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		ALL CHARACTERS IN THIS FICTIONAL STORY ARE AGED 18 YEARS OR OVER.

		

		

		

		He first saw her at The Gentleman’s Club. It was a fancy name for a rundown dive on the outskirts of the city with cheap, watered down booze and nude dancers prancing on the stage in return for singles and fives placed between their legs or breasts.

		

		For an extra twenty bucks, a patron could go behind a screen where there was a ratty couch and one of the girls would dance in his lap. Well not dance exactly, more of sit there and wiggle, and allow his hands to wander over her body.

		

		Perhaps a kiss or two and a very lucky few received a few strokes from her hand on their hard cocks through the fabric of their pants. There was never more than that but it wasn’t out of the ordinary for arrangements to be made.

		

		The cheap motel down the road was not adverse to short term room rentals and if the price was right, there was no reason to sign the guest log.

		He was obviously very different from the rest of the patrons at the joint. Instead of a dirty t-shirt and jeans, he wore a suit. At first, a few of the patrons thought about hassling him as he was clearly out of place but there was something about him that gave them pause.

		

		Maybe it was the way he moved or the fact that his suit was pulled just a little too tight over his shoulders but he wasn’t bothered as he sat right next to the stage handing out just a bit more than his share of greenbacks to each dancer.

		

		His tips and the fact that he was the only thing in the dump with any class soon had the dancers paying attention to him to the point where he needed to gently herd them away. Whatever dislike the other men there might have had for him was deflected as they realized he wasn’t trying to “hog the broads” in the vernacular of the locals.

		

		After he had seen all the talent working that night he chose one for a lap dance. And, for a surprise he didn’t pick the prettiest one nor the best dancer nor the one with the nicest tits. Instead, he chose Valerie.

		

		Now, Valerie wasn’t what you would call ugly, she was just past her prime and the realization that she was starting the long slide down the backside of the hill showed. She was still proud of her body and danced well but the wrinkles were beginning to show and some of her moves weren’t as smooth as they once were. Her once proud and firm tits were starting to droop but she was still worth looking at even if she wasn’t the pick of the litter any more.

		

		They went behind the screen and as she bumped and ground on his lap, they made plans. He left soon after but for some reason Valerie spent the rest of the night somewhat distracted and excited. The next night she was still in that condition but even direct questions from the other dancers failed to get her to open up about why.

		

		She stayed late that night and was the last to leave after the owner locked up. He noticed her standing under the old oak by the road but years of dealing with dancers and all their odd behaviors had taught him to just ignore it so he left.

		

		The owner’s old truck was just around the corner when the black limo pulled up. The driver got out and asked if she was Valerie and upon being reassured, she was opened the back door for her and advised her to help herself to anything she found there.

		

		She was a little disappointed she was alone as she had hoped he would be in the car to greet her but she figured he was a busy man and would meet her wherever the driver was taking her.

		

		With the tinted windows and the soft lighting, she couldn’t see anything outside as they drove so she explored the contents of the bar. Good stuff, better that she was used to, top shelf in fact.

		

		Valerie sat back and savored three fingers of the finest brandy she had ever tasted and wondered just how long the trip would take. She never found out because she passed out from the drugs in that oh so fine brandy and when she awoke, she was laying on a big round bed blinking as a bright overhead light shone down on her.

		

		She was still dressed in her street clothes, t- shirt and old jeans, panties and bra. She rarely went braless except at work, she needed to postpone the drooping of her assets as long as possible and besides her tits hurt after hours of bouncing and being groped and the support of the bra felt good.

		

		Her shoes and bag were on the table next to the bed and as far as she could tell both herself and her things were still safe and untouched. By the time she had found the powder room and checked to see if her money and things were really ok, there was a knock on the door.

		

		“Yes,” she answered. “Come in.”

		

		The door opened and he was standing there. He looked even better in the bright light and in the loosely tied black silk robe.

		

		She almost felt weak as she admired his body, no wonder none of the losers at the club wanted to hassle him, he was very well built. And, not only his muscles as there was a very large and quite promising bulge.

		

		“Good morning sleepyhead, did you have a nice nap? I’m so glad I hadn’t planned anything for last night with you. You must really like my brandy although I can’t say as I blame you, it’s quite good,” he said slightly smirking.

		

		“Do you need an aspirin or a bit of the hair of the dog before we start the day?”

		

		Besides feeling just a bit off balance she was fine but wanted a bath and asked him if it was possible.

		

		“Of course. That door over there leads to a very nice bathroom and I’m sure you’ll find everything you might need there. Enjoy it and when you’re done, just turn right from your door and follow your nose. Breakfast will be waiting.”

		

		As she soaked in a tub that was just a bit too small to swim laps in, she wondered about her passing out last night. It wasn’t the first time she had drunk too much but always before she remembered something.

		

		Last night all she remembered was getting in the limo and then nothing until morning. And where was the awful hangover she always suffered through every other time she got plastered. Then again, she had never been blitzed on fine brandy before, maybe that was it.

		

		After her bath she was loathe to crawl back into her old things but there on a bench was a full outfit with a note telling her it was there for her.

		

		“He must have a tailor’s eye for sizes,” she thought as she slipped into the silk blouse and matching micro shorts. Even the bra was her size. She realized she was wearing a week’s earnings worth of clothes and for a second she wondered just what she had to offer in payment.

		

		Surely her tired old body wasn’t it unless he had a thing for slightly shopworn dancers. She was only twenty-six, but she knew she got so old so fast.

		

		Following both his directions and her nose she soon found the breakfast he had promised and as she ate he asked her about herself. For some reason she was soon telling him things that she’d never shared with a living soul before.

		

		

		The Past

		

		She told him about her childhood, her parents, and what her life had been like. The father who was a drunken sex machine who demanded both she and her mother live naked except for times when clothing was required.

		

		The old house at the end of a dirt road without any others for miles. The open sex in front of her almost from birth. Her father’s hands as he inspected her young body. The friends he invited to use his wife’s body and the girlfriends he fucked in front of his family.

		

		The strange men and packages that showed up at all hours and the sudden trips away while she and her mother were left alone hoping he would return before they ran out of something they needed. Never being allowed friends.

		

		Then there was the night when she was twelve. Her father was out and she was in bed sleeping. She thought she had heard his voice and some crashing noises, a fight perhaps, her mother’s voice pleading, then the sounds of raw sex.

		

		Experience had taught her to stay in bed and sleep through such things and she had done so. When she awoke in the morning, she had the house to herself. While it was unusual, it had happened before so she got ready for the school bus.

		

		It was only as she walked past the pond on the way to the road did she find her mother. Floating face down in the muddy water, a collection of empty beer cans on the shore and marks where she had slipped in the mud.

		

		She was still standing there when the bus arrived. A frantic call on the bus’s two-way radio summoned the police and an ambulance but before they arrived her father came home. His questions to her told her not to mention anything she might have seen or heard in the night.

		

		She told the cops she had gone to bed late and her mother had been drinking most of the evening. Her father told of his wife’s binge drinking and of his trip away for the night. In the end it was decided she had gotten drunk and had gone out to stand and drink some more by the pond and in her drunken state had simply slipped in and drowned.

		

		Valerie never looked at her father the same again for deep down she was sure he had killed her mother. A week later she was woken up by him climbing into bed with her. She knew at once he was going to demand she take her dead mother’s place as his sex toy.

		

		Deaf to her pleading and cries he pawed her small breasts as she whimpered. Her cries were blocked by his probing tongue as first his rough fingers and then his hard cock probed her virgin pussy.

		

		The loss of her virginity was a painful hurtful horror that lasted until the gray light of dawn. By then she had no virginity left anywhere. He staggered off to bed leaving her lying on sheets stained and fouled by her blood.

		

		That and by the shit and piss that was the result of her losing control during the awful night. She laid there for hours before forcing herself to rise. She staggered to the bathroom and after puking her guts managed to wash herself. That night was the start of her new life as a sex slave.

		

		No act was beyond her father up to and including sharing her with his friends. Sometimes she was so sore she could barely walk. By fourteen, she was pregnant. Her belly was just starting to swell and she could feel the first movements inside her when one Friday afternoon she got off the bus to find her dad waiting with three other men.

		

		She was taken out back and brutally gang fucked until morning. The week end was a fog of pain and sex. She had what seemed like gallons of cum pumped into and onto her body before the men handed him a wad of cash and left on Sunday afternoon.

		

		The night she awoke to such pain as she had never known. Her guts were burning and she was bleeding heavily from her abused pussy. It was the blood that convinced him she was in need of help and he had taken her to the hospital. Once there she was rushed into surgery.

		

		In the morning, she was no longer pregnant and she would never be able to have children. Her uterus had ruptured and it had to be removed along with her baby. There was some kind of investigation but a knocked up trash teen was not high on anybody’s list of things to worry about so the story about some hitchhiking teen spending the night and being the father was accepted with relief by everyone.

		

		For two more years she lived as his slave, forced to perform acts that even an old whore would find repulsive. Then one night the cops came to her door. There had been an accident, her dad was dead. Drink, speed, and a large maple tree had freed her from her captivity. For the second time in four years, she attended a funeral for a parent.

		

		This time she cried from relief and not sorrow. There was not much of an estate and the couple that took her in as a foster child soon wasted it on things that were supposed to be for her but that she never saw.

		

		Then one night he crawled into her bed. She managed to fight him off and by morning, she had packed her few things and was gone. From then on, she had lived on her own. Supporting herself dancing.

		

		Well-developed and pretty and able to pass for older most club owners were only too happy to have her dance for them. She hated the horizontal interviews but accepted them as the price on getting hired.

		

		Valerie refused to sleep with any patrons however. She was making good money and figured soon she’d have enough to quit dancing and go back to school and get a real job and try to have the life she’d always wanted.

