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Alicia, the beautiful bimbo who’d quickly become attached and fallen in love with me after I entered Brainless City, called me up. Apparently she wanted me to become her full-time master, whatever that meant.

“Alicia, I’m not sure we can. Isn’t it against the rules for you to request such a thing?” I asked, trying to find any excuse to avoid committing to such a responsibility.

But Alicia just laughed softly, her voice like sweet music in my ear. “There are no rules between us, my dear master. Only the desire to please and be pleased.”

Her words sent a shiver down my spine, and I knew then that there was no escaping her pull. With a deep breath, I finally gave in. “I will be your master, Alicia. But on one condition.”

She waited with bated breath, eager to hear my one condition.

“We do things my way from now on,” I said firmly, knowing that this newfound power dynamic between us would only deepen the intensity of our desires.

She smiled happily and knelt in front of me. “Oh thank you so much, Master. May I please service you now?" she asked, her eyes wide with anticipation.

I couldn't help but feel a surge of pride and dominance as she referred to me as "Master." It was a title I had never held before, but as I looked down at her pliant form, I knew that this was exactly where I belonged. Alicia, with her perfect curves and raven tresses, was the perfect sex slave for me, and I would relish every moment of our newfound relationship.

"Of course, my dear. But first," I said, my voice low and commanding, "I want to see what you're capable of. Show me your skills, your appetite for pleasure."

Alicia's eyes widened with excitement as she nodded eagerly. She undid my belt with practiced hands, pulling it loose so that it fell to the ground with a soft thud. Her fingers trembled with anticipation as she unzipped my pants, revealing my now firmly erect cock.

"Oh Master," she moaned, "you are so big and hard. I can't wait to taste you."

I watched as she lowered her head towards my shaft, her tongue poising at the tip as if she were about to strike. I could sense the eagerness in her, the desperation to please me, and it sent a thrill through me.

"Take it all, Alicia," I commanded, my voice gruff and deep. "Show me what you can do."

She complied willingly, taking my entire length into her mouth with ease. Her throat worked around me, her lips sliding up and down my shaft with a rhythm that sent waves of pleasure coursing through me. I could feel her mouth mold to my cock, her tongue swirling around the sensitive head as she sucked me deep.

"That's it, my dear," I growled, my hands finding their way to her hair, gently guiding her as she serviced me. "Show me what a good pleasure girl you are, Alicia."

She moaned around my cock, the vibrations sending shivers down my spine. I could feel her eager lips working over me, her tongue flicking against my sensitive spot, driving me closer and closer to orgasm.

"I can feel you enjoying this, Alicia," I whispered, my voice low and seductive. "You're a natural at this, aren't you?"

She pulled back, her eyes wide with surprise, and looked up at me. "Yes, Master," she whispered, her voice husky with desire. "I've always loved pleasing men. It's my special talent."

I couldn't help but laugh at her words, feeling a sense of pride swell within me. "Then you've found the right man, Alicia. You're going to be the best submissive I've ever had."

She smiled up at me, her eyes sparkling with happiness. "Thank you, Master," she said, before taking me back into her mouth, her lips sliding up and down my shaft once more.

I knew then that I had made the right decision. Alicia wasn't just a bimbo, she was a true submissive, eager to please and satisfy her master. As her lips slid over me, I knew that our journey together was just beginning, and I couldn't wait to see where it would take us.

***

Later that week, Alicia and I found ourselves in a dimly lit room, the scent of candle wax and leather filling the air. The walls were adorned with toys and implements of various sizes and shapes, and a large cross stood in the center of the room, its metal bars gleaming in the low light.

I watched as Alicia approached the cross, her eyes wide with anticipation. She climbed up onto the highest bar, her naked body glistening with sweat as she positioned herself at the center. I couldn't help but admire her perfect form, her toned muscles twitching slightly as she took her place.

"Are you ready, Alicia?" I asked, my voice low and authoritative.

She nodded, her eyes never leaving mine. "Yes, Master," she whispered, her voice husky with desire.

As I approached her, I could see the muscles in her thighs tense, her body ready for whatever punishment or pleasure I had in store for her. I reached up, my fingers brushing against her skin as I gripped the leather straps that secured her to the cross.

With a gentle tug, I pulled her arms taught, her body arching slightly as she felt the pressure on her joints. She sighed softly, her breaths ragged as she adjusted to the new position.

"Are you comfortable, Alicia?" I asked, my voice a soft whisper against her ear.

She nodded, her body trembling slightly as she struggled to maintain her balance. "Yes, Master," she whispered, her voice barely audible.

I stepped back, my eyes taking in her perfect form as she hung there, her legs spread wide, her bottom high in the air. I could see the moisture glistening between her lips, her body ready and willing to take whatever I had to offer.

As I approached her, I picked up a crop from the nearby table, its shaft glinting in the low light. With a crack, I brought it down against her skin, the sound echoing through the room as it caused her to gasp.

"You're not allowed to speak unless you're given permission, Alicia," I reminded her, my voice cold and stern. "Do you understand?"

She nodded, her eyes wide and afraid. "Yes, Master," she whispered, her voice barely audible.

With a grin, I continued my ministrations, my hand sweeping across her skin in a flurry of stinging blows. She cried out softly, her body trembling with each strike.

