused vessels. She winced and strained at the powerful surge. Eventually it abated where she was able to use them. It felt glorious after being bound for so long. Dave backed away from the bars as a precaution. She might hurt him, if he came too close. He doubted it, but was cautious anyway. She was in a steel-barred cage with a locked door, along with having a metal collar anchored to the back wall. The only real danger was that she might hurt herself before he even got started.

Dave waited for 14 to relax for a few minutes before speaking. “Let me remind you, 14, that you are going to spend the next three days to yourself, except for meals and cleanup twice a day. You will not be bound, just restrained as you are now. For meals, you will be required to stand on the square and avail yourself to the water and fans, as you were taught. You know where the toilet is. You will remain naked and follow the rules you have received so far. Let’s review. Tell me what they are,” he demanded.

“I am not to…” she started as he reached for the nasty implement in his leg pocket. “I mean, Yes Trainer!” she exclaimed, hoping he would not use it.

He hesitated for more than a very uncomfortable 10 seconds, before putting the powerful zapping implement back into his pocket. He then looked at her expectantly.

“I am to respond to any order by you or my other Masters immediately with Yes, Trainer or Yes, Master,” she tried. He nodded so she continued. “I am not to speak to anyone, including the women here with me in this room…Or ask questions.” He nodded in ascent again. “Umm…I am to stand on the square when ordered, after eating, when the floor will be cleaned. I will look up to the water shower to clean my face. When the fans come on, I will turn slowly and uncover any skin that is wet to the fans for drying,” she finished, hoping she got it right.

“Very good 14,” Dave replied. “There will be much more to learn, but that will come when your official training starts. Oh, I forgot. Since you will not be bound when eating over the next few days, you are still forbidden to use your hands. Likewise, you are prohibited to touch your hair while eating,” he instructed.

“Yes, Trainer,” she answered getting the hang of it. The Trainer walked to the other side of the room and left, turning the ceiling display to a beautiful sky blue with puffy white clouds moving slowly across the simulated sky. Gentle, relaxing music played in the background. She sat down on the cold, hard floor and her mind went blank…


9     The Previous Night

Dave had texted Miles earlier that the new acquisition was naked, restrained, and ready to be seen in a cage down in the SPIDER. It was now quite late when Miles motioned for 8 to carry their drinks and accompany them to the vast structure. She had just risen to her feet from between Dan’s legs, wiping a dribble of cum from her chin, after swallowing his load. Miles grabbed a flashlight from under the bar, before heading over to the left side of the great room, accompanied by his entourage. Pushing a button on a panel of switches, the glass wall, which revealed the garden and high shrubs, fogged from the inside. The technology transformed the windows from clear to translucent in a matter of seconds. He pressed a second button and panels smoothly glided out in sections to cover the large clear acrylic roof over the great room. The process took about a minute and cut off all sights to the outside.

“Your toys never cease to amaze me,” Dan quipped as Miles hit a few other buttons to downlight artwork and illuminate plants, creating a soft, warm environment in the large space.

Miles was anal about the security of the SPIDER. If he let the windows remain uncovered, anyone could spy, seeing where and how they had hid the elevator to the lower level. Dark, silent drones in the night could be used to take pictures from above into the clear roof. The sliding panels that covered the ceiling also doubled as protection from hail or falling branches in a thunderstorm. When Miles was satisfied that hidden onlookers could no longer see in, he walked over to the large built-in bookcases that lined the left side of the great room. Going straight to a volume with gilded edges on a higher shelf, he pulled the book slowly until it was about a third of the way out. He waited for 30 seconds. The lag time was to prevent someone with or without a search warrant from accidently opening the wall by pulling on random books. If the book was pulled all the way out, it wouldn’t open. A muffled click followed an almost inaudible hum, as the whole section sank into the wall, until it cleared the adjacent bookcases. Afterwards it slid to the side as if on air. The resulting cavity was pitch black, but immediately lit up as the three of them entered. They waited while the mechanism reversed itself and the bookshelf glided back into place, finishing with another click of the hidden lock.

Miles turned to Dan and 8, “I am not going to turn on the lights in the SPIDER. 10 is being chastised. I do not want to startle her. She is standing on a wooden plank supported by a ball and most likely sleeping. Waking her with lights or noise will startle her into some punishing gyrations that are overkill for her actual transgression. I will use the flashlight and try to keep it pointed away from 10’s cage. Let’s stay quiet,” Miles directed.

“Yes, Master,” 8 responded.

“I thought 10 was almost ready,” Dan replied.

“She is, just a tiny matter. We cannot even let an inappropriate frown go unpunished, right 8?” Miles said with a gentle smile.

“Yes, Master,” 8 said softly, moving the glasses she held to the side, so they would not obstruct her Master’s view of her body through the short filmy dress.

Miles led the group down a short, modern hallway, with light coming from inside rounded, stainless steel, pipe-like structures close to the ceiling. The walls were hand painted with misty hues of blue and silver, textured in swirls. They walked the dark gray, stone-tiled floor to a bend. Taking a left, the hall continued on for 50 feet ending at another hidden entrance to the mansion’s kitchen. The elevator to go down to the SPIDER was in the middle of the long hall. Miles pushed the button and doors slid silently and smoothly. The elevator was huge, larger than most freight elevators. It had been custom built to move sizeable exotic equipment needed in the space. They stepped in and took the uninterrupted ride that bypassed the regular basement and went straight to the SPIDER, the only way in or out. They exited into a small anteroom before Miles used a thumb scanner to open the heavy metal door. It hissed with a slight pressure release. Inside was pitch black and Miles flipped on the flashlight, pointing it immediately to his right. He had 8 lead the way so he could watch her as the light penetrated her dress like it wasn’t there. She walked wherever he pointed the beam.

Reaching 14’s cage, he pointed the light at the woman bound and laying on her side. He gasped quietly, then whispered, “she’s fucking gorgeous! I really didn’t get that good of a view of her at the Bottled Babe.” All three of them gazed upon the young woman, arms bound tightly behind her as she lay on her side. Surrounded by long, thick, caramel-colored hair with blonde highlights, her large, young breasts heaved noticeably. 8 knelt down between the two men and balanced their drinks on open palms held head high. They each took swig of their drinks and set them back down. Miles pants tented a bit, caressing the bound beauty with his eyes. He took the rest of his drink and chugged it. “Let’s go.”


10    Present

14 sat on the hard floor against the back wall after the Trainer left. In the fake skylit room, her mind drifted to her family and friends. How are they handling the fact that she was missing? It was just a day, but it felt like an eternity. She was most concerned about her mother, who was a worrywart by nature. Have they contacted the police yet? Didn’t they have to wait for 24 hours before actually making a report? The Trainer had told her that she had been removed from her past life and to start the grieving process. How do you even do that? Her thoughts eventually wandered to her situation, as her eyes welled up with tears. She was naked and chained inside a cage, waiting to be trained as a sex slave. By the looks of it, what is it called, a submissive? Would she be tortured? Normally she could handle pain better than most people she knew, but thinking about the cattle prod and its immediate impact, she wasn’t sure. This waiting period was intriguing. Why not go straight into the training? She had some already. The more she thought about it, the more it seemed like it was planned torment, especially because she didn’t know what was going to happen. Well, whatever it is, it worked. Her anxiety was going through the roof. She watched the other women as they lay bound in their cells. She thought about 10’s response to the horrible situation she was put in. Then the first thing she did when it was over was to thank him! She even looked genuinely appreciative. Was that her future? She understood herself well enough to know that she generally went along with things, avoided conflict, and eschewed hurting anyone’s feelings. She was even obedient at times, when asked or told what to do. She languished as her mind went round and round. How could she do this for the next three days with no phone, TV, or any sort of interaction. Even though meals and the cleanup afterward were traumatic to say the least, she was almost looking forward to it, just to be able to do something. Her stomach growled and she berated herself for being so chicken and not eating her blue meal. Going forward, no matter what she was presented with, she would need to trust her captors and eat whatever they gave her without thinking. She didn’t want to be too hungry and weak to handle whatever was coming her way.

Dave entered the SPIDER shortly after he left and went to 10’s cage. It was just after first meal. He stood quietly watching her for a few moments as she looked back at him with marvel of some kind. Is that a look of love? Crazy as it seemed, she was wide-eyed with admiration. He smiled back and opened the cage door. He helped her to her feet before untying the ropes that bit into her legs above her knees and bound her elbows. She was now only in a metal collar and cuffs around her wrists and ankles. He removed the ankle shackles and then the chain to her collar. She was free except for her wrists still locked behind her back. He walked out of her cell, gesturing for her to follow. She did with that crazed, affectionate look in her eyes.

Dave took her to the middle of the SPIDER among the various machines. She knelt down in front of him. “10, you have made it. We will be creating a marketing video of you later today. That means you will go up for sale when the video is distributed to our awaiting audience. You have officially finished your training and will be confirmed as a Miles Marcus sex slave. Last night proved it. Until we are ready for you upstairs, I am going to allow you to ride any training machine that you want for the next 3 hours.

“Thank you so much Trainer!” she exclaimed with feeling. “What would you like me on, Trainer?”

“Very good answer, 10, but things change a little from here, you pick. When you are done, you will be going upstairs to work on that video.” Dave told the naked submissive.

She pondered for a moment before answering. “I’ll do the Perpetual Inflictor, Trainer. If that is acceptable.”

“Perfect, 10,” he answered and laughed at a thought. “Yes a Perfect 10. How appropriate.” He said with a look of affection. ”You have done well 10. You took the longest, but I think it was very much worth it. I think you turned out to be the best submissive sex slave we have had the privilege to train to date. You should be proud of yourself,” he gleamed. “You should prepare yourself for an amazing life that you never in your wildest dreams, thought would come to fruition,” he said somewhat emotionally.

“Thank you, Trainer and if I may, thank you Master. I will most definitely miss you,” she gushed.

“Ok, this is getting kind of sappy. Let’s get you strapped on for your last ride,” he replied.

Dave escorted the relatively free slave by her elbow to a piece of equipment on her side of the room. There was one in front of each cage or four total in the SPIDER. The Trainer or a Master sometimes put all available slaves on them at the same time. It tended to create a synergetic effect, especially if they did not gag the girls. The device consisted of an angled, padded metal tube mounted on a stainless steel frame. Attached in the middle of the tube was a racing bike seat that had a large dildo protruding from it. 10 was lifted with the Trainer’s help onto the greased prong. The curved seat and shaft spread her legs and split her labia open to a small, curved hood that covered her pussy. Inside the hood was a devious little bullet head that wiggled, vibrated, gave electrical shocks and squirt lubrication when needed. It was placed directly in contact with her clit. The seat was high, so her feet could not touch the ground. He tied her hanging ankles to metal eyelets on the edges of the apparatus’s frame to spread her legs, allowing some slack. Her weight on the mounted phallus with her legs spread and restrained, prevented her from moving away from the seat that supported her. He pulled the hood back on a hinge and checked to make sure there was contact between the bullet and her clit. Satisfied, he flipped it back with a click. He unlocked her wrists and she leaned back on the angled padded tube, which formed a seatback. He pulled her arms behind the tube and bound her elbows tightly within an inch of each other, the rope digging mercilessly into her flesh. The round tube didn’t get in the way. Its unique design allowed the captive to twist and turn in place, without falling or escaping contact with the little bullet under the hood. He finalized her attachment to the devious machine by locking the metal shackles on her wrists together.

“Comfortable?” Dave asked the impaled girl.

“Yes, Master,” she replied, changing from Trainer, based on what Dave told her earlier.

Dave took a remote from a metal box attached to the frame and did a final check to make sure she was firmly in place. The device was engineered to keep the subject bound, but free to struggle in place at the same time. Sensors, much like EKG leads, were attached to her body in strategic spots. They were placed directly on her pelvis above her split pussy, at the top and inside of her thighs, and other places that registered if the victim was tensing. These leads gave feedback to the AI-generated computer in the metal box. 

“Ready?” he asked.

“Yes, Master,” she replied.

“I’ll be back in about 3 hours. I won’t gag you for 14’s sake. I want her to hear you moan and scream.”

“Thank you, Master,” she said, bracing herself for the upcoming sexual torture.

Dave found the SPIDER’s environment remote in his pocket and set the ceiling display lights to a purple and red montage. The sound system kicked in with classical music that added to the upcoming sexual tension. The ceiling swirled in drip-like formations like a lava lamp, as the Trainer touched the ‘No Orgasm’ and ‘7’ intensity button on the Perpetual Inflictor’s remote. Intensity was 1-10, 1 being the lowest. He did not press the start button but went into the center of the room, and rolled out a large mirror which could be adjusted in any direction. Looking at 14, he positioned the mirror so she had a clear view of 10 trussed to the hi-tech device.

14 looked on with eyes as wide as Bambi, having overheard their conversation and glancing to the front of her own cage where another device stood.

The Trainer pulled the Perpetual Inflictor’s remote from his pocket and touched the start button. The bullet came to life, slowly twisting with tiny, intermittent vibrations to 10’s clit.

“Mmmm…”
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10 enjoyed the first minutes of her time on the Perpetual Inflictor immensely. The slow rhythmic rotation of the soft head rubbing her magic button with a fresh squirt of lube felt amazing. She lay her head back on the padded tube and imaged it was Master Miles’s tongue.

She wondered what setting the Trainer had set the machine to. It was programmed to study her body’s responses with each encounter. It now knew her well with all the time she spent on it. The Perpetual Inflictor learned to gradually increase different types of motion and vibration, until she was close based on muscle tension and other readings from the sensors. It would either stop and withdraw contact, designated an edge, or continue to orgasm. There were 3 settings that she knew about:

The Constant Orgasm (CO) setting would continue without stopping to create multiple orgasms. No edging. After an orgasm, it would slow but not quit, keeping the subject in a constant state of arousal, forcing climax after climax. It would also monitor vitals, so as not to cause any physical problems, like too high of a heart rate. If it got too high, it would again slow or stop to let the fastened victim catch their breath before starting up again at a studied resting heart rate. The intensity level was controlled by a number pressed by the operator.

The Random Orgasms (RO) setting would change from bringing the secured slave to an edge and then stop for a few moments until she lost the urge. It would start up again and do the same thing or go through to an orgasm. It might go through 5 edges before allowing an orgasm or create multiple climaxes back-to-back. The bound woman never had a clue to what it would do next, alternating between frustration and ecstasy. The setting also had an intensity function like the CO.

The No Orgasm (NO) setting was the most severe. It would continually bring the slave to the edge and then quit. Time after time the smart evil equipment would bring on more and more frustration. After a lengthy session, a single tap on the clit with the bullet would be enough. That would be the point when simply stopping the stimulation would not be enough to stave off an exploding orgasm. When the sensors picked up a growing climax while stopped, it would send varying intensities of electrical shocks to the bullet and certain sensors. It would shock the subject and immediately shut down the uncontrollable urge. The shocks would randomly change or combine as needed. Extended time elapsed between stimulations when the hapless sufferer was at an orgasmic hair trigger.

As mentioned before, the Masters would have quite a bit of fun when three slaves were attached to three different machines at the same time on different settings. Imagine their arousal when one slave was continually screaming in orgasmic pleasure, while the two others were forced to listen to her while they were stuck, frustrated in edge mode, soliciting cries of a different nature. It would be impossible for the men to get out of there without a forceful orgasm themselves. The house-slave was very busy during those events.

Back to 10’s last ride…

As the circling, then side-to-side flickering of the bullet increased tempo slowly, 10 commenced a squirming action she was very familiar with. Her back arched with the slack allowed in her bondage as the vibration intensity increased. She writhed in her loose bindings, her limbs shaking and then tensing as her climax built. All the motion forced her sweating body down farther on the intruding slippery knob and shaft. She uncontrollably shook her head back and forth, long black hair flying, when she cried, “please, pleeease, pleeeease may I cum Master??? Pleeeease!” to no one. The Trainer was gone and 14 looked on with fascination and growing sexual stimulation. Then 10 slowed her thrashing till she was still, moaning softly, and whispering, “Please Master, please.”

To 14, it was evident that the bound woman was not allowed an orgasm. She also understood the Trainer’s comment now, about not gagging 10 for her benefit. It was obvious that was done so she could hear 10’s moans and pleas. She began to fidget as she looked around and lightly fingered her own pussy lips. They were soaking wet. Why was she so excited? Did her body know something she didn’t? The poor woman was being tortured and not allowed to finish. Her unheard cries of mercy went nowhere. Maybe she was trained to ask for an orgasm and the words came automatically, much like your leg jerking when tapped on the knee. As she explored her own parted lips, she lightly grazed her clit. Shudders went through her body as she scanned the purple and red lit room. The Trainer was nowhere in sight, so she rubbed more vigorously until she climaxed, watching the exasperated woman perform her gyrations on the devious machine. Moaning softly as she removed her finger, she wondered how it would feel if she was denied.

With nothing to distract her from the scene unfolding before her, 14 observed the length of time the hapless victim rested increase, and the time to get to the edge shorten. It was clearly apparent that the slave strapped to the crafty device had still not been able to climax. How long would she be able to manage the torture she wondered? She obviously didn’t have a choice, though. Thinking about the implications and wondering why she was so turned on, 14 fingered herself to another orgasm.
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Dave was busy setting up the video cameras and props for the twenty-minute trailer he was tasked to create for 10. She was now ready to be advertised. The market for a good-looking, young, female submissive was enormous. The target audience was rich and discreet. All potential buyers that would receive the video, were screened and vetted to the extreme. If it came down to a bidding war, the submissive would be made available for each of the final bidders to meet privately.

Miles and Dan conversed on the best way to display the attractive woman. After much discussion, Dan went down to the SPIDER to release 10 from the Perpetual Inflictor. He brought a heavy metal, chain leash and a pair of sized, unique high heels that slaves were required to wear when they left the SPIDER. After untying the naked, bound girl, he attached the chain leash to her collar. She followed him to the anteroom just past the metal entry door. The anteroom had a small bench which he instructed her to sit on. She used it to put on her heels. The stiletto high heel had a six-inch, steel spike. The sole of the shoe was hidden by her foot, and the only upper was a piece of clear, flexible silicone on the back of the heel. There were three straps, one above her toes, one around the bridge of her foot, and one around her ankle that was attached to the top of the heel support. These were not ordinary straps, though. They were actually clear, broad zip-ties. The ties were pulled very tight through loops on the shoe and heel back. The ends were cut, creating indentations into her flesh, making it impossible to take off without snippers. When she stood up, it gave the illusion of a naked foot tiptoeing on a thin metal spike. All slaves from the SPIDER used them, including 8 as the house-slave. They couldn’t be detached and were slept in until they were taken off by a Master.

10 walked normally on the spikes pulled by the leash, as they made their way to the mansion above. She had plenty of practice when she trained upstairs on domestic duties. Miles directed her and 8 to go into the slave’s nook off the great room. She took an open shower in the middle of the nook, without any walls or glass enclosures. Afterwards 8 put slutty, extreme makeup on 10 for her shoot and her long, black hair was finished to a cascade of curls.

Posing in front of the lights Dave set up, Miles did the honors of filming her naked body in metal irons and spiked heels. He had her pose normally first, before getting into the much lewder positions, making sure all of her best physical attributes were exhibited. The demonstration moved on to a more motion-based exhibition. She shook her tits and ass and did some sensual stretching. At the end, she pulled her elbows back on her own to demonstrate the firmness and agility of her exceptional body. Miles stopped when he was content that he had enough of usable footage. Dan took her over to the hanging plant where 8 was whipped. Attaching her metal wrist rings overhead, he raised her till she was properly stretched out. He donned a red, Satan mask and whipped 10 with a long single-tail lash, as she writhed on the chain secured above her. Miles filmed the painful strokes varying from up close to full body shots. He was emphasizing the red marks left by the whip and captured the screams coming from the tortured submissive. They would subtly show through the short, naked dress she would wear later. When Miles was confident that he had clearly demonstrated how her body would mark after punishment or discipline, he told Dan to stop. Dan let her down and they went about removing her metal ankle, wrist and neck shackles that she has lived with for most of the past five months. They both went with her to another room in the massive house, far from the great room. It was on the second level and in the front of the house overlooking the cobblestone circled driveway. In the center island of the circle was a great fountain with water flowing from a bucket. A twelve-foot tall, nude woman, with her head down and hair hanging in her face, held the bucket.

10 knelt down while Dan and Miles watched the driveway. Soon a car pulled up and a middle-aged man with long hair stepped out, grabbing a large bag from the trunk. 8 greeted and escorted him to the room where they waited.

“Hey Miles, what’s the word, dude?” the hippie-looking guy asked.

“Doing well. Guess it’s time to finish,” he said fist bumping the shabbily dressed man.

“As we discussed and you showed me before, Miles?”

“Yes, exactly. I’ll leave you to it. Let me know if you want her dressed in case it’s distracting.”

“Hell no, best part of my week!” he exclaimed giving 10 a long lustful look before he removed needles, ink and other necessary stuff from his bag.

Miles motioned to 10 to lay on her back on the massage table. He took a pair of snipers out of his pocket and removed her shoes. The tattoo that was started weeks ago would be completed and filmed while the last few lines of ink were injected. The man moved his chair to her feet and examined the work he had done. There was a red and black tattoo on the bottom of her right foot. It was a painful area to tattoo. The skin was close to bones and had a lot of nerves on the surface. The tattoo served as a permanent identification of a Miles Marcus product, linking her to his training system, which included the number of the sex slave. It was important to Miles that his slaves had his mark, but he knew that his clients would not like it to be eye-catching or interfere with what they had in mind for her.

[image: ]

The tattoo artist ogled the naked woman as he touched up the red whip with more color. Miles stood behind him to get a short clip of 10 tensing, nipples hard, as the needle penetrated the sensitive skin.  

After Miles had 8 escort the artist out, him and Dan took 10 back to the great room. She knelt down as they discussed what she should wear for the last part of the promotion video. Miles owned a slew of different wigs in all sorts of colors, styles and lengths. They were always used when a slave was taken out. They wanted to make sure no one from their past life recognized them. They used a wig that was drastically different from their normal hair. They had her try on over a dozen dresses before settling on a pale pink, naked minidress. Her wig was long, blonde and wavy. The micro-mini number was made of stretchy, thin, semi-transparent material, fitting snug from the hem to her waist. The rest was simply a backless halter. The halter featured an extreme V-plunge to the waist and tied loosely at the back of the neck. Her rounded tits swayed freely. If anyone glanced, it looked like a short, tight dress. If you looked for more than a heartbeat, you basically could see her naked body. Nipples, hardened from the Perpetual Inflictor, showed through the material. It was typical of the way they dressed their submissives when they took them out on dates. After taping a gauze pad to her touched up tattoo and reattaching her stiletto heels with zip-ties, she was ready.

These dates served not only to excite the Masters, but to test the training. They would give the imprisoned slaves ample opportunities to run if they were so inclined. None of them did, which was a testament to the screening process they used. The newly trained submissives had acclimated to their role nicely, and relished the very thought of being sold into a lifetime of serving and sexual highs, not worrying about anything else like money, food, or shelter. They would live a life of leisure and routine, occasional pain which they liked, and sex. The punishment and discipline would seem horrible to any sexually vanilla person, but to a true submissive, the joy of life. Actually it was the secret sauce of the training program Miles had formulated. First they looked for attractiveness before approaching the would be recruit in a club or bar. The unnoticed testing that the woman would go through indicated if she had the primal need to be dominated. They used the patented psychological software that Miles owned. It was easy to ask the questions needed to understand her sexuality, during a dialog or small talk while flirting. If she had any potential, the subject would then be captured and more intense interviewing and testing determined if she was a fit. If she wasn’t, the subject would be released using a memory-loss drug that would wipe out her short-term memory of any abduction or initial training in the SPIDER. More than nine out of 10 didn’t make the cut. Few women are secretly turned on by being dominated, displayed and forced to suffer. The ones that do, though, are special. They have the potential to enjoy life to an extreme, most people don’t even know how to think about.

Since Miles was well known, Dan was the one to have the date in which they would film 10 in public for the promotional video. Miles, 8 and Dave would go incognito for the filming from different angles. Dan, of course, would be blurred in the final cut. They examined the embellished sex slave with her long wavy blonde wig, extreme makeup, taunt marked body, and naked dress. Perfect. Right before leaving, 10 knelt down in front of her Master Dan, who was taking her on the date and sucked his cock. It didn’t take long as she forced it down her throat easily a number of times. He came in a fury, trying not to grab onto the girl’s head and move her wig. She did not swallow the load but held it in her mouth. Dan pulled a small glass vial from his pocket and handed it to her. She dribbled his load into the container carefully. After capping it, she slid it into her juicy pussy. It went in easily…and it went on video.
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10 sashayed down Michigan Avenue on the near north side of Chicago. It was crowded being one the world-renowned shopping areas, much like Madison Avenue in New York. Walking by herself in the sheer, tight, micro-mini dress, she garnered looks from old and young alike. The high stilettos had a way of making her ass oscillate side-to-side nicely. The filming crew of Miles, Dave and 8 made sure to stay mostly out of sight and video her by phone either walking towards them or away. They were all dressed in jeans and sweatshirts like normal tourists. 10 did not make eye contact with anyone as instructed. If she did, she could be mistaken for a streetwalking whore. She ignored anybody if they tried to talk to her, or overheard any comments made in her vicinity. Dan waited at the north end of the shopping district on Michigan Avenue. He watched carefully to make sure she sauntered in model style, each foot crossing over in front of the other. The measure forced her hips to drop with each step she took, bobbling the merchandise.

“Hi, 10,” he said with a smile, as people around them watched curiously.

“Hi Master,” she replied in a normal voice, which made a woman next to her jerk her head in a swivel. The woman was middle-aged and dressed very conservatively. She scowled at Dan like he was an asshole and she made it known that she thought it was completely improper for a woman to call him that. He just smiled at her and turned back to his date.

“Come here,” he commanded, eliciting more glares from the woman and enjoying it. She may have noticed the red marks that circled the woman’s thighs and ran across her plunge cleavage and bare back.

“Yes, Master,” she replied as she moved toward him, which sent the woman off in a huff. She placed her arm around Dan’s, forcing her soft breast into his arm. The negligible sexual touching of her boob was enough to illicit a response in her pussy. After hours on the Perpetual Inflictor without relief, a simple touch could make her come.

“May I rub my tit on you Master? It feels so good,” she asked.

“Sure, but you may not have an orgasm at this time. That’s for later,” he replied.

“Yes and thank you, Master,” she said smiling and appreciative that he allowed her to touch him sexually. They walked arm in arm along Oak Street, which connected the Viagra Triangle with Michigan Avenue. Oak Street could be compared to Rodeo Drive in Los Angeles. The high-end shops had very limited merchandise, but if you needed to ask the price, you couldn’t afford it. 10’s outfit was pricey but could not be considered elite. She sported a Gucci clutch with a thin chain on her shoulder, advertising she was not a prostitute. It changed her aura to a self-confident young lady, who was strong enough to dress as she liked. Not entirely accurate, though, because she dressed how her Master dictated. Her strength showed from the fact that she wore it and felt strong about not even considering what anyone else thought. This was her life from now on and she was looking so forward to it. They stopped in a store or two. Miles stealthily moved into one of the shops they visited and slyly videoed 10 hugging Dan’s arm with her body and showing signs of sexual tension. That will be a keeper he thought.

“Ok, let’s head over to the Triangle Tavern,” he motioned to her as they turned onto Rush Street. Rush and State Streets intersected at that spot, which shaped a triangular park with giant old Elm trees and wrought iron benches just outside the restaurant. The area dubbed the ‘Viagra Triangle’ was given for the shape of this park and the expensive restaurants surrounding it that catered to the older class with money. The Triangle Tavern was Michelin rated with outdoor seating. The heavy foot traffic on the street paraded by the exclusive seating. People eyed the privileged patrons with their glistening wine glasses on stark white tablecloths. It was a crisp September evening and Dan dressed accordingly with dress slacks and a bulky woolen sweater. 10 was purposely under dressed for the weather. The cool autumn breeze caressed her nipples into rock hard formations tenting the thin sheer material. The money crowd was accustomed to that type of fashion, so there was very little gawking inside. The stares came from the sidewalk traffic.

The couple was to be seated outside, which was quite full considering the cool breeze in the air. There was only space for one table behind the vividly colored planters that separated the public walkway from the dining area. The tables were arranged on an angle, so Dan sat on a chair facing the pedestrians with his slave on his left also facing out. The seating position allowed an unrestricted view of the sexy diners to sidewalk traffic. They pulled their chairs together, so Dan had easy access to 10’s displayed body. She sat somewhat parallel to her side of the table, instead of under it, her back to the wall. Miles had set up shop across the street on a bench in the park. He had a perfect spot to video 10 as she quivered from the chill and sexual anxiety she had from the exhibitionism. From the first time they took her out, it was the favorite part of her enslavement. She felt treated like a queen and sex slave at the same time. The only thing on her mind was how to turn her Master on in the subtlest ways. No career to worry about or rent to pay. She was happy. For people who didn’t understand, well that was their problem. Miles waved at Dan to make sure he saw him. Immediately he turned to 10 and pointed him out.

“Your other Master is across the street. For the promo, I want you to look at the camera when I allow you to have an orgasm. I know you have orders to look directly into the eyes of whomever is allowing you to climax, but this time, I want you to keep your eyes open towards his camera. Don’t close them or look away from the time of your edge until you are catching your breath after getting off. Makes for better drama, as the potential buyer could picture you coming for him or her,” Dan explained to the shuddering woman seated to his left.

10 smiled demurely at him, “Yes, Master.”  

The waiter came by to take orders when 10 immediately got up and said she was going to the restroom.

“Should I come back later?” the waiter asked, as his eyes caressed her drooping halter, exposing her full right breast as she rose from her chair.