		

		Then she met Karl, tall and charming he was her prince on a white charger. Before long, she moved in with him and they made plans. But somehow things just seemed to happen that forced them to wait just a little longer before everything would change.

		

		He worked many jobs but for some reason he never seemed to stay at any of them very long. The work was too dangerous, or the boss’s kid hated him or whatever. Although she wanted to quit dancing, they always seemed to need the money.

		

		Then one night a car took down a pole and the club was blacked out. Instead of getting home at three am, she got there a little after eight. Inside she found Sam in bed with two cheerleader types. On her dresser, there were lines of coke on a mirror. Once more, she was running into the night, broke and friendless.

		

		From there she worked a secession of clubs but too soon each one was just a little bit worse than the last until she ended up at the one where they met. She knew she was getting close to the bottom and before long she would be selling her body to the drunks for whatever she could get.

		

		The end of the road was getting nearer than she liked but she could see no turnoffs. So, she was here and wondering just what she had gotten herself into.

		

		“That’s quite a story. Bad luck seems to like you but you keep trying. I admire that and I respect you for it. I want you to stay here and work for Club 738. There will be a trial and training period before you really start. I need you to get back in shape and to learn my wishes, ways and wants but we reward well.”

		

		“In return, you will serve me and follow all of my instructions to the letter. And, yes there will be sex involved but I will be the only person you will have to have sex with during training. Club 738 is a different matter. I do enjoy some things that I doubt you will like but nothing that will leave lasting damage or injury. You’ll hurt but not be hurt if you get the difference. You’ll also pose and act out for me.”

		

		He paused for a minute to gauge her reaction, then, continued. “One woman sex shows if you will. You will learn proper polite behavior. I wish a lady in the parlor and a wanton whore in the bedroom. The perfect wife in other words. You will have no other duties that filling my wishes. When I ask for something, the only acceptable answer will be “yes,” or a request of instructions on how to do it properly. You will be naked most of the time and will be on call 24/ 7 but when I don’t require you the time is your own.”

		

		“You may make use of anything in the building except for those things and places that are locked. There are workrooms and collections that you have no need to enter or see and they need not concern you. There is a pool, sauna, spa, gym for you to use. For now, you won’t have contact with the outside world without clearing it with me but there is really nobody you need to talk to anyway. I’ll arrange to recover your things from your room for you and they’ll be kept here.

		

		Now, I have some things to do so why don’t look around, and check things out and think about it? I’ll see you later, help yourself to anything you find in the kitchen for lunch and we’ll talk at dinner. By the way, my name is Nick.”

		

		Valerie spent the day exploring and soon realized he had to be rich beyond her dreams. There were indoor and outdoor pools with huge spas and piles of thick fluffy towels. The sauna had a big TV and piped in music with soft benches. She found the gym and the theater. The kitchen exploration revealed more good food than she had ever seen.

		

		“No wonder the gym was professional grade,” she thought.

		

		Looking into some of the rooms, she noticed that there was always a lounge or hammock and a few odd posts sticking up. Almost like long dildos that were just about the right size and height for a woman to straddle and fuck herself on.

		

		One or two had things that looked like the saddle racks she had seen at the stable next to one of the clubs she used to dance at. She found about a half dozen doors locked to her scattered around the building.

		

		She found herself thinking about his offer. She doubted there were too many sex acts she hadn’t performed for her father so unless the guy was a killer she should be able to endure whatever he threw at her.

		

		He didn’t set off any of her alarm bells, hell if he meant her any lasting harm she was already at his mercy and under his complete control anyway.

		

		“You can get through anything,” she thought to herself as she realized she had already accepted his offer.

		

		At dinner, she gave him her acceptance of his offer and signed a contract with him. She supposed she should have read it but it was in legalese so she trusted him. Hell, she was trusting him with her life, she didn’t know where she was, she didn’t know his name, and nobody knew where she was.

		

		“Now that you work for me, we’ll start the trial period. Remove your clothes and get the case over there. In it you’ll find a bottle of lube, and a couple of vibrators and dildos.

		

		You’ll spend at least two hours a day working out in the gym, and I mean a good honest workout that leaves you tired and sore. I want and you need to be in shape. You will eat what you are offered but I think you will find the food better than you are used to, even if it is different.

		

		You’ll take several pills each day and drink some teas that I will give you. They won’t harm you, think of them as health supplements and I think you may like what they will do for you. I promise you that soon you’ll be a new woman and will feel years younger.

		

		You may feel free to just leave laundry and dishes around and there is no reason for you to worry about dirtying anything or leaving a mess, I have very efficient staff, although you may never see them.

		

		Your only job in to please me. Tonight I want you to go to the gym and at the back there is a door you didn’t see. Go in and you will find a large room devoted to sex. Spent some time and learn where things are, adjust as much of the equipment to fit you as you can figure out how to.

		

		See what’s there and think about what interests you and what does not. For the next few days I want you to spent most of your time in either the gym working out, or in the sex room getting used to what is there.

		

		Of course you may use the spas to help relax you from your workouts as you need to. Just don’t over do at first. Lots of slow easy things but move around and do different stuff. I don’t want you to pull anything and put yourself out of action.

		

		You’re a dancer and should know how to work out but there are some sheets of suggested workout routines in the gym so maybe you might want just follow one of the preplanned workouts. Same thing in the sex room, take it easy and don’t get carried away, a couple of those fucking machines will get to you without you noticing until too late. Now, I do have some things to do.”

		Before he left, she asked him the one thing that had been bothering her. “Why me?”

		

		“Two reasons really. One you look like somebody I used to know and two I make my money finding things that others think of as worthless and then salvaging them. Now I do it for Club 738.

		

		If I can help someone like you and have some fun along the way why not? You will work harder that you ever have before and you will earn your redemption with blood, sweat, and tears so when you have it you can be proud of the fact that you earned it the hard way.

		

		I meant it when I said you won’t be the woman you are today. Unless you screw up, the world will no longer shit on you. You won’t have to dance and let slobs paw you. You will be set forever. Now, I really have to get going. I’ll see you tomorrow or the next day.”

		

		Valerie found the sex room and was shocked by its size and what was there. She’d been in sex shops with less stock. There was a lot of Bdsm equipment and toys as well as sex chairs and swings.

		

		There were more dildos, vibrators, butt plugs, and other toys than she had ever seen. Another of the saddle racks and several of the floor-mounted dildos were there as well. Floor mats and some kind of electronic equipment she could not identify as well as hoses and floor drains were scattered around.

		

		“God, fifty people could have an orgy in there without crowding or having to wait for something to use.”

		

		The only thing that bothered her was the gallows and the garrote post. She hoped they were not for real use, although she could see some people getting off playing with them. And, the guillotine had to be fake even though it looked fully functional.

		

		She spent several hours just exploring the room and its contents before returning to her bed. Her sleep was bothered by dreams she couldn’t remember but she awoke refreshed to find breakfast waiting on her nightstand.

		

		Food and pills that she couldn’t identify but that was tasty and left her feeling good and ready to face the world. A good hard workout left her ready for the spa before returning to the sex room.

		

		She needed to ask if she could wear a sports bra and shorts for her workouts though. Her tits hurt from the bouncing and she was a bit chafed from the bike but other than that, it felt good to move and use her body.

		

		And, she was in better shape that she thought she was. Almost three hours in the gym and she could still walk. A light workout tonight to keep herself from stiffening up should make it a good day.

		Once back in the sex room Valerie spent some time actually sitting in and on a lot of the equipment. Most fit her well although the bike needed some adjustment. Instead of turning a wheel, the pedals moved a dildo up and down in the seat.

		

		Ride and fuck at the same time. She played with it for a while and found herself responding to it to the point where she had a small orgasm. Kind of surprised her, she had not had one from having something stuck in her for a long time.

		

		Usually the only way she could come was by playing with her clit or being eaten and since she rarely had anyone to eat her, she was left with her trusty vibrators or fingers. Besides she was normally too stressed out and tired to bother trying so an orgasm was a fairly rare thing for her. Maybe it was a good sign.

		

		She found the fucking machines he had mentioned too. One was an upholstered half drum with three shafts that various dildos could be mounted on. The control box was clearly labeled and she soon figured it all out.

		

		By pushing the right buttons, she could control the speed, angle, and depth of the stroke of each shaft independently and could add vibrations to the whole thing. The third shaft puzzled her at first then she realized it was designed to stimulate her clit.

		

		She could ride it like a horse or it could be turned on its end, and bolted to the floor so she could lie on her back while it worked.

		

		“Nice toy,” she thought. She tried it out and was rewarded with one hell of an orgasm.

		

		She never wanted to get off the thing but remembering his warning about taking it easy she decided not to get greedy. The other machine was a collection of rods and machinery that baffled her.

		

		It looked like it was meant to be used lying down but she decided to let him explain it to her. She just had to try the rubber man though. A life sized and very real looking and feeling male doll sporting a large rigid cock that looked like fun.

		

		Once again, it was easy to find the controls. A few simple buttons controlled the twitching and vibrating of the cock and the red one sent a stream of very real looking cum spurting up into the air. It was even warm to the touch. Her pussy was still wet from her orgasm the machine caused so she was able to jump on and ride cowgirl.

		

		Valerie was soon bouncing up and down like a crazy woman as the twitching vibrating phallus drove her wild. Somehow, she remembered to push the red button as her climax washed over her and the resulting hot spray splashing her insides just blew her away.

		

		Deciding enough was enough she staggered off to the shower and the spa. A late lunch and a short nap before another workout in the gym completed her day. He didn’t join her for dinner but there was soft music playing and there was a note on the table reminding her not to overdo and apologizing for not telling her to dress for those parts of her workout where might be necessary to do so.

		

		Once more, there were pills and a cup of strange tea to go along with a dinner of things she couldn’t name but tasted very good. There was just enough food to satisfy her without making her feel stuffed.