As I worked, I couldn't help but feel a sense of pride swell within me. Alicia was truly a remarkable submissive, eager to please and satisfy her master in any way possible. As the crop sang through the air, I knew that our journey together was just beginning, and I couldn't wait to see where it would take us.

As the flogger came into view, I knew this was going to be a night I would never forget. I could see the anticipation in her eyes, the way her heart was pounding despite my strict warning not to make a sound. In that moment, I felt a rush of power, knowing I held the key to her very essence.

With gentle caresses, I traced the lines of her body, from the curve of her hips to the delicate dip of her waist. Her skin was warm and smooth, a canvas upon which I could paint my desires. And as I reached the peak of her body, her ass, I felt my breath catch in my throat. It was a sight to behold, the way her muscles flexed and tensed, ready for my touch.

I began to explore her with my fingers, probing the most intimate of areas. Her moans grew louder, her hips undulating in response to my touch. She was mine, fully and completely, and I knew that I could do anything I wanted to her.

As I withdrew my hands, she whimpered softly, her body craving more. But I had other plans for her tonight. Picking up a long, thin cane, I ran it gently over her skin, watching as goosebumps rose in its wake. Her body trembled, but she didn't make a sound.

With a flick of my wrist, I brought the cane down upon her skin, releasing a sharp crack that echoed through the room. Alicia cried out, her body responding to the sudden pain. But I knew that she was only getting started.

“Please master, use my ass!”

She begged, her voice shaking with desperate longing. And I couldn't resist such a plea. I picked up a thick, leather flogger, its tails quivering with anticipation. With a soft swish, I brought it down upon her ass, leaving a trail of pink marks that blossomed into darker reds. Alicia moaned, her body undulating under my touch. Her hips were now moving in sync with my blows, a primal dance of pain and pleasure.

As the flogging continued, I could see her skin glistening with a sheen of sweat, her breath coming in rapid gasps. I wanted more. I wanted to see just how far I could push her. Picking up a small, smooth glass plug, I ran it over her ass, watching as it caught the light. Her eyes widened, her body tensing with apprehension.

"Please, master. Show me your anal skills. I need this," she pleaded.

I smiled, my eyes never leaving her ass. With steady hands, I applied a generous amount of lube, slicking both the plug and her entrance. I could see her breathing falter, her heartbeat racing. I positioned the plug at the entrance of her ass, and with a gentle pressure, I inserted it.

Alicia gasped, her body shuddering. But to my surprise, she didn't resist. As I began to push it further in, she moaned, her hips moving in time with my actions. Her ass was tight around the plug, gripping it as if it were a part of her. I pulled it out slightly, only to push it back in again, savoring the sensation of her ass muscles contracting around the glass.

Her body was writhing now, her moans becoming louder. I could tell she was reaching the edge of her endurance. But I wasn't done yet. I picked up a smaller, slimmer plug, and with a slick of lube, lubed it up as well. I couldn't wait to see her reaction.

I began to insert the second plug, her ass gripping it as well, and I felt her moan with pleasure. With both plugs now in place, I began to stimulate her clit, gently rubbing it as she writhed beneath me. Alicia was lost in the ecstasy of the moment, begging for more as her body trembled.

I could see it in her eyes - she wanted to show me her anal skills, to feel my dominance deep within her.

“Are you ready, baby?” I asked, preparing to enter her ass with my thick meat.

As I positioned myself at her entrance, I could feel her trembling with anticipation. Her ass, still clenching the two plugs, was a vision of desire and submission. I gently pressed the tip of my erection against her entrance, feeling the initial resistance before she relaxed and allowed me to invade her.

Slowly, I began to push in, her ass muscles gripping me tightly. The sensation of my cock being enveloped by her warm, inviting ass was indescribable. As I sank deeper inside her, my balls slapping against her ass, I could feel her moaning and writhing beneath me. Her eyes were closed, lost in the pleasure of the moment.

I started to move steadily, pulling out almost to the tip before thrusting back in, her ass muscles gripping me like a velvet glove. The sound of our flesh slapping together in a wet, erotic symphony filled the room. Alicia was now begging for more, her body undulating with pleasure as I continued to dominate her.

Unable to resist her pleading, I increased my pace, driving into her harder and faster. Her moans grew louder, her body tensing with each thrust. With each plunge, her ass muscles clenched around me, milking my cock for every drop of pleasure.

Alicia was now on the precipice of climax, her body writhing and bucking beneath me. I could feel the contractions of her ass muscles around my cock, drawing me closer and closer to my own release. In that moment, I knew that I had to give her what she desired - the ultimate dominance that she craved.

I pulled out, preparing to enter her ass once again with a newfound fury. As I drove back in, Alicia screamed her pleasure, her body shaking with release. Her ass muscles clenched around me, pulling me in deeper as I thrust harder and faster.

The room was filled with the sound of our labored breathing and the slick sound of our bodies slapping together. My balls slapped against her ass with each powerful thrust, driving me closer and closer to my own climax.

With a final, powerful thrust, I let loose a torrent of passion, filling her ass with my hot, thick cum. Alicia milked me for every drop, her ass muscles pulsing and clenching around me.

As we lie there, spent and breathless, Alicia looked up at me with a mixture of satisfaction and adoration.

Was she in love with me, though, truly?  After going through the Cock Retrainment Program, was that even possible? 

And if so, what did it mean for my future?
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