“I’ll order for her,” Dan replied from the table as the waiter abruptly turned to him. “We’ll each take a small filet, medium, with a side of mashed potatoes and asparagus. Let’s split a 2-pound lobster too. Bring a nice bottle of champagne to start. Keep it under $300.00. Oh, and we’ll take two orders of raw oysters for the appetizer,” he ordered.

“Perfect,” the waiter replied. “I’ll bring the champagne and oysters right out.” He retreated in professional style.

“Is it in position to be easily removed?” Dan asked as 10 came back and sat down carefully, making sure she didn’t restrict his view of the best parts of her body.

“Yes, I partially pulled it out but had a bit of trouble getting back here. I walked slowly though, making sure it didn’t slip out. It’s still warm in my hot little cunt. I will probably need to put two fingers in to retrieve it and that will turn me on. I don’t know how much longer I can go without release, Master,” she nervously answered.

“First of all, you will go without release as long as I say you will,” Dan said somewhat cruelly as she hung her head a bit. “Would you like to come out here in public? I’ll bet just three swipes across that little clit of yours will send you off into wild ecstasy,” her devious Master asked.

“Yes, Master that would be amazing. I’ll do whatever you want, anything,” she answered moving seductively around in her chair.

“You will, huh,” he said teasingly, staring at her. “Get the vial,” he ordered.

“Yes, Master,” she replied looking around quickly before turning her hips so her legs were under the tablecloth. She dug two fingers into her wet pussy and tried to clamp them on the slippery bottle. It squirted away as she looked up to see a male patron at the next table staring at her. Not foiled, she continued to stab into her orifice until she was able to pull it out. She put the shiny-wet glass vial about the size of a small prescription bottle on the table. The clear bottle was almost filled to the top with his creamy white load.

“OK, when the oysters come, add all of that special sauce to yours,” Dan ordered.

“Yes, Master,” she replied thinking about how she would be able to pour the gooey mixture out evenly. It didn’t matter, though, because she was fighting not to climax and that dominated anything else.

The waiter came to serve the oysters. After he left, Dan regarded the vial glistening with 10’s pussy juices. 10 obeyed and poured a heavy string of her Master’s cum onto the shells filled with the slimy raw oyster in front of her. The strand did not separate as she pulled the empty vial away, like cheese from a slice of deep dish Chicago pizza. She had to use her tongue to break the gooey connection, wrapping it around the tip, much to the amazement of an older couple walking by. They actually stopped to watch the exhibition unfold.

10 watched her Master slurp one of the raw oysters. “May I please have an oyster Master?” she asked as she had been trained.

“Yes, but do not touch the shell with your mouth. Pour it in and turn to make sure your efforts are filmed for the promo,” he ordered.

“Yes, Master, and thank you Master,” she replied. The trained slave turned her head up and to the camera, opened her mouth and poured the slippery mixture down her throat. As expected, thin strands of the secretions bowed down as she moved the shell away. Moving it back and forth to capture the strings captivated Miles who was filming it, along with the couple at the next table who could not take their eyes off of the production. The taste and slick consistency made 10 squeeze her thighs together. Images of her Master’s cock in her mouth flooded her head, which just stoked the fire between her legs.

Dan felt a vibration in his pocket. He retrieved his phone and saw a text from Miles:

I am getting some really good clips Dan. Keep it up. I am assuming that the fireworks will start before the food comes.

Dan typed his response quickly:

Yes, that was the plan. I hope she is in the heat of it when the servers come. Always good to get people’s reactions on film.

Dan poured himself and 10 some more champagne after they finished the appetizers. He moved to his left a little and placed his hand on her upper thigh. She squirmed immediately. It looked like the effects of the Perpetual Inflictor were still very much at work. Looking around for potential observers, he slowly caressed the inside of her silky thigh. His fingers worked their way under her abbreviated hemline until they were resting on top of her soaking wet labia. It wasn’t too far with that micro mini. She was having a hard time sitting still while her Master pushed one finger into her pussy and across her clit a couple of times.

“May I cum, Master,” she said quietly into his ear, rubbing her tits on the arm that was pleasuring her.

He did not respond but continued the back and forth motion across her sensitive bud. The sexual dance she performed as a result was muted by normal standards, since they were in public. 10 struggled to maintain her composure as she inched closer to an orgasm that had been kept from her.

“Pleease may I cum, Master. Pleeeeassse,” she begged quietly, worried she might not be able to hold it. Remembering that she was to make eye contact with the camera, she turned her head towards it. Not facing Dan, she had to request permission louder so he could hear. “Please may I cum, Master. I will be a good girl. Please let me cum, Master!” she cried louder and maybe enough for the patrons at the adjoining tables to hear.

Dan waited until he saw the servers bringing the food before he said “Now, 10.” He withdrew his hand from her crotch and she replaced it with her own fingers.

She stiffened and stifled cries as she exploded from a whole afternoon under sexual restriction. Her mind went numb forgetting she was in public as waves of ecstasy cascaded her body. She gazed, eyes wide open, directly into the phone camera across the street as commanded. The approaching waiters paused, wide-eyed as they took in the extraordinary scene. It took a few moments before they got their wits about themselves and actually served the food. The beautiful woman in a near-naked state panted heavily while her escort smiled deviously.

“You did good, 10…”
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14 did not understand why she became so excited watching the girl struggle and moan in distress on the Perpetual Inflictor. She actually masturbated and had two orgasms the same day. That had never happened before. Final meal was served and 14 went through the usual process, shivering but having the luxury of wrapping her arms around her body. She would try to sleep once the lights were turned off because the Trainer said there was going to be a lot of questions and testing after first meal tomorrow. She found a blanket the size of a bath towel in the drawer. The lights eventually went off and she lay down upon the hard floor using a soft rubber ball for a pillow and towel as a blanket. 10 never returned, eliciting more anxiety, but not enough to allow her to drift off into a sound sleep.

Bright white light from the ceiling display woke her instantly the next morning. After the usual routine of eating off the floor, getting soaked with freezing water and dried by a cold air blower, she waited for whatever was to come. It wasn’t long before the Trainer came to her cell, opened the door and handed her a laptop. She looked at him questionably.

“14, the questions you are about to answer on this computer are designed to figure out the real you. Not the one you have been unconsciously playacting in your recent life. A lot of the questions are intimate and those are the most important ones. You know as well as we do that your past boyfriends have all been disappointments. You and your friends are aware of how beautiful and smart you are and that shouldn’t be happening,” the Trainer explained. “Answer the questions as truthfully as you can. It’s for you own good. Lying will only diminish the results and ultimately create problems for you in the future. You may not understand now, but we are going to try to see if you need a course correction in your life,” Trainer expounded.

14 looked at the computer screen to see a box labeled START HERE. She looked at the trainer quizzically before sitting down with the laptop on the hard floor, leaning up against the wall, naked and still chained by her collar.

“I will be notified when you are done, so take your time and again be honest or it won’t work,” he reminded her.

She watched him leave before looking at the screen again. Touching the start button, questions popped up automatically. At first they were ordinary, but then they got somewhat peculiar.

A well-dressed handsome guy comes up to you at a business function. After some initial flirting, you are definitely interested. He asks you to get him and yourself a drink, handing over a fifty. You…

And…

During sex, do you hold your arms above your head while your lover caresses and licks your body or do you grab his head and force it into your pussy? How do you act during sex? Describe in detail…

She spent most of the day on the survey, wondering where it was all going. When she was done, the Trainer came back to take the laptop. He brought a folding chair into the cell, set up a video phone camera and started to ask questions. They were just as odd as the ones on the survey.

“I think we have what we need, 14,” Dave said. “Relax the rest of the evening. Last meal will be served as usual.” He took his chair and laptop and locked the door as he left.
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After Dave had input 14’s verbal answers into the program and uploaded the videos, the three men waited. It took about an hour for the high-powered server to analyze all the data. The program that jettisoned Miles to billionaire status was not perfect, but amazingly accurate. It had an uncanny way of comprehending basic or primal needs and desires of a person without them even knowing what they wanted and needed themselves. In the case of the kidnapped girls, the questions and videoed body language sought a basic answer. Was the subject truly submissive in her sexual desires? From their limited research and public studies, only two out of 10 women were, even though many more women had fantasies about BDSM. Finding out earlier in life rather than later was key to the program’s success.

The laptop on the table in the center of the great room pinged that it had finished. The three men were well into their third round of single-malt scotches. Feeling very good after a successful video-take of 10 the day before, they anticipated good news from the computer. Miles grabbed the laptop and read the results. He skipped the narrative and went straight to the numerical score. 14 scored a 9.2 out of 10 in submissive/masochistic tendencies.

“Wow! We own an absolutely beautiful woman in the SPIDER and she has a 9.2 score. That’s better than any of our previous slaves. Amazing! I am so stoked,” Miles exclaimed from the soft-cushioned, white, leather couch they all lounged in. Not that he needed the high 6-figure revenue she would bring in, but the fact that his sex slave training business was performing as he hoped.

“8, refresh our drinks and get ready to entertain us,” Miles commanded, feeling his dopamine levels rise.
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The next morning after first meal, 14 watched the exploits of 12 in the other cage. 10 had not retuned and she was mildly apprehensive about it. She observed 12 as she was untied and her metal restraints removed, before being brought out of her cell completely naked. She stood motionless as the Trainer prepared her for some ordeal. 12 looked about 19 or 20 years old. Her dyed hair was bright blue. It fell to her shoulders but not any further. Tattoos covered her left arm. She studied the brightly colored sleeve and could make out naked women figures twisted together. The red she saw could have been whip marks on their bodies. It was like they were crawling all over each other trying to move up her arm. She had another large tattoo on her right flank, but she could only see the edge of it.

“Stand straight and put your arms behind you,” the Trainer commanded. She did as she was told. The trainer pulled a length of white rope out of a bag. He wrapped it around her arms above her elbows about 10 times and tightened it aggressively. By the time he was done, her elbows were almost touching. Maybe an inch between them. He drew the remaining rope over and around her shoulders before tying it off. There would be no way she could get out of it. The vigor of her elbows bound together forced her young, firm breasts out, like she was inviting anyone in the area to grab them. Which is what the Trainer did. He started slow, caressing them like a lover. She moaned softly. He eventually grabbed harder and then roughly pinched her nipples. She cried out and bucked away from the sudden pain, but he held her bound arms so she couldn’t get far. He slapped them sharply until they gave rise to a shade of pink. The sight of her struggling and getting hurt affected 14 the same way as when 10 was on the Perpetual Inflictor. The tingle between her legs was unmistakable. She fought an urge to finger herself not knowing how the Trainer would react.

Like reading her mind, Dave looked over to 14 and said, “Feel free. That’s what your clit is for. You have not been forbidden to touch it…yet” he laughed. “I’m curious,” he continued. “Are you picturing yourself as 12 here or as me?” he asked smiling. “No need to answer.”

The thought never crossed her mind, but she was picturing herself in 12’s place. That surprised her. How could she be getting turned on trying to imagine what it would be like to be helpless and feel the pain. She shuddered slightly but her pussy betrayed her as the Trainer continued to pinch and slap the bound girl. 14’s fingertip found her clit quickly in her soaking wet pussy.

Dave knew what was happening, so he continued his relentless torture on the tattooed girl. She wasn’t very big or strong so it wasn’t hard. He stopped when he heard 14 moan in ecstasy as she came. By this time 12 was covered in rosy, red patches on her tits, ass, and thighs. His favorite targets.

Dave walked the girl’s abused body over to an intriguing setup in the center area of the SPIDER. It resembled a rectangular box made with shiny metal beams, open on all sides. The structure was about six feet high, two feet wide and four feet long. Along the bottom, the four-foot sections were larger and padded. The Trainer knelt the girl down on these two beams that looked very heavy or bolted to the floor. Straps attached to the beams were tightened around her ankles and just below her knees, with her arms still tightly bound behind her back. The padded beams were two feet apart forcing the hapless slave to keep her legs spread wide open as she knelt. He bent her forward by her waist into a ninety-degree angle. After tying a length of rope to her bound wrists, he attached the other end to the top of the structure, which pulled her arms up, away from her body and supported her weight. In this position, she could not kneel back up.

14 watched intently, moments after having an orgasm. The Trainer went to another part of the SPIDER and wheeled a heavy looking contraption to rest in front of the kneeling victim. It was about four feet high, shiny stainless steel and solid. The trainer did something to the wheels so they wouldn’t move. The anchored machine was placed about two feet in front of the helpless, restrained, kneeling slave. He unfolded a metal tray attached to the machine by two small arms that bounced up and down like they were spring-loaded. He positioned that tray directly below her hanging breasts. He opened the top and took out what looked like a dildo on a stick. The dildo was a realistic looking cock but had small black dots all over the tip and to a lesser extent along the shaft. The stick part was a metal rod that inserted into the front of the machine parallel to the ground and at the height of her head. He had to move her head back to get the thick, silicone phallus into her mouth. To make sure she would not expel it, Dave set up a cattle prod on a stand behind her. The double tipped prong was angled to her ass and turned sideways so if she tried to pull back far enough to expel the cock, the electrical nightmare would touch her spread open ass crack and vagina at the same time. Bound, kneeling, with her head up, she could move back and forth along the shaft of the cock under her own power but could not oust the AI controlled dildo from her mouth. Trying would only light up her exposed, sensitive, private parts.

“Watching?” the Trainer provoked 14 as she looked on with eyes like saucers.

“Yes, Trainer,” she answered.

He went back and pulled two clover nipple clamps out of the machine’s storage area on top. To each clamp he attached a large metal ball.

“Ready?” he sarcastically asked the sex slave in training.

She raised and lowered her head slightly, as much as the fake cock in her mouth allowed.

“Actually, it doesn’t matter if you’re ready or not. I’m starting it anyway. I’ll be back when I get back. Enjoy,” he smirked as he knelt down to tap the display screen on the back of the gleaming machine. The rod with the dildo activated in 12’s captive mouth. Dave checked the ropes on her arms to make sure they were still nice and tight. He caressed her tits for a bit before pinching her nipples. She was not able to jerk very far or pull away, but it did the trick to get them hard. He attached the clover clamps to each one. The weights rested on the tray. Clover clamps were ingenious as they clamped down tighter, the more they were pulled. Dave went back to the control panel and studied his victim closely. The sensors along the dildo would be able to tell where the fake cock was situated in her mouth. If the tip was by her lips, the tray would drop and the heavy balls would hang freely, pulling on her compressed nipples. If they sensed that the probe was at or down her throat, the tray would raise the heavy weights and take the pressure off. The AI on the machine and its sensors were infinitely variable, so most of the time it did not go to either extreme. It stayed around the middle, prodding the fastened slave to take it deeper gradually and then stroke it with her throat. Since her breath would be cut off, the AI made sure it wasn’t forced in too long. He fine-tuned the height of the bouncy tray and tested that it was working properly. When satisfied, the Trainer got up and watched the helpless girl struggle to get the shaft deep, pressing against her throat. She had learned to control her gagging reflex long ago.

Dave walked over to 14 and explained the way it worked. She was mesmerized by the simple heartlessness of the machine. “So, like I said before, this is a training facility. To be a great sex slave, you will need to be able to suck cock for as long as your Master wants for himself or his friends. That machine is appropriately called the Open Throat. Days of practice on it will guarantee a sex slave is fully capable of performing deep throat or oral sex for hours. As with all the equipment down here, the machine will learn when to raise or lower the tray, quickly or gently based on the interactions it has with the subject. When you are strapped onto the Open Throat, you will need to move and make the effort to swallow the training dildo. If you slow up or move away from the invading ramrod, the tray will drop. See those tabs on each side of the tray? Well in case you toughen up enough to hold the heavy balls, the tray will slide side-to-side and get the metal weights moving as violently as necessary to get you back to task. If that isn’t enough, then the tray will be electrified and zap those tough nipples to compliance. There are safety measures to make sure you won’t be seriously hurt…but there are also performance measures to make sure you’ll get trained to take it deeper and longer.”
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14 did not sleep much on her last ‘free’ night. After last meal was cleaned up, she watched the puffy white clouds increase and then turn darker. The sky dimmed and sunset washed over the giant display. In a corner of the ceiling, darker, denser clouds formed and a deep rumbling was audible. The SPIDER became dark, not because of nighttime, but due to a brewing digital storm. She lay down on the cold hard floor and wrapped the small blanket around her as best she could.

Flashes of vivid white light crackled like lightening on the immense display. As expected, large booming thunder followed. Within minutes the rain started. It was coming from the ceiling like the shower she took after each meal. Unlike the shower, the first rain drops of the thunderstorm were large and spread out. They buffeted the thin blanket until it was soaked, lending no relief to her naked body underneath it. 14 started to shake from the ice-cold, sizable droplets. The floor became wet and the angle caused it to flow under her. Her muscles tired quickly, but the rain did not let up. It pelted her body with increased intensity until the deluge fell. 14 had her face to the floor as the hard rain hammered her body. All she could do was wait and hope that it would abate soon. It didn’t. Her shivering stopped, not because her body didn’t want to, but it was completely exhausted and couldn’t move any more. That feeling of abandon was new, but unbeknownst to her now, would soon become routine.

Gradually the manufactured rain eased up. The lightning flashes became dimmer as they faded into the distance. Same for the thunder as it became quieter. The rain fell steadily for what felt like hours. Eventually it slowed too, but there was no morning sunrise to follow. It was now the deep still of the night as the rain turned to drizzle and then to intermittent light tapping on her fatigued body.

How she fell asleep was a mystery, but she did and was awakened by the rising of the sun on the display. A slow wave of warmth accompanied it. She threw the wet blanket off her body to relish the welcomed hint of heat. It took a while, but the wetness left behind by the thunderstorm, faded as though a bad dream. She lay naked and secured by chain to the heavy, metal collar on her neck. The hard marble floor glistened as the sunlight grew on the display.

“So, did you sleep well?” the Trainer asked, while walking up to her cell.

“Yes, Trainer,” she responded, hoping he would keep that nasty cattle prod in his pant leg pocket.

“Welcome to the training segment of your new life. How long it lasts is up to you. The sooner you submit, the sooner you might realize your buried wants and needs. Since the dawn of time, women were controlled by men. It has only been in the last hundred years or so that that has changed. So some of the needs you feel or maybe don’t understand are there because it’s genetics, for good or bad. It’s history and culture too. Centuries from now, it might be different as DNA mutates, but those changes happen very slow over generations. So for now, try to let go,” Dave explained.

The Trainer went into her cage and unlocked the chain at her throat. He turned her around and bound her wrists behind her back with a length of white rope. Then he pulled her elbows together with another piece. She had always prided herself on maintaining flexibility and that helped when her elbows almost touched each other with the force of the rope drawing in. It hurt a little, but the way her tits stuck out was much more her concern. Her nipples were rock hard and breasts massive compared to most. The trainer caressed them with a smile and pinched her large nubs. He wrapped another long piece of rope around her legs just above her knees. The rope bit into her flesh and eliminated anyway she could flee or fight back. Out of his seemingly bottomless pockets he withdrew a gag. It was not an ordinary ball gag, but one that was molded to look like a small cock. He shoved the semi-rigid phallus into her mouth and buckled it tight, so she was unable to push it out even a quarter of an inch. It touched the back of her throat, causing her to uselessly gag until she got used to it.

“We’ll start with a bit of exercise before first meal,” Dave stated. He tugged at the bound woman, as she shuffled to keep up with him. “I want you to take five laps around the perimeter of the SPIDER, which is the name of this room. Stay as close to the walls as you can. I will leave the door to your cell open. Go back in and wait for first meal once you are done with the assignment.”

“Yes, Trainer,” she replied obediently.

“Oh, and don’t dawdle. I am going to hold first meal for both of you till you are finished,” Dave said walking over to the other slave’s cage. “And keep 12 here in a predicament that she will have to endure until you complete your task.”

The Trainer entered 12’s space and locked her wrist cuffs together behind her back. He took another length of the rope and wrapped it tightly around her elbows. The long length circled her arms above them at least a dozen times forming a cocoon-like finish. When he came close to the end of the rope, he looped it over her shoulders to make sure it stayed in place. He did the same for her ankles and above her knees, indenting her flesh till it bulged from the tight restraint. Finally he took another length of rope and secured it to 12’s bound wrists.  The other end he threaded through a strong eyelet in the center of the ceiling in her cage. He tossed the loose end through the vertical bars of her prison cell. Pulling a gag similar to the one 14 was just impaled with, he rammed it into her open waiting mouth. He fixed it firmly so it was tight and impossible to push out. He left the cage, locked the door and watched 14 hobble towards him. 14 barely made any progress, maybe a quarter of the way around her first lap by the time the Trainer had 12 trussed up. Shuffling her feet inches at a time, proved to be more difficult than she anticipated. When she eventually made it to the front of 12’s area, he stopped her.

“14, you might as well learn now that your training will be highly customized. You scored high on empathy during the personality test. We anticipate the efforts you make here in training will be increased by using that knowledge. Let’s try it out,” Dave said as he grabbed the loose end of the rope hanging on the bars. As 14 watched, he pulled the rope uniformly, forcing 12’s wrists to raise towards the ceiling. It forced her to bend over, as her naked tits swung freely. He did not stop. She was eventually pulled to her toes that bore the weight of her body. He tied the rope to the crossbars on her cage, holding her in place. Her short blue hair masked her face, but not the moans of pain from the very uncomfortable position. He unlocked her door and entered. Fishing in those ever-deep pockets of his, he removed a pair of clover nipple clamps with a chain between them, along with a couple of metal balls attached to clips. He glanced at 14 outside the enclosure before roughly compressing 12’s nipples with the clamps. She screamed out immediately and then again as he hung the additional weight of the balls to her tortured nips. He closed the door behind him as he left her to her misery. 14 looked at the developing scene with wide eyes. She was finally able to see the tattoo on the flank of her side. It started about 6 inches under her armpit and continued down to a few inches above her knee. It was of a standing, naked woman stretched out and bound at the wrists and ankles. The woman was attached to a shackle by her wrists close to the side of 12’s breast and pulled on her toes. A dark Satan figure stood on top of her with his tail circling her upper thigh and a forked tip probing her pussy. He enveloped her with his muscular arms wrapped around her waist as he whispered in her ear. 12 must have been a nasty one before her kidnapping. The complete opposite of Emily.    

“On each lap, as you go by the metal door on the other side,” Dave pointed out for the hobbled slave, “press the small red button on the right side of the door with your nose. Make sure the light above the button turns red or it didn’t register. That will notify me of each lap you take. When you get to five button pushes, you may return to your space. I will then come back and let your fellow sex slave down. You can go ahead.”

14 struggled to hobble as quickly as she could with her knees plastered together by the tight rope. Walking past the tattooed and tortured girl, she saw her fidgeting in distress. She pushed herself knowing that the girl’s misery was in 14’s control to an extent. She began to tear up, not for herself but the poor soul behind the bars.

Dave walked backwards next to 14, easily pacing her. He was taking in the view of her large bouncing breasts, as she fought to move quickly. He couldn’t resist and grabbed one of them with a cupped hand and the heavy flesh spilled over his fingers.

After getting his fill, Dave explained, “Don’t stray more than a foot or so from the outside walls. In case you have any thoughts of cheating, you are being videoed. In fact the SPIDER is always under video and sound surveillance. Everything is seen, heard and recorded 24/7. You might remember what happened when you called out to 10 on your first night. I wasn’t in the room.”

She absolutely remembered, in detail.

“I am instituting a new rule,” the Trainer spoke loudly enough to be heard by both slaves in the large echoing room. “From this moment forward, any punishment that either one of you may receive, will also be exacted on the other. More work for me, but there’s an important lesson in it,” he said.

14 suddenly turned her big doe eyes to the man, from the implications of what it meant. Dave quickly and harshly slapped both of her boobs on the sides.

“Who allowed you to look at me without permission?” he said tonelessly. She screamed from the impact, muffled by the silicone cock in her mouth.

14 quickly looked away and cast her eyes down. A new lesson. He walked away from her and went straight to 12’s cell, opened the door and just as harshly slapped 12’s dangling, weighted, and nipple-clamped tits on the sides. Her loud squeals of pain were muffled somewhat by the thick dildo in her mouth, but 14 knew what happened and cried as she continued her struggle to walk by the long wall. Dave left the room leaving the two stressed women with different but coupled torment.
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Dave joined Miles and Dan upstairs, who were editing the video for the secretive, presentation video of 10. They were in Miles’s office on the second floor, outside his master bedroom. It had a tall ceiling and was completely covered in hardwood veneers. Large plants and indoor trees peppered the sunlit room. Large windows opened to the manicured, backyard gardens. The dark wood was masculine and comfortable. Floor lamps lit the room instead of the typical overhead downlighting, like much of the rest of the estate. There was his massive desk with two leather chairs in front. On the other side of the room was a sitting area with two warm beige loveseats and a couch. On a massive oriental rug was a hand carved, hardwood cocktail table, formed in the shape of a slim-waisted, naked woman on her hands and knees holding a 3/4” thick plate of rose-tinted glass on her back, with one hand up to balance it. 8 knelt in the back corner of the room waiting for any orders yet to come. She was dressed in her appointed, house-slave attire. Dave explained the new rule he instituted for the current occupants of the SPIDER.

“That’s perfect, especially for 14,” Miles replied, focusing on the naked female being whipped on the video screen before him.

“Yeah, she scored high in empathy and it might help her get into her role quicker. Time is money,” Dave said, smiling at Dan who looked up from the screen.

“We would like to get your input on the public climax at the Triangle Tavern,” Dan stated. “Should we include her whole orgasm scene we recorded from start to finish, or edit it to when she begins fingering herself, going over the edge and then pan to the waiters with their mouths open?” he asked.

“Let me see it first.” Dave replied.

They watched the different versions a couple of times before settling on the clips with the obedient slave removing the spunk vial from her pussy, pouring it on her oysters and eating them. Following that was 10 struggling not go over the edge, while Dan fingered her. When she climaxed, he panned to the waiters open mouths as a final cut.

“OK, we got it all. The submissive serving, whipping, being bound and all the various sex acts,” Miles proclaimed. “Get it to our production team to finalize, so we can get it out. I know for certain that our long-awaited sale of our stubborn 10 will ultimately be the best. Let’s start the bidding high. It is sure to be more than what we sold Nine for,” Miles directed. “I am certain we have the best training system and that has come from our collaborative efforts and the investments I made with the custom training equipment. Let’s drink to it!” he exclaimed. “8, two fingers of my best scotch all around and please join us. I think we might have found your replacement, who is now residing in the SPIDER.” The sexy blonde did as commanded and brought back a tray of four, hand-cut, crystal glasses, half filled with the expensive liquor.
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12 had no idea how many laps the new girl had taken, but she assumed it was getting close to the five she was required to do. She still sniffled a little, her clamped nipples throbbing with pain, pulled by the heavy metal balls. Her tits bounced along with her heaving chest, exasperating the agony. 12 tossed her hair out of the way and glanced sideways so she could see the beautiful new captive. With red eyes, she glanced at her and locked eyes. Through her tears she could she the busty woman cry. How odd. She couldn’t be in that much pain, so why the tears? She was gagged, so she couldn’t ask. Not that she would anyway.  

14 did her best to keep the pace up. When her eyes met the tortured woman, she couldn’t help but weep. It was her slow progress around the SPIDER that punished the woman. She was also responsible for the yelps she endured when her tits were slapped with the heavy weights. It was at that moment that she decided to follow orders and endure the upcoming training without protest. She could not escape, so she would have to do her best to avoid punishment, not so much for herself, but for the young girl she was imprisoned with. Tears continued as she made her last round. Once back in her cell, the Trainer arrived as promised and let the tattooed girl down and unclamped her nipples to a scream.

First meal came and she ate heartily off the cold marble floor. As she stood up, still bound with elbows almost touching on the small platform under the cold water, 14 wondered what was next. That was probably the worst part, she thought, not knowing.

She did find out soon enough. She was walked out of her cage and brought to a black metal pole that was in the center of the room among the equipment. It was about six inches wide and went up about six feet from the floor. The Trainer untied her and pressed her back on the straight black shaft. It was solid. Dave grabbed her elbows and pulled them back around the pole. He bound them together and cinched them tight. Her elbows almost touched again as he continued to tie her to the pole by her ankles, knees and neck. When done, the Trainer gave each of her enormous, bulging boobs a good slap. She winced but didn’t cry out, so he did it again harder. She tried her best not to cry out, but after a dozen or so increasingly intense whacks, she did. Accomplishing what he wanted, he went to 12’s cage. 

12 was untied and walked naked to the open area in the center of the equipment in front of 14. There was another silver stainless steel pole that was curved and bent, hanging over the area. It went from the floor and curved till the top was in the middle of an open area and over eight feet high. Dave tied her wrists, pulled them above her head and attached the rope to a hook that was on the end of the strong arched, metal pole. She dangled with her arms taut above her head, feet flat on the ground. There was about six feet of empty space around her naked, dangled body. Next he tied her ankles and knees together with strands of rope.  Along the pole was a number of wires bunched together with sensors at the ends. He taped these sensors and wires on different parts of her body, making sure there were no loose ones to get in the way of the training. At the base of the curved pole, the wires connected to a glass box exposing a computer motherboard, hard drives and wiring. Dave then brought out a wide cylinder that stood on its edge. He placed it about two feet from the hanging, blue-haired slave. The shiny stainless-steel cylinder sat on a wheeled pad with springs under it so it could move around and bounce. It was about five feet tall and a foot wide. The cylinder itself was full of random slits of varying widths. They covered the entire cylinder. Dave knelt down by the glass box which had a laptop setting on top. He booted it up and did a few tests to make sure it responded. The cylinder spun quickly and bounced. It stopped, reversed and spun the other way. As Dave worked the keyboard, the machine went slowly around 10, moving in close, then away, as it danced around her. He repositioned it away from the naked girl and while spinning, lengths of whips flipped out of the slats and whished through the air. There were thin ones and thicker belts coming from the varying widths of the slats. He stopped it and stood.