		

		Tired and content she went to bed early thinking that so far she was pleased with the deal but knowing the blood, sweat, and tears were coming someday and vowing to be ready and able to last, no matter what was required of her.

		

		The next day went much the same until just after lunch when her radio beeped. She received orders to up two floors and she would find the things she would need, as well as written instructions.

		

		What she found was a lounge chair, a few large dildos, a jar of some kind of greasy lube that smelled like medicine, and one of the dildo stakes mounted on the floor. She looked at the two-way mirror on the wall, trying to see if he was watching but the silvery coatings prevented her from seeing anything.

		

		Following the instructions in the note, Valerie smeared a handful of the lube on and in both her pussy and asshole and then inserted a large butt plug and matching dildo before laying back on the lounge to masturbate.

		

		Whatever the lube was, it had a definite affect on her. There was a period of an icy hot feeling that was just short of painful and then there was a need just fuck herself as much as she could.

		

		Before long, she had withdrawn the butt plug, and had swapped it for another large dildo and was franticly plunging both in and out of her holes as she writhed in passion so intense it bordered on pain.

		

		Then, just before she exploded in what promised to be the biggest orgasm in her life, the intercom crackled and she was ordered to freeze. Only by a supreme act of will did she manage to pull herself back from the tempting release and just lay there shuddering in frustrated longing.

		

		She was then ordered to stand and to impale herself on the nearby stake. She had to stand in tiptoe to get over the top of it and as she slid down and it filled her all the denied passion boiled back to the surface.

		

		But once more the voice on the intercom demanded her to stand quietly. She was shocked to feel the thing grow, and rise in her until it was just short of lifting her off the ground and she was forced to stand on tiptoe once more to relive the pain and pressure as the rounded point pushed against her insides.

		

		Before long, the icy burning returned and her calves and thighs were on fire from the effort required to keep herself from being speared by the stake. And, the denied climax was still churning her guts demanding release.

		

		Then just as she was running through her last reserves of strength and willpower, shaking and knowing that any second she would collapse, the thing returned to its original size and she was released.

		

		Valerie fell to the carpet as her body failed to support itself and even as she lay exhausted she still was consumed by the need to release the pent up orgasm burning in her. But, as her hands began to move toward her crotch the intercom demanded her to stop and return to the sex room.

		

		Hoping desperately to be allowed to release the sexual need boiling inside her she almost ran to the sex room. Once there she found Nick standing in the middle of it and wearing a loose robe of black, raw silk.

		

		There was a large bulge tenting the front of the robe and she fixed her eyes in it as a drug addict would on his next fix. A visceral need so deep she would kill to feel that cock sliding into her.

		

		Following unspoken instructions, she walked to him and knelt as his feet, like a petitioner begging for a boon from her lord and master, begging without words for release from what was rapidly becoming a preview of hell.

		

		He opened his robe and for the first time she saw his manhood. It was huge. Eight or nine inches long, and too thick for her fingers to reach around. She feared it and wanted it at the same time.

		

		It might rip her apart but the release would be worth the price. But she was not allowed to use it for her own pleasure. Instead, she found herself with it filling her mouth, spreading her jaws and filling her throat until she could not breathe.

		

		Gagging her as he slid it in and out. Just as her vision began to fade from the lack of air, he pulled it out and allowed her to catch her breath. The whole thing was repeated over and over before he stopped.

		

		Her jaws ached and the need to climax still churned inside her. He laid her back on the floor and just for a second she thought at last he was going to fuck her, pound her until she could explode and release the orgasm she needed so badly.

		

		But, it wasn’t to be, instead he greased her tits and slid his cock between them. Her whole body shook as he fucked her rack. Then just as she felt he must spasm he stopped and forced the greasy shaft into her mouth.

		

		The taste was awful as he rammed deep down her throat before the massive cock spewed forth what seemed like gallons of thick cock juice. She swallowed as fast as she could but she felt like she would drown before he withdrew.

		

		He was still spurting as he pulled out and her face was splattered. The thick white fluid dripped down to her tits and dripped off her chin. Knowing most men wanted to be licked clean she did so as well as using her fingers to mop it off herself before licking them clean as well.

		

		When she was done, she sat back on her heels and pleaded with her eyes for permission to satisfy herself or for him to do it for her. It was denied. She had been denied climaxes before and always the need had soon receded to just an empty feeling of loss that passed.

		

		This time the need kept increasing until it was the most important thing in her world. She would happily die if the last thing she felt was the climax she wanted.

		

		He led her over to a padded sawhorse and bent her over it. After securing her wrists and ankles to the legs of it he fingered her cunt just enough to have her screaming and begging for more.

		

		With her head down of the one side of the horse, she had no warning when the first blow of the whip landed. Then a second and a third. Moving up and down her legs and ass until she was screaming in agony.

		

		Then he changed the angle of attack. A river of acid washed her as the whip cut her asshole and raging cunt. Six times he slashed the two holes and the tender flesh around them before he stopped.

		

		Valerie was left beyond screaming. No sounds could convey the combination of agony and sexual need that ruled her body. She was reduced to begging please, please, please without knowing if she was asking for the pain to stop or for him to just fuck her.

		

		She wanted both but the twin needs were joined into one desperate plea. His fingers probed her and her cunt tried to suck them in before they could escape, once again, she was left empty.

		

		Sobbing in frustration she shook as the disappointment only added to her need. Then she was screaming as his cock was rudely jammed into her. It felt like she was being torn in two. God it hurt and she wanted more of it, please don’t stop, fuck me, fuck me, fuck me, rip me apart, I don’t care as long as you fuck me.

		

		She cried as he pulled out and then she screamed as he plunged past her tight ass ring to take her in the ass. She knew he was killing her but that was ok as long as that huge cock was in her and moving.

		

		Her body tried to find the orgasm it needed but all that happened was she climbed ever higher, she had never thought it was possible to hold so much need and passion in one body. He could have burned her arms in a fire and she would not have noticed, not as long as that wonderful, huge, painful cock kept pounding into her body. That was all that counted.

		

		Then he withdrew once more leaving her asshole grasping at nothing but wanting everything. He walked around in front of her and lifting her head by the hair asked her what she would do if he would only allow her to find the release she was willing to die for.

		

		Anything, anything, beat me, kill me, make me a slave forever, send me to hell, “JUST FUCK “ME!!” was the answer from her lips and he could see it in her eyes as well.

		

		Nodding he returned to her cunt and in seconds she was filled once more. His fucking now was a brutal fuck that cared nothing for her comfort, pleasure, or even her safety and life and she loved it.

		

		Her screams rose until they cracked like glass leaving her with only grunts and moans to convey the feelings controlling her. Her cunt gripped and sucked him, demanding more of him and he responded.

		

		Then it was over, gallons of semen flooded her as her orgasm exploded and consumed her in its fires. Her body shook and spasmed, the breath driven from her lungs and the sight from her eyes.

		

		Waves of release washed over her as the need finally was satisfied. He collapsed over her back and the two of them lay there while her convulsions subsided and left her unknowing and uncaring.

		

		Valerie never felt it when he pulled out and released a flood of their mixed sex fluids to run down her legs and puddle on the floor. She felt only the wonderful emptiness and contentment that followed the explosion of her long denied climax.

		

		Knowing nothing outside of her body she was a limp rag as he untied her and moved her to the bed leaving her to recover from the experience. Looking down at her limp and ravaged body, he thought to himself, “Yes, she’ll be perfect for the club. The clients will like her. Maybe even Boss.”

		

		Valerie woke up in the morning gasping in pain. Her whole body was sore but it was her pussy and ass that were the worst. She had vague memories of lying in a cum soaked bed and of hands cleaning her and somehow she ended back in her own bed.

		

		There was the ever-present tea and pills along with a note telling her to soak away the worst stiffness and get moving as soon as she could in the gym. Knowing it was good advice, she did so and was soon moving much better although she hoped he wouldn’t demand any sexual performances for her for a day or two.

		

		She was too sore to even think about it. Nick must have known she was in no condition for the only demand he made of her was a request for her to use the tanning machine in the room next to where yesterday’s orgy had started.

		

		She lay on the tanning bed and just enjoyed the rest. Knowing he was probably watching, she did think about giving him a bit of a show by posing in some sexy positions and flashing him a little spread cunt shot from time to time.

		

		The warm rays relaxed her and soothed the sore muscles in her body. She found herself thinking about what he was seeing. She was tall and full figured without being the slightest bit fat, she was just buxom, and broad hipped with long shapely legs. Honey blond hair that was cut in a short pageboy was about the only hair on her body except her eyebrows and lashes.

		

		In spite of all the cocks and other things that had been thrust in them over the years, her pussy and asshole still resembled those of a teenager. Small and tight looking in spite of their ability to accept large items.

		

		Her breasts were large and tipped by small pale nipples that were only now starting their descent downward. Her belly was firm and tight with just a slight amount of fullness. Just enough to encourage a hand to slide down the slope to find the treasure at the bottom.

		

		From his desk in the executive suite, Rick couldn’t see the small but unmistakable signs of a too hard life that showed up close and were the reason she had started the slide downhill as a dancer.

		

		As she thought about his watching eyes hidden behind the ever present cameras, she became aware of a tingling in her pussy that surprised her. The thought of being watched like this and by him was getting to her.

		

		Rick knew that most strippers had a streak of exhibitionist in them. Even if it was missing at first, the reward of money and comments and praise soon instilled it in them. Valerie had learned that showing off earned her good things and it was fun most of the time with a good bunch of guys, so it didn’t come as a surprise that she was enjoying it and was being turned on by it.

		

		Valerie wanted him and as she thought of the two of them making love instead of the raw fucking that they had shared last night. Her fingers gently began to play with her clit. Fortunately, it had been spared the worst of the ill treatment of yesterday having suffered only a cut or two from the whip and it was already almost recovered from that.

