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Chapter One

 


 


Boss closed in behind the attractive young
blonde model, and unlocked her wrists from the collar. Moving her
shoulders around, Gina winced at the discomfort, while he removed
her blindfold. She blinked several times, adjusting her eyes to the
bright stage lights inside the large room.

 


The first things she saw, was she was on a
huge round bed, which dominated the room. Quickly, she turned her
head to see her captor walking from around the side of an armchair.
Their eyes met and she grew very still.

 


The man standing in front of her was
respectable looking. None of this made any sense. He didn’t fit
with what Gina thought of as an kidnapper. Lulled by that thought
she allowed herself to follow along as if on cue. Her captor stood
at over six foot and was very masculine.

 


His dark hair was close cut and combed
neatly. He was obviously muscular underneath his clothing and Gina
knew he could easily fend off any physical struggle on her part. He
was staring at her with an intensity that left her feeling very
exposed, more exposed than she’d ever felt during her many modeling
sessions with dozens of people watching.

 


Now she felt out of control, awkward in her
exposure and unconsciously brought her legs up under herself. Her
arms moved to her breasts, trying to protect them from his piercing
eyes.



“Good. Now, if you promise to be a good girl,
I’ll take that gag out of your mouth and let you have something to
drink. Does this sound like a fair offer to you? Boss asked
pleasantly enough.

 


She nodded her agreement and he unbuckled the
straps of the gag, pulling it out of her mouth. Her mouth was dry
and her tongue tasted like cotton. Not daring to say anything yet,
she waited until he filled a glass of water and brought it over to
her.



“Thank you,” she said politely as he tipped
the glass to her. Just as the words left her mouth, she cursed
herself for allowing herself to thank her kidnapper for
anything!



“You’re a very beautiful woman, Gina,” he
said as he sat down opposite to her in a huge lounge chair. I’ve
been watching you from afar for nearly a year now. You should feel
quite honored. Many clients have requested you. Is the water
soothing to your dry throat? Good. There’s no need to be afraid of
me. We’ll become very well acquainted, you and I.”

 


Feeling a bit bolder now, Gina stuttered,
“Why? Why have you kidnapped me? Do you want money? My parents
are...”

 


Boss put his hand up to silence her. “I’ve
already told you why I have brought you here but I don’t suppose
you’ve had the chance to digest the information. Fair enough. I
have subjected you to an overload of sensory input already and I
should’ve expected it.

 


He paused a moment. “Okay, here are the
facts. One, I’ve abducted you, which is obvious by now. Two, you’ll
serve as a slave here at Club 738. You’ll serve our clients
in any way they desire, including, but not limited to, physical,
emotional and yes, sexual domination.”



Gina’s face dropped with the reality of her
circumstance, her greatest nightmare was coming true before her
eyes. She swallowed hard and continued to listen.

 


“Three, from this moment on, you’re not
permitted to speak without my permission, and when you do say
something, you’ll call me “Boss.” This is appropriate since I shall
refer to you as slave, among other things,” he said before a long
pause.

 


“… Normally slaves are given a number and
instructed to forget about their birth name but in your case, most
clients will want to address you by your name. They want to fuck
the famous model Gina, not some number. You’ll be one of the lucky
ones, Gina. Because you’re in high demand you won’t be placed in
the Auction. You’ll be reserved for Club 738’s VIP clients.”

 


“As a Club 738 slave, you have zero
rights whatsoever that I don’t give you. I may also take away any
rights I give you at anytime I deem necessary. Lastly, for now,
you’ll obey me with sincerity and without hesitation. If at any
time you don’t obey these rules, you’ll be punished.”

 


“Punishment will be in a manner that I find
appropriate to the seriousness of the offense. Do you understand me
so far, slave?”

 


Gina’s attention drifted and she was now
staring wide-eyed at the floor, not believing the words spoken to
her. “This can’t be happening to me! Oh God no!”

 


“Slave!” he firmly spoke, “Do you understand
me?”

 


Provoked, Gina replied sheepishly, “Uhhh...
no?”

 


“Very well then. I guess I’ll have to
demonstrate what I’d hoped would be understood with just
words.”

 


She looked up at him. “Stand up, slave!” Boss
barked.

 


When she didn’t get up immediately, Boss
jumped out of his chair, took two purposeful steps towards her, and
pulled her upright by her shoulders.

 


“Let go of me!” she screamed. Gina struggled
shortly, but when he let go of her she remained standing
defiantly.



The force of Boss’s backhand across her face
knocked her back onto the bed and she wept as the pain spread
through her cheek. He used his body weight to pin her while he
grabbed her wrists, untying them from in front of her, retying them
behind her back, pushing them hard up towards her neck, and
securing them with a short line to her collar.

 


She let out a scream and began to call him
depraved names as he tied her arms into place. Tired of her
wailing, he shoved the gag back in her mouth, buckling the straps
behind her head. Then with a length of cord, he brought her ankles
up towards the small of her back, securing them to her collar as
well.

 


Gina was effectively hog-tied and unable to
move without causing herself pain in her over-stretched thighs and
shoulders. Wiping away the perspiration that had accumulated on his
forehead, Boss quietly walked across the room and stopped at the
door. He fished in his pockets for the key, found it, and then
unlocked the first door.