“I have had your friend here, Whippy, on fairly low settings for the last few times you danced with him,” Dave explained to the hanging girl. “Today, I’m going to increase the intensity a little, developing your resilience.”

“Yes, Trainer,” she replied without hesitation. “Thank you, Trainer,” she followed.

Dave went back to the keyboard and punched in a number of instructions and slightly increased the limits that he set in earlier sessions. The AI-assisted program would constantly read the sensors, watching for a high heart rate, breathing cycles or muscle spasms. It even have HD cameras aimed at her body to register and monitor the change of color on her skin, due to the whiplashes. Its spinning motion was variable, so the lash intensity was too. The machine was programmed so it could not cut into flesh, but make angry red marks and occasional welts, much like a trained flagellate. The artificial intelligence function recorded the various reactions to certain types and intensities of the strokes. After time, it learned how to gradually increase the tolerance of her body to the whip and with what implement to use to accomplish that end. It recorded her steady progress and used the latest settings to start the next session.

“Aaaawww!” 12 cried out when Whippy first sent a thin single lash across the side of one naked tit and then reversing itself to the other. “Oooouw!!” as it moved around her to send a belt slashing across her unprotected ass.

“See you in a couple of hours,” Dave said.

“Yes, Trainer, AAAaaahh!” 12 cried as she noticed 14’s wide eyes, forced to watch.
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10 was sold within 2 weeks of sending out the presentation trailer. Even non-buyers raved about the quality of the video and the submissiveness of the sensual sex slave. If this could be done on an open website, it would get a majority of 5 stars.

On the day before Miles officially accepted the offer, he and Dan had a meeting with 10 in his lush office on the second floor. Miles sat behind his desk and Dan sat next to 10 in the two over-stuffed leather chairs situated in front of it. Miles wore a tailored suit and tie and Dan was dressed similarly. 10 was made up and dressed in what would be called a sexy pantsuit. Her pants were made of cream-colored satin. They were formal, loose and creased. Her long-sleeved top was double-layered white chiffon, button-down, and sheer. She also wore a cream tailored jacket to match her pants. No slave collar.

“This is your last day here at Miles Markus Training. Tomorrow you will be transferred to your new owners. There is something very important we need to discuss…”

[image: A black whip with long black leather flogging  Description automatically generated]

Miles, Dan and Dave, all formally dressed, sat at the dining room table with 10 in her pantsuit. 8 was serving them a magnificent roast duck dinner.

“I don’t know what to say,” 10 said with the biggest smile on her face. “Wait, actually I do. Thank you again or have I done that enough?” she said ecstatically.

“Yes, you have and don’t forget what we get out of it, so thank you too,” Miles said is a comfortable friendly way, no one was used to.

“I don’t think I could be any happier than I am at this moment!” 10 exclaimed, unable to wipe the huge grin off her face.

The place of the exchange was nowhere near Miles’s estate. They located an isolated field hidden by trees, off a scarcely used road in Wisconsin, far from the training site. They had not taken the Rolls, but an ordinary white van they occasionally used for business purposes. Inside the van could not have been more different from a commercial vehicle. 10 was naked and kneeling in the center of the cargo space on plush, padded carpeting that completely covered the interior. The black thick rug swathed the floor, walls, doors and ceiling. Her naked flesh was lit with a few spotlights on the ceiling. The effect was stunning. The background faded away and all you could see was the struggling beauty. Her arms were bound forcefully behind her back. Her elbows were tightly wrapped together, pushing her rounded tits out. More rope was wrapped around her arms and torso, above and below her breasts, cementing her bound arms to her body. They no longer served any purpose except to remind her that she was helpless. Her long black hair was curled and volumized, which looked amazing on her thin frame. Finished with extreme cat-eye eyeliner, bright red full lips and heavy smoke around her eyes, she painted a picture of raw sex.

As Miles and Dan traveled to the designated spot, 10 had to be tied to the van to make sure she wasn’t injured with the motion of the vehicle, especially when off road. Her knees were spread wide apart by ropes attached to the side walls, so she wouldn’t fall sideways. She faced the back doors. More rope was tied between her wrapped torso and the sides of the van, which were attached to rings hidden in the plush covering. That prevented her from falling forward or backwards. A large red ball gag made sure any inadvertent cries wouldn’t be heard outside the insulated transport. Even in this cruel bondage, 10 was beaming. She knew she was embarking on the next part of her exciting life.
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Steve and Katie Simpson drove the huge, luxury SUV with an extended wheelbase on the hilly roads leading up to the exchange site. They had the large sum of cash in a finely crafted briefcase. The banded hundred-dollar bills filled the case. They occasionally glanced at each other with devilish grins. They were on their way to purchase a highly-trained sex slave. Being their first one, they had mixed feelings of anxiousness and sheer excitement. It was midnight when they came upon the secret rendezvous spot. They had been driving for 2 days now. Steve drove the SUV with blacked-out rear and side windows up to the waiting white van.

“How was your drive?” Miles asked the couple as they walked over to the van carrying the loaded briefcase.

“Not bad at all. It has been a while since we took such a long road trip,” Steve replied. “It was even longer considering the anticipation we have,” he smiled.

“Well, I am guaranteeing that it will be worth your while,” Miles replied, smiling back. He went over to the back of the van and slowly opened the rear doors for effect. In the dark, moonless night and the bright spotlights on the kneeling, bound girl encased in the black box of the van, Steve and Katie gasped.

“She’s more attractive in person that on the video,” Katie said delighted, as she looked upon the beautiful young woman with outthrust boobs and clean-shaven pussy. She went up to the van, sat on the open back and scooted in far enough to grab a handful of the bound and gagged slaves’ soft breasts and spread open crotch. 10 emitted a soft moan into her ball gag.

“Let’s get this done, Steve,” Miles said. “We both know the details. Before signing and paying, please review the contract.”

“Okay,” Steve replied.

They set up a small table and folding chairs in front of the brightly lit van. Miles placed a stapled stack of papers in front of the couple.

“So, we agreed on the price and terms. As you know the contract stipulates that the slave you are purchasing will not be harmed in any material way. Accidents do happen but will not be intentional. Proper medical care, sustenance, and housing will be provided at your cost. You may use your new sex slave in any manner you like without restrictions, except for severe physical or mental damage. She has been trained to not only be obedient but to enjoy the discipline and punishment as pleasure,” Miles stated.

“Understood,” Katie replied knowing the terms intimately.

Miles continued, “As you know this is illegal, but what we are assenting to is binding and you know the consequences of not complying.”

“Yes, we do,” Steve said glancing over at his wife.

Miles, Steve, Katie and Dan looked at the bound wide-eyed girl at the same time. Her heaving chest and searching eyes on her gagged face told the story. Steve and Katie both signed the contract and handed over the attaché case. Miles opened it and did a cursory inspection of the bundled cash.

“I’ll count it later. I’m sure it’s all here,” he said smiling, as the couple walked their bound sex slave to the SUV.

“We are going to name her Scarlett…for the color her ass will be soon…”
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Earlier that day 14 watched on with mixed feelings as her cellmate, 12, got whipped randomly and continually. Her arms ached from the tight bondage she was left in for hours. Better that than being molested by the merciless machine that didn’t tire. 12’s body was marked with pink and red stripes from above her knees to just under her armpits. Since the machine could not tilt, the lashes did not crisscross but circled just about every square inch of her taut young body. Wide belt-like marks were concentrated on her ass, thighs, and back. Thinner strokes highlighted her tits, stomach, and hips across her pelvis. The tattoo she had on her flank looked viler than ever with the red stripes.

The strokes by Whippy were not intense. The ravage was done by the repetition. How was she still able to struggle? The machine had slowed down considerably but hadn’t stopped. At first her screams of agony hit 14 like a nightmare she couldn’t awaken from. Now she merely sobbed while random lashes met her tortured body lightly. It was all that was needed. She had to be exhausted as her chest still heaved fighting for breaths. The light strokes most likely still felt like the first ones.

14 fought her instincts to ask if the poor girl was alright, but she remembered the cattle prod like it was two minutes ago. She winced as she saw a very thin strap lightly wrap 12’s body at her hips, that finished with the tip curling around her thigh and landing directly on her pussy lips. Instead of screaming, 12 tensed up and went rigid. The thin strap did it again a moment later. Then again. The tortured victim began to change her movements. Instead of flinching, she squeezed her thighs together. Whippy softly lashed out at her hard, red nipples. She pushed her chest into the movement and did not recoil like she was previously. It alternated between her pussy and nipples from both sides, as she continued to squeeze her thighs. Breathing like she was in the throes of passion, her body quivered. The machine slowly increased the sexual nature of its whipping. Eventually she shuddered all over with an all-consuming orgasm. She screamed this time not in pain, but in ecstasy! 14 looked on in awe. She felt like a falling domino, hit by the effect of the lashed girl, as her own thighs involuntarily squeezed together as she pumped them towards a climax herself. Not thinking, but reacting in a pure physical sense, she came. It was the first time she ever had a hands-free orgasm.

“Hhaaaww,” 14 cried softly as Dave walked up behind her unnoticed.

“Keep going,” he ordered. She complied as he lightly caressed her swollen pussy folds from behind. She gyrated her ass on the hard metal pole, pressed there by the force of her Trainer’s fingers against her labia. Not wasting time, he plunged a single finger into her slick wet vagina. Then two. Slowly pumping in and out at first, he quickly accelerated, as his fingers grazed her clit. She moaned and then cried out as she came again, more forcefully this time with actual stimulation.

Dave moved away and went to a storage unit that looked like a bedroom dresser but made of stainless steel. The drawer he picked slid open effortlessly without a sound. He scrabbled around until he found what he wanted. He withdrew a heavy whip with lots of leather strands. She froze.

“One of the lessons you will need to learn is that when you are told to do something, you are to respond with an immediate yes Trainer or yes Master. I already told you once, so now you will be punished. If you remember, I clearly commanded you to keep going and you did not respond,” he explained. “Do you understand?”

“Yes Trainer,” she answered demurely.

He stood to her side and stroked the heavy whip across her immense, protruded tits. She screamed on impact. He slowly walked to her other side and replicated it. He continued to hit her helpless naked body from tits to thighs. After about 20 strokes, he stopped. She was weeping silently as the front of her body tingled from the cruelty.

“After you are punished, you are to always be appreciative of the time I spend on corrective actions. A simple thank you is acceptable. Adding why I had to do it is better,” Dave explained to the beautiful woman strapped helplessly to the pole, as he expended two more harsh lashes to her naked, displayed body.

“Thank you Trainer for whipping me,” 14 responded, not really knowing if it was the right thing to say.

“I would also like to explain what has happened here this afternoon, so you understand the dynamics of your training. As you observed the young lady getting disciplined with Whippy, she was able to handle a great deal of pain. It is in her nature, so she gets pleasure from it. That should be evident by her orgasm at the end. The whipping was too intense during the first part for her to sexually enjoy it. She is being seasoned to handle the agony, so she can cope with whatever havoc her eventual owner inflicts. It wasn’t until the smart whipper slowed down and focused sexually that she was able to come. You will find out for yourself soon enough. You might even be one of the lucky ones who can have an orgasm from general whipping. The screening process you went through led us to believe that you have masochistic tendencies. It’s probably why you got so excited just watching another woman get beat. You should not be ashamed that you got off on it. Others will be doing the same when you are punished too, in the near future,” he finished as they both stared at the red striped girl in front of them. 12 slowly turned her welted body towards them and smiled like she was satisfied.

“Almost forgot,” Dave said as he walked back over to 12, who was covered in marks. She was still hanging by her wrists, exhausted. He pulled the whip back and slashed it across her tender tits and nipples. She screamed. He walked around and did the same to her ass. She screamed again. He looked at 14 as if to say, “you’re doing this.” He continued to lash out at the abused girl relentlessly for the same amount of strokes that he gave her. “Now, you’re even,” he said seriously, looking into 14’s eyes.

14 was falling into a state of mind that she really could not understand. She was crying since she caused 12 more pain. At the same time, she was excited that she got stimulated with every lash of the whip on her naked, vulnerable skin. Everything she had experienced so far was so very surreal. It was like she was going through a major life-changing event in a fog, not being able to focus. She barely recognized the words that came out of her mouth. It was like she was on autopilot.

“Thank you Trainer for allowing me to have two orgasms, especially when you took the time to finger me, as I was unable to do it myself,” she blubbered, looking down at the floor. “And thank you Trainer for also punishing me for not responding to your command.” She was actually grateful to this man who had tied her up, beat her and forced her to watch the AI-generated torture and sex scene. What the hell was she becoming? Or was she always a submissive masochist and had never realized it…
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The following morning, Miles had an appointment with the board of his company, most likely a review of the past month’s financials. Dan was busy writing a rough sketch of 14’s training schedule. 8 was dusting the surfaces of tables, shelfs and other dust collecting items in the great room. The October day was full of sunshine and it glistened off the shiny art pieces and glass tables. It was like the room was outside with the open clear ceiling and glass wall to the gardens. The outside doors were open, so cool autumn air circulated in the large room. In her abbreviated white silk dress, the natural ventilation sent pleasant shivers through her body. She felt good. Not only because of the weather, but knowing that her replacement was now being trained. She would soon have her chance to be sold into a new life, not that she despised her current one.

Dan fretted over the schedule. 14 did extremely well on her testing and would seem to fit the program quite nicely, he thought. He considered expediating her training. So he texted Dave:

Dave, what do you think about having 14 come up for flight training today. It’s a nice day for it. Cool, sunny and dry. It will be quite cold overnight. Perfect training weather. Do you think she’s ready?

Dave replied:

I’m not sure, she hasn’t been here long, but it’s your call. I do like when we do this training early in the game, though. She will be able to handle it. Let me know when you have everything set up and I’ll bring her up if you want.

Dan went about preparing for the training while 8 continued her household duties. It was about 10am and everybody was fed and feeling good. 8 actually whistled while she worked. It was just one of those days. Dan had already made the necessary calls required.

“8,” Dan called out not knowing where the curvy blonde was working.

“Yes, Master,” she replied from the corner of the great room where she was watering a plant.

“Come here,” he ordered not looking up.

“Yes, Master,” she replied and made her way to where Dan was sitting at a modern desk that folded into the wall in the great room.

“I have some special instructions for you today,” he said as she knelt down beside him. “We are bringing 14 upstairs today for training. I need you to…”
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Dave entered 14’s cage with a pile of rope after she had been blown-dried from first meal. He ordered the naked slave to turn around as he wrapped a long length of rope around her upper arms above her elbows. The rope was cinched tight so her elbows almost touched. He also ran the end of the rope up around her shoulders so the binding would not fall down. He tied it off high up on her back so it would be impossible for her to try to untie it. Her hands and forearms were free to move around, but the range was limited by the tight elbow bondage. Dave further bound her with more rope, circling her upper body. This rope was pulled tight around her chest, above and below her breasts, again making sure the knots were placed in a spot beyond her ability to reach them. He finished his creation by using three small lengths of rope. He wrapped them around the two sets of ropes he just finished, in between her cleavage and the outside of each breast. This cinching put pressure above and below the base of her massive boobs. The compression acted like a large clamp and forced them to stick straight out. Stepping back to see if everything was in place and secured, he playfully slapped the sides of her swelling tits. She cried out at the unexpected smacks, but was soon silenced. Dave inserted a red ball gag and tightened the silencing muzzle. He locked it in place with a small padlock, making it unremovable by anyone except him.

“Today we will be training upstairs. You will be available to be used in any way by me, Master Dan or your owner, Master Miles. You should also observe what a trained sex slave does and acts like. 8 is the current house-slave. She is the one that makes your food and keeps the house in order among other ‘tasks’. You of course will not be able to talk to her or anyone else, but you could learn a lot from her actions. Pay attention,” Dave instructed.

She tried to reply ‘Yes Trainer” with her mouth stuffed. It came out as “Eeh, Aayerr”, as she started to get anxious about finding out where she really was. All she has known since she was kidnapped was the SPIDER.

“When gaged, simply bow your head or your upper torso, instead of speaking into the gag. Understood?”

She bowed at the waist as instructed.

“When we get upstairs, you will be able to wander around, but I would suggest you shadow 8 to get the most out of it. Remember, Dan is a Master and Master Miles owns you. You cannot decline any order from them, no matter what,” Dave instructed. “You are to bow to them, if you want to avoid punishment.”

14 bowed again.

Dave grabbed 14 by her metal collar and attached a short heavy chain with a padlock. He pulled her with it like a leash. He yanked on the chain as he dragged her over to the door that led upstairs. She had no idea where the SPIDER was located, but was about to find out.

As they went through the door and into the vestibule, Dave grabbed a pair of the required high-heeled stilettos that were worn whenever a sex slave was allowed upstairs. They were the same ones 8 wore all the time and 10 used on her dinner date. The shoe had no uppers. Dave pulled three zip ties out of a drawer and knelt down to attach them to the odd looking footwear. He snipped the loose ends, permanently securing the shoe to her foot. Only snippers could release them. It gave the tortuous illusion of walking on her tiptoes with a steel spike under her heel. They were incredibly uncomfortable, but it wasn’t like she had any choice. Like everything else in this place, she would have to get used to it.

Dave pulled her into the large elevator, down the long modern hall, and to the bookcase entry by the chain leash, as she struggled to maintain her balance. Falling would not be advisable with unusable arms cemented to your body. They exited into the great room, that was darkened by the retractable roof and fogged windows. Once they waited for the hidden moving bookshelf to realign itself with the other shelfs, the windows were electronically cleared, and the roof panels rolled back to brighten the room to its normal outdoor appearance.

The first sight 14 noticed was the striking supple blonde in the white minidress. She stared at her as large round eyes stared back.

“May I speak, Master,” the doe-eyed house-slave asked.

“Sure,” Dave responded, which confused 14 as she knew him as the Trainer.

“She is absolutely beautiful!” 8 exclaimed. “And what an amazing body.” She almost seemed jealous.

“Agreed, but very much untrained,” he said. “She will be following you around today and observe you in your role as the house-slave. As you know, the plan is to replace you with her when her training is done. You can then move on to the next part of your journey.”  

“Yes, Master,” she said smiling with mixed feelings. The thought of leaving the mansion made her sad, but she was also excited about serving a new Master and learning his or her ways. 8 moved smoothly and easily in her zip-tied stilettos to escort the new recruit, as 14 followed naked, bound, and stumbling in the same shoes.
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Miles strode through the front door early afternoon after his board of directors meeting. He was dressed sharply in a dark charcoal Armani suit with a crisp white starched shirt. His subtly patterned, bright yellow tie projected power. He was immediately drawn to 14 standing tightly bound and gagged next to 8 in her cubby, cut into the great room, who was putting the finishing touches on her makeup and hair.

“Hi ladies,” he casually said moving closer, forgetting that he left the front door wide open.

“Hello, Master,” 8 responded kneeling, and 14 bowed at the waist towards the strongly built man.

Miles inspected the gorgeous, helpless woman in front of him. He smiled as he caressed her large breasts and played with her taunt erect nipples, enjoying the squirming it produced. He lightly stroked her naked flesh, until his hand cupped her rounded ass cheek and squeezed hard. She flinched but stayed in place, which delighted him. She showed no signs of trying to avoid what he was doing.

“You really are a beautiful woman, but I am sure you already know that. I can’t wait to get my cock in your presumably virgin ass later tonight. I’m already getting hard just thinking about it,” he said as 14 glanced down to see the front of his suit pants tent. Her eyes widened at the immense size of the outline in the thin wool material.

14’s mind whirled as she thought about his huge penis being forced into her ass. She had tried anal sex with a guy once but he wasn’t very big and they used a bathtub full of lubricant. She liked the sensation after she got used to it, but that took some time. Not knowing how he would take her, scared her to death. She started to convulse mildly but kept it under control. Her eyes were cast down, so she didn’t see the lustful grin Miles had on his face.

“Be an obedient girl and I might take it easy on you. That is if I don’t get too drunk,” he said with the same shameless smirk. He stroked her skin and enjoyed the mild shivering of her taunt body. Tiny tears formed and ran down her cheeks in dread of what was to come. She was helplessly bound and he could do whatever he wanted.

Dan called from Mile’s large office on the second floor, breaking the building tension. “Miles, I think we might have a  problem.”

“I’ll be right up,” Miles replied. He turned facing 8 and ordered, “Get Dan and I our single malt scotch with the usual ice and water. If fact, bring the whole bottle up. I think I know what the problem is and it might take the rest of the day to handle.”

“Yes, Master,” 8 answered as she got up off her knees and made her way to the bar in the great room. Miles headed up the stairs leaving the naked, bound, and spiked heeled captive alone in the massive foyer.

14 watched them leave and glanced around, finding the fortress-like, front door open to the free world outside.


21

14 waited by herself in the foyer, tense with every sense on alert. Is she really alone? 8 just went up the staircase with the tray of drinks for the men. Listening as best she could to anything being said in the office, 14 was able to make out some of the conversation, since the house was so open and sounds echoed off the hard marble floors. “maybe three or…hours…8, you…stay and reco…this is bullsh…”

14 stood as silent and still as a trapped mouse in a corner of a dark room. Her shivering had stopped and she was attentive to any movement or sound. Nothing. She glanced again at the open front door. Was this her opportunity? How far could she go in her heels and bound state? She took a few quiet steps to see what was past the open door. She saw a landing with a few steps going down to a cobble-stoned circle drive, with a large Rolls Royce parked in front. In the center of the circle was a fountain trickling water from a bronze statue of a naked, kneeling, young woman, tilting a bucket. The water flowed from it to rugged rocks below. The landscaped yard was immense, but at the other end of the rounded pullup was a driveway that led to a street.

14 knew that this might be her only chance to get help and escape from a life of sexual slavery. Her legs were not bound so she had the means to run or walk. But what if the house was miles from civilization. There was no way to know. Without the use of her arms, what would she do if she encountered dangerous wildlife? It was quite wooded in the area. But wait, chances of that were slim and nothing compared to the suffering she would endure if she stayed. Why was she hesitating? Was it because she got so turned on by the suffering and really didn’t want to leave? It seemed that she imagined herself in the place of that person every time. Imaging was far different, though, than actually experiencing the pain and enduring the suffering. Her mind reeled. She only had a short time to decide. What if they remembered they left her in the foyer and decided to come and get her. She had to act fast. No more thinking. Just go!

14 carefully stepped down the few steps to the cobble-stoned driveway. Her cinched tits bounced to her awareness immediately. She was proud of her body. She had routinely put her oversized boobs on display with revealing tops. This, though, was a whole different experience by the way they were swollen, sticking straight out and turning blue from circulation cut off by the unforgiving ropes. They were sensitive, unsupported, and she felt every step in her chest.

She found out quickly that the cobblestones were extremely hard to navigate in the thin, spiked heels attached to her feet. She was acutely aware that falling could be a disaster without the use of her arms. She proceeded carefully but kept looking back at the mansion to see if anybody came out looking for her. In what seemed like a lifetime, she made it to the street. Thankfully it was no longer cobblestone but concrete. There was no sidewalk, so she had to walk in the street. She tried to jog, but those damn shoes made that impossible. As quickly as she could move, she turned right out of the driveway for no other reason than she had to go one way or the other.

It wasn’t until she was out of view of the house that she noticed the weather. It was cool, which made her erect nipples ache. The wind seemed to be getting stronger and when the clouds covered the sun, it became downright cold. She was naked, covered only by layers of rope, hardly any conciliation. There were trees and shrubbery on both sides of the road. Walking in them or behind them would keep her hidden, but her heels would sink in the dirt like a straw in a shake. So she decided that she needed to get more distance from her captors instead of hiding from them. If she heard a car, she would make a dash for the tree line.

There was an opening in the foliage. She saw a tall black iron fence. She thought that following it could lead to an opening and she could get farther away quicker, maybe even coming across a car driving by. Who wouldn’t stop for a bound, naked woman. 14 walked over the ground and found out her heels sunk in but not that far. The ground was hardening from the cooler temperatures of fall. Another large cloud passed over and she shivered from the lack of sun on her skin. There were also a lot of trees shading her now that she was off the street. Shaking, she steadily moved up to the fence only to find it impossible to go over. The vertical slats were 12 feet high and about six inches apart. There was nothing to step on between the metal rods. She would need a ladder, which would be useless in her situation. Even then, without a ladder on the other side she would fall 12 feet. She needed the use of her arms. Fuck.

14 continued her slow trek following the fence until she came upon another mansion. Encouraged she made her way towards it, stumbling and scraping her naked body in thick and sometimes thorny bushes that were higher than her head. Assuming there would not be a doorbell at the back door, she navigated her way to the front and climbed a wide concrete staircase with at least twenty steps. The double doors at the top were massive. They looked solid and at least 10 feet high. She found the doorbell, but her hands could not reach it with her elbows bound tightly together. So she pressed it with her ball gag. After a minute or so, she rang it again.

The door opened. A beautiful young woman of about 30 was on the other side.

“Heeall,” 14 tried with the ball gag silencing her. “Heaahl”

The woman just stared at her saying nothing. She looked her up and down, appraising the pretty woman with her swollen, tightly bound tits sticking out and scratches all over her naked body. “Get off my property,” she finally said.

“Heealll eee eessse esse,” 14 cried, tears now freely flowing down her disheveled face.

“You either get off my property or I’ll come out there and whip you till you do. Your choice,” the finely dressed woman threatened.

14 sobbed heavily, heaving her tortured breasts, as she turned around to walk back down the steps. The heavy door slammed behind her. What the hell. Who does that? Obviously in a seriously compromised situation, she was rebuked. What a bitch!

She made her way back to the fence and continued her journey to find an opening. The sun was now starting to set. Her arms were completely numb and it was getting cold. Not cool like before but cold and she could not stop shivering. When it was getting dark, she came across another house. Would she try it? Are all the people who live here in these monstrously big homes all assholes?

The estate before her was even bigger than the last one. She used her ball gag again to ring the bell. This time someone answered on the first ring. A giant of a man, even bigger and more muscular than Miles, appeared at the door. He was wearing sweatpants that hugged his massive thighs. His tank top looked like it was painted on. Like the woman at the last house, he just took her in silently.

“Heeall eeee, eesse,” 14 tried again.

“Sure,” he said smiling like someone who just received an awesome gift. “Come on in and I’ll help you.”

She walked through the threshold into a foyer than was almost as impressive as the one she fled from.

Before she could react, the man grabbed her nipples between his index fingers and thumbs. He squeezed so tight that his forearms bulged before her eyes.

“AAaaaaaahhh,” she screamed, pulling back from the human clamps to no avail. “Aaaahh, aaaaah,” she continued as he pulled her by her nipples through the foyer into an office at the front of the house. He dragged her to the edge of a large, leather-topped, wooden desk. It was at least 8 feet long. With one hand, he held her by a nipple to hold her in place, while he cleared the desk with the other. When he finished, he bent the bound, naked woman over the edge. Her sore nipples crashed into the hard leather top, while he pushed down on her bound arms, exposing and displaying her naked ass. She tried to kick.

“I wouldn’t do that,” he ordered. Standing off to the side, he whacked her ass with an open palm. He continued to thrash her round bottom at least twenty times with that big muscular arm. “Are you going to kick?” he asked when he was done.

“Oooo,” she muffled into the gag.

He pulled his sweatpants down to unleash his massive member. It was hard as a steel rod. He spat into his hand and lubed his weapon. Moving behind her bent ass, he hawked again and roughly lubed her gaping cunt before ramming it in. She screamed, muffled by her gag, which just made him thrust harder. It didn’t take him long to get off because he was so turned on by the squirming, flailing, flesh beneath him. He pulled his cock out just in time to unleash a load of cum over the top of her ass. He spurted four more times before he emptied it all. What looked like a horse had just ejaculated on her, the white, sticky mess dribbled down the crack of her ass and legs. He waited until it ceased flowing before letting her up.

He grabbed a handful of her hair and dragged her back to the front door. He shoved her out roughly. He turned her around to see her glistening face covered in tears. “See, I helped you. You looked like you needed a good fuck. I obliged. Now say thank you or I will lock you up and do it again when I’m ready.”

“Hhhaan oow,” she sniffled out as best she could.

“You’re welcome. Now get out of here,” he said just like the other woman did, went back in and slammed the door.

14 treaded slowly down the steps, her pussy aching, her ass and legs freezing wet, as the wind blew against her spewed-on body. She headed back towards the fence and cried every step of the way.

She slowly regained her composure trudging along the fence. She was shaking hard again as the temperature continued to drop in the early evening. She was now cursing herself for leaving the warmth and routine of the mansion. She was hungry and cold, fighting with herself what to do next.

Her trek took her around the entire enclosed neighborhood. She came upon the locked gate and saw the security guard in the guardhouse watch her as she walked past. Why didn’t he do anything? After what happened, she wasn’t going to try to find out. It was obvious the condition she was in. If he didn’t help, he was in on it too. Eventually she came back to the same opening in the greenery she started at. Trapped. She knelt down carefully to give her feet a break. She shook violently from the cold and her body ached. Her arms were completely numb, with her hands hanging uselessly out to the sides. She gave up. Now she just had to decide if she was going back to the mansion and ask to be forgiven and punished, or stay out, succumb to exposure and probably end up back at the mansion anyway.

The front door was still slightly ajar, so she entered and walked into the great room where Dan and Miles were sitting peacefully on the plush coach. They were watching 8 dance provocatively as she masturbated for them.