		

		As her fingers moved ever faster at strumming and tweaking the tender knob she was rewarded with a spreading pleasure that tingled her tits and warmed her cunt. For some time she was unaware of anything except for her feeling and the knowledge that he was watching.

		

		Just after she had shuddered through a nice quiet climax, and had settled down from it, the intercom interrupted with his “thanks for a fine show,” and the offer to meet her for lunch.

		

		Rick showed up naked for the first time since she had known him and she decided she liked the view. He was a rugged mass of masculine flesh that defied any attempt to figure out his age. He looked thirty but his eyes showed too much experience for him to be that young.

		

		The best she could come up with was somewhere between forty and fifty but even that was a guess. Even soft and swinging free his cock was larger than most men’s were when hard. She felt a quiver of fear and longing pass through her body as she thought of once more entertaining it inside of herself.

		

		There was some small talk and he expressed his thanks once more for the show earlier and his concern over her condition from last night. Reassuring him as to her basically sound condition except for quite tender holes, she tried to find out what his plans for her were.

		

		“Well Valerie it goes like this, last night will not be the hardest night nor the most painful in the next month. I’d be lying to tell you otherwise. There will be worse and a lot worse but you will get through them. I’m sorry that there isn’t a easier way but you just have to gut up and get though it. After your training period, you’ll have to pass a test that will demand everything you are capable of. There’s no other way and there is only three possible outcomes, you pass and become part of Club 738, earning your chance at a new life or you fail.”

		

		“If you fail there may be a chance for you to train another month and try again and there is a small but very real possibility of your death. Now listen to me very carefully, I have trained more women for this test that you would ever imagine, and I wouldn’t let you to take it unless I think you’ll pass. You’ll do fine if you listen to me and work hard.”

		

		“The main thing is endurance, you must endure everything and still function. You cannot panic or surrender to despair. If you do, you’ll fail and may die. I’m sorry but there is no other way. You’ll be given a chance to walk away at the last minute but only at the cost of losing everything.”

		

		“You’ve been working hard and if you keep on the same way you’ll be ready. Today just another light workout and then tomorrow go back to pushing yourself and there will be another bad time in the afternoon but after that we will take some time off and I’ll spent a while just working on your pleasure.”

		

		“Think of it as a reward while you’re hurting tomorrow. And no I’m not trying to scare you but you must be able to face up to whatever comes at you and still function. You know bad things will be done to you and I’ve told you death is a very real possibility. You know this and still you must march into the valley of death with a firm stride and with your head held high, anything less will fail.”

		

		“It might be a good idea to use some of the more extreme things in the sex room, practice enduring instead of looking for pleasure. Use things that are too big and do things that hurt, just be careful not to injure yourself.”

		

		“Same thing in the gym, push until you drop and then go a little farther. I can teach and train but in the end it’s your own efforts and your own sweat and pain that will allow you to win through to your new life. Also I’m not the one who will test you. I have an old friend that will do it and the final decision is his, pass, fail, or die. Now get that fine ass back to work.”

		

		Valerie did get her fine ass back to work and as she staggered on the treadmill, her mind raced through the things she had learned. That death was one thing that could happen didn’t seem to really bother her, she guessed it was because as a stripper and a soon to be sex slave, she had always kind of figured on dying young.

		

		Drugs, booze, suicide, or murder at the hands of a pimp or john or some freak that hunted her down after a dance. She had seen other girls die all those ways and was smart enough to see it somewhere on her downhill road.

		

		Her life had always been hell and she had faced it alone. She was no stranger to pain; it had always been with her. To earn a fresh shot at life was worth dying for and a second month of boot camp was even a smaller price to pay.

		

		Nick really seemed to care even if it was the caring of a drill instructor and this was something new. The last person who cared if she lived or died was her mother, and even she had limits placed on her by her husband and their life style. But at least she had tried.

		

		Now Nick was there to push and prod, and test her limits. She knew each day would be a test no matter whether he said and she had to pass each one no matter how much she hurt and how hard it was and if she died, at least she had given it her best shot.

		

		Valerie managed to make it through the rest of the day and the next morning and although she was tired and scared she still managed to walk through the door of the sex room with her head held high and to greet Nick with a smile.

		

		He made her kneel on a part of the floor that was made of very rough cement and placed a thick wooden rod behind her knees before telling her to sit back on her heels. Then he set a large heavy block of stone on the tops of her thighs.

		

		At once, the pain was awful as the wood dug into the muscles and tendons behind her knees and the rough floor pressed into the thin flesh of her legs and the tops of her feet. Then he had her hold her arms out and set a brick in each hand and one on her head.

		

		The pain from her legs joined with the pain in her outstretched arms and the headache from the brick until the room vanished behind a blaze of agony. She let one arm droop until she dropped the brick.

		

		Suddenly, he jabbed a shock prod into her breast and she fell over from the blast of its power. He pulled her up by her hair and the bricks were replaced with heavier ones. When she failed, the whole process was repeated except she was shocked on both breasts. With her third failure, it was her breasts and her clit and even more bricks.

		

		Valerie had no idea how long she endured or of how many times she paid the price for her weakness but finally she could no longer move enough to hold the position or the bricks even though she was shaking with the effort.

		

		She was helped up enough to remove the stick and as she tried to stand the return of the blood and feeling to her legs was worse that the torture that had caused it. Before she could collapse in spite of her best efforts, Rick picked her up as easily as he would small child and carried her to the nearest spa and gently set her in the hot swirling waters.

		

		Time and one of his teas and a few pills soon had her restored to the point where she could move and eat. The thought of days and days of tortures like this almost overwhelmed her but she remembered his advice to keep her eyes on the prize.

		

		* * *

		

		Her head ached and she wondered where she was. It was dark and her ass was sore and her back hurt. Rick watched as she came to and discovered that she wasn’t where she expected to be.

		

		Then it got good as she realized that she was bound and naked. She struggled for her freedom without noticing that he was watching, which wasn’t surprising as she was blindfolded and has her ears filled with wax.

		

		He had her tied in a wooden chair that he had custom built. She was slouched so her pussy and asshole were close enough to the front of the seat to allow him to fuck her in either. Her legs were tied at the knees to the arms of the chair and her feet were tied back out of the way.

		

		She wished she could see. It was too quiet too and her ears felt strange as she wondered if they had earplugs in or something. She tried to talk but her voice sounded strangely muffled and far away.

		

		“Rick,” she called out but it seemed she was alone. She tested her bonds and discovered that there was no slack and she was truly stuck.

		

		He sat and watched as she tried to free herself. She seems to feel his presence and once more called out for him. He allowed her sit and wonder. His cock grew hard and he found himself wanting to just take her but he forced himself to wait. His need would feed off her fear and confusion and he knew he would add pain and terror before used her.

		

		The pain started as he cracked her exposed cunt with a riding whip and her cry of pain was music to his ears. The whip marks her cunt several times before he moved its attentions to her large firm breasts.

		

		He struck her all over but the soles of her feet seem to hurt her as badly as anything. She was reduced to whimpers and small mews of pain before his arm tired and he took a break.

		

		The pain exploded as her pussy was bathed in fire as she realized she was being whipped. The first slash hit her without warning and was followed by many more. She began to lose control of her body as it tried to evade the whip but she was tied too tight so all she could do was cry out.

		

		Valerie made small animal noises as the whip lashed over her body as she wondered if she was going to be whipped to death. After an eternity, the hitting stopped leaving her gasping and raw.

		

		She thought her body must be cut to shreds but couldn’t feel any blood running over her skin so thought that perhaps it wasn’t as bad as she feared, even though she knew that the damage had to be severe.

		

		“You look so beautiful,” he said as he stared at the red whip marks crossing her body. He squirted a handful of lubricant on his hand began to spread it on and in her cunt and asshole.

		

		Valerie flinched from his touch as he worked it into her. Stepping back, he enjoyed the view of her secured as his play toy, covered with the marks of the whip, and her holes both glistening with lube.

		

		She sat alone once more but knew he was still there and that he was watching. A hand, covered with grease grabbed her crotch and rough fingers forced the grease into her holes. He rubbed the stuff all over her pussy and ass and makes sure that there was plenty of it inside of her.

		

		Steeling herself for the touch of his cock, she knew she couldn’t wait for long. He had warmed her up and now must want to fuck her. But he does wait and once more she waited in the dark and the silence for whatever he planned.

		

		Valerie had no idea how pleased he was with her performance. She was a lot tougher that she knew or than he had guessed. She had shown both a deep sexuality and a core of real steel as well a willingness to work hard and suffer for something she thought was worth it.

		

		She had fought, screamed, and collapsed but never did she quit trying, no matter what he did to her both the first day of her real training when he had tested her limits sexually and this afternoon when he had probed her toughness.

		She wasn’t very hungry but he insisted that she eat a full meal.

		

		“You need your strength.”

		

		After the meal, they went relaxed for a while, while soft music played and they shared a bottle of wine. She decided it was nice sitting with her head cradled on his chest and his arm draped protectively over her shoulders. Then just as she was about to doze off he kissed her, lightly at first and then more passionately.

		

		Valerie responded fully and before long, they were down on the carpet intertwining their bodies. She knew just how powerful he was but his gentleness surprised her. His mouth and fingers played her like a fine musical instrument and she responded with her own music.

		

		Then she felt his lips on her pussy, lips and tongue and fingers. He was magnificent as he treated her to the best oral sex she had ever experienced. Her passion didn’t build but rather spread like oil on water until her whole being was floating at a sea of soft delight.

		

		Then he worked his way back up her body and lifted her legs as he rolled unto his side so he could enter her while her legs laid over his hips. His hand gently spread her thighs and guided his rock hard cock into with just enough force to prove to her he was in command and that she should just let him take her to wherever he was planning.