 


Gina’s breathing quickened when she saw the
huge steel door, knowing that there was something behind it that
she wasn’t going to like. Boss entered the combination and then
produced another key to open the final lock. He pushed the door
open on it large hinges and turned a light on over the wall.



She began to squirm, not wishing at all to go
into the unknown, but she was easy weight for someone as strong as
Boss was. He picked up her whimpering body, careful not to touch
her breasts or pussy, and walked into the next room where he laid
her on the cold tile floor. He returned a moment later after he
shut the door, spinning the combination lock closed.



“The very first thing that a slave must learn
is that their body is no longer theirs. I don’t expect you to learn
that fact overnight, there will be training given to teach you
this. You must understand and except my ownership of your body, and
this will help you,” he said pointing to a corner of the room.

 


On her side, gagged and bound, Gina looked
over to where he pointed and saw a large, scary looking device made
of heavy iron and wood. Engineers hired by Club 738 had
designed it to hold a slave in many different positions. It was
constructed of heavy angle iron and steel bars welded together and
bolted to the floor.

 


It extended from the floor all the way to the
ceiling twelve feet above and was five feet in width with a fully
adjustable horizontal bar resting a waist level. This was padded to
reduce bruising of the flesh and had a leather belt attached to it
for keeping a fighting slave secure.

 


Boss reached down, picked her back up in his
arms, and brought her over to the intimidating device. He released
the cord running from her collar to her ankles. Steadying her
stance, he adjusted her position so that her stomach was hard
against the padded horizontal waist bar.

 


Gina tried to drop to the floor and squirm
away but he kept her in place with his weight. Reaching around to
her front, he brought both ends of a wide leather belt up and
around her waist, buckling and locking it tight with a single small
padlock at the small of her back.

 


Boss let go of her and watched as she tried
in vain to escape. She couldn’t move up or down and quickly
realized her struggles were futile. He noticed her nightshirt had
been pulled up and in between the belt and her back, exposing her
curvaceous buttocks, clothed in only her white cotton panties.



After examining her in detail, from the rear
and at each side, all the while her watching his every move, he
decided to remove her gag, now that she wasn’t in a position to
bite him.

 


“You Bastard... Let me go!” she spat at him
in disgust, anger rising within her. Instead, he laughed at her and
knelt down before her. He grasped her right calf and removed the
cuff that surrounded her ankle. Momentarily free, Gina tried to
kick him but he easily held her leg in his firm grasp.

 


“I suggest you remember the rules slave, or
your punishment will increase with every outburst you make,” Boss
reminded her.

 


“Go fuck yourself asshole!” Gina responded
heatedly. She was very scared now and her fear had turned outwards
into blinding rage. Not looking up to acknowledge the slur against
him, Boss forced her leg over to the far edge of the H-shaped
platform where he wrapped a leather cuff around her ankle, buckling
it securely.

 


Again, he brought her other leg over to the
other side of the frame, securing it in a similar fashion. Her legs
were now widely spread about three feet apart. Gina knew how
exposed she was and her need to escape doubled.

 


She pulled against her leg restraints until
they were chaffed, her upper body swinging wildly in desperation.
He caught her from behind and removed her handcuffs, bringing her
left arm out straight from her body, even with her ribcage, and
slipping her wrist into the awaiting leather cuff attached to the
arc-shaped piece of the frame.

 


All the while, Gina screamed vile names and
curses at him. Lastly, he secured her other wrist, pulled her socks
off, and stepped back to admire his catch.

 


“Let your first training session begin,” he
said to her smiling.


Chapter Two

 




Boss let her wait; wait for what he was going
to do to her. After a while, he returned with a pair of black high
heel shoes. He placed them onto her unwilling feet forcing her ass
invitingly up into the air and stretching her calves out.



Moving around to her front her produced a
large, shiny bowie knife. Gina’s attention focused upon it and she
pleaded, “Oh God, please, please don’t hurt me! Please! I’ll do
anything you say, anything… I swear, but please don’t cut
me...”

 


Boss thought about what she had said for a
moment but her pleas wouldn’t be enough to keep him from his
objective. He examined her in length, noticing the curvature of her
thighs, the length of her long hair as it draped over her shoulder,
the outline of her breasts straining against silk. He stood to her
side using his imagination to determine their exact size and shape,
and how they would feel to the touch when exposed. “They’ll need
two hands to fully grasp,” he thought to himself.

 


It was important for Boss to know every
square inch of his Club 738 slaves. He stood inches from
her, examining her flesh for any irregularities and savoring her
beauty. Gina couldn’t look at him anymore.

 


His close examination made her feel like a
mare at auction. She had also noticed the huge bulge between his
legs and knew that soon she would be raped, and maybe cut badly.
She shivered at the thought.



Finished with his examination for the time
being, Boss strode to the other side of the room, returning with a
large full-length mirror on casters, which he placed in front of
Gina allowing her to observe her bondage and causing her great
displeasure.



“Look at yourself, Gina. You’re beautiful.
How can any man be expected to look the other way in your
presence?” he said to her.