“Well look who’s back. Have a pleasant walk?” Miles asked sarcastically.

14 bowed her head towards him in a ‘Yes, Master’ way, still gagged as she meekly walked over to the group.
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Dave attached a heavy chain to 14’s collar as he led her back to the SPIDER. Silently he ungagged, untied, and snipped off her stiletto’s. He gave her some time to let the blood flow back into her arms, dancing painfully with pins and needles. The surge of blood through unused vessels kept her standing still and very compliant. When ready, he pulled her into her cell and unleashed her. She didn’t dare move. He left the cage, leaving her free from any restraints, but locked the prison door.

“Looks like your partner has been a bad girl. As I mentioned before, any punishment dished out will apply to both of you,” Dave said as he entered 12’s cell. She was not tied either. She glanced over to 14 and even from the distance, she could make out wetness in the woman’s eyes.

14 wiped her tears and watched the Trainer lay the tattooed girl down on the floor and point her legs to the bars. He pulled a few lengths of rope out the hidden drawer. Firmly and carefully he spread her legs and tied her left ankle to the far corner bar by the door. Centering her in the middle of the cage, he tied the other ankle to the right side. She was spread open, coming close to a ballerina’s split. This of course did not happen naturally. Her training included bondage over time that increasingly stretched her legs apart to facilitate better sexual feats. She could not pull them any closer together except for a little bit of slack. She winced from the uncomfortable position as he further pulled and tied each wrist to eyelets in the corners of the back wall. When finished, she was essentially secured, spread-eagled, on the floor face up. The bondage kept her uncomfortable, with not a lot of room for movement if she struggled.

14 watched the actions in the next cage and had a hard time trying to control her emotions. It was her who tried to escape. She had forgotten that any punishment she would receive, her cellmate would get the exact same treatment. It was so unfair, but what was fair about their captivity? Now both of them will be harshly tortured. She had to contemplate the woman next to her suffering. It was at that moment in time, she decided. She had the choice of whether to continue to fight whenever possible or give in to the inevitable. It was not like she could walk away, but she did have a choice in how she responded. The overwhelming facts pointed to blindly obeying and leaving thoughts of escape behind her. It was then she sensed a kind of respite that she had not felt since her kidnapping. She has chosen to become the slave they were forcing her into. She had already tried the other way and look what it accomplished. She was hoping that with this new attitude, she would minimize punishment and actually try to enjoy any sexual stimulation along with the pain. There would be no promotions at work to worry about, or if she was going to be able to eat and have a roof over her head. In fact, the roof would be quite fancy. She was sure of that. Who could afford someone as hot as she has been told she was, trained to perfection. She might even be able to eat and clean herself like a human if she behaved. She thought of 8 upstairs and the relative freedom she seemed to have, noticing the shower in the cubby hole where she was beautified during her first trip upstairs. Whomever bought her would not want to hurt or damage the woman they spent a ton of money on. This was vastly different than someone kidnapped and locked in the back room of a dirty house or building, used exclusively for sex every hour by different men to make money for their captor. Her new owner would probably be a practicing dominant. Thoughts of her own sexual response to torture came to mind and that gave her a tingle below, even though she was facing some serious punishment for trying to escape.

“Your turn,” Dave said to 14 as he entered her cell. He tied her in the same spread-eagled position. Her legs did not spread as well as 12’s did, but she assumed they would eventually. He left and locked the door needlessly behind him. She heard the heavy metal entry door close as the lights started to change. Like a fast sunset, they changed from puffy white clouds to darkening shades of gray. It was when they started to turn a darker purple, that the sound of an upcoming thunderstorm began. She fought the ropes for a minute or two, only to find out that they were not going to give more than an inch or so. It turned very dark and from a corner of the display ceiling she saw a dim flash of white light.

“Ooooww, ooowww, fucckkk!!” 12 yelled, struggling violently in her restraints, minutes later.

“Daaammnn, ouch!” 14 cried, as the marble sized ice pellets plummeted her body. They could hear each other scream as they had to endure the building storm with their arms and legs spread, exposing their entire body and sex to the onslaught. Starting as drizzle, then a downpour, and ultimately firing ice pellets from tubes in the ceiling, a hailstorm. The tubes rotated as they shot their ammo, so every part of their exposed, naked flesh was bombarded with the hail. 14 twisted her head back and forth to avoid the assault to no avail. Her body swayed slightly in the restraints as she attempted to protect herself unsuccessfully. The hail was relentless. It continued for what seemed like an eternity before tapering and eventually stopping. The leftover ice surrounded their now freezing bodies.

14 moved around slowly, without any fight, as the ice balls creeped under her back and legs. The hail felt like large stones under her. It was like she was laying on a concrete road strewn with rocks. Her cold skin from the freezing rain did little to melt them. It did take a while, though, and relieved the discomfort. The rain slowed as the lighting grew weaker and the thunder quieted. The storm had passed. She glanced over at 12, who made no effort to show displeasure towards her. 14 was amazed. It helped her to see how 12 just accepted the anguish as is. No blaming. The thought strengthened her resolve to accept whatever was thrown her way. Fantasies of resisting faded away with her consciousness. Not fighting did wonders to minimize her mental stress. She fell asleep in the cold, uncomfortable position, as darkness ensued.
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The sun rose in the SPIDER with cloudy skies on the ceiling display. It was eerie how close it was to the real thing.  Like she slept naked under the stars each night. She still felt damp from the evening’s torturous hailstorm. After experiencing that storm, her cleaning shower after eating would be a breeze.

“Rise and shine, ladies,” Miles called out as he entered the SPIDER. The women stirred and awaited their Master as he came by each cage and examined his property. He went back to the center of the room and found the storage bin and pulled out a large multi-stranded leather whip. He flicked it a few times to see if it was the one he wanted. It made a significant swishing sound as it cut through the air. He did not wear a shirt on his muscular frame, so his bulging muscles swelled with the motion, further intimidating the helpless victims. Satisfied, he first went to 14’s cage, saying loud enough for both of them to hear, “No first meal for the two of you. Punishment. In its place you both are going to get a nice lashing instead. Also punishment. For one week. Compliments of 14 here, and her misguided adventures.”

“Yes, Master,” 12 responded immediately from across the room.

“Yes, Master,” 14 parroted.

“So you understand, 14, at the beginning, you will be told whether any activity is punishment, discipline or training. You might not be able to tell the difference, as the intensity will vary, but you need to know. Punishment is self-evident as you can easily figure out. Break the rules, misbehave or disobey in the slightest, you will be punished. It should be expected every time without mercy. Nothing you do or say will change it. Do you understand, pretty blue eyes?” Miles said looking directly at the spread-eagled woman bound in front of him.

“Yes, Master,” she replied meekly, checking out the cruel implement hanging from his right hand.

“Discipline is given to extend your ability to endure sexual acts, pain, stress or any sort of cruelty. This can only be done by repetition and time. Your eventual owner or owners will have certain needs and you are required to fulfil them, no matter how long or hard. You may speak now if you have any questions 14. Do you?” Miles asked straightforwardly.

“No, Master.”

“Finally, all the rest is training. You may not know why something is being done or not done to you, but it all has a reason. We do not waste time or energy. Like the position you are in. Not only are you being punished, but you are also being trained to stretch certain muscles and joints, affording you the ability to spread your legs wide for sex, pain or play. You will be able to do splits like 12 over there in no time. This punishment also has a discipline function,” he smiled. “You will be conditioned to endure the pain I am going to inflict upon your naked flesh. So enough talk. Let’s get to work,” Miles concluded, unlocking her cell door as he stood menacing over her trembling body. He gently teased her skin with the ends of the leather straps as he waited for Dave to enter and get ready to perform the same lashing to 12 at the same time.

“I’m ready,” Dave said to Miles. He stood in the same wide stance with his ass over his victim’s head, facing the bars with her body underneath him. He held a similar whip.

Both of them lashed out at the insides of their slave’s thighs first. They both screamed ungagged. Gags were left off for the benefit of 14 to hear the pain inflicted on her cellmate. The two Masters worked over the women, making sure they hit every part of their bodies. Boobs jiggled as the bundle of leather straps forced them in motion. Their nipples stood up and could not avoid the thrashing. Dave mimicked Miles as he worked over the compliant slave below him. The sensitive soles of their feet were also pounded mercilessly as the whips whistled in the midst of their screams. Stomachs, thighs, and tits first turned pink, then reddened. The young girls writhed in their restraints but could not evade the sting of the whips.

“Aaaeeeehh!” both cried with growing intensity as the harsh strands found their spread open cunts. Tears were flowing rapidly now as the bound women continued shrieking with the relentless punishment of their most sensitive area.

“Discipline and punishment,” Miles said loudly over their cries as he pummeled 14. He moved away from her sex and thrashed the rest of her body again. She was on fire.

“Ok, that’s good for now,” Miles shouted to Dave over the shrieks.

“Thank you, Master,” 12 said first.

“Thank you, Master,” 14 duplicated, glad that 12 remembered because she didn’t.

Both of the men left the cages and walked towards the door that led out of the large chamber, leaving the sobbing women bound in place for the rest of the morning to reconsider any future disobedience.
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Miles put on a shirt and sat down with Dan and Dave to a breakfast of scrambled eggs, hash browns, bacon and toast that was laid out on the dining room table. 8 stood by in her morning uniform, waiting for any last minute requests. She wore a styled, light pink, sheer chiffon robe. It hovered at mid-thigh and was open past her belly button. The robe was tied loosely with a belt of the same thin material at her hips. A matching crotchless panty did nothing to hide her waxed and bleached pussy. Her plump, labia lips peeked out when she moved in the next-to-nothing robe, which parted from the miniscule breeze she created when she walked. Her incredible figure looked amazing under the pink see-through material and Dan had a hard time looking away. She had been his favorite since he got involved with the Training Company, and the attraction of the two did not escape Miles’s attention. She was the current house-slave, a fully trained sex slave from the SPIDER below. Miles always retained one for his personal use, until he settled on a replacement. 14 has been named the next house-slave for Miles’s purely selfish reasons. He wanted the beautiful girl for himself. So 8 would be on the market soon and Dan was not looking forward to that. He could not afford to buy her and would miss her.

Dan looked at the attentive house-slave and glanced to his coffee cup.

“Yes, Master,” she said, as she quickly turned on her heels and went towards the kitchen.

“I think 14 has learned quickly from the flight trap. Did you call Diane and Dylan to say thank you yet?” Miles asked Dan.

“I did. Diane wanted to use the cattle prod we gave her but that would have been too much and too obvious. I told her to just banish her from her property, which she did,” Dan explained. “I had called everybody to notify them about the bound, naked girl that might be wandering around their houses last night. I got texts from the others disappointed that they didn’t see her.”

“I’ll bet Dylan was happy when she showed up at his door,” Miles said smiling.

“Yeah, he was the only one we gave permission to use her. He hit the jackpot,” Dan said connivingly. “I allowed him to be a little rough with her and he definitely looked the part. 14 scored so high on her psychology tests for submissiveness that I thought it would be appropriate. As you are aware, some of our earlier slaves could have been scarred, so we didn’t allow it.”

“True, good work Dan. I’ll bet 14 is truly kicking herself for trying to escape. It is probably killing her that 12 is getting punished too. Little does she know that 12 loves it,” Miles said approvingly.

“Do you think we could place 14 on the Whippy this afternoon?” Dave finally chimed in.

“I don’t think so. I worked her over pretty hard this morning. Do you agree, Dan?” Miles asked.

“Yes, agreed. I think we will put her on the Perpetual Inflictor. Set it on low and random modes. Let her get some pleasure with the usual frustration after all she had been through. About two hours,” Dan directed, as the training protocol director. “Gag her. On another note, bring 12 up for house training. Use the black corset and pull it tight. Focus on cooking and have her make our dinner tonight. Something a little more complicated than usual, along with the punishment meal for 14.”
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“May I speak, Trainer,” 14 asked after she was put back in her cell after riding the Perpetual Inflictor for two hours. She was breathing heavily from the apparent lack of an orgasm. The machine allowed two earlier in the session, but it wasn’t in the cards later. For the last hour she was denied. Dave had just returned from upstairs where he oversaw the training of 12. She had spent time with 8 to practice applying makeup. Heavy black eyeliners and dark eye shadow had been applied. It matched her tattoos, the black constricting corset, and coordinated black uniform she wore. Afterwards they spent hours preparing dinner for not only their Masters, but a special treat for 14’s ‘punishment’ meal.

“Sure,” he replied, allowing her to talk.

“May I masturbate tonight after last meal?” 14 asked politely.

“Who told you that you were getting a last meal today?” he taunted, without answering her question, knowing she didn’t get first meal and was hungry. Dave thought about it for a couple of moments before grabbing his phone and texting Dan.

14 is asking to masturbate. Looks like the random mode on the Inflictor wasn’t kind to her today. What do you think?

Dan responded quickly.

Let her do it, but forbid orgasms. Make sure she knows she will be monitored.

Holding his phone, Dave walked back into her cage and looked up around the ceiling, taking time to examine each corner as 14 followed his gaze. He looked back at the phone, tapped it a few times for effect.

“Ok, you have been cleared. Feel free to play with yourself. However there’s one caveat. Orgasms are strictly forbidden. Understand?” Dave asked forcefully.

“Yes, I understand and thank you Trainer,” she replied sheepishly.

Dave left and locked her in. He went to the center of the SPIDER, rustled around and eventually brought back a small spotlight attached to a tripod. He set it up outside the cell, turned it on and pointed the narrow beam of intense light to the area where she normally ate off the floor. Satisfied with the placement, he turned it off and left with the fake clear sunlight illuminating the SPIDER.

14 sat down on the hard, marble floor and lightly rubbed her vagina. After her first rodeo on the Perpetual Inflictor, she was incredibly horny. The first orgasm she had was so severe that she arched to the max in her restraints while she spasmed. She wanted that again! The previous night didn’t help, especially when she was helplessly fucked by that big brute in the other mansion. He was too quick to allow her time to come. Then, to add insult to injury, she mysteriously grew hot after the early morning whipping by her Master. How was it that she became so excited with all the abuse? She still couldn’t wrap her head around it, but really didn’t have time to think under all that stimulus. The Inflictor took a while to allow that first incredible orgasm, edging her on. Mercifully it granted a second one not too long after. But then it didn’t allow her to come for what seemed like an eternity. It brought her close and then stopped over and over again, without relief, before she was unfettered from the evil machine. Having felt the sheer pleasure, then the lack of it, frustrated her to madness.  In a few minutes of touching herself, the strong sexual need came back quickly. She lifted her hand like it was on fire. She couldn’t disobey again. She saw the Trainer check out the ceiling like he was testing cameras. What was she doing? She sat on her hands and thought about food to avoid touching any part of her sexually inflamed body.
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Meanwhile upstairs, 8 and 12 were serving the men dinner in the grand dining room. 8 was in her usual uniform of white filmy silk. 12 in contrast was all in black with her dark, noir makeup. Calling her corset tight would be a vast understatement. Her body was shaped like a black wasp and she walked like one if they stood on two feet. She wore the usual required stilettos with black fishnet stockings. Her freshly waxed, bleached pussy and taunt, rounded ass were uncovered and available for the occasional slap or grab. She wore a black, padded, pushup bra. The scooped undergarment barely covered the tops of her nipples, driving her boobs up into jiggling mounds. On her neck was an extremely wide posture collar, that firmly held her chin up and back straight. Her mouth had a jaw-breaking, black ball gag rammed into it, which induced her saliva to drool in strings onto the shelf of flesh below.

“Protocol requires you to be gagged when you are upstairs, 12. You can see that 8 is not required, since she is fully trained. You keep up the good work and you will get there soon,” Dan mentioned as she struggled to place his dinner on the solid Mahogony table before him. She was being careful not to get her slobber anywhere on her Master or the table. It was harder than she made it look.

“This is delicious 12,” Miles said as he dug into the Italian sausage and peppers pasta bowl. He sipped a little of the wine that 8 poured for him and nodded towards her, non-verbally communicating a good choice.

“Yes, the spiciness is perfect. Not bad for someone who couldn’t cook a grilled cheese sandwich prior to training,” Dan complimented. 12 bowed and beamed widely at him with her dark eyes.

“Would you like us to remain or put the finishing touches on the punishment meal?” 8 asked the table in general.

“Anyone need anything?” Miles asked.

“I’ll have a bit more wine,” Dave replied as 8 bee-lined immediately for the bottle like she wore gym shoes. 

“Anything else?’ Miles repeated.

“Nope,” answered Dan. Dave shook his head.

“Okay ladies, go finish the batch for our misbehaving slave,” Miles directed.

“Yes, Master,” 8 replied as 12 bowed. She gestured to 12 to follow her and finish the typical rounds required by sex slaves, trained in the Miles Marcus manner. They stepped to each Master, standing close, spinning very slowly in a circle. Arms were raised out of the way, as warm skin was fondled. Available nipples were pinched and asses slapped. They sauntered to the kitchen when they were sure their Masters were done.

There the two slaves added some simmered, whisked corn starch to the special white potato soup, filled with small chunks of cooked spuds and cauliflower. It gave the soup the final, essential consistency it needed. 8 poured the hot batch onto a wide flat platter, which was wider than a dog bowl, but with smaller upturned edges. It was perfect for a slave with no utensils. It had plenty of room to get her whole face into it. She handed the wide bowl to 12 and headed to the dining room with the black wasp in tow.

“Ready for me to check the taste, Master?” 8 asked standing next to 12 holding the bowl.

“Yes, go ahead 8” Miles answered.

“Spoon, hand or face, Master?” she asked Miles.

“Let’s be somewhat civilized tonight, 8. Use a spoon,” Miles directed.

8 walked over to the table and took a spoon that Dave was handing to her. She scooped a spoonful and brought it to her lips as a strand of the concoction connected her mouth to the bowl. Removing the spoon, she tongued the strand attempting to get it all, hands at her side. 12 moved the bowl closer, but the filament grew and looped towards the floor. 8 did her best to slurp it up but the heavy strand splat on the marble floor. 12 stood while 8 knelt down quickly and licked up the mess.

“So how is it?” Miles asked as 8 stood back up.

“The potato soup is delicious. It’s very creamy and rich. The aftertaste is mild but noticeable,” 8 analyzed.

“Since this is punishment and training, is it strong enough?” Miles enquired again.

“Yes, Master,” she simply answered.

“Ok, then, carry on.”

“Yes, Master,” 8 replied as 12 bowed in respect.

“Dave, let both of them serve 14, but stay out of view,” Miles ordered.

“You got it,” Dave replied.


25

14 watched curiously as the dressed slaves walked towards her unaccompanied. 12 held a bowl while 8 used a fob to unlock the door. She moved out of the way and 12 struggled in the tight corset to place the bowl down. They were obviously not able to converse.

The two slaves left the cage and locked it. They clattered on their stilettos to the door where Dave was waiting for them. He sent them back upstairs, while he stood silently by the closed door.

14 got on her hands and knees in front of the bowl and flipped her hair to the side. The ceiling display turned a bright blue that shone when she first came to the SPIDER, transforming her food to a blue, creamy substance. She was well aware that the food would be fine, so she closed her eyes, navigated to the bowl, and smelled the delicious soup. Putting her face into the warm fluid meal, she mouthed a chunk of potato and rose to chew it, when she immediately noticed that a large thick strand followed. It landed between her boobs and onto her stomach, like the cheese strands that come off of a Chicago-style, deep-dish pizza. The taste of the potato soup was excellent but a slight, familiar aftertaste followed. It took her a moment to place it. She had given her share of blowjobs and had swallowed when asked. She tolerated the taste and didn’t complain because she wasn’t a bitch. Going back down, the soup was again warm and delicious. As she rose to kneeling, another thick strand connected her mouth to the bowl. She tried to bite it off, rubbing her lips together in an effort to get rid of it. It didn’t work. The strand stuck to her chin and swung against her naked tit, this time staying connected to the bowl. Dave had silently walked over to her cell to watch. She made sure not to use her hands to wipe it away. After a few more bites or more aptly, slurps, the Trainer turned on the small bright, white, spotlight that lit up the bowl. He used his remote to turn off the blue overhead display light. The blue mush visually turned into a lumpy bowl of cum. It was now a light grayish white that looked a little separated in texture. Dave came in and padlocked the metal wrist cuffs she wore behind her back. She had to reposition herself to be able to continue eating. Her knees were spread on each side of the platter and her long, thick, auburn hair fell into the soup, ensnaring more strands as she bent over to eat. The only way she was able to swallow the lumpy, cream soup was to kneel up and raise her chin, causing a mess. She was starving and within minutes she was covered in the goo. Dave left her cell, leaving her wrists locked, and went back to watching her outside the bars.

“This is part of your punishment for the next 7 days. I would make sure you eat it all and lick the bowl clean, since you will not get a first meal during this week. Like this morning, you will be whipped instead,” he said as she remained kneeling and listening carefully. The slimy mixture hung off her face, hair and naked body with some strands trailing to the bowl.

“Yes, Trainer,” was all she replied as Dave left. She knelt in the drying leftovers, smelling and tasting cum. All she could think about, though, was that 12 did not have to endure the same meal. That made her happy.

12 did not come back till much later and close to sunset. Earlier in her training, she went through the exact same punishment meals and whippings, when she had tried to escape. Lesson learned. Tonight she ate upstairs with 8 from plates and utensils. Quite differently, she had the leftovers of the delicious pasta she had made for her Masters. When Dave brought her back to the SPIDER, she was completely stripped of her uniform. He tied her up in the same spread-eagle position he did the night before. When he finished he moved to 14’s cell.

“14, I am going to tie you the same way, like you were last night. When I unlock your wrists, do not touch your face, hair, or body, if you know what’s good for you,” he said showing her the top of the cattle prod from his long pocket.

“Yes, Trainer,” she replied obediently.

He tied her legs a little farther apart than the previous evening. They were more pliable after they were kept that way overnight. Still with a bit of slack, he pulled her arms into the spread-eagle position. She winced from the tighter leg bind and raised her head to glimpse at the white slime she felt crusting on her face and coating her tits and stomach. It was everywhere and going nowhere.

Dave locked the door and left the SPIDER saying to the bound women. “Pleasant dreams!”

The fake sun started to set and 14 dealt with the lingering aftertaste and odor of her dinner. It was like the time she woke up with her crusty head and hair lying on a thick, muscular thigh. The handsome guy had spurted on her face the night before, asking her to not wash it off. Always the pleaser. She was still on edge from the earlier session of the Inflictor and was fantasizing about sucking cock. It was turning her on again with no way to relieve it. She squirmed as much as she could in the unpleasant position.
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Dave was getting ready to go home for the evening, rising from the luxurious couch. “You guys will take care of the whippings in the morning, right?” he asked. “Or should I come in early again to do one of them?”

“I would like to have you come in early. Tomorrow we will do it with our shirts off and oiled up,” Miles replied. “No slight to you, Dan, but you have the pretty face,” he laughed.

“Non taken, you big brute,” Dan countered.

“I’ll be in early, maybe even workout first, to pump up for the show,” Dave said flexing his bicep. He looked amazing for his age.

“That would be awesome, Dave. So how did 14 like her meal?” Miles asked.

“Actually, not too bad. She didn’t show any signs of disgust or even annoyance. She just kept at it. Probably starving after her romp in the neighborhood and two hours on the Inflictor without anything to eat,” Dave replied. “Maybe it wasn’t that new to her,” he smiled. “She does look amazing though. If you go for that sort of thing. Like the end of a huge gangbang face-fuck.”

“I do,” answered Dan. “Maybe I’ll go down and take a peek.”

“Don’t forget, I never turned off the audio and video masturbation surveillance, so you could just take a peek at the video if you want,” Dave reminded him. “Sunset has started, but it should be light enough to see before the infrared takes over.”

“Great idea, thanks,” he replied.

Dave left, smacking the ass of 8 as he walked towards the front door.
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14 woke to the airlock of the heavy metal access door to the SPIDER. She stirred to the extent she could. Amazingly, her legs didn’t hurt much but they were still sore. The simulated sunrise was a deep gray. She raised her head to see two men and a woman. By the shape of their bodies in the dark shadows, it appeared to be Miles and Dave, along with the trim figure of 8. They went into of the center of the apparatus area and she heard them dig through the drawers. She put her head back down and tried to clear her mind. There was still a faint odor on her body from the previous night. The slime left on her face, abdomen and breasts had turned hard and crusty.

The ceiling display lights converted from heavy gray to dark blood red. Dave walked to 12’s prison cell and Miles and 8 headed towards hers. Miles wore dark, tight jeans and big, black, punk shoes. He topped it off with a fitted but not too tight black Henley. 8 wore a very short, transparent white robe with her usual stilettos. It became shimmering, liquid red under the lights. Her robe was open except for a belt of the same material, wrapped loosely around and riding her hips.

The crimson light turned any exposed skin a dark, forbidding red. 8 held a baby oil bottle and a whip. Her Master clutched a mask. When they got close to her confinement, he put the close-fitting mask on and looked at her. She instantly recoiled. The mask was of an evil-grinning, wicked, savage deviant. The colors of the mask under the red lights turned to shades resembling his skin, before he put it on. It looked naturally insidious. She shuddered in trepidation, as she succumbed to the erotic seduction of the scene. He slowly took off his shirt making sure not to disturb the newly placed mask. 8 handed him the whip. He cracked it hard, through the bars and just over her helpless, supple, naked body. She screamed. His blood-red muscles bulged when the luscious house-slave spread oil on his exposed, solid torso. She massaged it in slowly and sensuously using not only her hands but forearms too. Getting into the inferno nature of the situation, the blonde spread her legs and wantonly clamped down on one of her Master’s thighs. She stroked her cunt on the rough denim material, humping him, while she oiled his swollen muscles.

“Get a strong vibrator,” Miles ordered 8, as she detached herself from him in dismay. Turning to 14, Miles explained, “We are going to do this a little different today. Understand first of all, this is punishment for you disobeying. You are to be severely whipped for trying to escape. We have found out, though, that it can be used as a training tool too. We are going to introduce giving you pleasure while I lash you today. This training will be a start to mix pleasure and pain, so at the end of your training, you won’t be able to tell the difference. Do you want to be able to feel pleasure while experiencing pain?” he asked.

“Yes Master!” the bound woman exclaimed to her surprise.

“Why?” Miles challenged.

14 thought for a minute before responding. She wanted to get it right. This might have a significant bearing on her future. “I would like to be trained to experience pleasure with pain because it would make my future life more enjoyable. I’m a realist. I am certain to be hurt and tortured in a number of different ways. That is starting to become exciting to me for reasons I don’t understand yet, but I would love to have my body respond in a sexual way. Please, Master, train me how to get sexual stimulation as you whip me.” 14 asked the looming dark man with the unsettling, wicked mask.

“You are buying yourself an abbreviated sentence in training, 14. It takes some people months to understand that. So you are either self-aware and want to learn more or you are full of shit,” Miles replied somewhat harshly.

She submissively looked at him fully intimidated. This was the man that could change her life. She was bound spread-eagled, crusty and exposed before his god-like body, in his power. She knew then that she had to relent and give him total control of her being, because he had already taken it from her anyway.

“I will do anything you want to prove it. I see now that you know me better than I know myself. I want this!” she replied with a little more emphasis. “The woman standing next to you looks perfectly content, happy and horny. That’s my new dream.”

“Ok, let’s get started then,” Miles responded, moved but not showing it. He entered the cage with his house-slave. She carried a cordless vibrator and he had a thinner-stranded whip than the one he used the day before. 14 glanced over at 12 to see the Trainer, shirtless and oiled, shining red in the blanketing light. He stood over her like he did yesterday. He started first.

“OOOoow!” 12 cried when struck with the thinner whip. “Oooooww!”

14 moved her gaze back to the brutal man who straddled her head. She couldn’t bear to listen to the girl who was getting beaten because of her. She tentatively awaited her own punishment although she wished it was sooner, to drown out the cries she heard. The guilt was stronger than the anticipated pain.

Miles waited a few minutes, forcing 14 to listen to the flogging, knowing it was disciplining her more than her upcoming punishment. She couldn’t see the grin he had, underneath the gruesome mask that was grinning too in irony. Eventually he lashed out with the stingier whip. 8 took her place kneeling on the floor between 14’s legs and turned on the powerful vibrator. She waited a bit before lightly caressing the victim’s opened pussy lips with the instrument of pleasure, as she screamed being whipped mercilessly.

14 felt the vibrator, but it was hardly enough to get her attention. The whipping she was receiving did that. She screamed as the torture followed yesterday’s path. She glanced up at the man standing above her and saw the creepy mask, while he lashed her naked body. Thoughts swirled in her head with sensory overload. She could not think straight and didn’t try. The house-slave pushed harder on the vibrator and moved it closer to her clit. 14 was actually becoming sexually stimulated while the lashing of her flailing tits competed for her attention. She desperately tried to push her pussy forward to the source, which was quite impossible in her bondage. Instead of getting strained from the whipping, she concentrated on the sexual stimulation that the sexy blonde was providing, fighting for an orgasm. But that was not in the cards as the house-slave removed the vibrator every time she got close. Frustration entered the mix as her Master continued his relentless beating. Sweat poured from her, wetting the dried crust, and reigniting the smells of sex.

Miles and Dave looked questioningly at each other and eventually nodded. They stopped their flaying at the same time. 8 did the same with the ecstasy wand she held. Watching the sweating victim below him squirm turned Miles on. 14’s substantial tits heaved, as she tried to catch her breath from the searing flogging. She now glistened with sweat like he did with his oil. He moved from where he stood and motioned for his house-slave to leave the cage. She collected her vibrator, Miles’s whip and went over to Dave and got his too. After putting the implements back into storage, she went upstairs as Master Miles directed.