		

		Once he was deep inside her, his fingers began to play with her clit. Her arousal grew as he ever so slowly slid in and out of her. His mouth found her breast as his other hand moved under to play with her ass.

		

		She had him inside her and on her four ways and she could not have told which was the best. It all joined in a symphony of pleasure that lifted her to heights she had never visited before. Very few times in her life had anybody ever made love to her and never like this.

		

		Finally, she couldn’t it any longer. Her breathing sped up, her heart raced, her head shook from side to side as she called upon God to thank him. He sensed her need and quickened his pace driving deeper into her with each thrust until they were as close as they could get. His once quiet play with her clit and ass now were more forceful.

		

		With perfect timing, she climaxed a second ahead of him and his climax lifted her higher and higher until the wave broke and drowned her under its tumbling waters. When she next became aware of anything she could feel him still twitching and adding to the flood of juices leaking from her cunt.

		

		They lay together for a long time before he slipped out. The gush of liquid reminded her of a film she had seen once. A woman was fucking a horse and the flood that poured out of her overstretched snatch could not have much bigger that the one he had blessed her with.

		

		He had been out for several minutes now and she was still leaking. Finally, they moved back to her room to clean up and she felt she needed it. There was cum running down her legs from the fresh gush as she had stood up. He seemed to have other ideas however.

		

		Stopping at the first chair, he sat her down and knelt to pay homage to her with his mouth and tongue once more. Soft and slow, he reminded her of the passionate love that had shared without relighting her fires.

		

		When he was done, she was just a wet spot without thoughts or bones, nothing but a puddle of pleasured flesh. Once more, she awoke in a bed without knowing how she got there. And to her surprise she was not alone.

		

		He was spooned with her and his hand was on her breast while his warm breath ruffled her hair. Unwilling to move and break the spell she just lay quietly and enjoyed the feelings. Then the hand on her breast started tracing trails of sparks over its surface while his mouth nibbled on her neck and ear.

		

		Before long, they were once more coupled. She was ready and short fused and hardly noticed that this time he was firmly buried in her asshole. Again, the perfectly timed spray of hot sticky cum lifted her orgasm and left her shaking with pleasure.

		

		The payment for the pleasure was more pain and work and still more pain. The days went by and most of them found her screaming in agony as he pushed her ever harder. She was whipped and crucified and hung from her toes and thumbs.

		

		She suffered strapping and impalement. The swing taught her new levels of misery. Locked for hours in a cage too small to stand sit or lay and made of bars that dug into her flesh as she waited for the torment to end.

		

		She was frozen, and baked and denied food and water. She fought for air as the noose slowly killed her. Trial followed trial and torture followed torture. Then there were the golden times when he made love to her.

		

		She noticed that it usually happened just after a rougher that normal time and often it was all that kept her going, that and the prize she was working so hard to earn. Then it was over. Her month was up. She had lost track of the days.

		

		Overpowered by the onslaught of grief and agony that had ruled her life. She was awakened by breakfast in bed and a slow gentle loving. A hot bath while he washed her like a child. She had made it this far and she sensed he was going to tell her something important.

		

		“Valerie, you’ve done better than I had dared to hope. You’re as ready as any woman I’ve ever trained. You still must pass but it is well within your powers to do so. It will be hard and painful and there is a price in agony and suffering but you can do, just remember what you have already been through and what is to be earned and it all will be yours. Stay tough and hang in there. Now I must tell you things you may not wish to believe but I promise every word is true.”

		

		“I am a wizard. Or a warlock, a witch, mage, magician, or whatever other name you wish to call one who works dark magic. And, there is such a thing as dark magic, never doubt it for a second. There are things that you have never dreamed about, things that you thought were only tales or myths or just stories.

		

		“I think you’re ready to meet Boss and tour Club 738.You might think of him as a demonic servant, although he is neither a demon nor a servant. We have a long-term relationship that is closer to a partnership than anything else. We work together and both of us profit from it. He is a trusted friend. Tomorrow night you will meet him.”

		

		As they ate lunch, Valerie thought about what he had said. “Was dark magic real? Was he lying to her or were there things that she didn’t know about?”

		

		Just how far could she trust him anyway? She had already trusted him to hang her by the neck until darkness had claimed her. As far as she knew he had never lied to her, he had done everything he had said he would do and she could see no reason not to trust him now. She had already decided that it was worth any price to gain a new life and nothing had changed her mind there.

		

		Rick watched her as she struggled with the new world he had let her glimpse. The next twenty-four hours would tell if all the time he had invested in her would pay off or not. He was certain that if she did not panic with Boss and Club 738, she would do fine.

		

		As soon as lunch was over, he would teach her about sex magic. Teach and show. “Sex, pain, and death all release large amounts of power. It’s the reason sex with a virgin is something special. Sex with a willing virgin releases a lot of power but even the forceful taking of one provides more than almost any other single source.”

		

		“Some men even learn to suck the power from living things beyond what leaks out all the time. Think of them as physic vampires. The power is limitless, godlike even. That’s what all this it for. These men command an unbelievable amount of power but power is like drugs, never enough. These men, our clients, desire the pain and death of others. They draw a special kind of power from it. Nothing you will ever need or miss but they need it to live.”

		

		“In return for Boss and I providing them with the chance to acquire it, they provide us with all the power we can handle. You get a new life so everyone comes out of it with something. We all work and sweat to pay for it too. Nothing is free.”

		

		

		Meeting Boss

		

		Boss didn’t have to look at his watch to know Valerie was three minutes late. Lifting the cup of tea to his lips, he smiled and stared into the bright yellow flame of the fireplace. His mind was memorized on the flame licked around the wood to cover and devour it.

		

		There was savageness about a fire that most people missed. It was dynamic and consuming which if left unchecked would rage through everything it touched. In some ways, it was like a woman’s passion.

		

		“Good Morning, Madam,” the butler answered the door.

		

		“Uh, yes, uh I had an appointment with umm…”

		

		“Who should I say is calling, Madam?”

		

		“It’s Valerie, uh Valerie Williams. He’s expecting me. Rick sent me.”

		

		“Yes, Ms. Williams. Boss is expecting you.”

		

		“Oh yes sorry, I guess his name is Boss. I didn’t mean any disrespect him. You understand, right?”

		

		“Yes, Madam. May I take your coat?”

		

		“Ah, thank you.”

		

		His tea was soothing. It was a special blend of herbal tea with two creams and two sugars. The cream was expressed breast milk, which somehow made the drink into something more than a casual experience.

		

		As the two walked down the hallway, Boss could tell that Valerie was a slender woman who was confident walking in high heels. Her stiletto heels were light and balanced.

		

		When they entered the room, he didn’t turn but rather focused on the next sip of tea. There was something truly exhilarating and special about drinking tea. It was an experience that should be savored from the first sip to the last.

		

		“Uh, hello,” Valerie said.

		

		Milton must have made a gesture to her or something because she cut herself off short. I let Milton wait for a moment.

		

		“Does he know we are here?” Valerie asked.

		

		“Madam, please.”

		

		Boss took another slow sip of tea before he stood to face his guest. Milton instantly dropped his chin to his chest and stared into the floor.

		

		“Boss, your guest has arrived.”

		

		“Thank you, Milton.”

		

		Milton walked away.

		

		“Hello, Boss.”

		

		“Good Morning, Valerie. I hope you had a pleasant drive.”

		

		“It was very nice. Thank you.”

		

		“Can I offer you coffee or tea?”

		

		“Coffee would be nice.”

		

		“Do you take cream or sugar?”

		

		“Cream please. I like lots of cream if it’s not too much trouble.”

		

		Boss smiled.

		

		“It’s no problem at all. Please have a seat.”

		

		He ushered Valerie to the leather couch, taking in her blonde hair with dark streaks that framed her oval shaped face. Her natural beauty was accented by an almost expert application of makeup and he noted how she used the traditional adage of how makeup should be invisible.

		

		As soon as Valerie sat down, her miniskirt rose to mid thigh. She responded by immediately crossing her legs. Her legs were nice, but he could tell she was used to attracting a lot of more attention with her tanned legs than he gave her.

		

		Instead of staring, Boss sat in the chair opposite the couch and returned his eyes to the fire. The yellow flame had changed colors to blue and seemed to dance over the glowing embers below the log. He could hear the high heels racing down the hallway and the crackle of the embers being broken down.

		

		“Boss?” the female voice broke into the room.

		

		A moment later, a petite, red headed girl with small breasts, naked with the exception of a metal studded collar, burst into the room. She stared at the floor.

		

		“Valerie requires your services,” Boss said offhanded.

		

		The naked girl raced to Valerie’s feet, fell to her knees, and pressed her lips against Valerie’s shoe.

		

		“How may I serve you, Madam?”

		

		“Uh,” Valerie responded.

		

		The slave girl looked shocked but did not look up.

		

		“I had some ideas about… but...” Valerie started. “Is this necessary?”

		

		Boss raised an eyebrow.

		

		“Do you know who I am, Valerie?” he asked.

		

		“Yes, your name is Boss.”

		

		The slave girl shuddered.

		

		“Apparently you don’t know who I am, Ms. Williams. Why are you here?”

		

		"Uh,” Valerie stuttered.

		

		“Have a good day,” he said as he stood up and started to leave the room.

		

		“Please wait,” Valerie begged. “Please, Boss. I’m sorry.”

		

		He stopped but didn’t turn. “Why are you here?”

		

		“I need this chance.”

		

		Boss turned. The slave girl was kneeling but now her forehead was pressed against the floor. He could feel his blood pressure rising and didn’t appreciate the invasion of his state of Zen. He was quickly tiring of this game.

		

		“Remove your skirt and command the slut to lick your pussy or leave.”

		

		Valerie looked at the slave girl and then at his face.

		

		“Decide NOW!”

		

		“Yes, Boss.”

		

		“I should whip you a hundred times a hundred for your disrespect. What does Rick see in you? You can’t get a thing as simple as my name right. If you ever fail to address me properly again, this interview is over.”