Gina tried to ignore him and the image of
herself in the mirror, looking instead to the floor in front of
her. Damned if she was going to play his game. Boss left her and
went over to the bedchambers where he removed his clothing, opting
for attire more appropriate to the situation.

 


He took his time making sure that everything
was just right for the shock value he intended to inflict upon her.
Ready, he walked over to the monitoring station and cut off all the
overhead lights.



Plunged into darkness, Gina swung her head
from side to side trying to peer into the blackness. Her breathing
came in short, choppy gasps and her ears strained to pick something
out of the silence. She heard approaching footsteps behind her. The
sound stopped abruptly, replaced with a soft breathing.

 


“Please don’t hurt me!” she pleaded to the
unseen figure. Then the light came on again, suddenly, blinding her
momentarily, and when her vision returned she was horrified by the
reflection in the mirror.

 


Behind her stood Boss, wearing a black
leather vest, open at the front and laced together with red leather
laces. Around his wrists were studded leather cuffs and on his feet
were black leather, square-toed boots with a chain running from
each side of the foot and upwards to the back. His muscular legs
were bare and well tanned.

 


Continuing her gaze upwards, she couldn’t
miss his huge cock jutting straight up though the middle of his
crotch-less leather briefs. She found herself staring at his
swollen cock wondering how much pain she would experience when he
forced himself into her.



Out came the knife again and he approached
her from the rear. She cried out in despair and pleaded to be left
unharmed. Boss moved just behind her, and grasping the side of her
panties, brought the knife down, cutting them off her body.

 


Gina screamed as he continued her unveiling
by cutting her shirt from the collar, all the way down the back,
exposing her back and exquisite ass completely. Lastly, he cut her
shirt down each sleeve, peeling it off her body with finality,
before stepping back to enjoy the fruits of his labor.

 


Her chest heaved and tears streamed down her
cheeks as she sobbed in terror and in humiliation. In all her
modeling career, she’d never felt as stark naked as she did right
then. Boss pushed a button on the left side of the machine, causing
a hiss and the buzz of an electric motor activating.

 


The platform began to rise slowly until it
was a foot above the ground. He released the button.

She was now raised to the level where her
breasts were at the same level as his face. Unable to control his
lust any longer, Boss moved around to her front and slowly reached
out to touch her.

 


Gina tried without success to move her body
away from his hand and screamed at him not to touch her. Ignoring
her threats, his fingers found the softness of her stomach and
slowly worked their way upwards, over her ribcage, feeling each rib
as it passed underneath his probing fingers, and finally resting
just underneath her very large breasts.



“They are absolutely perfect. Much better
than in the photos!” he thought to himself. Her breasts, full
and firm, pointed upwards away from her body and were capped by
one-inch wide areolas with erect nipples extending a third of an
inch outwards.

 


Boss placed a hand underneath each breast and
slowly, lightly, traced their outlines, her nipples gliding over
his palms and her skin forming goose bumps from his light touch. He
brought his hands down to her hips and bent over, bringing his head
down to Gina’s chest.

 


A moan of acceptance escaped Gina’s throat as
Boss flicked his tongue over her sensitive nipples, bringing them
to further attention. He continued working his tongue and mouth
over her entire breasts, working from the undersides, diving
between her cleavage and then back again to work on her
nipples.

 


Boss brought his hands upwards and began to
massage her round breasts, working them, kneading them, and lightly
tweaking her nipples. Gina relaxed a bit when Boss hadn’t cut her
with the knife and was now seemed intent on engaging in
straightforward foreplay.

 


Gina was angered by her nipples betrayal,
becoming erect and begging for his attention. “Damn,” she thought,
“if this had been in any normal setting, she might have really been
enjoying his attention.” Boss was good, very practiced at his
manipulations of her body so far. As good, if not better than
any man she had known previously.



Her past sexual experience wasn’t what people
would have expected from a top model, not stereotypical at all. In
fact, Gina had always been somewhat reserved when it came to sex,
preferring not to date much and hopefully meet “Mr. Right” and
settle down.

 


Now, Gina was completely out of control and
she found herself actually fighting with herself, her mind appalled
and disgusted with her body as she fought to control its sexual
response. She had never had a man so thoroughly tend to her breasts
with such care and persistence.

 


They had always been exceptionally sensitive,
more so than most women’s, and she would often enjoy playing with
them while she was alone in her townhome, masturbating to a fantasy
lover.

The image in the mirror of his handsome man
working over her chest while she was bound was stimulating and
horrifying all at the same time. He was an attractive man, she
thought, but he had just kidnapped her.

 


Gina tried to think of her predicament, how
horrible she was being treated, but her thoughts were constantly
fragmented as her body sent messages of pleasure and sexual urgency
to her more primal levels of brain functions. Soon, she felt a
familiar wetness seeping down her inner thigh and cursed herself
for her weakness.

 


Still, Boss continued to massage her breasts,
licking and sucking them until she was cringing with a need to
touch, or be touched between her legs. She clenched her buttocks,
trying to satisfy her need, but she was just too far stretched out
for her attempts to do any good.



Finally, Boss stood and looked into her eyes
and then, looking down, he noticed the wetness between her
legs.