The Masters untied their hapless slaves and let them stretch out from a night in tight bondage. Pins and needles raged across their bodies. It took some time till their limbs became useful again. Once they were standing on their own, both Miles and Dave left their cells.

Miles addressed 14 before leaving, “there is a scrub brush in your drawer. Get it and use it to remove last night’s crude. The cleansing shower is ready to start momentarily. Get to your square and wait,” he directed. Motioning to Dave to follow him, they left and went upstairs to take showers themselves. The nice, hot kind in elaborate steam shower stalls.

14 waited with the brush in her hand on the square that would raise. She was sure it was not going to be pleasant to rub her sensitive parts with the stiff harsh bristles. She waited for almost 15 minutes and it still had not elevated. It was the anticipation that was the worst. How was she going to be able to scratch her sore whipped tits. Or her sex for that matter. Both had leftovers from last night. In the midst those bad thoughts, her skin tingled from the punishment which aroused her. She squeezed her thighs together increasing her sexual feelings, but steered clear of touching herself. She had not asked if she could.

Finally the square raised and she held her head back to expose it to the cold water that was coming. It streamed down on her and even though it was freezing cold and she was shivering, it was nothing compared to the brush she used. It scratched like hell. She felt her skin to find where the dried soup was and had to use the torturous scrub brush to get it off. Her reddened skin hurt where she scraped it. In the back of her mind, she did think that it was proper punishment for trying to run away. It could have been a lot worse. She looked over at 12 to see her wipe empty hands on her body as she showered and was happy that she didn’t have to use a brush, since she didn’t have dried cum on her. She wondered if she even ate the night before. She must have upstairs.

The water slowly abated and the blowers did their job before she put the brush back into the cell drawer, anticipating what might be in store for her.
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Later that week, Miles and Dan sat in the great room watching the first snowflakes of the year cascade across the acrylic ceiling with a strong wind. The flakes danced and swirled in different patterns, disrupting each other.

“I can’t believe it’s winter already,” Miles mentioned to Dan as they watched mesmerized. “14 has been with us for two weeks and her training is going better than anyone else we have had.”

“Do you think she will be able to come when she is whipped yet?” Dan asked him.”

“Well tomorrow is her last day of punishment and she got really close yesterday. I concentrated her lashings on her pussy, and she did not pull away but pushed into it. I guess that’s a good sign,” Miles related. “I’m sure tomorrow’s last session will tell. I have not given her permission to climax yet, so it’s hard to tell if she’s ready. I will be doing that tomorrow and we’ll see what happens.”

“She is doing extremely well with her other training too. I used the Inflictor and Whippy on her yesterday. The day before she was on the Open Throat. She seems particularly adept at it. The AI had pushed her and she had responded amazingly. I checked the results and she had that damn thing down her throat for at least 22 minutes in a two hour session. No one has done that before. We should keep stats on all of this, huh?” Dan asked.

“No, I like that it’s individualized and the girls push to their own best with the help of the artificial intelligence. I don’t like the idea of competition. We are looking to maximize their own unique talents,” Miles explained.

“You are so right, Miles. I guess that is why you’re the boss,” Dan smiled.

“You know I hate ass-kissers, so knock it off. Let me ask you, you know what she has been eating is meant for, but how do we know that she will savor the real thing when required?” Miles asked. “She has been slimed with the gunk all week and we still don’t have a way to test it to see if it actually accomplishes anything. It worked on the other slaves, but we need to verify it somehow.”

Dan squinted his eyes for a moment before answering, “I think I may have an idea…”
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Bound spread-eagled as usual, 14’s legs were spread open in a true split position. It amazed her how the human body adapted to physical stress. It didn’t even hurt or pull anymore, but felt quite normal. She had been counting the days and today was the last whipping she would get in the morning for punishment. She really wanted to ask if she could climax during the whipping, but it was a reprimand and not for pleasure. She was at the edge for three days now and could have orgasmed, but was scared to without permission. The vibrator wasn’t used for the last two days, but she was still able to get sexually stimulated with just the whipping. Yesterday the whip used was only three strands and she assumed a single lash was up next. She didn’t even notice the smell of sex anymore. She raised her head and looked down at her restrained body. It was covered in crustiness due to the cum-like strands from her face to her pussy. Why did that turn her on. She was astonished by how fast she got used to it. She seemed to be so horny all the time now. It was a sensation that she had never felt before the kidnapping. It was almost like they were the ones doing her the favor. Imprisoning her was the only way to accomplish getting her to feel primal needs she didn’t even understand. It didn’t matter if she understood, though, because she was starting to take pleasure in the pain she received. She looked forward to the morning whippings and wondered how she would feel when they stopped. She abruptly smiled to herself at a sudden thought that she had been living in the moment for two weeks now. No longer worried about everyday things, the burden released was wonderful. It was the first time in two weeks that she actually thought about her past life. She did not miss it, except for maybe her mother.

“Ready for your last morning session?” Miles asked her, maskless, shirtless and holding a single lash whip in the red light.

“Yes, Master,” she replied obediently.

“Well today is your last punishment day and a special one. You have permission to come if you can during the session.”

“Thank you so much, Master. I am so looking forward to pleasing you by trying to do just that,” she answered with a smile on her pretty, soup-crusted face.

Miles went into her cage and stood over her as usual before cracking the intense single lash on her inner thighs. She forgot everything else and concentrated on the stinging pain it caused. She didn’t even whimper. Eyes closed and opening her body to it, she flinched and grimaced with every stroke. The thin whip did not have the power to lift her tits, so Miles got out of his usual stance and stood off to the side to whip them. The thin, mean, leather strap wrapped around her massively rounded boobs with a sting like a wasp. They waggled side-to-side in response, as she cried out, producing a very enjoyable scene for her Master.

“You are ordered to cum for me, now,” Miles said as he got back into his stance over her face and casually flipped the whip on her opened pussy lips.

“Yes, Master,” she replied immediately.

Lightly at first, she moaned and tried to lift her butt off the floor to meet the lashes. He increased the blows slowly and evenly. After a few more strokes, she was already there. She held it as best she could, knowing that it would increase her pleasure.

“May I cum now Master?” she whispered, unable to speak any louder.

“Yes!” he shouted.

“Aaaaaaooooowww,” she screamed as her orgasm forced her stiffened body to float above the floor. “Damn!” she cried as it continued for an unusual amount of time. “Fuck!”

Miles slowed his strokes to allow her to come back to earth. He continued caressing her with the whip in the general area, but didn’t stop. She squirmed to avoid the light strokes that impacted her incredibly sensitized, soaking wet cunt.

“Aah, mmmmm!” she moaned as she shifted in place. Eyes tightly shut, she endured the strokes until they started to feel a little better, and then even better, as her body took over. Miles increased the force at an imperceptible rate. Her body responded. He stroked the single lash harder and she cried out as her pelvis gyrated to meet the whip.

“May I cum again, Master?” she wailed as the intensity of the situation took control over her.

“Not yet,” he calmly said as she craved release again.

“Ooohh, Aaaahh,” she whimpered as she fought for control of her own climax. “Please, Master, please, pleeeease may I cum?” she begged.

He didn’t respond to her, but increased the force and extent of his lashing to her welted thighs, inflamed pussy lips and engorged clit.

“Hhuuuhh, I can’t take it anymore!” she cried in exasperation.

“Yes you will take it,” he simply replied as she struggled violently in her restraints attempting to comply.

“Yes, Master,” she whispered, which barely got out.

“Now,” he said calmly as she exploded into a spasm that was uncontrollable.

“AAAaaaahhhh, aaaahhh,” she screamed. The force of her spasm was so intense, the ropes restraining her were as taunt as an anchor line for a battleship.

Miles stopped his lashing and watched as 14 melted into a puddle of satisfaction…
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“It happened and it was quite the event, Dan,” Miles said to his Training Manager as they sat on bar stools against the white, marble bar top, drinking coffee. “She almost exploded when she came, as I whipped her this morning. Give her a break the rest of the morning. She deserves it since her crotch is flaming red from the single I used. She probably would have come quickly with the first few strokes, but I delayed it as long as I could. Her second orgasm was a doozy.”

“Great. Hopefully she can make the jump quickly to climaxing while she is whipped without direct stimulation of her sex. That is much harder. I’ll have her on Whippy starting tomorrow at least every other day, with the goal of attaining that,” Dan surmised. “Oh, if you remember, she did cum hands-free when she was bound, while she watched 12 dance with Whippy. This might not be as hard as we think.”

“Did you have any discussion with her about the end of her punishment?” Miles asked.

“No, not yet. I’ll do that when I go down to tell her she has the rest of the morning off. I’ll give her some of that numbing cream to help that sore pussy of hers,” Dan replied.

“Good. Remember, I want to know what she thought of the punishment. That’s important. Is 12 still coming up for house training this week?” Miles bombarded Dan with inquiries for the upcoming week.

“Yes, she will continue working in the kitchen, taking occasional breaks for bathroom cleaning,” Dan replied. “I’ll keep her in that corset all week, pushing it every day to be a little tighter. I have a feeling she will need the extra training with all those nasty tats. I’m guessing she will draw attention from some of our motorcyclist slavers and you know how they like black corsets on their girls.”

“Lastly, have you heard any news on the new prototype we have been working on?” Miles enquired.

“No, but I will call when I have a chance. We should be getting close to a trial with it.”

“Oh yeah, sorry, one more thing. You said you had an idea about verifying the efficacy of the punishment meals. What is it?” Miles asked.

Dan glanced at him and winked. “Need to think about the details of that one a little more,” he said smiling, as he got up to go down to the SPIDER. When he reached 14’s cell, she was lying on the floor unfettered but locked in. He opened the door and told her to follow him. She looked baffled at walking out of her cell unrestrained. It was a first. Shyly she shadowed her Master to the far side of the SPIDER. The fourth unused cage was open and in it a padded table much like what a masseuse would use. He told her to hop up and lay down which she did. It was so comfortable compared with the hard marble floor she has used for the past weeks. Dan walked away and retrieved a jar of moisturizing cream. It was enriched with aloe and a mild numbing ingredient, guaranteed to soothe any pain or sensitivity. He handed it to her and said she was free to use it anywhere on her body, including her privates. He took a seat on a folding chair set up in the corner of the cell.

“I am sure you have been counting the days, but you have completed your punishment for running away and disobeying your Masters. I hope you learned your lesson. You will get back to normal food tonight for last meal. The next few hours you will have to yourself and that cream. Enjoy. You did well handling your punishment. We are happy that you attained one of your goals to climax during a whipping,” Dave explained. “Your normal training will commence this afternoon. But I do have a question or two, though, and you will have permission to speak openly and honestly about them in a few minutes.”

Dan got up and opened the jar, scooping a bit out with his hand. He rubbed his hands together before standing at the edge of the table above her head. He reached over to her voluptuous, red-striped breasts, and massaged the cream into them.

“Ooouuu,” she moaned softly, like a lover’s first touch.

He continued his sensual massage, enjoying the feel of her ample flesh squeezing between his fingers. He could not grab a whole boob with one hand because it was too hefty. So he squeezed them together firmly to form an immense cleavage, shiny from the cream. He was rewarded with a colossal hard-on.

She luxuriated in the creamy smoothness of the lotion that was getting kneaded into her tits. How amazing. She loved the afterglow and tingling after a whipping, but this was just as nice. Any discomfort seemed to disappear.

“Your Master Miles and I wanted to know what you thought of your punishment?” Dan asked as an open-ended question, continuing to massage her breasts.

14 did not say anything right away and seemed to be in deep thought, so Dan let her think. How do I answer, she thought as answers whirled? She had been thinking about it for a week now. Dan removed his hands, wiped them on his pants and sat back down on the folding chair.

“Master, I have been thinking about this all week. I disobeyed and I understand that I should be punished. Frankly, I thought it would be a lot worse and for a much longer time. That is what I was thinking before I walked out that door. I knew the risk and took it. Now I see that it was not a good decision,” she explained.

“Feel free to use the cream while you speak, 14,” Dan suggested.

“Thank you, Master, but I’ll wait till I’m done. This is important and I want to get it right or at least explain my thoughts correctly.” She said before pausing a moment. “I have resigned myself to this new life. If fact, I am looking forward to it. My everyday worries are gone. I am actively in the present, since I can’t be anywhere else. What happens, happens. Thinking about the past just hurts and it won’t accomplish anything. It can’t be changed. Thinking about the future is also useless, since I do not have any control over it. I am now in a place that I have always sought and meditated to get to. The present.”

She took another moment to arrange her thoughts. “Here is the part that I least understand. I have come to enjoy the pain. I know that sounds crazy, but it is most definitely true for me. Maybe I have always been broken, which explains why I never felt right in any of my past relationships with men. I also see that I enjoy serving and I mean serving dark desires of strong individuals. That gets me extremely excited sexually. These last two weeks and especially the punishment has kept me on a sexual high I cannot describe. So to answer your question, I think your punishment was just what I needed.”
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Dan told Miles that he wanted to go out and get a drink later that night. He wanted to explain what he heard from the beautiful and intelligent woman that resided in the SPIDER. They discussed the possibility of fishing for a recruit in a different watering hole other than the Bottled Babe. They needed to branch out so there wouldn’t be too many missing-person reports coming from the same place. They frequented it and could possibly be considered ‘persons of interest’.

“How about Jacks,” Dan asked Miles. The bar was named after Jack Daniels, but grew into a high class establishment in the West Loop on the west side of downtown Chicago. The West Loop was one of the fastest growing areas in the country. It seemed new restaurants and other businesses opened weekly.

“That’s a great idea. I was there for a business meeting once and said I would be back, but forgot about it. Let’s do it. I’ll meet you in the foyer at eight tonight. We’ll take the Phantom,” Miles decided.

“Awesome,” Dan responded, happy to travel in the cloud-like vehicle.

The two men drove in silence on the long trip to the West Loop. Miles wore more casual clothes than he normally did for these excursions. His usual sport-coat was replaced by a snug, long sleeved Henley. The shirt emphasized his muscular build. Dan decided on a tailored, white, button-up dress shirt under a dark-blue, wool sport-jacket and designer jeans. Miles wondered why Dan was not talking about his discussion with 14. He didn’t push him though, since Dan said he would let him know tonight. He was a little anxious that it might be bad news.

They entered the modernly decorated establishment, which had neutral-toned backlit panels of varying shapes, sizes and angles. They stood out from the textured, cloth-covered walls. Mirrors were strategically placed so every patron had a view, no matter where they were seated. It was designed to be a people-watching paradise. The large, open restaurant was filled with white-clothed tables of all sizes. The loud discussions generated from the bigger tables were muffled just a bit by the acoustical uplit ceilings. The result was that you were surrounded by people, but could talk in a normal tone and be heard. The pretty hostess guided them through the throngs of people to the VIP section, behind velvet ropes. The area was slightly higher than the rest of the large bar, which made it easy to look out over the crowd. The place was hopping. It was also a lot younger than the group they were used to seeing at the Bottled Babe.

“Do you have Macallan 18?” Miles asked the VIP waitress in the abbreviated tight dress.

“I’ll have to check,” she said leaning over the low table with her ample cleavage exposed by the sexy uniform she was required to wear.

“If not, get me a 12-year, sherry cask.”

“I’ll have the same, whichever it turns out to be. A glass of ice water too, thank you,” Dan parroted.

“You got it,” she responded, as she turned and sashayed away while the two men watched her leave, engrossed with her ass.

The men watched the crowd of young professionals flirt, talk with friends, and check each other out. It was almost 15 minutes after the waitress brought back the drinks that Dan finally spoke.

“I think you are going to have a hard time selling 14,” Dan articulated as he continued, “but not for the reasons you might think. That girl is exceptionally smart and beautiful as you know. I have never met someone who is so self-aware, without going through years of therapy. It is truly amazing. Even more aware than most of the intelligent people you hire to create your psychological algorithms.”

Miles scrutinized him, waiting for more clarification.

“You are going to literally fall in love with her. I can see the writing on the wall,” Dan explained. “I have. We have to be very careful to keep her on a training schedule and not be too lenient. In fact, I think we will have to be make her program more aggressive than any other we have in the past.”

Miles searched Dan’s eyes for any hint of uncertainty as he spoke. He didn’t see any. He had built his company and the training program on knowing people. Knowing how they react in certain situations and how emotionally intelligent they were. He has known Dan for years and has never heard him speak quite like he was now. He had to be sure he was still the right guy for the job. Time would tell.

“Wow, okay, well then why don’t you tell me exactly what she said as best as you can remember,” Miles said wondering if he could.

Dan started in and did his best. When he was done, they both sat in silence. After ordering their second drink, Miles looked around the room in search of a recruit. That was why they came tonight, right? He tried to put 14 out of his mind.

Miles spotted a young, Irish redhead dancing provocatively, without a dance floor, among a group of friends in the crowded bar. He sent Dan to check it out, making sure his phone was recording on the app they used. The conversation was lively and she was a knockout. More aggressive than the usual target, Dan flirted and did a good job in enticing her to have a drink with him.

Miles monitored the app as his manager and the hot redhead leaned together over the bar and looked into each other’s eyes. They invaded each other’s personal space willingly. She was pretty tipsy and locked lips with Dan in no time. Dan had a hard time getting his questions in because she was so physically attracted to him. He talked and she touched. Not that he didn’t mind. He glanced over at Miles, who had his own company. A young blonde was leaning over the rope talking to him. He waved at the VIP security guy and motioned him to let her in. He did and she sat down by him, close. The redhead followed Dan’s eyes and asked if he knew either of them.

“Yes, the guy is my boss. He looks rough and can be, but I have known him for a while. He really is a good guy. Why?” Dan asked.

“Just seeing who you were looking at was all,” she said moving in close again, lightly caressing the inside of his leg.

Dan let her touch him as much as she wanted and he reciprocated. He eventually tried to drop some open-ended questions, but she got a little annoyed about talking. Dan excused himself for a second to look at the app. With the little information he got so far showed that she would not be a match. Shame. Well most of them did not match anyway. Maybe one in twenty do. It’s fairly difficult to find women who have masochistic tendencies. Many are submissive, but he needed to look past that to find appropriate matches. So now Dan had to decide if he just wanted to get laid or continue working.

“I’m sorry, Colleen, but it looks like I need to take care of something,” Dan said to the pretty redhead. It sucked since it was going so well. “Can I check in later if you’re not occupied?” he tried.

“Sure,” she said looking disappointed. He snaked both of his hands under her hair and behind the back of her neck. Gently, but confidently, he pulled her creamy, red lips to his and kissed her ravenously. He left her looking confused and smiling sadly. Damn.
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Earlier that day, 14 was allowed to lie and recover. The cream did wonders. After an hour she was fine, but they had allowed her to spend a few more hours enjoying the padded table. She did note how much she enjoyed the simplest luxury of softness when deprived of it for a time. Before she was kidnapped, people of all ages, especially men, fell head over heels to make sure she had anything she wanted. It was that way in her relationships too, she didn’t have to lift a finger, hardly worked except to maintain her looks, and got by using the pure luck of genetics. Was this the secret to her pursuit of happiness? How did that song go, you need to be cruel to be kind. How could she feel so worry-free as a captive. In those two hours she luxuriated in not having to think about anything or make any decisions. Yes, she wondered what was going to happen next, but that just kept her on edge, with a bit of sexual trepidation.

“Time to move your cute little ass,” Dave quipped coming into the open door of the cell. She had not tried to get off the table, wander around the SPIDER, or try the exit door. That was progress. He wondered if she even thought about it.

“You’re going to spend some more time on the Open Throat. We’ll let that tenderized pussy of yours get a break this afternoon,” Dave explained.

“Yes, Trainer,” she replied as she moved off the table and turned around so he could bind her arms behind her. She felt the slightest touch of her elbows as he pulled tight. Her feeling of pride in the accomplishment made her smile.

“Well, look at you. I think you are loosening up. The goal of tying your elbows back repeatedly is to get them to eventually touch. Looks like you are really close. Nice job,” he complimented.

“Thank you Trainer,” she gushed.

He walked her over to the Open Throat machine, knelt her down, and strapped her ankles and knees to the beams. He buried the smart shaft into her open mouth and aligned the cattle prod near her exposed, sensitive sex. He watched her swallow the immovable rod, hanging on her bound arms. This was the third time on the machine, so he had adjusted the placement of the cattle prod a tiny bit closer to her butt hole and vagina, forcing more of the shaft nearer to her throat.

“Mmmmmff!” she cried as her pussy lips and ass were touched by the cattle prod at the same time. The strong, electrical jolt sent a spasm to her recently abused privates. She rammed the dildo down her throat in a sheer reactive move to distance her body from the assault. She had conquered her gag reflex on the machine earlier, but could not breath when the phallus was in her throat. That stifled her cry. After a few heartbeats, she let it slide out carefully, not allowing separation from the back of her throat, but enough to allow a breath.

Dave watched carefully and sprouted a massive erection. One of the hazards of the job. “I’ll be back in a couple of hours,” he said clicking his remote to turn the ceiling display to a swirling mosaic of pink and purple. Dark and threatening overtures of classical music grew louder on the impressive sound system.

14 slithered on the smart dildo swinging by her bound arms. She had realized that he placed the cattle prod closer, so she had to make sure the shaft stayed near her throat. Gagging was not an issue, but the challenge was to hold her breathe for extended periods of time. As she held her breath, the machine had figured out when she was stroking the tip in her throat or if she just held it there. If she rested too long, the tray dropped, causing the heavy metal balls to pull sharply on her nipples. Fucking machine, she thought, wishing it could read her mind. Maybe it did, because it squirted a bit of lube from the tip into her throat at that exact moment. She went back to stroking the intrusion in her throat, wondering how amazing it would make a man feel. So she started to think of it as exercise, instead of torture, no pain no gain. She was holding her breath for almost a minute at a time, hours later.

The Trainer came back and released her from the AI-controlled blow-job machine. “You are going to be one great cocksucker after all of this, young lady,” Dave teased after he checked the readings on the attached laptop.

“Yes, Trainer and thank you for the lesson,” she said with a somewhat hoarse voice.

“Oh, don’t thank me, it was all Open Throat here,” Dave said teasingly patting the frame.

“Thank you, Open Throat,” she answered with a broad grin.

She was alone again for last meal. She had not seen 12 since she left in the morning after the dueling, single lash whippings. Dave fed her a cheeseburger and fries. It was glorious. She buried her face in it, attempting to capture the meat and bun together with her arms still bound. It was her first real meal since the punishment ones. She was famished and it was heavenly. How could a simple burger taste so damn good? Oh, yeah, cruel to be kind. She also relished the cleanup shower for the first time in a week, without the tortuous scraping of her skin. She could fall asleep clean, no longer covered in the odorous, dried soup. She was still bound tightly and slept on the hard marble floor chained by her collar, but unlike the last week, she was able to move into a couple of different positions. She fell into a deep sleep.
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Miles and Dan returned late to find 8 already sleeping in the fold-down Murphy bed she used in the house-slave nook. It was late, so Dan took leave and went home in his late model Mercedes. He didn’t live too far away. His home was much smaller than the one he was leaving, but it was still considered a mansion.

Once home, as he got ready for bed, images of the redhead at Jack’s flooded his thoughts for a couple of minutes. It didn’t take long, though, to move on to visions of 8. Whenever he was alone with his thoughts, that’s where his mind went. It seemed to occur more often lately. She was incredibly attractive to him but that wasn’t all. Whenever they were together, especially alone together, the looks lingered. The conversation was compelling and sexy. Had he noticed that she might be having the same feelings as he had? Maybe. There was sexual tension as they touched each other more than normal. Even a hand on a shoulder sent shivers through him. This was not good because she would be sold soon with 14 moving closer to taking over in the house-slave role. How would he deal? Someone he fell in love with was going to be taken away by another man. It could be devastating. Should he talk to Miles about it? Probably not, since that would have consequences related to his job. His mind raced, denying him the sleep he so desperately needed.

8 laid on her bed, eyes closed, faking sleep as the men came into the room late. She wondered how many women Dan had flirted with or worse that evening. Why did she care and why was she so attracted to him? He disciplined her regularly, but not only didn’t she mind, she relished it. She was excited about being sold, but thoughts of not seeing Dan again put a damper on it. Silently tears welled up in her tightly shut eyes as he left.
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“Dan, call Dave up to meet us in the garage. The new AI-controlled Bang Buddy is here. I am so excited about this one,” Miles exclaimed to Dan, as he rose from the chair by his fold-down desk. It was early and Dave would be finishing up with the showers for the two slaves in the SPIDER. Dan texted him and headed towards the garage with Miles.

“Sign here, Mr. Marcus,” the delivery driver said holding an electronic pad out. Miles scribbled his signature with his finger. “Thanks, I’ll have this out in no time. Do you want it unpacked here?” the driver asked.

“No, we will do that,” Miles answered knowing that he would never allow an outsider into the SPIDER or let him get a peek at what was in the box.

The three men hoisted the large crate onto a couple of dollies and rolled it towards the large elevator that would handle it easily. Once in the SPIDER, they cleared an area in the center, moving wheeled storage racks and Whippy to make room. The two, naked, bound girls watched intently from their cells as the men worked. When all the packing material was removed, the pile it formed was set to the side.

Dave went to 12’s cage and unlocked it. He unbound her arms that were tied behind her back for first meal. He instructed her to put on the required zip-tie stilettos, remain naked, tear down the crate and gather the packing materials. She was to take all of it back up to the first floor and discard it into the large garbage bin in the garage.

“Yes, Trainer,” she replied when the instructions were finished. She had been told the codes for the door and elevator weeks ago, as she got close to the end of her training.

The men assembled the new AI-controlled equipment. One part of it was a mesh sling ensemble, resembling an OB/GYN exam chair. Formed, sturdy, metal poles held the mesh in place. It was fabricated with thin metal cables that crisscrossed in a fishnet pattern about an inch apart. The webbed back and seat combo was not too wide, maybe about a foot. The seat was abbreviated to the point where it was only half the depth of a normal one. Spreading out in a wide V-shape were two mesh holders for the user’s feet.

Dave went to get 14 to try it out for size. After unbinding her arms, she sat in the mesh sling raising her feet into the spread foot holders. They strapped her in with ankle wraps and bound her naked body to the sling with a piece of mesh that was placed across her stomach and ribs, under her breasts. It was fastened to the mesh back of the chair with adjustable wires and rigorously tightened to hold her firmly in place. Her hands and arms were free to move around. The mesh pushed her soft flesh through each square formed by the thin cables. Her torso looked like a puckered quilt. The half seat left her pussy, thighs and most of her ass hanging out and exposed. She conformed easily to the unique chair with the all the nights she spent having her legs tied wide open. Miles took out a pair of gloves from the accessory kit that came with the Bang Buddy. The thin, tight, stretchy material of the glove was covered with tiny sensors and sharp short spikes on the insides of the fingers, thumb, and palm. A wire from each glove hung loose for now.

“Did you read the instructions yet, Dan?” Miles asked.

“Yes, in detail. They were quite extensive as you could probably guess,” he answered as he moved towards the square, polished, stainless steel box on wheels. It was similar to the Open Throat probing box, but had a small tube connected to the rubbery dildo for a greater supply of lube. There were sensors on the probe similar to the Open Throat machine. Dan lubed and adjusted the phallus that jutted out of the box on a rod. He inserted it deep inside 14’s waiting vagina, as she moaned softly. He adjusted the height, locked the wheels, and lifted the laptop lid that was connected to it.

“Dave could you connect the wires from the gloves and the leads from the mesh to this unit, please? They are color coded,” Dan pointed while Miles watched 14 intently. He has never seen someone as beautiful as 14, and here she was getting strapped to an AI-controlled fucking engine. He was getting hard as she checked out the intruding slippery probe. He started to imagine what it will be like when she was fully trained and available to him at a moment’s notice. Miles was feeling something different as he watched. 14 met his eyes, taking a risk, since it was forbidden. He tenderly smiled back, as her eyelids closed slowly, focusing on the sexual contact with the inanimate apparatus.

“You got it,” Dave replied, going about the task of wiring the cables to the brain of the machine.

“Okay 14, this is the maiden voyage of the Bang Buddy. We will be asking you questions as we see how it progresses, using the feedback from the sensors. Tell us if anything hurts that shouldn’t. The lube is set to disperse from the tip as needed,” Dan explained.

“Yes, Master,” she replied to Dan.

Miles looked at her, allowing her to look back and further explained. “We have spent a lot of time to design this piece of equipment. The goal is to train you to orgasm in unison with your Master, no matter how quick or long that might be. The spiked gloves are meant to be painful, knowing that it will stimulate you more than just vaginal contact. You should know by now that you require pain to get off. Correct?” Miles asked directly.

“Yes, Master, I do need to be hurt,” she replied quickly and accurately.

“Eventually you will be climaxing without the help of those gloves. Subtly using your fingernails in the right spots should do the trick. You don’t want your Master to know that you require more stimulation than just him to get off. Getting to your climax quickly will take practice. This machine will create sounds of a man getting close and then climaxing, so listen carefully. You are to do what you need to do to match the timing. Faking it will be impossible with this artificially intelligent technology, so don’t even try. We will know if you do,” Miles expounded. “Are you with me so far?” he asked 14.

“Yes, Master. May I ask questions later after experiencing the machine, especially if I have problems attaining your goals?” she asked perceptively.

Miles felt a tingle again listening to her question. She was already focused on her Master’s needs. “Of course you can. It will help all of us,” he smiled.

12 returned from her garbage duties and knelt down next to Dave. He took out his remote and set the display and sound to emulate a rising windstorm. There was no wind, but dark clouds sped overhead while wind whistled from the speakers.

The three men and the high-heeled naked sex slave left 14 to her own means, strapped to the creative, new, training device.