		

		“Yes, Boss. I understand.”

		

		Valerie removed her skirt and panties. Spreading her legs, she opened up her pussy lips.

		

		“Suck my pussy, slave girl,” she commanded.

		

		The slave girl moved toward her without hesitation.

		

		“Stop!!!” Boss commanded.

		

		The slave girl froze only an inch from Valerie’s pussy.

		

		“Slave girl, return to home position.”

		

		“Yes, Boss.”

		

		“Uh, what?” Valerie started. “I’m sorry, Boss. I’m confused.”

		

		Boss smirked.

		

		“It wasn’t necessary to follow through. I made my point. Do we understand each other now?”

		

		“Yes, Boss.”

		

		“Put your skirt back on. You can leave the panties on the couch.”

		

		“Yes, Boss.”

		

		“Much better, you can learn after all.”

		

		“Thank you, Boss.”

		

		“Now where were we? Ah yes, I had just offered you tea, I believe.”

		

		“Yes, Boss.”

		

		“Or was it coffee?”

		

		“Whatever pleases you, Boss.”

		

		He smiled.

		

		“Slave Girl, please bring Valerie a cup of coffee with two servings of cream.”

		

		The slave girl hesitated.

		

		“Make sure to use the best cream in the house.”

		

		“Yes, Boss.”

		

		The slave girl looked relieved when he stated the type of cream she should use. They had many different kinds ranging from male cum or bull cum to expressed breast milk and several in between. She continued to look down at the floor as she crawled out of the room.

		

		He sat back in his chair and looked at Valerie. She was clearly a little more uncomfortable without her panties. The fact that the white panties were sitting in plain sight on the couch made her even more embarrassed.

		

		“I like your choice of panties, Valerie.”

		

		“Thank you, Boss.”

		

		“Are they from Fredrick of Hollywood?”

		

		“Victoria Secrets, Boss.”

		

		“Very nice choice. Before we start the tour, do you have any questions?”

		

		Valerie was about to begin when the slave girl returned with the coffee. The white cup with red flowers painted on the side was three quarters full. On the saucer were two sealed containers of cream. The printed label read Premium Expressed Breast Milk.

		

		Boss watched Valerie accept the coffee. Her eyes took in the black coffee and then the cream. Her face twisted as if in physical pain as she absorbed the label. He waited patiently.

		

		“I hope you enjoy the coffee and cream. It’s extremely hard to get good coffee beans and quality cream these days. I only have the best for my guests.”

		

		Valerie slowly opened and poured the two containers of cream into her coffee. Her mind was darted from one side to the other as she took her first sip.

		

		Boss watched her and thought it was strange that most women who had given birth and produced breast milk to feed to their kids them had never tried it for themselves. They allowed the norms and morals of everyday life stop them from even trying it.

		

		“This is a very exotic coffee, Boss.”

		

		“Yes it is. The beans come from a small farm in Brazil. Very difficult to obtain, but I hear it’s worth the effort. I prefer tea myself.”

		

		“It’s most excellent, Boss.”

		

		“Thank you. I'm pleased that you enjoy it. Do you have any questions before we begin our tour?”

		

		“No, Sir. I’m looking forward to just being with you for a day.”

		

		“Very well, I’ll have Milton get the car ready.”

		

		“Thank you, Boss.”

		

		By the time Milton had appeared at the doorway, Valerie had finished the entire cup. Boss smiled.

		

		“Let’s go.”

		

		“Yes, Boss.”

		

		They made their way to the covered entrance where the stretched limousine waited. A redhead slave girl with long legs and huge breasts with her eyes to the ground spoke softly.

		

		“Would Boss and Mistress like to have some entertainment during the ride?”

		

		He looked at Valerie and raised an eyebrow.

		

		“Yuck,” she said. “No way. It’s disgusting.”

		

		Boss turned to the redhead. “You did a poor job of offering your service to the mistress. Submit yourself for a week of encouragement service training.”

		

		“Yes, Boss.”

		

		Milton opened the rear door and waited patiently for them to enter.

		

		Valerie looked back over her shoulder at the redheaded slave. She saw her eyes tear up and a single tear start down her cheek. As soon as they were safely inside the backseat, Milton closed the door.

		

		“What will happen to her, Boss?”

		

		“She will be retrained.”

		

		“But, it was my fault, Boss. She was lovely enough. I’m just not into other women.”

		

		Boss allowed his face to twist into an expression of disbelief.

		

		“It doesn’t matter, Valerie. She failed to entice my guest to use her services. Therefore, she did a poor job and will be retrained.”

		

		“So what is this retraining like?”

		

		He smiled at her. “I don’t think you want to know, Valerie.”

		

		“Please, Boss.”

		

		“Her mind will be trained to use the correct seduction with each type of personality. She’ll be shown hours of films, and forced to select the correct approach each time. For each miss, she’ll be given an hour of punishment with the Crisper. During her off hours, she’ll clean the bull stadium and milk their cream. It’s a very intensive program, but it’ll train her how to approach each person better and become a better pleasure slave for my guests and clients.”

		

		“It sounds horrible.”

		

		“Like I said, it is intense. After she’s been through the program, she’ll do just about anything to entice a client to use her.”

		

		“All of this was because I said no?” Valerie asked.

		

		“Yes, Valerie. You are my guest. I’m sorry to interrupt our conversation, but I need to put a blindfold on you now. You don’t have the clearance to know the location of the club.”

		

		“Yes Sir, I understand.”

		

		Boss put the black mask over her eyes and made sure that the pads pressed gently against her eye lids.

		

		“Sir, if I may show my ignorance and ask for you to explain.”

		

		“Okay, Valerie. What is it that you don’t understand this time?”

		

		“Why would you punish a slave girl because of my sexual preference?”

		

		Boss rolled his eyes, but of course, she couldn’t see him.

		

		“Spread your legs.”

		

		“Uh,” she said. Slowly she opened her thighs.

		

		Boss touched her knee and felt her flinch, but continued to open her legs. Slowly he let his hand slide down the inside of her thigh until he reached her pussy. With the tip of his finger, he teased her hooded clit. His touch was light like a feather and her clit immediately responded.

		

		“Now, was that a man or woman who touched you?”

		

		“It was you, Boss.”

		

		“Are you sure?”

		

		Valerie remained silent.

		

		Boss continued. “See you don’t really know who touched your pussy, nor did it matter. Your body responded to the touch and became aroused.”

		

		He massaged her clit a little harder and Valerie gasped.

		

		“So you see right now if this was a slave girl’s tongue or a slave boy’s tongue it wouldn’t matter. You’re still getting aroused.”

		

		Boss withdrew his finger and Valerie started closing her legs.

		

		“I didn’t say you could close your legs,” he said in a harsh voice. “Let that be the repayment for my answer to your idiotic question.”

		

		“Yes, Boss. I think I understand.”

		

		He laughed to himself. If nothing else, she probably learned that it’s was better not to ask stupid questions. The rest of the journey was in silence.

		

		Valerie kept her legs as wide apart as she could and Boss could see moisture gathering on her enlarged pussy lips but did nothing.

		

		When the car had stopped, Milton opened the door for them to exit. Boss waited to see how she would react. She kept her legs open even though she knew from the sound that Milton had opened the back door and could easily see her.

		

		He removed her mask and let her eyes open and adjust. The first thing Valerie saw was Milton’s face looking rather bored. Valerie didn’t attempt to cover herself.

		

		“You may resume your normal way of holding yourself.”

		

		“Thank you, Boss.”

		

		Valerie closed her legs and moved toward the outside. They were in the airlock room. It was a dark room that acted as a transition room between the outside and the inside worlds. The limousine had entered a normal looking garage, which after the door was shut was totally cut off from the outside.

		

		In fact, the entire outer wall was layered with several soundproofing materials to ensure that anything that happened inside the club remained in the club.

		

		“It’s so dark.”

		

		“Yes, it is. Your eyes will adjust in a moment or two.”

		

		Milton directed them into the welcoming room. It was a little lighter but still the female slaves moved in the darkness like shadows with very little form or shape.

		

		“Mistress,” a younger female voice spoke out from the darkness. “I love the scent of your aroused pussy. May I be of service to you? I’m told my tongue is golden. I promise to please.”

		

		Valerie petted the girl’s head softly. “Thank you, pet. You’re so seductive and alluring with your words. If I wasn’t saving myself for later, I would take you up on your offer in a heartbeat.”

		

		“Thank you, Mistress.”

		

		The female form rushed back to her handler.

		

		“You did very good, slut,” the distant male voice said. “See, it’s not that hard now, is it?”

		

		“No, Sir,” the slut whispered.

		

		“I’m going to give you 30 minutes with the Exciter,” the man’s whispered voice came back. “You may cum with it, slut but be sure to cry out when you do. Do you understand?”

		

		“Yes, Master. Thank you Master. Thank you so much Master.”

		

		Boss reached over to Valerie. “You did better that time too.”

		

		“Thank you, Boss. This world is so different. Thank you for sharing.”

		

		“You’re welcome.”

		

		He opened the elevator and pressed the button labeled number one. Valerie was silent as they rode. However, as soon as the doors opened all sense of silence was shattered by a blood curling scream.

		

		“What was that?” Valerie asked.

		

		“I think it was a scream,” he replied. He smiled to himself at his obvious answer to her stupid question. It was also good to see that she was unwilling to react to his smart-ass remark to her dumb question.

		

		They walked through a series of dark hallways and rooms until they came to a room with a round platform. In the center of the platform was a petite blonde girl whose collar was chained to a post.

		

		She was dressed in a skirt about as short as Valerie’s with a top that was nothing but a band of elastic above her breasts connected to a five inch band of cloth which lay softly over her breasts. Her breasts were bare from below. It was there more to give the trainers something to humiliate the trainee.