 


“Arrgghhh!” she inwardly groaned realizing
that he had noticed her body giving in to his demands. She looked
at his cock, huge and purple with anticipation, and for a split
second wished he would just get it over with and fuck her.

 


Instead, Boss pushed the button on the side
of the device and raised her platform even higher, all the way up
to where her ass was directly in line with his eager mouth. Her
head followed him as he walked around to her rear, disappearing
below her out of sight.

 


Her legs tightened in anticipation of his
touch, which came at her ankle and slowly worked up on both legs,
his fingers outlining her curves, tracing her calf to the back of
her knee and proceeding upwards along her thigh. His fingers slid
along her inner thighs, lubricated by her own juices, until they
reached her pussy.



Standing directly underneath her, Boss
carefully spread her pussy lips exposing her enlarged clit and very
wet slit. Her legs shook slightly as he teased her, tugging lightly
at her folds of skin. He continued to tease her while he began
working his tongue over her shapely ass, working his way down to
her thighs and then upwards to her awaiting hole.

 


His tongue darted deftly over her clit and
her body spasmed from his touch. A deep moan escaped her throat and
he smiled.

 


“Damn me, damn him!” she cursed as her
body betrayed her further. She felt his tongue working mercilessly
over her clit and exploring the inner reaches of her pussy. She had
never experienced such intense sensual electricity coursing through
her entire body.

 


Her buttocks tightened as she approached the
edge and she concentrated on losing herself to her primal urges.
Her entire focus was on the sensations between her legs, his mouth
eating her alive, his tongue rubbing furiously over her clit, and
then, just as she felt herself at the peak of her roller coaster,
ready to drop over the other side, he withdrew, pulling her back
down, leaving her wanting and panting in exasperation.

 


“What a hot, wet slut you are! I knew you had
it in you,” he said, his words breaking the long silence.

 


“Arrggghhh... you bastard, you…” she let
loose in her frustration. “I’m not your fucking play toy. If you
going to rape me, then to it - but damn you for leaving me on the
edge.”

 


“Leaving you on the edge is exactly where
you’ll be left many times, slave. Over and over, I will torture you
by denying you your orgasms. Only obedient slaves are permitted to
cum. Are you going to be an obedient and model slave, my
pretty Gina?”

 


“Go to hell! I’m not your damn slave!” Gina
screamed at him and looked away. Still standing underneath her, he
reached over to the button controlling the hydraulic floor and
pressed it. With a hiss of escaping air, the platform lowered
slowly until his throbbing cockhead was pressed lightly against her
pussy lips.

 


“Look into the mirror and watch as I
penetrate you for the first time, slave. Watch yourself violated
and taken by me. I want you to watch as my cock slides into your
wet pussy… slut. I want you to hurt for me.”

 


Gina’s refusal brought her first real
punishment as he reached around and grabbed both nipples between
the thumb and first finger of each hand. He pinched down hard, very
hard, until she was screaming and bucking on top of him.

 


“Aaaahhhhhhh!!!!!.... OH GOD! Please stop!
Okay, Okay!” Gina pleaded as his fingers continued their
pinching.

 


“Okay, what?” he replied.

 


“OKAY, I’LL LOOK. I’LL LOOK!” she wailed
behind her pain.

 


“Boss,” he said pinching slightly harder. She
screeched at the increased pressure and screamed,

 


“Boss! I’LL LOOK, BOSS!”

 


He released his grip and let her catch her
breath, sweat glistening off her body. Gina obediently looked into
the mirror, a new horror rising from within. He had hurt her for
the first time and the meaning of the word “sex slave” hit
home.

 


“Good slave,” he voiced, pushing the
hydraulic control button once again. She watched herself in the
mirror being lowered, inch by inch onto his awaiting shaft until
the cockhead disappeared into the folds of her creamy frothing
pussy.

 


Gina felt him enter her, invading her body.
He was huge, spreading her pussy lips wide. And it felt good. The
platform continued downward and she watched as her body engulfed
his cock. Then she felt the head of his cock reach the back of her
cervix and he still wasn’t all the way in.

 


She tried to raise her ass as the platform
lowered but her restraints held her firm.

 


“It’s too big,” she cried. He stood there,
beneath her, rigid, not moving an inch to stop the downward motion
of the platform. “Stop! Please, Oh God, stop!” she pleaded. Then he
was somehow, impossibly, inside her to his root, his balls resting
on the underside of her ass cheeks.

 


Finally, Boss let go of the control button,
halting the movement of the platform. He stood there for a moment,
relishing his every sense, every tingle of his nerve endings and
the musky smell of her pussy hanging in the air.

 


Boss reached around to her breasts, making
her jump slightly, and grasped them firmly but not too hard. He
began to massage them again, watching their entwined bodies in the
mirror over her shoulder.

 


For some time he didn’t move, just kneading
her breasts and watching her hips quiver with the slightest of
movement of his cock. Her breaths were coming in short gasps again
as she was succumbing to his constant stimulation.



Then, he slowly withdrew out off her until
the tip of his swollen cock wavered at the entrance to her slit. He
thrust upwards in one swift motion, burying his cock to the root.
She grunted in both pain and pleasure as he impaled her,
repeatedly.