“AAaaaooooohh!” she moaned as her spiked hands grabbed as much of her huge tits as she could and squeezed hard.
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Upstairs, the men watched 14 on video and listened in. They instructed 8 to help 12 create extreme cat eyes with dark eye makeup. They experimented with different shades of lipstick that would coordinate with her long, black, straight wig covering her short blue hair. She had an appointment later with the tattoo artist they used to start the MM tattoo on the bottom of her foot and check on her recent tongue piercing. The piercing was Dan’s idea considering the general look of 12 and who she would attract. Piercing her tongue would give her new Master or Mistress extra sensation with oral sex, a plus for the sale. They dressed her in her usual ridiculously tight, black corset uniform for the appointment later.

“Looks like we are almost ready to start the presentation video for 12,” Miles said excitingly thinking about the money.

“Yep, she is such a great masochist. I think that her stubborn streak at times will actually be desirable. She needs work on being more submissive, but leaving that to her new Master might make sense. If they want her to be a little rebellious, they can punish her more. A win-win,” Dan discussed. “How about we take her out for some drinks tonight? Might be fun with all that showy makeup and tongue piercing,” Dan considered.

“That’s actually a great idea. Watching her humiliated in public is always fun, especially if she is struggling,” Miles added.

“I’ll try to find an outfit that won’t cover her corset,” Dan said.

“Great,” Miles finished. “Want to tag along Dave?” he asked his talented employee.

“Sure,” Dave responded. “I will need to go home for a second to change though. I am assuming we will be going someplace nasty, so I have to dress accordingly.”

“Good point,” Miles said. “Why don’t you do the same Dan.”

“Sounds like a plan.”
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“AAAaaaaaahh!” 14 moaned loudly as the stabbing phallus continued to pummel her. The rod went up and down a little like any man would do while fucking. Sometimes it rubbed on her clit and sometimes it didn’t. She tilted her pelvic bone as best she could to make contact but the motion was random and unpredictable. It was frustrating, but she was well aware how real that was. She grabbed the insides of her thighs with the spiked gloves when the machine started to breathe a lot heavier. Fuck, it was going to cum and she wasn’t even close. She moved her hands back up to her tits and pressed them together like a painful clamp.

“AAaaa, Aa, AAAAuuughhh! I’m coming!” said the machine, as 14 smashed her ample female flesh together trying to get to an orgasm.

“You didn’t cum,” the machine said to her in a normal tone as she relaxed and removed the spiked gloves from her body.

“You have 15 minutes to rest. You are forbidden to stimulate yourself during that time,” the machine instructed simply, as it withdrew its shaft from her wet cunt.

She knew that the sensors would pick up any contact, if she tried to stimulate herself in advance. The punishment would be an electric zap through the entire mesh sling. The Trainer demonstrated it as he was setting it up. It wasn’t as strong as the cattle prod, but she would avoid it just the same. It zapped anything in contact with the metal mesh including her feet. So she just relaxed and tried to think of how she could inflict more or different pain to herself and get excited quickly. This was going to be hard.

Fifteen minutes later, as predicted, the soft rubbery dildo grew stiffer and approached her exposed pussy lips. In her sitting position it was easy to see it in action. It secreted a small amount of lube and gently caressed her waiting lips with a smooth up-and-down motion. She grabbed her ass with the spiked gloves and lifted to meet the penetrating tool. Slowly it worked its way into her now dry vagina, which was getting wetter by the moment. Short in-and-out strokes lubed her passage as it infiltrated her entryway. Halfway in, it made a quick thrusting movement to bury itself all the way in. That surprised her and she got excited for the first time. I must like rougher sex she thought, as she put her head back and squeezed her firm ass harder. Her Bang Buddy started in again with its random movements, but it had learned that she responded to the quick thrust, so that’s what it did a couple of times.

“AAaaah,” 14 moaned. She continued to crush her ass cheeks roughly with the painful gloves and grew more excited. “Oooohh,” she cried louder. The machine started in again with male panting that was also getting louder. Without thinking her hands flew to her chest and she pinched her nipples with spiked forefingers and thumbs hard. The sting was excruciating.

“OOOooouuhh!!” she cried as the pain sent signals to her clit. It was a moment later when the machine shaft brushed that enlarging bud with a hard stroke and she orgasmed immediately as the machine verbalized a male climax.

“You did it,” the robot simply said. “Fifteen more minutes and we go again…
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Dave went to check up on 14 after he got back from changing into a black tight fitting tee shirt. It had a graphic of a devil entangled with a dragon. Great for a biker bar. He was built, so it looked good on him. He wore black denim jeans and black boots to his ankles.

She was exhausted. Bang Buddy had given her quite the workout. He unstrapped her from the machine and helped her back to her cage where he again bound her arms behind her back. Her elbows touched easily now, although the strain was still there. Her pock-marked tits from the spiked gloves were thrust out unnaturally. He chained her collar to the back of the cell as usual and left to prepare her meal and check the readings on the Bang Buddy. He went back up to meet the group for the evening’s outing.

“So how did our new machine work out?” Miles asked Dave.

“Very good, although because of its nature, it will be harder on the girls than the other AI-training machines we have. The Bang Buddy relies on the woman to get herself excited enough to orgasm. It doesn’t do it for her. You know, typically guys are all about getting themselves off and barely paying attention to the needs of the woman they are fucking. The more our sex slaves are trained to do it for themselves, the better,” Dave explained.

“Well, that was the premise for developing it,” Miles said.

“It recorded that she was zapped three times by the mesh for inactivity of more than five seconds, when the probe was in her. That training part of the AI will make sure she keeps wiggling while she is getting fucked,” Dave chuckled. “A lot of practice on the Bang Buddy will put her actions on autopilot. She will react strongly and constantly when she has a cock in her.”

“So when do you take the gloves off?” Miles asked, not missing the irony in his statement.

“I had the manufacturer supply three different levels of gloves. Each one less spiky. As time goes on, I will change them, which will make her use more force or different areas for the same effect. Eventually, she will need to get creative in how she uses her own fingers and nails to assault her own body, creating the stimulus she needs to get off. That is the end game. Seeing how fast she acclimated on the first go around is promising,” Dave explained, knowing that his boss probably already knew that.

Miles had changed into a similar motorcycle gang outfit like Dave. Dan would be there soon and ready as well. Dave, with the help of 8, prepared 12 for her adventure, picking out a sexy, sleazy outfit with her long, black, goth hair and makeup.

Miles had added a door just outside the great room in the massive foyer. It was locked and situated next to the door of a front hall closet for guests coats. The locked closet door opened into a large room that looked like a shopping area in the women’s section of a department store. There were additional small rooms off of it, with specialty clothes and wigs like the one they needed tonight.

“12, you look awesome!” Miles exclaimed as she appeared before him on the couch in the great room. She walked over on seven-inch-high stiletto heels with two inch platforms. The high heels were black, ornately decorated with chains and studs, and highlighted by wide, shiny silver ankle cuffs. The tight, black leather miniskirt she wore barely covered her rounded ass. It hung precariously high, no more than an inch or two below her perfectly waxed and bleached, bare pussy. The tattoo on her flank showed enough to entice the viewer to want more. The black corset she trained in was severely tightened and bisected her body into two parts. Her young, firm, rounded breasts were barely covered by a chain-mesh halter top that hung heavily over them, cropped at her waist. Her nipples were noticeable as they poked through the metal mesh not far from the edge of a plunging V-cut of cleavage. Topping it off, she wore a wide, black leather collar with a large, metal O-ring in the center. The long black wig had long bangs to emphasize her dark, brooding raccoon eyes and blood-red lipstick. It would be impossible not to notice her, especially with her tattooed sleeve of naked, abused women crawling up her arm.

Dave handed Miles a thick leash-length chain with clip-lock at one end and a leather loop for a handle at the other. He put it into his back pants pocket. Dan came in and whistled at 12 making her smile bashfully.

“Nice!” is all he said.

It was dark out around 9pm when they all went towards the massive garage and entered a separate, single car garage with three Harley’s lined up in a row. They put on black leather jackets that hung on the wall. It was quite cold out. Not typical motorcycle weather. Miles pressed a button to open the garage door and a whoosh of cold night air swapped space with the warm temperature of the heated garage. All three of the men grinned at the half-naked mini-skirted girl. She cringed not knowing if she would be given a jacket.

“Mmm, what do you think?” Miles asked the other two.

“Not sure,” Dave smirked.

“Did she behave today?” Dan asked to no one in particular.

“Actually she did,” Dave responded.

“12, go ahead and grab that mid-length leather coat at the end. It should fit,” Miles directed.

“Thank you Master!” she exclaimed relieved.

They started up the cycles and walked them out of the garage. 12 could not find a zipper or any buttons on the coat, so she was forced to leave it open. She lifted her leg over the ice-cold seat behind Miles. Her skirt rode up and she gasped when her naked ass and bald pussy contacted the cold leather of the seat. The limited clothing on her chest did nothing to insulate her from the cold leather of her Masters’ jacket. She placed her platform soles on the two foot bars and wrapped her arms around the large torso of Miles. He took her left hand and moved it down to his crotch where he placed it on his cock. Now they were ready.

The ride was freezing and 12 hung on Miles like a coat of paint, firmly stroking his growing cock. It was a good thing that the biker bar they were headed to was not very far. The small building on the outskirts of an industrial complex, located by a lake, had a simple red neon sign. The ANCHOR SPOT sign wasn’t big, but very old and the N and C occasionally flickered. They all laughed, even though they couldn’t hear each other at the ANCHOR SPOT sign. There were only about eight other bikes and a few cars in the lot. The costumed and adventurous group entered the dirty, old, beer-smelling establishment. All eyes turned towards them, or rather 12, as they headed to a spot at the bar with four stools.

Except for two other women, the place was all male. One of the women was overweight and rather shabby looking. The other was thin, older, and had enormous tits. She wore a white see-through tank top with ‘I Swallow’ printed on the front amide her visible nipples. The rest of the clientele wore typical biker attire. The Swallow woman was all over the largest, muscular biker about the same size as Miles. A scrawny guy with long hair left the bar and came back almost immediately, looked at the big guy and gave a thumbs up.

After they all removed their coats and settled in, Miles ordered beers and shots for all of them. 12 was not nervous at all. Like she was in her element. She was sure getting a lot of staring her way.

“So what hog you ride, big guy?” the large biker asked Miles.

“Gotta Fat Boy 114,” he responded.

“Wow, nice,” the big man returned.

“Miles,” he offered and got up to shake hands.

“Folks call me Big Dick,” the sitting man said smiling.

“Real name or description?” Miles chuckled.

“Both.”

“That your woman?” Big Dick asked, staring at 12 as she got up to stand next to Miles, showing off her attributes, beer in hand.

“Naw, just a good friend,” Miles responded slapping her ass hard, so her tits swung freely in the next to nothing top and beer washed over the side of her glass, soaking her hand. She smiled up at Miles and looked at Big Dick before provocatively licking the beer off. Swallow lady watched jealously in utter fascination.

“Who needs enemies when you got friends like that!” he laughed as he one-upped him and grabbed a handful of the front of Swallow’s tank top. The rest of the bar got quiet as they watched the evolving contest with relish.

Dave stood up to chug the rest of his beer and challenged, “How ‘bout the ladies do a shot and chug a beer? Loser buys a round for the bar,” he said in his best redneck dialect. The other patrons clapped and yelled ferociously, free drinks possibly forthcoming. And a show!

“She’s in,” Big Dick said motioning to the thin woman to finish her drink, secretly knowing she could out chug him.

“Her too,” Miles replied, not even glancing at 12. “You girls finish up what you have and I’ll get the challenge sodas.” He looked at the bartender and rose two fingers, who was listening to the discussion. “Make ‘em big and make ‘em nasty,” Miles slurred.

The scraggly bartend filled two tall mugs with beer and two cocktail glasses with two to three fingers of cheap whiskey. It was like three shots instead of one in each glass. “Here ya go!” he laughed. “Best stuff in the house,” he said looking at the bottle of Wild Turkey he just put down on the bar.

The two women went up to the bar in the space between Miles and Big Dick. They stood looking at each other holding the mega-shots in their hands, ready for the go ahead.

Dave yelled, “Bottom’s up bitches!” as they choked the harsh liquor down. They were about even when they grabbed the tall beers and poured them down their throats. Swallow, thin as a rail, beat 12 by almost a half a glass. They both swooned a little and grabbed onto each other, holding each other up, as the alcohol hit them hard.

“You win, Tits McGee,” 12 slurred to Swallow, as she suddenly bent over and gave her a big kiss right on the lips. It looked like both enjoyed the exchange.

“Looks like I’m buying,” Miles said to the victor. Dick tipped his glass in a thank you gesture.

Everybody laughed and joked and eventually got to talk of sex and prowess and stuff like that.

Dan then spoke up. “I hava idea. But I don’t want to start anything ugly. I ‘hink we’rr really havin fun, rii?” he garbled to everybody.

“Absolutely,” yelled Dick, now showing he was a bit drunk himself.

“Yu a‘ll let me propoz a contest between these fine ladies. Plez dun’t be offended, but I think that they both know the ins and outs of BJs,” Dan tried.

“Yeah we do!” Swallow yelled holding he drink glass up for a cheers.

“Absolutely!” 12 yelled louder clinking the older woman’s glass.

“Okee, Whoever gets thir guys off first, gits to spake the other’s butt-naked ass or slap the shit outta ‘er naked tits. Winna’s call. Whaddu you ‘hink?” Dan fake slurred.

Big Dick was having the time of his life and he couldn’t keep his eyes off 12. So young. “Whaddu ya think Liz?” he asked his thin woman, using her name for the first time.

“I would love to smack this little bitches ass off ‘er hot li’l bod. My man has been staring at it all night! Let’s do it,” Liz yelled in a drunken frenzy.

“Miles?” Dan steered to his boss, not even looking at 12.

“Yeah, sounds like a hoot! Gotta be fair, tho. Liz there knows how to get her man off,” he said.

“Let’s switch,” Miles said simply.

Big Dick looked like he just won the lotto. “Youz ‘re right on. Gotta be fair! Man!”

Now everybody in the bar was pulling up their barstools closer and hooting like hell. They have never saw such a spectacle in their lives. This was going to be great.

12 was first to kneel down in front of Big Dick. “Guess I’m going to find out if it’s true,” she laughed.

Liz looked a bit perturbed, but had a get-even look in her eye. She knelt down in front of Miles and smiled at him like he was a movie star.

“On your mar, git sit, GO!” Dan screamed over the hoots of the bar patrons that had grown to at least twenty people.

12 split her knees wide as she squatted in front of Dick, forcing her micro skirt to her hips.  Dick saw that she was not wearing panties and her pussy was shaved. Did it really glisten like it was wet or was he just seeing things. She unzipped his pants and pulled out a very large penis. She glanced over to Miles to see that Swallow had his cock out and was already down on it. “Ok big boy,” 12 teased as she wrapped her lips around his huge, throbbing member. Using her training, she started slowly and lightly rubbed her new stud along the base of his cock. He stirred immediately. After a minute of this, he was hard as a rock. She slowly pushed the tip of his shaft into her throat, tightening the grip on the most sensitive part of his cock. He thrust his hips into her face and was completely shocked when his cock slipped snugly down her throat without any gagging. He couldn’t believe it, so he pumped harder into her head, trying to get her to struggle. That didn’t work either as she smoothly allowed it free access from hours on the Open Throat machine. He couldn’t take the extremely tight passage for a second longer. He spasmed and shot his cum into her mouth as she pulled it out of her throat. Keeping her lips wrapped tightly around his pulsating rod, he jerked about as she gathered his entire load without swallowing.

12 stood up without pulling her skirt down. Pooling the cum in a bowl formed with her tongue, she showed Big Dick. He smiled broadly as he relaxed.  She then went over to Liz who was still working vehemently on Miles with no success. 12 opened her mouth to show her the load she got from her man. Liz stopped and said she won fair and square.

Pulling her skirt down, 12 went up to the bar and pointed at an empty glass. The bartender put it in front of her and she let all of the creamy cum drip into the glass. She grabbed the bottle of Wild Turkey that was still on the bar and added a splash. She then turned towards the clapping crowd, raised her glass, swirled the contents and downed it. Cheers came unabated.

“So what’s it going to be, hot stuff. Tits or ass?” Big Dick asked 12.

“Gotta be those big ol’ tits, Dick,” 12 replied staring at the woman’s tight revealing shirt.

“I propo’ that she gits to slap Swallow til you guys tells her to stop. She will fight like a bitch with her man holding her, but it won’t end til the hol’ bar suys so!” Dan yelled, trying to make it work. “NObOOdee els gits to stop it. You Ok with that Big Dick?”

“Yeah, I think that’s the way it should be. She lost fair and square. Take your shirt off!” he ordered his woman.

Liz stood in front of Dick and faced the crowd. She pulled her tight shirt off and waggled her tremendous tits to the small crowd. They cheered drunkenly. Pulling her shoulders back and sticking them out, she felt her man grab her upper arms and pull them together behind her. 12 who was straightening her skirt, came over and gave each tit a slight pat, sending them swaying. She flipped them again a little harder to warm her up, as the crowd yelled “harder!” She obliged.

“OOooouuuh!” Liz cried out for effect. It really didn’t hurt that bad. 12 picked up the pace and with each swat she increased the force. Now her large boobs were turning pink. She swatted both of them from the side and then the top. Now Liz was attempting to squirm away. Big Dick held her in place easily as 12 wound up and brought her flat hand straight up underneath one of her huge tits. It bounced like a ball. Swallow screamed and turned away only to have her other tit move into position for the same upward smack.

“OOOoooohhh, Fuuuuck! That hurts!” she cried for real this time. 12 continued her onslaught. She kept hitting harder and harder from every angle as the crowd cheered.

“Should I stop?” 12 asked the group.

“No! Hell no!” they screamed.

Now Liz was getting really angry and couldn’t stop herself from crying out. She was always such a hard ass and this was embarrassing. She wanted to kick that black-haired girl’s ass…but how. “AaaaOOOooooouuuhh, Damn! Fuck!” It hurt so bad and she couldn’t do anything about it.

The bar group was taken over by mob action. Some of the patrons wanted it to stop, but they didn’t want to be the only pussies in the group, so they shouted just as loud to smack the bitch.

“Bitch, slut, whore, SLUT, WHORE, BITCH!” it continued as they worked themselves into a frenzy. Secretly most of them probably relished the fact that they could yell at the big guy’s woman. She was such a bitch and this was payback.

Miles stood up and shouted. “Time to ease up. The next one who shouts can take her place using his cock.”

That worked and Big Dick was secretly grateful to him, because he couldn’t hurt his reputation as a hard ass, especially because of a mere woman, his bitch. The crowd quieted down. 12 kept slapping, but slower and softer. Liz’s tits were fire red.

“Should I stop yet?” she asked the quieted crowd.

“Yeah,” they responded. 12 stopped and watched the pissed-off woman as she headed into the disgusting restroom with her ‘I Swallow’ shirt.

Getting on the motorcycle to go back home, Miles mentioned to 12, “When we get home, you need to finish me off. Ole Swallow didn’t really know what she was doing.”

“Yes, Master,” 12 answered. It was fun, but going home sounded good. Sucking her Master’s cock sounded better.
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Little did 12 know, but a lot of the activity at Anchor Spot was videoed secretly by Dan and Dave. It would be used in her presentation video, which they were putting the finishing touches on. Soon she would be on the secret market. One of the last items on the to-do list was to have that meeting every sex slave went through as they finished training. 12’s was scheduled right before her celebratory dinner that evening.

Eight made dinner preparations without the help of 12, since the meeting was for her. Miles and Dan dressed up in formal wear for the important meeting. 12 was dressed more conservatively than usual to underscore the significance of the event. She wore a long-sleeved, flowing, floor-length gown that covered her tattoos. It was made with different colors of transparent mesh material. There were multiple layers, making it opaque in places and transparent in others. In front, it was plunging with less layers, subtly exposing cleavage and nipples. When she moved, the color of the dress changed with the angle of light. The colors coordinated with her blue hair and were in shades of blue and darker gray.  It was incredibly sexy and showed the outline of her trim body.

The three of them sat in Miles’s plush, decadent office. He was the one to speak for the most part. “12, you have successfully passed the training program and now you will be faced with a choice. Please think about it carefully. Take a few days if needed. It is your choice and only yours. We will not influence your thinking or interfere…”

Miles and Dan got up first as 12 remained seated and dazed in the over-stuffed leather chair. They gave her a few moments to gather herself before she finally rose to accompany them to a fabulous meal prepared by 8. Outside the office door, 12 touched Miles’s arm to get his attention. He did just that and turned toward the unique and pretty woman. She took her hands and put them behind his neck and gently pulled his face down to hers and gave him a long intimate kiss. She released him but kept his face very close to hers. She looked him in the eyes and said “I can never repay you for what you have done for me. Thank you will never be enough,” she said to him softly.

She turned to Dan and hugged him tightly for a long time. She let loose just enough to look deeply into his eyes repeating the sentiment, without the words. She looked like a little girl who was just told she was going to Disneyland.

“Let’s go eat before it gets cold,” Miles said as he choked up imperceptibly.


35

After the splendidly arranged meal, 8 served Miles and Dan their usual drinks from behind the bar in the great room. This time, she wore a dressier version of her usual house-slave uniform. It was typical for the occasion. Instead of her zip-tied naked heels, she sported black thigh-high boots made of thin, shiny vinyl that hugged her legs like paint. They ended at mid-thigh with an attached strap that was tightened to make an indention into her soft flesh. The pointed-toe stiletto heels were a good six inches high. She wore a tight, black, satin microskirt. The combination exposed her upper thighs to her ass cheeks. To augment the formal style, she had donned a cropped satin blazer to match. There were no buttons, exposing complete cleavage to her skirt, but the cut kept the open lapels resting over her erect nipples, which hardly ever showed. She felt sophisticated with her curled, long, blonde hair falling gently over her shoulders in waves.

“What would you like Mistress?” the elegant maid asked the dressed up woman on the bar stool, set away from the gleaming marble countertop between the two men.

12 thought about it for a second and started to smile mischievously. “It’s been a long time, but I would like a beer and a shot of Jack Daniels and leave the bottle,” she answered looking at both the men who were chuckling.

“Yes, Mistress,” 8 replied. “It will take just a moment. I have to go to the overstock pantry on the other side of the house.”

“Well that’s fun,” Miles said glancing at Dan, who did not hear him.

Dan had turned around to watch 8 sashay out of the room. She glanced back and slowed for his benefit. What an ass, he thought, as he watched her supple figure in the contrasting colors of black and blonde.

“Earth to Dan,” Miles laughed, knowing exactly what was going on. He turned quickly with a hint of blush in his face.

“So, you miss the concoctions of your past?” Miles returned to 12.

“Actually, no, not until now, when I was given a choice. I thought it would be fun. Thank you, Master,” she answered Miles.

Putting the unopened bottle of Jack Daniels and three cold bottles of different craft beer on a silver platter, 8 returned to the bar. She asked 12 for her selection, before pouring it into a tall frosty mug, leaving an empty hand-cut crystal glass and the whiskey bottle as requested. She stood back in a corner on the service side of the bar under a spotlight, waiting for commands. Whenever Dan glanced her way, shivers went up her back and neck. It was at some of those moments, she wished she could just finger herself. It wouldn’t be hard with the skirt she was wearing. What is it with this man that excites her so much?

The trio went on celebrating long into the night. Dave had left hours ago after attending to feeding and showering the sex slave in the SPIDER. After Dan left to go home, 8 was sent to bed in her nook and 12 was escorted to a guest bedroom by Miles.

“You still need to mind your manners and address me, Dan and Dave as Master, and that means obeying us too,” Miles explained to the tipsy girl. “Enjoy the run of the house, though, and any services you might need from 8 until you leave.”

“Yes, Master,” she slurred slightly, feeling pleasantly high after all the shots she drained from the full, available bottle of whiskey.

“Strip,” Miles ordered.

“Yes, Master,” she replied, a bit slower than usual.

She removed her blue and black gauzy gown in a sexually provocative way like she was trained. He sat on an armed chair in the guest room by the fireplace that was lit earlier by 8. He got up when the show was over and retrieved a large wand vibrator from the nightstand drawer. He sat back down and motioned for twelve to kneel at his feet. She did and he handed her the wand.

“Bring yourself to the edge without coming,” Miles ordered.

“Yes, Master,” 12 replied. She turned on the strong battery operated vibrator and touched it lightly on her labia and rubbed softly till her juices started to flow. Remaining in her kneeling position, she spread her legs wider. She slowly increased the pressure and it eventually found its way to her clit. She moaned out loud. With the alcohol in her system and free to move the wand to the best position, she got to the edge within minutes. Still wanting to keep it going, she quickly pulled it away, to avoid an inevitable climax as ordered. She looked up at her Master and smiled sheepishly.

“Again and no O,” he ordered, rubbing his cock through his dress pants.

She started again, squirming around on her spread knees at the foot of her Master. This time she got there a lot faster and it was a lot more difficult to pull away, but she did. Her breasts heaved as she cast her eyes down to the floor and panted uncontrollably for a couple of minutes. When she returned from her erotic fantasies and her body had calmed, she looked up at her Master for further direction. He motioned her to give him the wand, which she did. She had been frustrated plenty on the Perpetual Inflictor, but this was different. She was wishing he would take his cock out and fuck her hard. Instead he stood up and headed to the guest room door.

“Feel free to find a way to get off if you want, but you are not to use any mechanical means or your own fingers. Understood?” Miles ordered.

“Yes, Master,” she replied as he dimmed the lights low and stepped out the doorway, leaving her alone with the sound of the flickering fireplace and her own beating heart. She laid back on the bed and gently caressed the inside of her thighs, causing an immediate stirring. She stopped and grabbed her tits instead and squeezed them roughly. Same reaction. Her head was foggy as she fantasized about all sorts of things…but wait!

Twelve got out of the bed, still naked, and made her way to the hallway. She didn’t have heels on, so she could move soundlessly. She felt around in the dark and slowly let her eyes adjust. She headed to the top of the staircase and took in the vast expanse before her. The two open levels were glowing eerily from the moon that shone through a clear dome in the center of the lobby. She stepped down the staircase, still wobbling a bit from the drinks, but horny as hell. Miles said she had the use of the services of 8, didn’t he. Well she was going to use that privilege. When she got to the house-slave’s nook, she whispered softly, “8.”

“Yes, Mistress,” she answered, being pulled sharply out of a dream state that had just started. She didn’t know who called her, but it was a woman’s voice.

“Shake that mane of hair you have into a wild mess and slowly crawl over to me by the couch,” the trained sex slave ordered.

“Yes, Mistress,” she replied, now knowing it was 12. She shook the cobwebs from her head, along with her mass of curls as ordered. Getting on her hands and knees, she crawled seductively as she was trained towards the couch over 100 feet away. The moon was bright and with the ceiling panels open, the great room took on a mysterious aura. Dark shadows hid in corners and behind furniture. Random streaks of moonlight reflected off white art and the marble bar top. It was a room of contrasts as she made her way to the couch. As she approached 12, she violently shook her hair for the pleasure of the naked woman, sitting back into the cushy couch, legs spread.

12 simply gestured with her index finger for 8 to come to her. The blonde was gorgeous in the moonlight, her makeup still on and hair a tussle of waves. Taking the cue, 8 dragged her long hair all over the tattooed woman’s body. 12 closed her eyes momentarily and moaned softly. 8’s face inched forward until it was inches from hers. She took the initiative to kiss her Mistress’s parted, awaiting lips. The house-slave’s soft lips and warm tongue caused a massive stirring below. She grabbed a fistful of the blonde mass and pushed her body down by her head, soft tits rubbing along her body. The shapely and pretty woman was now on her knees with her mouth breathing heavy on her sex. Her tongue lightly tickled her pussy lips. Not wanting to be teased anymore, she pushed the blondes head harder into her cunt. Her tongue shot into her wet tunnel, before searching for the little bud. 8 found it quickly. Stroking it side-to-side then up-and-down was driving her crazy. She squirmed wildly on the couch as the house-slave assaulted her clit. She arched her back and went stiff as she came…hard. 8 didn’t let up though, she eased off but continued to gently lick the sensitive post-orgasmic clitoris. She raised her hands over her head out of habit and swiveled her hips keeping her legs spread in a feigned attempt to avoid the contact. She allowed 8 to continue as she gradually overcame the sensitivity. It took even less time to get to the second climax. This time she cried out loud, not able to contain her pleasure.

…clapping came from a dark corner. A figure emerged. She instantly recognized his immense muscular outline in the twisted shadows. Miles came closer, shirtless, with a huge erection sticking out of the zipper in his pants.

“Great job, 8. You can crawl back to bed the way you came. I think 12 likes that,” Miles said to the naked blonde on the floor.

“Yes, Master,” she replied as she turned on her hands and knees to follow his orders.

“And you can have your reward for being creative about getting yourself off,” he said to 12 who was recuperating on the couch. Taking off his pants, he stood naked and obviously ready to go.

“Yes, Master,” she said, as she knelt before the hunk of a man. Miles’s cock was huge and thick, but 12 was able to handle it effortlessly with her training on the Open Throat. She instinctively crossed her wrists behind her before she started licking his shaft and balls.

“It’s late, so get to it and don’t let a drop spill from those pretty lips,” Miles directed.

“Yes, Master,” she answered before ramming his rock-hard cock down her throat. Earlier he was stroking it by himself watching the girls mess about, so it only took a few dozen trips across the top of her inviting, warm tongue and randomly farther down her tight throat to make him explode, screaming in pleasure. She let his load spurt into her mouth without swallowing. When she felt that he was done, spasms subsiding, she slowly removed her lips from his shaft, closing them carefully at the end.