		

		“Who are they?” the tied girl demanded as she pointed to us.

		

		A voice spoke from the shadows. “Pray you don’t find out.”

		

		Stepping into the light, a woman with long blonde hair and black streaks was clothed in a black cat suit and wore two-inch platform with high heels. It was a very sensible outfit but showed all the curves of a well-developed woman.

		

		“Show them those lovely tits of yours.”

		

		“Are you kidding?”

		

		A whip lashed out and sliced up the short skirt. The rawhide tip made contact with her bare ass.

		

		“What did you do that for?”

		

		Boss motioned Valerie to sit down with him on one of the black leather love seats that ringed the platform. She nodded.

		

		“This is the first level of the training program,” he whispered.

		

		“I see. She doesn’t look happy.”

		

		“Club 738’s training is rarely a pleasant experience. See that silver button on the back of her collar? One press of that button and she can end the training and she’ll be escorted back to the civilian world. She’s one of the lucky ones that has a choice.”

		

		“I see.”

		

		The whip landed three more times on the soft ass tissue of the slave girl. The girl screamed each time and looked back at the tormenter with a glare. Boss could tell this one had a lot of spirit. The whip continued slowly but surely tagging each piece of unblemished skin.

		

		“How many times will she whip her?”

		

		“This one, I would estimate she will get a thousand lashes today.”

		

		“When will it stop?” Valerie asked.

		

		“This stage is intended to break the subject’s attitude and self image. She’ll be spanked without mercy for up to two weeks. If she doesn’t have the proper attitude adjustment in fourteen days and fourteen nights, then she will be dismissed.”

		

		“And you say nights?”

		

		“Yes, it’s a twenty four hour a day process. The pain will be continually. Even though the handler is always the same, the person controlling the whip is changed out each hour to keep them fresh.”

		

		“It would be hard to sleep through that.”

		

		Boss laughed. The Controller looked their way and bowed her head to him. He waved her back to work.

		

		“She will have to earn the right to sleep.”

		

		“Oh.”

		

		“If she shows some positive behavior, then she’ll get a couple of hours of sleep as a reward.”

		

		“I don’t understand,” Valerie said. “Why does she want to go through this?”

		

		“There are lots of reasons. This isn’t a cheap Gentleman’s Club. Our membership starts at one hundred thousand dollars for basic access but it can be much higher. Some slaves are sponsored. Sometimes a client will pay to have a submissive trained to become more responsive. Sometimes a girl will seek a client to sponsor her into the D/s world to make money as a prostitute. There are lots of reasons.”

		

		“What if the girl has been kidnapped?”

		

		“In this world Valerie, it’s best if you don’t ask too many questions. We have many clients who bring slaves from overseas and send them here to be trained.”

		

		“I think I’m going to be sick,” Valerie said.

		

		Boss smiled and turned his attention back to the training.

		

		“You’re a bitch. Why did you do that?” the trainee spouted.

		

		The handler didn’t answer but gave the girl a taste of the whip lashing up between her legs. Boss was impressed with the handler. She was cool and not flustered.

		

		“Ouch,” Valerie responded.

		

		“It’s clear she hasn’t been here long. Let’s see if we can find another slave on level one.”

		

		“Yes, Boss.”

		

		The next room was the same arrangement with a round raised platform with a black headed woman about thirty chained to the center post. She was a mess with dark circles under her eyes and her skin was covered with lashes and welts.

		

		“Who are you?”

		

		“I am a slut, Mistress,” the trainee said.

		

		“Not true,” the handler said. “Why do you keep saying that word? The fact that you used “I” is not the problem. You do know that, right? The problem is that you think of yourself as a person, as being an entity. You see the “I” word isn’t a problem but a symptom of the problem. You are a lump of flesh. A lump of pussy living to please, and a slut with no identity. There is no pride of who you are because there is no you. There is no person, only a slut.”

		

		The taser radiated out sparks and the girl screamed.

		

		“Who are you, slut?”

		

		Sparks flew again followed by more screams.

		

		“A slut sucking anything that moves,” the handler screamed again. “Nothing is beneath you, slut. A dog is placed in front of you and you would suck it. You would suck it good, slut.”

		

		The taser fired again. The voltage was not high enough to make the trainee pass out, but she fell to her knees.

		

		“There is no ‘I’ or ‘me’ only a slutty bitch that lives to please,” the handler continued. “Sluts do not deserve to even stand. They should be on that slutty belly wiggling that ass begging to be fucked.”

		

		The taser fired again.

		

		The trainee fell to the ground and started humping the ground pushing her ass up into the air as if fucking a cock.

		

		“Yes, slut that is much better.”

		

		Valerie leaned closer to Boss and whispered, “Wow, there is quite a difference between the attitudes of the two women.”

		

		“Yes, there’s about three day’s difference between them.”

		

		“Only three days?”

		

		“Yes Valerie or thirty six hours would be a better indication.”

		

		“And you said they will do this for two weeks.”

		

		“Up to two weeks. This first stage is to break them down to reduce them to nothing but the raw sexual creatures inside of them. As soon as they have met the criteria of success for this stage, they will move to stage two. I can see that this trainee will probably be ready faster than most probably another thirty six hours.”

		

		“She needs three more days of this?”

		

		“Yes Valerie. She must not only say the words but she must believe it in her heart.”

		

		“I see.”

		

		“We’re running out of time Valerie. Let’s move on to level two.”

		

		Boss opened the door to the stairwell and Valerie moved ahead of him up the steps.

		

		“Nice legs,” he said looking up her skirt casually.

		

		Valerie blushed.

		

		“Thank you, Boss.”

		

		“I think you would look beautiful when you cum.”

		

		“Thank you again, Boss.”

		

		“You’ve become so cooperative, Valerie.”

		

		“I understand a lot more now, Boss. This trip has opened my eyes up more than I thought possible.”

		

		“Good.”

		

		A sexy slave who clearly had a double dong pleasure unit inserted into her pussy and ass met us at the entrance to level two.

		

		“Welcome Boss and Mistress.”

		

		“Thank you.”

		

		“How can I be of service to you today?”

		

		“I’m giving Valerie a tour.”

		

		“If either of you need anything, you only need to ask.”

		

		Boss looked at the branding on her breastbone. “Thank you, 28.”

		

		They walked into the pleasure room. There were six trainees paired up in vertical sixty-nine positions. They would suck and then shout. A leather-clad beauty in high heels walked among them with a riding crop in hand. The outfit zipped up the back to give her ass a delicious appearance.

		

		She tapped one of the trainees on the ass.

		

		“This slut wants to suck pussy,” the slut quickly shouted.

		

		Instantly she buried her head into the pussy and ate it as if her life depended on it. The handler tapped another slut.

		

		“Live to fuck,” the slut shouted. “This slutty pussy wants it all the time.”

		

		The handler squatted beside the next pair.

		

		“You are doing well, slut. Look at how big you are getting that clit. Vibrate your tongue on it.”

		

		The slut did as she was told and her partner moaned.

		

		“Good... Now grab it with those slutty teeth, not hard, just rake it.”

		

		“Oh God, nibble my clit, that drives me crazy,” her partner screamed.

		

		“Stop!!!” the handler commanded. “What did you say, slut? Was that the ‘me’ word that I heard?”

		

		The slut shook her head to clear the cobwebs of passion. Her pussy was quivering as if it was about to cum. Boss knew the pleasure had taken hold of her mind.

		

		“Slut is a pussy to be fucked,” the offending slut shouted. “And, spanked and abused at Mistress’ whim.”

		

		“Who are you?” the handler demanded.

		

		“A pussy-licking cock-sucking ass fucked slut.”

		

		“Apparently this slut is still thinking. A slut does not think. A slut acts and does. No thoughts, no decisions.”

		

		“Oh my god, what will happen to her?” Valerie asked Boss.

		

		“Either she will be sent back to level one for two weeks or the handler will put her into a weeklong dehumanization program.”

		

		“Can I help?” Valerie asked.

		

		“You want to help this slut? Why? She will either learn or be failed out? Why does she matter to you more than a grain of sand on the beach?”

		

		“I don’t know. She looks kinda sexy.”

		

		“You mean you want her? I thought you didn’t get turned on that way?”

		

		“Well, if I could help her, I would do it.”

		

		“I see,” Boss said. “You would have to follow the handler’s instructions.”

		

		“I understand.”

		

		“Stay here.” Boss walked to the handler.

		

		When she saw him approach, her head dropped to her chest.

		

		“Respect Positions,” she commanded.

		

		All the trainees immediately got to their knees and placed their foreheads to the ground. Their knees were the required twenty-eight inches apart. The trainer dropped to one knee and continued to look down.

		

		“Boss, how may I be of service?”

		

		“My guest has taken a liking to one of your sluts. The one who forgets what she is.”

		

		“Yes, Boss.”

		

		“Are there other infractions?”

		

		“No, Boss. She is well trained. What would like me to do?”

		

		He knelt beside her and whispered in her ear. When he was finished, she nodded.

		

		“Of course, Boss.”

		

		He walked to the opposite side of the room and took a chair opposite the room from Valerie. The handler stood and walked over to her.

		

		“Sluts, I need your attention.”

		

		Each of the women sat up on their knees and leaned back on their heels. One of them looked Boss’ way and met his eyes. The handler jumped towards her, and brought the riding crop down over her face and struck the side of her cheek.

		

		The whip was a flurry of pain as the handler whipped her across her back and head. The slut screamed and cried out in pain.

		

		“Don’t ever, ever, ever look into the face of Boss or a client. They are your God and your very existence will rest with them.”

		

		“Yes Mistress. Sorry, Mistress. This unworthy slut is sorry, Mistress. So sorry, Mistress. Tell slut what to do.”

		

		“Boss?” The trainer asked.