Boss could no longer control himself,
penetrating her, fucking her with abandonment. He felt her vaginal
muscles clench around his shaft and suddenly her body stiffened and
shuddered in orgasmic delight.

 


“Ohhh...Fuckkkkk ahhhhh!!!,” she moaned aloud
giving in to her animalistic instincts.

 


“Jesus,” he thought to himself, she’s
squeezing my cock like a vice grip! Feeling his balls contract and
the head of his cock enlarge, he braced himself for the shock wave
that would soon come.

 


His ejaculation, under high pressure, shot up
the length of his cock and with wave after wave of contractions,
blasted its way into Gina’s warm pussy. Boss stumbled under the
sudden release and had to brace himself upon the framework of the
equipment Gina was bound to.

 


He continued to pump his seed into her
clenching pussy, draining every drop of hot sticky cum from his
cock. Limp, he withdrew completely and watched his thick, white cum
seep out of her pink pussy.

 


She was humiliated with herself for letting
herself orgasm and she cried in frustration. Her legs hurt from
their stationary position and she was dehydrated from the
experience.

 


“Are you happy now?” she cried. “I fucking
came for you. I really must be a fucking slut after all,” she
wailed. “How could you do this to me? How could you do this to
anyone?” she implored.

 


“You’re not just anyone Gina, you’re a very
special Club 738 slave,” Boss responded, “and you had no
choice but to cum. It was inevitable. The body can only take so
much sexual stimulation before it’s aroused, beyond the control of
the “logical” mind. Didn’t you enjoy your orgasm?”

 


“NO! How can I enjoy being raped?” she
answered. “You’ve humiliated me, made me feel like dirt.”

 


“That will pass with time, as will the
feeling that you’re being treated like dirt. In fact, though I
don’t expect you to believe it now, you will be treated like a
princess, a princess who has to be taught how to truly understand
her own sexuality and needs while serving her Boss and his
clients.”

 


He paused and then he released her arms. “Go
ahead and shake your arms out,” he said. While she hesitantly did
so, he continued, “In fact you’ll find that I’m probably the most
honorable man you’ll ever meet. You’ll always know exactly where
you stand, I will. It will take time for me to train you, but
that’s something we have plenty of.”






Chapter Three

 


 


“H-how long do you plan on keeping me here?”
she asked, fearful that she already knew the answer.

 


“You’re here at Club 738 for the rest of your
life, Gina. You must learn to accept your fate. Many clients have
requested you. It’s taken a lot of planning to get you here.
Today’s lesson was successful, I hope, in teaching you that your
body is mine.”

 


“Also it taught you that your primal sexual
instincts are stronger than your higher brain functions, and that
you could experience an orgasm under the most, well almost, extreme
conditions. Now tell me again that you didn’t enjoy your orgasm.
Was it not, um… breathtaking?”

 


Gina lingered, thinking about what he had
just said, trying taking it all in, and assimilating it. “No,” she
feebly lied. “I… I didn’t like it.” She dropped her gaze to the
ground to avoid his penetrating eyes.

 


“You just lied to me, didn’t you?” he
prodded.

 


“Y..yes,” she said in a very hushed tone.

 


“Yes, what?”

 


“Boss... yes, Boss,” she gave in.



He had released her from the device, attached
her wrists behind her back, and prodded her over towards the
makeshift bathroom. She had indicated her need to relieve herself,
hoping that she would have some privacy and a moment alone. She was
wrong.

 


He sat her down on the toilet seat and
secured her ankles to rings located on each side of the fixture. He
sat in a nearby chair, and watched her as he drank from a can of
Pepsi.

 


“Are you just going to sit there and watch me
go to the bathroom?” she asked incredulously.

 


“Why not?” Boss replied amused. “I told you
we’d become very intimate. This is just one part of that growing
intimacy.” He inhaled a drag of his cigarette.

 


“I can’t do this. I just can’t go to the
bathroom while you’re watching me. I couldn’t do this in front of
anyone, not even my husband if I had one,” she complained.

 


“I’m not your husband. I’m your Boss and
you’ll do your thing if we have to wait here all day long,” he
concluded.

 


Furious at him, she sat there, legs splayed,
her arms uselessly pinned behind her. Her bowels tugged at her
conscious, relaying their need to empty, yet her mind struggled
with her need to maintain some shred of dignity.

 


“He’s taking every bit of dignity away
from me,” she thought, “and he won’t stop until I’m crawling
to him, begging to be his slave. Oh God, how am I going to get
through this...?”

 


Twenty minutes later, Boss looked up to the
sound of trickling, increasing in speed until it was a steady
stream. She was looking at him with contempt, trying to maintain an
air of dignity. He smiled.



“You’re a mess,” he noted as he released her
from the toilet.

 


“I’m sure you know what to do in a shower so
I shouldn’t have to give you much instruction, should I?”

 


“I can do it!” she blurted out as she saw him
began to come towards her. “I’ll wash off.” She turned her back
towards him and turned on the faucets, adjusting the mixture and
sending a stream of warm water flowing over her body. She took her
time, relishing the warmth that the water gave her.

 


She stepped out from underneath the water and
grabbed the bar of soap off the nearby shelf. She lathered her
legs, stomach, skipping over her breasts and finishing up her
shoulders and face.