Miles stroked the side of her head, as she looked up at him and opened her mouth, displaying his load puddled on her cupped tongue. “Ok you can have your reward now,” he said. She swallowed his voluminous secretion smiling. She had come to associate the taste with pleasing her Master. She too spent a week eating special dinners when she had tried to escape like 14.

“I’m going to bed, do whatever you want,” he said as he grabbed his clothes and walked towards the staircase.

“Yes, Master and thank you for the creamy gift,” she replied still on her knees. She got up and sat back into the marshmallow-soft couch and looked at the stars visible through the clear ceiling. What an amazing day, she thought, and what an amazing life I will live…
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14 slept uneasily that night. She was by herself for the first time in the SPIDER. On top of that, the Trainer bound her more strictly than usual. Her arms were tied tight behind her, bringing her elbows to touch. Her flexibility had grown by leaps and bounds due to being left in tight bondage for long periods of time, but it was still very uncomfortable. Normally he would only tie her wrists and elbows, but tonight he did that along with her ankles and above her knees. She was not able to move much at all, except to maybe roll over, if the chain to the back wall didn’t stop her. Even though she was not allowed to talk to the woman in the next cell, she always felt her presence. She guessed she never realized how much, like you don’t know what you have till it’s gone. The SPIDER seemed different, darker and gloomier. She had no real reason to feel that way as her meals and showers were normal and routine. Her time on the various training devices pushed her limits at times but were never something she dreaded. Nighttime was uneventful except for the occasional shower or thunderstorm. She secretly hoped they found a new victim so she wouldn’t be alone. That was a terrible thought, how could she hope for that. She was caged like an animal…but wait, why was she not angry or depressed about it? The routine was extreme when she first arrived, but it was becoming a somewhat pleasant experience. All she had to do was push certain physical and mental limits or try new techniques that would make her an amazing sex slave for an experienced owner. She didn’t have deadlines or people to please that she didn’t like at work. Money was always an issue for her, hence her trying to hang out at the Bottled Babe to meet a rich guy. In here, money was irrelevant. That soothed her and she fell asleep, her nerves calmed.

The next morning after first meal, Dave strapped her to the Bang Buddy.

“You have been doing good on all the training machines, 14. Your Masters have been actively looking for new recruits, but it is harder than you think,” Dave explained, probably a bit too much.

She crinkled her face a bit and wondered why it would be so hard to find a good-looking, young woman. There were tens of thousands of them in the city.

“Yes, Trainer,” she replied without comment.

“Today you are in for a marathon session. The longest you have been on this contraption was six hours. In that time you missed only one orgasm. That’s remarkable, considering the amount of time we figured it would take someone. Today you will go for a full eight hours. If you can manage that without missing your required climax each time, you will be moved to the last phase of your training, which is tolerating four continuous hours of torment with Whippy,” he explained.

Dave knelt on one knee and tapped instructions into the laptop. He programed the machine to fuck her for eight to fifteen minutes every half-hour to hour. That was the required standard for achievement the three men had decided on when they programmed the algorithm. Of course the artificial intelligence would decide how hard and long based on past history. If she came quickly with hard rapid pumps, the machine would lessen the times it used that sequence. If she failed to cum with soft lazy strokes, it would do that more often, requiring her to take more drastic measures. For the marathon session, that would mean she would be trying to attain twelve orgasms in eight hours. They felt that was exceptional and more than adequate for any new owner.  

As Dave rechecked the bindings and instructions on the display of the pumping mechanism, she now knew the expectations. That was helpful. She now also knew the Whippy requirement which she was secretly looked forward to. She craved the steady, massaging strokes intermingled with stingy, and more severe lashings.  It was still amazing to her that she had grown to realize how much she really loved the pain. She had orgasms on Whippy when it didn’t even target her pussy. She supposed it was a good thing to progress along their training schedule on the Bang Buddy, no matter what it entailed. So she set her mind to somehow think of new creative ways to inflict pain or pleasure on herself while getting pummeled by the smart, fucking wonder. The challenge is real, just like it is when she is having intercourse with men. If the man is rough, she doesn’t need to do much. She will come. On the other hand, if the man is gentle and considerate, she has a hard time. So she must create ways to inflict pain on herself to get to that orgasm. And an orgasm is required. What kind of high-priced, sex slave would she be, if she didn’t come for her Master, no matter how he fucked her. Or how quickly he came himself. Experiencing orgasms in unison was what they were paying for. Faking it? That was for an ordinary wife or girlfriend, not a sex slave. So to induce the necessary pain she needed, she had pinched her nipples with her fingertips with varying degrees of pressure. If necessary, she used the tips of her long, hard fingernails. She had also utilized pinching her ass, sides of her tits and waist. To change it up she slapped. She had already used this technique on her ass, tits and face, again in fluctuating intensities. She chuckled at the thought of what her new owner would think if she slapped her own face during sex! She would not have access to any painful implements like a whip, which would of course make it easier, but she never knew when or where she was going to be fucked.

Lost in her thoughts, she didn’t notice that the Trainer had left. The machine whirred quietly to life. The silicone dildo was self-lubricating and she watched as the glistening probe approached her pussy. It did it’s gentlemanly thing of swiping up and down a little before it pushed itself in to make sure she was lubricated. There had been times, though, when it didn’t. It hurt, but she got wet quick with the pain. She actually preferred it that way. She was aware of the short time she had to climax at times and prepared mentally for it. When the machine started to breathe louder and heavier through speakers, she needed to be ready.

“Mmm,” she moaned out loud to nobody as the slippery phallus slowly penetrated her vagina like a ‘nice guy’. She enjoyed the stroking which sometimes touched her clit lightly. She got excited and concentrated on trying to move her hips in the hanging sling to force more rubs on that little bud. It was working but not fast enough. The machine emitted a few moans as the nice guy mode failed to hit her clit. She grabbed her ample tits that spilled out from her hands and squeezed hard. When that didn’t do the trick, she let go and viciously slapped them on the sides. The alternating blows were severe enough to lift each heavy boob to the center of her chest. She was starting to get excited as she heard the moans increase from the infernal machine. Stepping up her efforts she hit them at the same time smashing them together in front of her face. The random brush on her clit brought her to the edge. The machine began crying out that it was coming when she slapped her flailing tits as hard as she could. She came with the machine like clockwork.

“You did it,” the machine told her. “In twenty-four minutes you go again.”

She started to figure out that the quicker the machine had a climax, the longer her rest period. She had also noticed that the more time she spent on the smart machine, the less times it fucked her hard. Was the bastard actually learning? How? She really didn’t want to spend precious time on that, so she concentrated on how she could get herself off. By the looks of it, she would need new strategies or fail the test…would she ever pass?
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A week after 12 had her celebratory meeting, she was sold. During that week, 14 was cycled through all the AI-controlled training equipment. The machines seemed to be learning about her weaknesses and focusing on improving them to a point where they were no longer an issue. In that way they worked and worked very well. Miles was very proud of the production part of his business, but still struggled with finding more appropriate candidates for the training program. He wondered if the city harbored too many strong-willed women because it was a dog-eat-dog environment. He couldn’t go too far into the rural areas because girls that go missing there would be more noticeable. So he thought about searching areas, maybe with more religious types in the area. That came to mind as a place where girls were taught from a young age to be more subservient to men. Or maybe looking at campuses of colleges with those demographics. He knew that his thoughts were biased, but maybe it was worth a shot. He made a mental note to speak to Dan about it at their next recruitment meeting. First, though, he had to prepare for the transfer of 12.

“Dan, what do you think about making the entire ride out to our drop spot on the hogs?” he asked.

“Not a good idea. We could be spotted close to here before we got out far enough into the boonies. It’s also cold as fuck to be riding. It’s been unseasonably warm during the day but we are doing the drop at night and it will be a bitch for her, adorned as Mack requested,” Dan replied contrarily.

He was right, Miles thought. The buyer did want her to be riding on the back of a Harley when they delivered her. Mack was going to take her away in the same fashion. The purchaser was a very wealthy owner of a chain of successful country-style restaurants and bars. He also owned his fair share of strip clubs in the more rural areas that usually lacked that kind of entertainment. So they thrived on Friday payday nights.

“Do you have any ideas?” Miles asked.

Dan sat back in the exquisite leather chair placed in front of Miles’s massive desk for a few minutes without speaking. He tented his fingers and his eyes were not focused on anything. “Ok, how about we rent a large, covered trailer and truck to pull it. We could put 12 and the Harley’s in there, drive to the closest bar that Mack owns near the drop-off spot. We could park and ride out to the meet-up from there,” Dan suggested. “He could cover any trouble that may brew, since he owns the parking lots. Can you pull up his locations on the screen behind you?” he asked Miles.

“Let’s have a look,” Miles replied as he turned to the credenza behind him and located a maps app. He highlighted the drop-off and Mack’s places in the area. “Well I’ll be damned,” Miles said as he zoomed in on a strip club called Bouncers, that Mack owned, which was about 4 miles from the hidden location. “Would that work, you think,” Miles asked.

Dan got up and stood closer to the monitor, checking out the details and surrounding points of interest. “The route goes right by a grocery store, but if we took this other road, pointing, there are only two local hick bars that might add spice and not trouble,” he said smiling and sitting back down.

Miles considered it for a few more minutes and finally said, “let’s do it. It’s as good a plan as any to accommodate our newest sex slave owner.”

The night of the transfer, 12 was excited beyond words as she was adorned with only thigh-high, black leather, stiletto boots, a thick black leather collar and a cropped black leather jacket. She was naked from mid-thigh to the bottom of her tits, nipples hardened and aching. She wasn’t allowed to close her jacket, so her rounded boobs were exposed, wrists stretched up and chained to a beam on the ceiling of the covered trailer. The two Harley’s were secured to the trailer so they couldn’t move during transit. The sun was still up, so it wasn’t too cold. Dan closed the trailer door leaving 12 in darkness. They drove the three hours to Bouncers uneventfully and parked in the back of the parking lot. It was now dark and patrons were gathering at the door before the establishment opened at 9 pm. Miles waited until the they let the ramshackle group of men in. They had agreed to meet Mack at 10pm, so they waited in the truck for a while not wanting to get to the site too early. Both Miles and Dan were dressed in typical biker attire. Leather jackets and pants with substantial boots.

“Ok let’s go,” Miles said. They opened the trailer, wheeled the bikes out and then unchained 12. She threw her leg over and gasped as her naked pussy lips were shoved on the vibrating cold seat behind Miles. She wrapped her arms around him as before. One arm on his chest and the other on his leather covered cock. Dan pulled her abbreviated jacket open so her naked tits were crushed on Miles’s leather jacket. “Don’t come,” Miles ordered his rider as he gunned the engine. It acted as a huge vibrator and she relished the sexual stimulation. Her naked body shivered from the blast of cold air as he pulled into the street of the small town.

They rode along the route they mapped out, with 12 forming a new fantasy for two drunk men coming out of one of the bars on the way. They hooted and hollered at the naked tattooed flank of the slim girl as she rode by slowly to make a turn.

Arriving at the designated meetup spot first, Miles instructed 12 to kneel down in the tall, yellowing grass surrounded by towering trees with leaves changing to yellow, orange and red. She obeyed naturally, pulling her elbows together behind her as best she could. The movement exposed her tits as the jacket opened.

Within minutes the low rumble of big bikes grew. Two massive hogs pulled up close and the men disengaged. The larger man came over and shook Miles hand firmly.

“Nice to see you again Mack,” Miles said in the epitome of masculinity. Mack was accompanied by a smaller man that had shifty eyes, constantly moving. He looked like the type that you wouldn’t mess with under any circumstances.

“Same here and this is Matt,” he said as the man shook hands with Dan and Miles.

12 knelt motionless and looked at the big man in fascination as she was introduced. They ate her up with their eyes like she was a Wagyu steak, medium rare. She seemed to do the same. Mack was built solidly like Miles but had a rugged look to him with a short, cropped beard and a bit of graying in his longer hair. He was totally hot and her type.

Matt went back to his bike and retrieved a metal briefcase from his saddlebag. Miles checked out the banded piles of cash and said he would count it later. They discussed the contract in summary and both signed it. Miles emphasized the conditions and consequences of certain terms as he did with all his past sex slave sales. They all gave man hugs as they finalized the transaction.

“So what are you going to name her?” Miles asked curiously.

“Not sure yet. I’m going to take some time and see how she fits in and what she is adept at,” Mack answered. “It is one of those things I am looking forward to...naming her. Until then, we’ll call her Tat. I especially love that sleeve. So nasty!” he said like he was naming a spotted puppy, Spot.

“I hope you enjoy her, she has been awesome in training,” Miles relayed.

“Here, keep this,” Mack said as he pulled 12 to her feet gently by the O-ring on her collar. He took off her cropped leather jacket and gave it to Miles, leaving her butt naked except for her boots and collar, shivering in the cold evening air. She positioned herself on the back of Mack’s vibrating bike like she did with Miles, hands on chest and cock…and naked, heading into her future.
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She had tried three times to get past the eight-hour requirement on the Bang Buddy. Three times she failed but was so close. The last time she missed only one orgasm. She was running out of ideas. She couldn’t ask the machine to cause the stimulus she needed to get off. This was why she was being trained, she thought. Most likely she wouldn’t be in a position to ask her Master for help either. She was supposed to know how to do it herself and create a great experience for both of them. Her job as a sex slave. If help was provided, great, but it was not guaranteed.

“Here we go again, 14,” Dave said as he was strapping her to the Bang Buddy. He roughly massaged her tits when he was finished. She put her hands on top of his and felt the strength in them. He was older, but he was fit, very fit. She seemed to be craving human contact more lately with all the hours spent on training machines. Yesterday she was strapped to the Perpetual Inflictor all afternoon, set to the NO or No Orgasm mode. Needless to say, she was horny as hell and was not permitted to masturbate overnight. The constant exposure to sex was getting her addicted. It was all she thought about lately.

Dave commented before he left her, “Try your best, you have been the first one to use this machine and we are anxious to see how it pans out. You are getting really close 14. Get creative,” Dave said as he released her breasts much to her dismay.

“Yes, Trainer,” she replied. The machine whirred into action and she had to adjust her thinking immediately. The mental aspect of this particular training was the hardest. If she allowed other thoughts to enter her head, she would lose focus and squelch the opportunity for the required orgasm. It was very much like meditating. She felt the probe enter her, closed her eyes, and submitted to her inner world where she is brutally tortured. Seventy percent of sexual release is mental, so that stimulated her.

It felt like she was getting close to the end of the session and she had climaxed every time so far. This was her fourth eight-hour session and the infernal fake cock was pumping steadily, but missing her clit, so she had to rely on creating the sensations she needed. She started by slapping her ass and tits as hard as she could, hitting the same spots to make them more sensitive. Then pinching was required and her hard nails did the work on the insides of her thighs, stomach and ultimately her breasts and nipples. She was getting close but so was the machine. She had to do this now since the Bang Buddy’s impending manufactured orgasm was seconds away. Then it hit her, she remembered biting her tongue not too long ago and the excruciating pain it caused. She opened her mouth and used her nails on different parts of her tongue and she hit paydirt at the tip. She clamped down with both forefingers and thumbs as hard as she could.

“AAaaahh,” she cried in instant pain and the accompanying orgasm it created. Her heavy boobs heaved and swayed, while her pelvis tilted to the penetrating shaft. When her spasms subsided, she caressed her mounds and sore nubs gently as to say thank you. To her utter joy, the phallus slowly retracted from her abused pussy folds letting her know that she did it! She had successfully climaxed with every fuck session.

“Well done,” Dave said as he watched her last orgasm from the shadows. “That’s good news 14. Your Masters will be excited.”

“Thank you Trainer,” she replied somewhat lisping from her tender tongue.

“How about filet mignon and mashed potatoes tonight for dinner? I’ll make sure to cut it up in small pieces. That tongue of yours might be sore for a while,” he asked knowing her answer.

“That would be awesome, Trainer. Did you see me pinch it?’ she asked inquisitively.

“I did. You are not only beautiful and smart, but creative too!” he exclaimed, eliciting a smile. “Let’s get you back into your cage for last meal.”

“Yes Trainer,” she said, as her tongue throbbed.
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Sleep seemed allusive for 14 that night. What was the next step in her training going to be like? She had ridden and mastered all the AI-equipment in the SPIDER including the four-hour session with Whippy. She lay naked on the cold, hard, marble floor of her cell, forced to sleep with her arms tied behind her. Rope was also tightly wrapped around her wrists, ankles and above her knees. The heavy, metal collar on her neck felt like a permanent attachment now. It was chained to the back wall as usual. It was not like she could escape. Although unnecessary, the bondage was comforting. It was going on a couple of months in captivity and she had never felt so satisfied in her life. She was a little worried, though, about being sold and upsetting the routine she had grown accustomed to. How much would it change? The line of thought didn’t last long, though, as she berated herself. She was owned and couldn’t do anything about it, so worrying was a massive waste of time.

She was in and out of a light sleep when she heard footsteps in the dark. They echoed in the SPIDER easily due to the hard floors and open space. She couldn’t see anything but heard the cage door to her left, the one recently vacated by 12, open. Chains rustled and then the door closed and she heard the lock click. Steps left the SPIDER and she was alone again. She fell back into an edgy sleep.

“Anybody here? Where am I? Hello!” came a troubled voice. “Hello…”

14 heard the voice and smartly ignored it. She remembered what happened to 10 when she first woke in the dark, chained and tied on the cold hard floor.

“Please help me..”
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Watching and listening to the new girl go through the same experience she did, 14 sighed. It was a terrible memory but now it seemed a million miles away. As the Trainer tried to explain the rules to the girl, she was blubbering to let her go, and making all kinds of promises. She screamed as 14 heard the unmistakable zap of the cattle prod. She guessed that everybody had to go through it. The Masters knew what they were doing. The girl instantly stopped talking, although she continued to cry.

As the sun rose on the ceiling display, the prison cell named 12 with a placard was now changed to 15. 14 looked at her intently lying bound and chained. She was young and curvier than what has been the norm for sex slaves here. Her breasts were huge like 14’s, but she was heavier in the hips and ass. Her slim waist, flat stomach and full head of wavy brunette hair was incredibly sexy. She was looking about in terror. She saw 14, but didn’t say anything. The cattle prod works.

The display turned to blue bringing back memories of 14’s first days. The blue light was meant to color her first meal a disturbing, uneatable blue, subconsciously appealing to trust her captives, once you found out it was normal food.

When the Trainer was done explaining the mealtime procedures. He came over to 14’s enclosure and untied the strict bondage she was in all night.

“It’s time for your upstairs training. You will still sleep down here in the SPIDER at night for the next couple of weeks but most of your time will be spent upstairs to learn proper cooking, cleaning and other household duties,” Dave explained. “Let’s get you in your required zip-tie stilettos. You will be eating upstairs for the most part from now on. Miles will be spending some time with you this morning to create your unique look in what you will wear while going through your training.”

The two of them left the SPIDER leaving the new captive to her blue meal and surprise shower.

Upstairs, 14 was still naked except for the strapped on stilettos. Only the spiked heels were seen, giving the illusion of walking barefoot on tip toes with the cruel spike going into her heel. Perfect for a submissive sex slave.

“Get her ready before we look for a uniform. I want her hair clean and wavy. Heavy eye makeup and bright pink lipstick to start,” Miles commanded to 8 who was standing next to 14 awaiting orders.

“Yes, Master,” 8 responded immediately.

“Yes, Master,” 14 repeated.

“It is time to allow you to speak as a trained slave. You may speak with 8 if it concerns your makeup, clothes or any instructions for cooking, cleaning or serving. You are still expressly forbidden to ask personal questions. Stick to getting trained. Do you understand slave?” Miles firmly asked.

“Yes, Master,” 14 quickly responded. She was there to get trained, not share experiences. What may have happened to her or the current house-slave was private and not to be discussed. The two women sashayed on their towering stilettos to the house-slave nook to get prepared.

Fully made up, 14 looked amazing. Miles noticed immediately and actually got a chubby looking at his naked slave on her brutal stilettos. He escorted her to the immense clothes room with all the sexy outfits he had accumulated over the years. They spent hours in there having her try on all sorts of different looks. He had a small, raised platform in the center of the room, with three large mirrors forming a half-circle around it. She stood under bright spotlights in front of the mirrors as he assessed her in varied colored outfits of different styles.

For Miles, it was a difficult session. She looked great in anything she put on. Her large tits, flat stomach, thin waist and slim hips made any outfit look amazing. He was after something that transcended how good she looked, though. He wanted her to exude sexual submission whenever he saw her. So that required more time and effort than he usually spent on doing this. Pink is the ultimate submissive color, so he decided that would be the main color in her uniform. What else was submissive? A bit of frilly lace would be appropriate but not too much. He also wanted to see her big tits sway as she served him or did chores. That meant loose material, if any, on her exposed boobs. He definitely wanted to see her nipples, so the material needed to be transparent and thin. Under her tits, the dress should be tight and clingy showing off her shape. The hem was micro-mini of course. She had sculptured legs that just could not be hidden.

“So what do you think?” Miles asked Dan, Dave and 8 as they looked upon the bouncy beauty. She wore a pale pink dress that was tight from her ribs to the tops of her thighs, where a thin strip of sheer lace was hemmed. It was semi-sheer and her body was subtly visible through it. The top of the dress was halter style, made of beige mesh, matching her skin tone and much more see-through than the rest. The bands of material tied behind her neck and formed loose cups for her large breasts which did little to hide her erect nipples. Her heavy metal collar from the SPIDER was replaced with a thinner, more elegant shiny stainless steel ring with an O-ring in the middle. It was locked in place with a small padlock at the back of her neck. She walked around in a seductive manner so everyone could see her semi-nude body from every angle. The halter was loose so her massive mounds swayed freely.

“Perfect,” Dan said. “It really suits her and I really like the submissive pink.”

“Wow,” was all 8 said.

“Great, so we will use it as her daytime uniform. Dan, get her started with her new training,” Miles directed. Dan motioned for 8 and 14 to follow him down a hall out of the great room. 

When the trio reached a closed door at the end of the hall, Dan showed them in. 8 was familiar with it but 14 looked around in amazement. It was like she walked into the back end of a restaurant kitchen, albeit very high-end. Stainless steel counters and appliances abundantly filled the area. There was also a large industrial-sized washer and dryer in one corner with a huge folding counter and hanging rod. The floor was sparkling white stone. One of the walls that surrounded the room was floor to ceiling glass which overlooked the dining room. She would be in full view of anyone dining at the massive table while she worked.

“This is where most of the domestic work you do will be done,” Dan started to lecture 14 as 8 stood off to the side. “Some basic rules to follow while on this level; you respond to any order from your Masters with Yes, Master or Thank you, Master. If 8 instructs you, you are required to respond with Yes, Madam. She has earned the right as a trainer. Other than that, there will be no talking unless it is in regard to training like I mentioned before,” Dan instructed. “Any questions?”

“No, Master,” 14 replied.

“You will handwash the uniform you are wearing every Thursday night before going back to the SPIDER to sleep. 8 will show you how. You will start learning to prepare meals for everyone in the house and the SPIDER. On the list is how to wash, dry and iron all clothes used. That will include all laundry from Master Miles. There are also proper ways to serve and submit to anyone in this house, known or unknown. 8 will be responsible for teaching, so pay attention and mind your manners, 14,” Dan finished.

“Yes, Master,” she answered, listening intently.

Dan looked at the beauty for a few more moments before directing 8 to take over. He slapped 14’s ass sharply before going over to 8 and gently caressed a half-exposed breast. He pushed her long blonde hair out of the way of her neck, exposing her artery that was visibly pulsating. Dan leaned over and gently sucked the area while getting a handful of her ass. She closed her eyes and visibly shivered. He smiled at her before turning to leave.

“Get to it, girls,” he ordered as he left the room.
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“Finally,” Miles said to Dan as they sat in opposing beige loveseats across the hand-carved, cocktail table depicting a woman on her hand and knees.

“Yes, I thought we might never fill the SPIDER again,” Dan related. “We had been searching for a month with not even a close hit. Now we have 3 new recruits in a matter of two weeks.”

“Our new marketing scheme has worked. It wasn’t until we hit the north suburban clubs that we got some results. Lots of conservative families around there.” Miles correlated. “Looks like we need to move on 8. 14 is moving quickly in her training. She could be ready in a couple of weeks, after she finishes the domestic part of her training.”

“It appears so,” Dan responded disheartened. He knew it was going to be over soon. He had somehow fallen for the blonde in a hard way.

“Let’s do a public screening tomorrow night at Triangle Tavern,” Miles suggested. He knew of Dan’s secret interest, and saw his shoulders slump when he mentioned putting her up for bid. “Let 14 hold down the fort.”

“Ok, I’ll call the Tavern and reserve two tables so you can get clear video of her humiliation for the presentation clip. Is one table between us enough?” he asked his boss.

“No, why don’t you do two. I want to get more of the background in the shot. Makes it look more voyeuristic than up close. Dave will be with me so he can try a different angle if needed,” Miles thought out loud.

“Do you want to pick her outfit?” Dan asked.

“No, you go ahead, Dan. I trust you,” Miles answered smiling. “Oh, I forgot. A while back you mentioned that you had an idea of how to test the efficacy of the punishment meals. Do you think it will still work?” he asked Dan.

“I’m sure it will. Let’s find out. I’ll call Dylan from two doors down to see if he can join us tomorrow night after dinner here. He will be perfect, since he already had ‘interactions’ with her. Dave will be staying late too, since he has to accompany us to the restaurant. And on a personal note, I will be horny as hell after dinner,” Dan grinned. 

“Sounds intriguing…”
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Dan had picked out a little bronze dress for 8 to wear to her performance. The shiny, satin-finished, golden brown color went perfectly with the crimson wig they opted for, now curled and hanging loosely over her shoulders. She looked so different with the simple change of eyebrow and hair color. They were standing and waiting for their table after checking in, when a young guy bumped into the hostess stand as he stared at 8 while walking. Dan smiled knowing that she looked so hot and sexy, it wouldn’t be the only accident.

8 stood next to Dan with perfect posture. Her back was straight to accentuate her breasts that were on display. The bronze cocktail dress was very short and tight, especially around her ass. It had a deep, V-plunge that started wide at her neckline and sliced down to her naval. The thin fabric tented over her hardened nipples as it sloped down over her rounded boobs, leaving the space under them exposed. She stood confidently in her sky-high, brown leather stilettos, like she was in a pantsuit standing in front of an executive group, proposing a business deal.

“Your table is ready,” a cute hostess said as she escorted them to a table close to one of the walls. 8 took a seat facing the inside of the restaurant and most of the patrons. Dan sat next to her instead of across the table. He didn’t want to be in the way of Miles’s camera phone, which laid on the table that Dave and he occupied.

An older male waiter came to the table and introduced himself. After he went through the evening’s specials, he left to get the bottle of wine that Dan had ordered. Dan immediately went to his phone and tapped an app to control the vibrating fiend in his date’s pussy. Before they left, a powerful vibrating egg that had an extension with a vibrating tip, was implanted into her vagina. The small extension was pushed firmly on top of her clit and secured with strapping tape that used skin adhesive. The tough kind of skin-bonding agent used on double-stick tape that women put on the sides of a plunging top, so it wouldn’t fall open. She wore a tiny, thong panty to cover the tape holding the strong, pulsating demon in. Unfortunately 8 wasn’t given the luxury of that tape on the sides of her plunging neckline. She was forced to sit ramrod straight to avoid her dress opening up in the busy place.

“Let’s get the show on the road,” he said to his luscious date as he tapped a very slow mode on the app. It simultaneously stimulated the G-spot within her vagina and directly on her tiny, sensitive bundle of nerves.

“OOooouu,” she moaned softly as she looked into Dan’s eyes to tell him what he wanted to know. Since she was forced to sit up straight, the little beast pressed against all the right spots. The material on her dress was not stretchy, so when she sat in the short dress, it pulled up in back. She was basically sitting ass-naked on the smooth, cool, leather surface of the bench. A middle-aged guy who sat at the table directly to the side of her could not take his eyes off the young redhead who seemed to be fidgeting around. His date or wife was not pleased.

“Here’s a little more,” Dan said to the squirming woman as he tapped the next intensity number. It was only two with a scale going to ten.

“Thank you, Master,” she said in a normal tone, slowly gyrating in place to the pleasure. She took the opportunity to hold his hand and squeeze showing her appreciation.

Two tables over, Miles and Dave were discretely filming the action.

“I want you to go to the washroom the long way,” he commanded as he pointed the route. “Touch up your lipstick or something, since you can’t go taped up as you are.”

“Yes, Master,” she replied, feeling around for the clutch she brought. She slid carefully out of her seat as not to expose too much. That effort was quite impossible as her firm tit and taunt nipple showed from the side of the loose, plunging neckline as she bent over the table to get up. A few people stared at the young redhead, following her steps as she proceeded along her designated path, through the most crowded part of the restaurant.  She kept her posture even with the pulsating stimulation that her escort did not turn off. On the way back, Dan hit number five when she was halfway to him. The jolt in intensity forced her to stop and clench her thighs together, eyes slit open, for two heartbeats. Dan saw a group of four younger guys, whom noticed 8 pause and pointed in her direction. Back at the booth, she bent over the table again to slide in sideways. Dan observed her exposed breast intently as she did, producing a hard on. Not even trying to pull her dress down, she sat with her naked ass on the cold leather. Her eyes looked dreamy as she asked, “Did I do exactly what you wanted, Master?”

“Yes,” he answered. “So here is how it’s going to go. You see Miles, right?”

“Yes, Master.”

“Make sure the sexual dance you are going to perform is directed towards him.”

“Yes, Master,” she replied again.

“Can you guess what you are going to do?” Dan asked.