		

		“Let her learn her lesson when she reaches level three. She hasn’t been trained. I don’t hold her responsible. Override the infraction.”

		

		“Very well, Boss.”

		

		“Sluts, Boss is kind. Learn this free lesson well. Never look into a client’s eyes. The consequences at level three can be hours of punishment. One look can be a near death experience. It is one no slut would want to know. So hear me well. Eyes should always be on the floor when Boss or a client enters.”

		

		“Yes, Mistress,” they said at once.

		

		“We have a treat today. Are there any sluts here?”

		

		“Yes, Mistress.”

		

		“Want some pussy?”

		

		“Yes, Mistress.”

		

		“We have a guest who wants to help the slut who thought she was a person.”

		

		“Do sluts think?”

		

		The handler pointed to one of the sluts.

		

		“No Mistress. They suck and fuck.”

		

		“Very good.”

		

		“Sluts that start to think, have to be retrained. Does anyone want to go through level one again?”

		

		The handler pointed to the slut who forgot and used the word “I.”

		

		“Please Mistress, this slut fucks, and sucks. Mistress, there is no thinking here, Mistress.”

		

		“Well, the guest has felt sorry for your slutty ass. She is here to help you. Mistress, if you would stand here.”

		

		Valerie went to the spot indicated.

		

		“Slut, this lady wants to feel your affections.”

		

		“Yes Mistress and thank you Mistress.”

		

		“Don’t thank me. I would have had you whipped until your skin peeled. You better thank the Mistress good or that is exactly what will happen.”

		

		“Yes, Mistress. Thank you, Mistress.”

		

		“Not that way, Slut. What does a slut do?”

		

		The slut crawled to Valerie. Boss watched her eyes. They were full of fear and anxiety. As the slut pushed her face under her short skirt and made contact with her wet pussy, her eyes flickered.

		

		The slut was good which surprised him, as they hadn’t been fully trained in the art yet. However, this slut was taking her time and moving with the grace of a professional.

		

		Boss felt the excitement of the moment rushing through his veins. He snapped his fingers. The trainer froze.

		

		“Boss?”

		

		"Please me,” he said.

		

		“Yes, Boss.”

		

		The handler came to him and dropped to her knees. He spread his legs and felt her immediately kiss his crotch.

		

		“I want your ass,” He whispered in her ear.

		

		In a minute, Boss was enjoying the very ass that I had watched encased in leather a few minutes ago. As Valerie was putting her hands behind her head and pulling at her hair, he lubed up the trainer’s ass.

		

		“Oh God, you do that so well,” Valerie moaned.

		

		Boss guided the handler’s tight ass onto his cock. His cockhead slid in slowly and he felt the control of her ass. She made her asshole twitch with gentle movements and he recognized the art from an earlier ass-fucking seminar. There was no hesitation or doubt of her ability.

		

		He felt himself slide deeper into her warm ass. She gripped him with her muscles and squeezed him. It was heaven and she worked her anus to grab, and release and raise his temperature.

		

		“Oh my god,” Valerie screamed.

		

		“You may touch your pussy also, slut,” Boss whispered to the handler.

		

		“Thank you, Boss,” she replied.

		

		“Lay down, Valerie,” Boss said. “You’ll find cumming much easier. You other sluts, help her out.”

		

		“Yes, Boss,” they replied.

		

		Valerie lay down and was instantly covered with sluts. They kissed her breasts, and devoured her pussy with their mouths. He watched one slut enjoying her left breast as if it was a piece of candy. Sucking it deep into her mouth, she flicked her tongue over the sensitive nipple. The slut was literally deep throating her breast.

		

		The handler continued fucking his hard cock taking it all now. She used her strong legs to lift and gently sway from side to side on his shaft. He touched her pussy with his fingers and found her wet as any good slut should be.

		

		Boss nibbled the back of her neck and felt shivers rush down her back and into her ass. She was driving him crazy with her vibrations.

		

		“Yes that's it, slut,” he whispered. “Take your Boss’ cock up that ass. Work it for me. You’re such a good slut. Harder, Slut. I want to feel it.”

		

		She did exactly as she was told and started working her hard ass down on his cock. He fingered her pussy and felt it grow with a hunger. He watched Valerie spread her legs to take a tongue deep inside.

		

		The slut knew how to fuck her tongue in with twirling motion to create a vibrating sensation and each thrust brought a gasp from Valerie. The more she moaned, the wetter the handler got and he loved feeling the excitement grow in her.

		

		“Bring a slut over to suck your pussy,” Boss whispered.

		

		She snapped her fingers and pointed to the nearest girl.

		

		“Come here and service me, slut. Hurry!”

		

		The slut raced over and buried herself into the handler’s pussy. Each lick of the clit resulted in tingles all through her body and Boss felt each and every one of them as her ass came alive.

		

		“That’s it slut.”

		

		“OHHHHHHHHHHHHHHH! I’m getting so close,” Valerie moaned. “I want to explode.”

		

		“Oh, so I am,” the handler cried out. “Suck it now, slut,” she commanded the slut at her pussy. “Suck that clit like a little cock.”

		

		“She’s,” Valerie screamed. “She’s driving me crazy.”

		

		“Me to,” the handler moaned. “Thank you, Boss. Thank you for your cock.”

		

		“I’m going to die,” Valerie screamed. “Make me cum, slut. I want to cum so bad.”

		

		“I know how you feel,” the handler replied. “Boss is driving me crazy.”

		

		“Give her something to shut her up,” Boss said.

		

		The handler picked up on his words immediately. Even with her pussy on fire and her heart was pounding out of her chest, she gave a command.

		

		“Slut, straddle the Mistress’ face.”

		

		Suddenly, Valerie was sucking a pussy as she moaned from the pleasure below.

		

		“Suck that pussy, Valerie,” Boss said. “Make that pussy cum.”

		

		He was pleased to watch her respond to his command. He whispered in the handler’s ear. “I’m going to fill your ass with cum.”

		

		“Oh Boss, yes do it! May I cum too, Boss?”

		

		“Cum my little slut, and moan so she hears you cum,” he whispered.

		

		“Yes, Boss,” she moaned. “It’s coming closer. I want your seed in my ass. Want you to cum me so hard, Boss.”

		

		The handler was bouncing up and down taking him to the hilt each time. Driving his cock all the way inside her ass, she rode him harder. His .balls pulled closer to his body, and his cock was harder.

		

		He felt his orgasm come closer and closer and knew she felt it too because she was moaning. His cock was a rock.

		

		“Oh, yes, Boss.”

		

		“I’m going to cum,” Vanessa screamed from beneath the pussy.

		

		“Cum, Mistress,” the handler screamed. “I’m cummmmmm.....mmmmmmmmmmmmmm...ing nooo ww.”

		

		The handler’s ass went into involuntary spasms and milked his cock. He pushed up and deep and emptied everything he had into her tight ass. His cock exploded like a volcano inside of her.

		

		“Here I cummmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmm.... Toooooooooo,” Valerie screamed. “Shee isssssssss sooooooooooooo good. Oh my god. Ohhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh, another one. Shitttttttttttttttttttttttttt Cummming again.”

		

		The handler continued to rock on his cock as her body was flooded with more spasms and orgasms one right after the other. Each time was harder than the last. The sucking slut worked overtime to suck up and swallow all her cum.

		

		The slurping noise turned the handler on even more and started a new wave of orgasms. Boss felt her ass squeeze his exhausted cock out of her lovely ass.

		

		Finally, Valerie fell exhausted and stretched out with female bodies all over her. One of them was still licking up the female cum, making her flinch with each touch. Boss pushed the handler to her feet.

		

		She immediately stepped away, dropped to both knees and put her forehead to the ground.

		

		“Thank you, Boss.”

		

		“You have pleased me.”

		

		“Thank you, Boss.”

		

		“I will definitely add a recommendation to your file.”

		

		“Thank you, Boss. Thank you.”

		

		“You’re welcome. Get your class back together. We must be going. Valerie, play time is over.”

		

		“Yes, Sir,” Valerie shouted as she rushed to stand up and smooth her skirt.

		

		“Okay, sluts. We’re going to work on pleasure positions,” the handler barked out. “Invite Position, Go!!!”

		

		As they walked out of the room, Boss watched the handler. She was back in control, but he could tell that her lips were still engorged. Somehow, she intrigued him as few women did. He was curiously drawn to her.

		

		Her body was in excellent condition, and her training was superb. However, there was something more to her. He had felt her mind touch his and that was something that an ordinary slut couldn’t do. She had reached out on a spiritual plane to touch him.

		

		“I’m afraid I’m going to have to cut our tour short today, Valerie.”

		

		“I’m sorry to hear that, Boss. I hope it wasn’t anything that I did.”

		

		Boss smiled. “No, Valerie,” he replied. “You did well. I’m glad to see you are getting over your fear of women. You make a good pussy sucker.”

		

		He laughed an evil laugh and then continued. “It would be polite to say thank you for a compliment.”

		

		“Yes, Boss. Thank you.”

		

		“You’re welcome. I’ll have Milton take you back to your car. Remember the blinder is a required so don’t give him any fuss.”

		

		“Yes, Boss. I hope that we can tour the remaining of 738 soon.”

		

		“I’ll talk to Rick but you may need to work on how you pray, Valerie.”

		

		As Valerie frowned in confusion at his last statement, Milton appeared behind her.

		

		“Please return Valerie to her car. Follow protocol Zebra Alpha.”

		

		“I understand, Boss,” Milton responded. “If you will follow me Madam...”

		

		“Of course. Thanks again, Boss.”

		

		Boss watched Milton take her by the elbow and lead her back the airlock room. As soon as they were out of sight, he headed toward the executive suites. It was time to do some work. Club 738 was becoming such a success that he knew they were going to have to be more aggressive in their “recruitment” drive.

		

		They were going to need more women, lots more women and Valerie would have a role.

		

		THE END
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