 


“Hold it right there,” Boss said. “You can’t
possibly call that a thorough cleaning. You’re forgetting some very
important body parts. I want you to clean those beautiful breasts
of yours! And don’t forget to clean my cum out from your pussy
either.”

 


Gina blushed and resigned herself to cleaning
her private parts in front of him, careful not to linger too long
in any one place. Boss allowed her to wash the soap off and wash
her hair out. Dripping wet she was given a towel to dry off with.
Done, she wrapped the towel around her body, tucking it in at the
top and gave Boss a pleading look. He consented this time.



Boss attached a short length of chain between
her ankles, subsequently removing the link between her and the ring
in the floor. For a brief moment, Gina thought of escape, her hands
were free and she could attack him while he was busy with her
bonds.

 


Yet, she knew that she couldn’t overpower him
and that her attempted escape might prove to be painful in the end.
Escape could wait until circumstances were more to her advantage.
He directed her over to a vanity table, complete with mirror and
lights, and a large selection of various makeup and
accessories.

 


Gina sat down upon the cushioned stool and
looked into the mirror. “Now, he’s going to want me to make
myself up so that he can live out some perverted fantasy. Fuck him.
I’m not a fucking prostitute!”

 


Then, Boss reached inside a drawer and pulled
out a five by ten glossy of one of Gina’s studio shots that showed
her kneeling on a bed, arms up and grasping the back of her head.
Her breasts were majestically displayed and a hint of pubic hair
peaked out from underneath a short skirt.

 


Boss put the photo in front of her. “This is
what the clients want from you. I want you to apply whatever magic
you use on your pretty face to look like this. Have a look and
you’ll see I brought most of your makeup from home for you to use.
Take your time, Gina. Do this right. I’m counting on you to make
our clients very happy.”

 


Gina stared down at the picture of her naked
body, burning with anger at herself for posing in a smutty photo
shoot. If she’d just said “no” to the roving talent scouts, she
wouldn’t be here. In her anger, she picked up the hairbrush resting
on the table and flung it at the mirror.

 


“NO! I won’t be your whore!” she
screamed.

 


Without hesitation, Boss grabbed her arms and
brought them back behind her where he refastened them to her
collar. She tried to stand and twist away from his grasp, but he
held her firmly, forcing her into submission, pulling the towel
from her body.

 


Gina kicked at his legs and screamed as he
dragged her out of the bathroom and into the torture chamber. He
pushed, shoved, and pulled her wriggling, naked body over to
another device nearby the one he had previously hitched her to.



Upon seeing her destination, Gina’s sense of
self-preservation kicked in and she pleaded with Boss. “PLEASE! Oh
God, I promise I’ll be good. I’ll make myself up just like you want
me to. I’ll do it… I promise!

 


“Of course you will, slave,” Boss
acknowledged. “But first, you must be punished for disobeying
me.”

 


Gina stared wide-eyed at the machine
wondering what hideous things he had in store for her. The device
was heavy in construction and its use was obvious even to the
uninitiated. Grabbing her by the waist, he lifted her up onto the
device, resting her waist on top of a padded bar running horizontal
to the ground.

 


It was difficult with her constant kicking,
but Boss managed to cinch the leather belt around her slim waist
securing her to the bar. Next, he grabbed each leg and, using four
straps, one at the ankle and one at the bend of each knee.

 


Boss restrained her legs to the rails, which
he spread apart so wide that her pussy lips parted, exposing her
tender, pink slit.

 


“Why are you doing this?! I said I would do
what you want!” Gina continued to plea.

 


Boss unlocked and then secured her wrists to
points located underneath her and slightly off to the side. “This
lesson has been a long time coming. Since you arrived here at Club
738, you’ve ignored the rules that I’ve given you.”

 


“…Talking without permission. Not using my
proper title when you do talk and simply disobeying my directions.
I haven’t forgotten your disobedience and now it’s time to pay
the

piper.”

 


Gina’s neck rested in a U-shaped restraint,
which he tightened to restrict any movement of the head, yet not
too tight to hinder breathing. He left her for a moment and
returned with two thirty foot lengths of thin white nylon cord. He
held them out to her and asked, “Do you know what these are
for?”

 


She tried to shake her head but was unable
to. “With these,” he lectured, “ I’ll have you begging for mercy
and crying in orgasmic release. Maybe you’ll learn to obey my
rules.”

 


Boss really didn’t think that this example
would be enough to break her will, but it would be a start and it
would be fun to watch her writhe in agony, both in pain and in
sexual heat. As with most of the machines at the Club, this one
also incorporated a hydraulic lifting system, which he activated,
raising Gina’s motionless body high above the ground, to where her
hanging breasts were easily accessible.

 


He moved underneath her and let her breasts
slide across his upturned face. He grasped them gently and massaged
them while his tongue teased her already growing nipples. Then
without warning, he grasped her left nipple between his fingers and
yanked downwards, stretching her tit out to its fullest.

 


Gina screeched in sudden pain and tried
unsuccessfully to pull away from his savage grip. He continued his
hold on her nipple and with the other hand looped one end of the
white cord around the base of her breast.