“Yes, Master. I am going to have to climax for you and Miles at the exact time you want me to. Is that right, Master?” she asked searching his eyes.

“Yes, that is essentially it. You have permission, and orders, to come when they serve our food. Not a second earlier. Understand?” Dan asked.

“Yes, Master,” she replied. Her dreamy eyes seemed to be replaced by a more stimulated look.

Dan let her simmer and turned the stimulator down to number three as he ordered their dinner. It would take a good 20 minutes to be served so he planned his course of action. He would bring her to the brink and allow her to recoup a couple of times before the food came. He turned up the vibrator and watched her as she squirmed, struggled and tried to find a place for her searching hands. She was getting rigid and had her hands on her bare thighs when he tapped it back down to zero. She exhaled the moment it stopped. Her look changed into something he couldn’t decipher. She reached out and touched his hand again which did not go unnoticed by Miles. Dan had never felt anything like this when he orchestrated orgasms in public with other recruits. He rubbed her hand gently in unison as they looked into each other’s eyes, probing.

Dan picked up his wine glass and motioned for 8 to do the same. “I would like to propose a toast. Here’s to the best goddamned orgasm you will ever experience or at least for the next two weeks or so,” Dan said laughing.

“Cheers, Master,” she responded loud enough for the nosy middle-aged guy to hear. His mouth dropped open as he quickly glanced her way and his wife noticed. She got up and headed towards the door.

“Honey…wait,” he said loudly in her direction as he got up to follow her, motioning for the waiter.

Dan and 8 had a good laugh. He then tapped his phone again starting the slow grind. She responded by leaning over the table to give him a side view of her naked breast. Her struggles were pleasing Dan and the nearby camera crew. He wished he could just grab her, bend her over the table and fuck the living shit out of her. Instead he watched her fight the inevitable orgasm that was brewing. Her fight to not climax was getting intense. This was the third time he brought her to the edge. It was getting noticed by the neighbors which is exactly what Miles was looking for. He captured their inquisitive and disapproving looks for the presentation trailer.

Out of the corner of his eye, Dan caught two servers heading his way with what looked like their order. He dialed it up to ten as he scrutinized 8 who now massaged one hand on her lap and the other on her ribs just under her tit. Her mouth parted and eyes pleaded with him.

The servers approached and when she noticed them, she couldn’t hold back and inadvertently cried out, “AAaah, HUUuuu, HUUhuu, Huuu, AAAaaaahh!!” She stiffened as the intense pleasure overcame her and Dan attentively watched her predicament. He turned off the vibrator as she finished. She was catching her breathe with eyes closed, when a round of applause arose suddenly. She blushed immediately, as most of the surrounding tables were clapping and gawking at her. The table with the four young men were even standing. Everyone was staring, even if they didn’t clap. Miles was eating it up. He zoomed in on the pink-cheeked redhead and recorded her and the side-boob of her heaving chest. She looked around, smiled sheepishly and nodded her head in appreciation of the attention. He made sure the aroused patrons were noticeable on the video. The waiters that delayed their service to watch the episode, came over and served the food. Dan studied 8’s eyes as she relaxed, her breathe slowing, and eventually met his gaze. He was grinning in pure ecstasy for the amazing girl.

People went back to their own conversations and meals, undoubtably talking about what they just witnessed. Dan gave her a few moments before he asked, “So?”

Not caring who heard or saw, she leaned over, exposing her naked tit in the process and said, “Yes, that was the best orgasm I ever had, Master. So far.”

He looked at her with warm eyes, starting to understand why he liked her so much. It was her self-confidence.
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Later that night, 8 was allowed to go to bed in the guest bedroom. In the great room, the three men talked excitedly about the events of the earlier evening while 14 was serving them drinks in her night uniform. It as well was picked out by Miles, who had taken a special interest in the sex slave. She wore her usual zip-tie stilettos and collar but her uniform could be no more different than her pale pink daywear.  She was wearing a bright pink, vinyl corset top that was padded and pushed her already enormous boobs up into a jiggling sea of flesh, separated by a long cleavage line. The corset part was pulled tight, extremely tight, to make her thin waist even thinner. Her hips looked more rounded than normal with the cinch, which were covered by a matching bright pink, vinyl micro-mini. She stood out in the room like an hour-glass shaped whore in church. She had just finished her last drink order when the front doorbell rang. It was already after midnight.

“That’s Dylan who’s probably excited as hell to come over,” Miles said to the small group as 14 turned to go answer it.

She opened the front door, and gasped.

“Hi, 14,” the huge man said enjoying the reaction.

“Hello…Master?” she replied uneasily. “Come on in, your friends are waiting. Follow me,” she said starting to tremble. She escorted him into the room and the men greeted Dylan and asked him to sit. 14 stared at the man that had fucked her, when she had approached his house naked and bound. He stared at her now like she was a piece of cake with pink frosting.

“May I get you a drink?” she asked the well-dressed man, unlike the first time they met.

“I’ll have what he’s having,” he said motioning toward Miles.

“Yes, Master,” she answered promptly and respectfully as she turned and he watched her head to the bar. She had to overcome this right now, she said to herself forcefully. I cannot let my feelings interrupt the evening. In fact, I shouldn’t have any feelings about it. I was the one who disobeyed. He is here now, so he was obviously arranged when I tried to escape, not an actual rapist. It made total sense to her now. Her training kept shedding light on things she didn’t understand before. Like her need for pain in sexual situations and how much she needed to be dominated. She brought the drink back and placed it on the cocktail table in front of him. She bent over to do so, making sure her jiggling tits were on full display. She smiled now, like she knew him for years. After serving him, she looked at the glasses around the table to make sure they weren’t getting too low. She moved off to the side and stood in Miles’s direct line of sight. He seemed proud.

“So as I was saying,” Dan spoke to the group. “The ability to overcome smells and sometimes tastes from the past are the hardest when associated with some trauma. They trigger a part of the brain called the amygdala. It responds faster than the frontal cortex which takes longer to process. That is the thinking part. So a smell or taste can trigger some suppressed upsetting event or bring on good feelings from a pleasant or exciting circumstance,” he explained.

“You are losing me,” Dave said. “But go on, I’m getting a bit tipsy.”

“As I am too,” Dan said feeling high as a kite from the wine earlier at dinner and now the scotch. “Ok, maybe a demonstration would be better.” He motioned for 14 to come over. “Dave, bind her arms behind her. Elbows touching if you can in that constrictive dress.”

“You got it,” Dave replied as the older man pulled a length of rope out of one of his endless pockets. 14 went over to him and turned her back to him, facing the rest of the group. They sat silently as Dave expertly bound her, forcing her massive shelf of velvety skin to burst in magnitude. He did manage to get her elbows to touch, forcing the tops of her hardened nipples to emerge from the tight corset top. Dave sat down to examine her as the others did.

“Isn’t she beautiful guys?” Miles said proudly. Hair curled and full, with makeup that was definitely on the slutty side, she was a picture of the perfect, sexualized female.

“Absolutely!” Dylan added enthusiastically.

“14, turn around and kneel down,” Dan ordered the center of attention.

“Yes, Master,” she responded, kneeling. She was face to Dave’s pants zipper in that position.

“You know what to do. When you are done with Master Dave, Master Dylan is next, then Master me and lastly Master Miles,” Dan instructed.

“Yes, Master,” she responded not in the bit worried about her orders. She had spent hours, if not days with the Open Throat ramrod down her throat. Master Dave pulled his cock out and she went to work. It was soft at first but not for long. She knelt close as she could, so with every deep stroke, her tits pushed softly on the inside of his legs creating more stimulation.

As she was sucking Dave’s cock, he further instructed, “I am going to cum on your face. Keep your tongue out and mouth open. Leave it like that until I tell you otherwise.”

She nodded without taking his hard member out of her mouth. It didn’t take very long before he was squirting his load all over her beautiful face. It was quite a large amount and some of the slimy juice dripped onto her shelf-like cleavage. She stayed kneeling in front of him, holding some of his warm juices on her tongue.

“Turn and show your Masters, before you eat it,” Dave ordered.

She turned on her knees and did as instructed, swallowing what was on her tongue and then licked a little more from around her lips. “Thank you, Master,” she said smiling. Remembering the order, she shuffled on her knees to get between Master Dylan’s legs, purposely forcing the naked top of her massive breasts to jiggle, like two big bowls of Jello, for the enjoyment of the men.

“Do the same for me 14,” Master Dylan ordered as he stood up to present his cock to her. She gobbled up his large penis easily. Even though it was very thick, she forced the hard shaft down her throat by leaning into him since her arms were strictly bound. It took him even less time to get off. His load was huge. He painted her entire face with his voluminous contribution. A large serving went into her mouth which she held without swallowing. Large stringy dribbles left her chin and mouth falling to her protruding chest running downhill in little streams. “Turn to the guys again and eat it,” he commanded.

She obeyed and turned to both sides making sure all the men got a good view of her shiny face and out-stretched tongue. She swallowed and gently licked the edges of her lips. “Thank you Master,” she said to the man who had just deposited his load on her upturned face. Next was Dan who took longer to get there. He was somewhat drunk and a slimy-faced slave was really not his cup of tea. He came in strong spurts, though, and it splattered on her forehead and cheeks, dribbling off her eyebrows and chin. Leaving her mouth open and tongue out, she held some of his cum in a puddle on her tongue.

“What do you want her to do with that?” Dan asked Miles who was up next.

“Nothing,” he answered as his favorite sex slave waddled over to him taking care not to spill. The massive expanse of jiggling boobs that served as a shelf, did a great job of catching all the semen that dripped off her face unintentionally. She knelt in front of her real owner holding a puddle of cum on her tongue. He let her stay that way as he studied her eyes and checked the floor for any drops. There were none that he could see. With her shapely body and bound as she was, she accomplished not letting a drop of ejaculate hit the floor. He was astonished and continued to search her eyes for what he was looking for.

“Keep your mouth open,” he simply stated. She respectably nodded slightly. He stood up in front of her like the others, pulled out his cock and slowly stroked it in front of her. He did not touch her as he masturbated, thinking about how beautiful and sexy the woman below him was. How submissive she was. How amazing was her body. She didn’t show any signs of disgust or revulsion. Her plastered face glistened in the bright light of the great room. Obediently she kept her mouth open and her glazed tongue out as he massaged and stimulated his own sex. He wasn’t in a hurry. The longer it took the better. He didn’t touch her at all.

“When I cum, I want you to catch as much as you can in your mouth. Don’t swallow,” Miles demanded. He was getting close as the other guys were losing interest. They started to talk among themselves, satisfied and drunk. It didn’t matter to Miles. He was testing his soon to be house-slave. 14 nodded again in response to his orders. Finally he ejaculated into her open mouth. She pulled her head all the way back, facing the stars like a baby chick getting fed by her mother. The coating on her face moved when she did and it ran down her cheeks into her ears. He squeezed out every last drop before pulling away. He watched her as she struggled a bit to keep from swallowing the cum in her mouth. It was then that he saw it in her eyes. She was smiling with them, not like the fake ones that are formed only with your mouth. She had slimy, sticky cum all over her face and exposed tits. Her mouth was full of his load. And…she was smiling in a way that said she just wanted to please him. He knew at that moment she had passed the test. She did not show any sign of distaste, even when she was jerked off on by three men, after sucking their cocks. Then he didn’t even touch her and used her mouth as a receptacle like a tissue. But her eyes…they spoke to him. She was the one.
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Eight was ecstatic about having the run of the house like past slaves had before they were sold. She got up much later than usual since she didn’t have to prepare breakfast. 14 had progressed enough to handle that job now. She knew she had to be down in the dining room for breakfast at 9, so she had time to go over to the clothes closet and pick out an outfit for the day. She settled on a sheer black minidress since it was what Dan liked the most. Hopefully he would be at the meal. Thoughts of leaving him tended to put a damper on the excitement of going to a permanent home. Not that she had any control, but it was still hard to let go.

“Good morning 8,” Dan said as she entered the room finding Miles and Dan already seated.

“Good morning, Master,” she replied. She stepped over to the table where 14, in her pale pink and beige uniform, was quick to pull her chair out for her.

“Good morning, Mistress,” 14 said to 8 respectfully. That was a change. Mistress instead of Madam. Promotions are great she thought. She only had a week more till her recruit was fully trained.

“Good news,” Miles said to 8. “We have a buyer.”

She flushed and responded shyly, “that’s great Master. When will it happen?”

“Not for another week. You will need to finish training your replacement,” he said looking 14 in the eyes. Something had changed in the way she looked at him, not afraid to be punished. It wasn’t a bad thing. Damn…she was gorgeous.

The two of them were served since Dave wasn’t there yet. He had three new sex slaves in cages to feed and shower. 14 did well with the cooking and serving. Dave had come up to get the portions he needed. Idle chit-chat dominated the three of them till Miles made a proclamation.

“When we are done, I want the two ladies here in the great room, naked except for heels and collars,” Miles ordered. “After lunch, there will be two meetings. The first will be 8 and me at 1pm. This is the usual meeting we have before the sale and all attending are required to dress up accordingly, including me. 14, you will prepare a special sendoff meal like you were instructed.” He looked at Dan relaying that his feelings were being taken into consideration, by not putting him through an emotional event. He normally attended those meetings.

“Yes, Master,” 14 replied.

“The second meeting will be Dan, me and you 14,” he told them. “That one will be a special session and also formal.” Both Dan and 14 looked puzzled but Miles did not elaborate.

Miles and Dan got up and retreated to the great room at the bar where 14 was instructed to bring them another cup of coffee. They discussed the offer they received for 8. It was the largest one yet. The word must be getting out with the current owners giving positive feedback to potential buyers. In about 30 minutes, the two women walked into the room naked in heels and collars. They knelt up by the two men at the bar and put their hands behind their heads. They waited patiently as Miles and Dan finished their conversation.

“Both of you go over to the whipping hook, remove the fern and get it ready,” Miles instructed both of the kneeling slaves as he pressed a remote to open the ceiling and walls to the outside winter wonderland. It had snowed heavy that morning. It was beautiful, bright and sunny.

“Yes, Master,” they said in unison getting up and moving towards the far side of the wall, close to the floor to ceiling windows.

Miles rummaged through the French-doored cabinet of whips as Dan took responsibility to bind and chain the two women. He bound their wrists with rope in front. Miles came over with three whips and a bottle of baby oil. He instructed them to cover each other in oil. One at a time they smeared each other’s voluptuous body, squeezing and caressing every part they could get to. Putting the oil on heavy, they glistened radiantly in the bright, snow-reflected sun. Dan faced them to each other, brought their bound wrists over their heads and attached them to the hook.

“Up we go,” Dan said playfully as he pressed the button to raise the hook. He stopped before they were fully extended. Miles took a very short chain and locked the ends to each of the slave’s collars. It forced the two women, who were about the same height, to bring their faces together, lips almost touching. They immediately started to kiss making good use of their tongues. Dan pressed the up button again till the two women were smashed together. Their oiled tits slid easily against each other, as they squirmed on the hook. He raised the height so the two were on tiptoes, but could still struggle for position.

“Keep your mouths together,” Miles ordered as he picked the longest bullwhip to start. He wrapped it hard around the shimmering and writhing mass of flesh. They screamed into each other’s mouth, muffling them. Miles used the long whip on their naked asses and backs. Red marks formed after each cruel whip lash. Soon their bodies were covered with welts and angry red marks. Tears were streaming down their cheeks as Dan lowered the hook slightly to take the pressure off. Miles unlocked the short chain between their collars, turned them back-to-back and used it on the back of their collars. This forced them to stay in an ass-to-ass position, shoulders touching. Prevented from turning around, their abused asses rubbed against each other. It also exposed the front of their naked oiled bodies to the bite of the whip. Dan pressed the up button to bring them up to tiptoes again, forcing them together and limiting their ability to move.

“It’s your turn,” Miles said to Dan who picked up a longer single lash with a forked tongue at the end.

He watched the two struggling against each other to get the best position. They couldn’t do much, though, to avoid the assault on their more sensitive front parts. He turned on the rotation feature of the suspended hook and they had to shuffle on the toes of their high heels. It moved them around in a circle, allowing Dan to strike anywhere, without moving himself.

Miles watched the bound set of slaves intently as his right hand man used his right hand. He lashed out and the first cut slashed both nipples of 14’s large, swaying DD’s at the same time. She screamed and jerked against 8. They slid against each other easily but could not move away. The second one sliced across 8’s hips grazing her privates. She screamed and tried to turn away unsuccessfully. They were helpless to stop the attack.

Dan methodically struck the beauties making sure he focused most of his strikes to their most sensitive parts. The bound women were now flogged with crisscrosses on their tits, stomachs and pussies. He stepped away as the women sobbed heavily.

“Should I do more? Are you expecting the marks to last through the meetings?” Dan asked Miles.

“Yes. These are both very special meetings. I want them marked up. It might have an effect on their decisions,” Miles replied. “You keep going and make sure the marks last on their front side. I will use the shorter single lash and double up on their backsides when you’re done.”

Dan went back to flaying their tits as they spun on the hook. Their oiled mounds swung violently as they were deeply indented by the whip that sliced into their reddened skin. Screams and tears didn’t hold him back. He lashed until they were well done. Lines of harsh red marks crossed the front of their bodies like lines on a page of a narrow-lined notebook. He glanced at Miles to make sure it was enough. He nodded and Dan pressed the down button slightly to give Miles the slack he needed to change the chain to the front again, forcing them lip to lip. The two inflamed girls kissed hard and aggressively as their tongues fiercely battled. Tears streaked their cheeks while they positioned their legs to rub against the sex of each other. Dan waited before he lifted them again. Both he and Miles watched the two slaves passionately rub their slick, tortured bodies together. He knew rubbing newly whipped skin would be painful but it didn’t stop them from doing it. It almost seemed like they were each trying to get off using the slippery hanging body attached to them.

“Pull them up,” Miles instructed as Dan pushed the button. Up they went with their faces plastered together and lashed tits bulging from the sides. Both girls tried to lift a knee into the others crotch. They fell away when Miles reached back and brought the single lash around with effort, landing squarely on 14’s ass. Her muffled scream was quieter but no less intense. Miles increased the strength of his strokes and the darker red lashes showed it. Within minutes the two were squirming like two largemouth bass, recently caught, and strung and held up together. Miles stopped when they were appropriately marked to last through the afternoon meetings.

“Let’s pick out their dressy outfits for later,” Miles said to Dan as they released and untied the sex slaves.

“Thank you, Master,” 8 said demurely.

“Thank you, Master,” 14 parroted, looking at 8 like she wanted to pounce on her sexually.

Miles and Dan first escorted them to take an open shower together in the house-slave nook and then to the clothes room to spend some time picking suitable outfits for later. They needed to be dressy and show the marks that were just inflicted.
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Miles wore his name brand suit that was black with light red pinstripes. His shirt was starched and white linen. He wore a red and black patterned tie. He sat behind his massive desk in his second floor office. 8 showed up exactly at 1pm. She was wearing a very low-waisted black velvet, pencil skirt that inhibited her steps. It was very tight at the knees and sat about three inches under her belly button. It just barely covered her butt crack in back. A thin strap imbedded in the material was pulled tight, indenting her hips. She wore matching black velvet shoes with six-inch stainless steel stiletto heels. Her top was a narrow swatch of sheer black mesh material that clearly exposed her nipples. It was one piece and attached to her skirt like suspenders in front and looped over her neck like a halter. The length was fixed and was a bit big so it gently sagged where it was sewn into the skirt. That left no support for her rounded breasts that were just barely covered. They swayed naturally when she walked in. The skirt and top combination did a great job of exposing her whip marks. Her back was not covered at all down to her ass crack. Her sides were bared to the edge of the mesh leaving a generous side-boob exposed. The cleavage was wide open and plunged to the top of her skirt. You could even see some of the stripes under the sheer mesh. She sat down on one of the chairs facing his desk. Dan was conspicuously missing.

“You look amazing,” Miles complimented the attractive blonde.

“Thank you Master,” she nervously responded.

“No need to be nervous. You will ultimately like what I have to say,” he replied. “Here me out before asking questions. This is the time for you to decide on your future. It’s completely your decision and I will not interfere. I know you think you didn’t have one at this point. That was done for a reason. If you thought you had options, you would have never found out your true desires and ultimately have them acted upon to proof it. You were initially chosen because of your personality traits in the tests we gave you. They were fed into my patented, software algorithms and here you are. What have you learned about yourself since being brought here?” he asked her.

“That’s easy. I had no idea that I was so turned on by pain. I need it. I need it to be present to be able to climax. Before I came here I was frustrated. I went from guy to guy not getting any satisfaction. I have learned that this is the type of life I want to lead,” she explained readily.

“What else?” Miles prodded.

She took a few moments before answering. “I have learned that I am submissive. I want others to take control. I want no part of it. The more they control, the better I like it. That is why I am looking forward to being sold. Whoever it is, they will control me. I have no choice and I am glad about that because I don’t want the choice. Force me.”

“I am proud of you 8. I want you to know that you have been the best house-slave we have ever had. But enough of this, let’s get down to business.”

“OK, Master,” she replied instinctively.

“You have three options going forward. Let me explain each one entirely before asking questions or commenting. Understand?” Miles asked.

“Yes, Master,” she responded submissively.

“Every other slave that trained here was given two options. You have three because of a special situation. Your first option is probably what you thought would happen. You will be sold but not permanently. Your buyers would sign and have to agree to the terms which cover your safety and well-being. I would be personally responsible for enforcing it. Enough said. So after five years to the day, you will have the option of being released and paid a large sum of money. Think seven figures. It will be enough for you to start a new life however you like. If you decide to stay for another year, the amount given will be increased by 5% at the end of the additional year. This will repeat for as long as you both agree. They will also have the option of releasing you at their discretion with the same terms I just mentioned. They will be required to provide for your health, board and meals during your stay. They know any damage to your physical or mental well-being will be severely dealt with. Again enough said. Our clients are meticulously chosen and they must meet requirements to be able to fulfill your particular needs. They are put through the same tests you have taken. This option is given to all the women that have trained here,” Miles paused here to take a drink of scotch and rest for a few seconds before proceeding.

“Of course you will be required to sign a non-disclosure agreement if you choose this first option. The second option is that you would be released in an area not too far from here. The caveat is that you would receive some medications that cause limited amnesia. The process takes about four days. You would never remember anything about your time here. It would be gone. You would have no idea why you got the amnesia or how you got where we would drop you off safely. You would eventually remember facts about your previous life which would come gradually. But you would be absolutely free and never remember any of your experience here. We consider it the cost of doing business if you choose this option.”

8’s eyes widened and glistened as she listened to the options that she just heard. She could be free in 5 years! And with a large sum of money! Or she could be free right away!” Happy tears formed in her eyes knowing that this was not going to be a life sentence but an erotic ride for as long as she or her owners wanted, if she picked the first option. She obediently did not say a word.

“Now we have the third special option that only you get. It is amusingly obvious that there is something going on between you and Dan. That is why he is not here at this meeting. Your third option would be that you become Dan’s personal sex slave at his place. He would have access to the SPIDER to use with you for any reason. You would be his for the same 5 years and add-on time if agreed upon with the same terms as the first option. The downside is that he cannot afford you. I would be willing to cover your release money but it wouldn’t be that large. The business could not support it. I would get a cost reduction from his salary and bonuses to help cover it. He would need to continue to work for me and you know what he would be doing, so think carefully. For the payout at the end, figure about a quarter of what you would get under the first option. If Dan still works for me at that time, he will get his original salary and bonuses again. After ten years, all bets are off. I pay what I am proposing here with the increases as described and you guys could decide what to do on your own.”

Now the tears were rolling down her cheeks in torrents but there was a huge smile on her face.

“Now is the time for questions or you could ask later once you think about it all. But before you leave here now, I want you to stand up and go over to the mirror there,” he said pointing after he handed her a hand mirror.

She got up, wiped her tears away and did what he told her to do. She stood in front of the large floor mirror and studied her whip marks and what she was wearing. She turned around and looked at her bare lashed back with the hand mirror. Silently she came back to his desk and said “I really don’t have any immediate questions. I will take a little time. I do have a comment, though. I really can’t believe I am awake. I would not have guessed it would be this way in a million years.”

“I need to meet with Dan to discuss the terms but he knew this morning about the arrangement I was considering giving to you. I’ll keep his reaction to myself, so it won’t play into your decision,” Miles said and then finally. “We will meet for our celebratory meal at 7pm. Don’t be late.”
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Later that afternoon, Miles met with 14 and Dan in his office, in formal attire. The men were in suits and 14 flowed in the room wearing a revealing sheer floor-length gown that suitably showed her recent lashings. The fluid gown was in pink shades that Miles liked. She wore sky-high pink stilettos that clearly showed underneath the loose and flirty skirt of the gown. The translucency of the gown changed gradually, mostly with extremely sheer at the legs and top, showing the inflicted red streaks everywhere. The middle of the gown was more opaque and pinker, but still a bit see-through over her crotch and ass. Under she wore a minuscule black G-string that just barely covered the top of her labia, focusing anyone’s attention on her sweet spot, like a food stain on a shirt. The gown was backless and it hovered right above her butt crack. Purposely loose and flowing over her exposed marked breasts, the thin material was cut in a V-plunge that went to her waist. Her considerable boobs and nipples were displayed and swayed like she was naked. Sequins adorned the full gown, changing it from a nightgown to a formal gown. Her entire cleavage was covered in lightly sprayed-on silver glitter that made her look otherworldly. She glowed and looked absolutely amazing.

Miles had trouble starting the meeting because of the beauty before him. She didn’t sit down until asked to, so she stood for minutes as her soaked her up. How she looked at him created an instant erection.

“So 14, have a seat,” Miles directed, as he watched her sit like it was an event in itself. “You have progressed with the Training Program in a relatively short time compared to others. We know you are very self-aware and intelligent. Nothing comes as a surprise when we deal with you. Isn’t that what you see Dan?” he asked.

“Absolutely. If I had to guess, I would say that you have been successful in other parts of your life due to your positive attitude and smarts,” Dan replied.

“Actually, I was starting to be successful in my job, but my intimate relationships just didn’t seem to work out. I was at a loss and was getting depressed about it. I am so grateful for you ‘taking’ me and not telling me what I needed, but showing it day after day,” she explained confidently.

Miles was the one to blush this time before he continued. “Please hold your comments or questions till I finish completely,” Miles instructed.

“Yes, Master,” she replied quickly before he continued.

“I want you to know that you will be getting two options that will affect your life going forward. You will have a choice between the two and you will get no interference in that decision. Take up to a week to decide. The first option is that you become my personal sex slave after doing your planned tour as a house-slave. The difference is clear. As a house-slave, you are required to obey anybody that comes in the front door like the house-slaves before you. You will perform that function until we discover a replacement from our new recruits residing now in the SPIDER. After that you would obey and submit to only me, living in quarters I will provide upstairs. The arrangement will come with these benefits…” he continued as he explained the seven figure payout and personal security measures.

Dan looked at his boss somewhat puzzled but didn’t say anything, especially after what he was just told about 8’s option. Was he really throwing all that money away doing this? He had a constant parade of slaves. He guessed that Miles thought he would have her or no one would.

“The second option is…” Miles explained the immediate leave with amnesia choice.

“I have decided, Master” she said immediately. She got up slowly, garnering looks from the two, stepping around the desk and knelt down carefully in her long gown by his side. “I will be your sex slave for as long as you want, Master. Nothing would make me happier.”

“You should probably take some time and think it through, 14. Stand up and go over to the mirror,” he said handing her the hand mirror.

“Yes, Master,” she said rising. She did what she was told and studied her whiplashed body through the glamorous sheer gown on both sides. She took a couple of minutes before relaying, “I think they are absolutely beautiful, Master. They remind me of how stimulated I was when both of you whipped me.  I needed to come so bad, I would have fucked anything placed before me. Eight was amazing and I need to thank her for what she did for me. That is what I see, Master,” she said as she turned to him and gave him that loving smile of hers.

Miles immediately choked up for probably the first time in his life. It took him a few minutes to gather himself again before saying, “Awesome, 14, and by the way, I look forward to dropping your number and naming you when you become mine. I will have at least a month to think about it before you finish training a house-slave for the business. But remember, you do have the opportunity to change your mind before the week is out.”

“Fat chance, Master,” she giggled as she handed the mirror back, brought her face close to his and waited to see if there was going to be any resistance. Not feeling any, she wrapped her arms around his neck and kissed him passionately as Dan got up and left.
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…a week later.

“I would like to propose a toast to my personal slave, Kitty, who has just taken a solemn vow to obey and submit. We have both also vowed to make each other happy and horny for as long as we are together,” a proud Dan exclaimed to the small group of current owners, who gathered for the official Naming Ceremony. Everyone clinked glasses and said “Cheers!” in unison. All except for the pretty blonde Kitty, who knelt at Dan’s side. After he took a sip, he brought the glass down to her lips. “I invite everyone over to my place for an after party to be remembered. I have just been told that Kitty has planned something special with Dave’s help. You don’t want to miss it!”

Dave then walked up to Dan and handed him a mean-looking, black, single lash whip. “This is from Kitty,” he said. Everybody applauded and went to get their coats for the ride over to Dan’s house.
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…a month later, with Miles and a beautifully adorned 14 as the main attraction.

“To my first and hopefully only personal sex slave, Sasha,” Miles called out to the well-dressed group, raising his glass, with the stunning woman who knelt proudly by his side, skimpily dressed in white.

The beginning…

Thank you for buying my book and leaving a positive review at The Amazon Kindle Store! I hope you check out my other work, The Program, if you enjoyed this one.

To be fair to other readers who have different tastes than you, please leave your rating based on the story and writing style, not on a particular scene you may not have liked. They will appreciate it.
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