 


This he tightened and then started wrapping
more loops around and around, moving slightly downwards with each
loop. Each wrap was progressively tighter than the last and caused
the trapped blood in her breast to be forced towards her
nipple.

 


“ARGGHHHHH,” she screamed in his ear. “YOU’RE
HURTING ME! OH GOD, IT HURTS SO BAD!”

 


Boss continued the wrapping, relentlessly
forcing her breast to distend like an over-inflated balloon. By the
time he ran out of cord, her breast was swollen purple and her
nipples, bright red, were enlarged to twice their normal erect
size.



Gina’s face was red with hurt and her breaths
came in short pants. Her body was covered with fresh sweat and it
shook uncontrollably in response to the abuse being dished out to
her breast.

 


“Please... Boss,” she gasped, “I’ll be good
from now on. I’ll do whatever you want. You’re hurting me so bad.”
Tears were in her eyes as she tried to come to grips with the pain,
the pain in her breast now becoming a steady throb.

 


“Good! You’re learning. I’m pleased you
addressed me as Boss. It’s a start, but we have a few other items
to cover before were done here,” he replied smiling.

 


His hand came up and found her free breast.
She howled as he grabbed the nipple and brought it downwards, sweat
breaking anew upon her forehead. He wrapped the remaining cord
around the breast and stood back waiting for her to stop
sobbing.



Her breasts were so tightly bound it felt as
if blood was being forced out her nipples, yet she was slightly
comforted by the fact that they weren’t growing cold, an indication
that their blood circulation wasn’t cut off completely.

 


Soon, numbness came and a steady throbbing in
her chest replaced the blinding pain. Her shakes eased and she was
able to breathe deeply. Seeing her recovery, Boss stepped back
underneath her, careful not to touch her breasts. He knew they were
ultra sensitive in their current state and his next plan called for
precisely applied stimulation.



Anticipating her continued torture, Gina
screamed. “PLEASE! NO MORE! I can’t take any more pain!”

 


“I believe you’re right. I think you’ve had
enough pain for now, slave. Now I’ll teach you that pain and sex
can be combined into stimulating bed partners.”

 


Opening his mouth, he slid his tongue
outwards and barely touched her enlarged nipple. The sensitivity of
the hard nipple, being ten times that of normal, sent electric
shocks of ecstasy throughout Gina’s body and she shuddered.

 


Moving to her other nipple, he pressed home
the attack, licking and sucking her tender nipples until she was
moaning in abandonment. Once again, her body had betrayed her and
more notably, her sexual passion had pushed aside the bio-chemical
messages being sent from her pain receptors.

 


The two sparing with each other, pain, then
undeniable lust and sensual arousal, caused her body to spasm at
every application of his tongue to the nerve endings located in her
nipples. She closed her eyes, and rode the wave of orgasm to its
culminating peak and then cried out in surrender as she plunged
over the crest, her body racked with convulsions.



Boss ceased his fondling of her breasts and
moved around her. From her position, she did not see him reach up
and pull down the device attached to the ceiling, positioning it at
her rear. It was his pride and joy in construction engineering,
using both physical sciences and computer control.

 


The arms blueprint was borrowed from an
automobile factory, designed to weld numerous parts together with
precision in record speed. The only difference between its original
purpose and what it would be used for today was that the arc welder
was removed from the end and replaced with a very special
dildo.



The dildo was nine inches in length and one
and a half inches in diameter. It contained a very powerful
vibrator in the base, which was externally powered, eliminating
batteries and allowing for continuous operation.

 


In addition, it was filled with an expandable
bladder. This bladder was attached via a hose to an electric air
compressor. When completely filled it would expand the dildo to a
huge four inches in diameter.

 


The entire mechanical arm was controlled by a
computer, which had been pre-programmed with many different
scenarios, or paths, which the arm would follow without compromise.
The particular program that was loaded into the computers memory
would provide input to the arm for a continuous loop of motions
simulating thrusting and twisting of the plastic cock.

 


During its course of manipulations, it would
randomly vary the vibrations and diameter of the dildo as well. As
a final act of control, the dildo would occasionally seep lubricant
to facilitate its ease of movement.



Not allowing Gina to recover from her orgasm,
Boss swung the tip of the dildo into her still-wet pussy, pushing
it in all the way to the hilt. Using a remote, he zeroed the
position of the dildo, feeding the coordinates of the maximum
insertion point into the computer.

 


Receiving the proper acknowledgment and
prompt from the computer, Boss moved the head of the dildo to a
position approximately one inch inside of her pussy. Another push
of the remote zeroed the coordinates of the maximum removal point
of the dildo.



Sensing the item inside of her didn’t quite
meet her expectations of a normal hand-held dildo, Gina began to
worry. “What are you doing?” she asked in urgency, still in pain
from her bound breasts.

 


Boss responded over her back, “Just relax,
slave. I want to introduce you to a friend of mine. His name is Big
Daddy. And since he’s my friend, I have assured him that he could
fuck you until he passed out. “Well,” he chuckled, “in this case I
guess you’ll be the first one to pass out.”

 


He stepped back around to her front and held
the remote in his hand. Looking at her he said, “Are you ready for
the ride of your life?”

 


“Please, please ...” she started but stopped
short with a gasp when he jabbed his finger on the execute button.
The arm began by making 360-degree turns of the dildo, increasing
the vibration slowly and then inching its way into her pussy. She
bucked trying to escape the mechanical cock.

 


For the next few minutes, the dildo began to
slide in and out of her pussy, twisting and probing in random
motions, quick then slow, expanding and contracting to its limits.
When fully expanded, Gina’s gasps turned into grunts of pain as she
tried to relax and accommodate its size.



While the machine pumped relentlessly away,
Boss went back to work on her nipples, licking and sucking them
until she was panting with sexual energy.

 


“Uuuhhhh....ggggghhhh!” She orgasmed quickly,
releasing a loud groan in her passion.

 


 


Boss smiled in his pleasure at his slave
performing so well, far beyond his expectations. From his
experience, the key was to focusing the new slave’s thoughts
completely on the act of sex. Without other external thoughts, such
as family or the things she left behind, the body would generally
respond to continued arousal.

 


Sometimes, after prolonged sessions, the new
slave would go so far as to become addicted to their sexual
release, abandoning all will and self-control, instead living for
their next fix, not unlike a drug addict. This dependence on him
for sexual gratification was what Boss wanted to instill in Gina,
and he felt that so far, he was ahead of schedule.

 


Unknown to Boss, Gina was a very sexual
creature, nearly insatiable for sexual release, but unusually, she
wasn’t as promiscuous as many of her model friends had been. She
found that she could mostly satisfy her needs alone, applying
exactly the right technique that produced the best orgasms, not
having to deal with the male ego or less-than-adequate performance
on the part of her lover.

 


Gina would have died in embarrassment if
anyone had discovered that she sometimes masturbated several times
a day. Occasionally, she would masturbate in the morning, then
again when she got home from a photo shoot, and then once more
before going to bed. She especially liked to cum before bed as it
allowed her to sleep better. Now, she would have more orgasms than
she had ever thought possible.

 


Not wanting to damage her breasts, Boss
slowly untied each breast, allowing them their freedom. As the
blood flowed back into her breasts, Gina gritted her teeth and
groaned in the fresh pain that returned to her chest.

 


Soon, the color returned and her breasts
regained their normal shape and appearance. Boss played with them
for a while, as a child does with a toy, and then stepped to her
rear watching intently the progress of the mechanical dildo.

 


Gina’s eyes closed, she felt the wave of
orgasm flow over her body, time after time, as the unmerciful
rubber cock penetrated her pussy. Her body shook in continuous
convulsions and it was covered with her sweat.

 


Adding even more stimulation to her already
overloaded nervous system, Boss teased her exposed clit with his
fingers, rubbing and pulling at it, watching her pussy muscles
contract and expand in orgasm after orgasm.



Her moans turned into guttural sounds as her
body uncontrollably shook. Each time her body peaked over the edge
of orgasm, it was not allowed to recover, instead being brought
right back to orgasm with the continual stimulation in between her
thighs.



Finally, after about two hours of fucking the
mechanical dick, she cried out, “OH GOD! Please. Huff.
Huff… I can’t… can’t take anymore of this. Uhhh... my
stomach hurts...”

 


Gina’s face tightened in concentration as she
plunged once more over the edge, her pussy juices long used up, the
dildo now providing all the slippery lubrication needed.

 


Sensing that the training session was nearing
the end of its usefulness, and suspicious that anymore might
actually be detrimental to his purpose, Boss reached up and aborted
the computer program after only fifty replays of the basic
two-minute long loop.



However, Boss wasn’t completely done with
her, he thought to himself as he reached down and stroked his
throbbing cock. With a hiss of escaping air, he lowered the
platform until her pussy was easily serviceable by his pulsating
cock.

 


“One last orgasm for yours truly,” he said to
her as he plunged his cock into her pussy. It didn’t take long, his
balls had been ready to explode over the last two hours of watching
her writhe, and Gina, bucking in another mind blowing orgasm of her
own, forced him over the edge.

 


Arching his back and pounding his groin
against her ass, Boss shook as he shot his cum deep inside of her.
She whimpered in her exhaustion, and soon her shaking subsided to
an occasional jerk as he stroked his deflating shaft back and forth
in her slick hole.



“That was good!” he exhaled. Removing his now
flaccid cock from Gina’s pussy, he got to work at releasing her
bonds, occasionally brushing her clit with his hand, making her
gasp.

Completely debased and stripped of her will
to fight, she allowed herself to be gently lifted off the device
and placed onto her feet.

 


Gina’s legs were numb and she required Boss’s
help to remain standing. She had nothing to say and reflected
repeatedly on the intensity of the pain she had just experienced,
and how she had been humiliated, and sexually fulfilled to the
point where none of it mattered anymore.

 


She looked at the mechanical arm with both a
longing, and a fear as she thought how it would be if she was
strapped to the dildo all day long. She knew she would pass
out.



To be continued….

 


 


 


 


 



 




cover.jpg
A MODEL
SLAE





tmp_5ed1b24911b15a3a056b903e2457f837_TVwbDH_html_m694a5da0.jpg
P%ET%RISING

IIIIIIIIII






