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Controlled by her Uniform










1 - The Interview
She looked up at the fancy farmhouse in front of her. It had been in ruins for as long as she remembered. As a kid she often came here to throw chestnuts through the windows, or to make a fire on the back patio. Recently a developer had bought the place and changed it into a hotel. New windows, new paint. A new door. A new fountain. This place didn’t much resemble the ruins from her childhood anymore.
Amber walked up the steps and opened the big wooden door. There was a hallway with a lush carpet, a reception desk and a chandelier. It was totally abandoned, maybe they hadn’t hired a receptionist yet.
She looked around not really sure where to go. She’d expected a lot of other applicants, competition, although a new hotel probably needed more than just one maid, so they wouldn’t be exactly competing for the same job, they would just become co-workers. Yet nobody seemed to be here. Maybe she was at the wrong time, or the wrong day?
‘Hello?’ She yelled. ‘Anybody?’
‘One moment.’ A voice sounded from behind a door somewhat further down the hallway.
Amber strolled around and examined the place. There was a potted plant still partly wrapped in plastic, and next to it stood a little moving trolley with some boxes.
‘Hi there?’ A man walked into the reception area. ‘I’m Mike, follow me please.’ She stared at his shoes while she walked behind him through the hallway, the leather was scuffed and his trousers seemed slightly too long, it was only a matter of time before he would step on his own seam.
‘Take a seat.’ He said. ‘Can I get you anything? Coffee, tea, hot chocolate maybe?’
‘Uhm... tea is fine.’ Amber said.
He disappeared and Amber inspected the office, boxes were piled up in front of the window, some file folders sprawled out across his desk.
‘Welcome.’ He said as he came back. He put the tea down in front of her and sat down behind the desk. ‘You’re Amber, correct?’
‘That’s right.’
He opened a folder and skimmed through the papers, and you’re... applying for a position here as a maid?’
‘Yes,’ Amber nodded. She got incredibly nervous, her palms started to sweat, her fingers trembling. She knew she was qualified for the job, but she always had a hard time with these interviews. She just couldn’t be a charming bubbly person on cue, and she’d even been rejected for jobs she’d been overly qualified for because she botched her interview. She reached out for her cup of tea, but when she tried to pick it up the spoon started tingling against the glass. Never mind. She would probably just drop it and make a complete fool out of herself.
‘Do you know what we expect from a Maid here at the MSF hotel group?’
‘I guess changing sheets and cleaning rooms.’ Amber said.
Mike nodded generously. ‘Amongst other things. We’re a very special hotel and we offer a very special service to our guest, did you know that?’
‘The best service?’ Amber asked.
‘I think so. However we organize our staff slightly different than other hotels. If you were to be a maid here, I’d expect you to live in the hotel and be ready for service whenever we need you, of course within reason and you also get plenty of free time, it’s just we expect this attitude that you’re eager to serve. Your duties might at one day indeed include cleaning a room, but I don’t like to think of you as just a cleaner. You might be asked to cover reception or to deliver some room service. You’re a maid. I expect you to listen to what’s requested of you and that you aim to please without reserves or hesitation. You think you’re willing to do that?’
‘Yes I am.’ Amber said nodding. ‘I’m highly motivated and a quick learner.’ That’s a job interview sentence she’d picked up on the internet. You always had to say you’re highly motivated and a quick learner.
‘I’m glad you say that.’ He gave her a friendly smile and Amber started to relax somewhat. ‘It’s not about being perfect from the get-go, it’s about learning and internalizing your role here. If you get the job you will be trained by me personally.’
The next half an hour or so Amber tried to convince him that she was the best one for the job. She tried to sell herself on her good qualities, hard working, reliable, flexible, willing to go the extra mile. He wanted to know if she was adventurous too. Well sure, she could be adventurous if that was needed, she didn’t quite see how it applied to a job as maid, but sure. Adventurous.
At the end of the interview he slid some papers over the desk her way. ‘You’re hired.’ He said. ‘That is if you want the job. Here’s the contract, read it carefully, I don’t want any sputtering or protests later on. Know what you sign, honey.’
She pulled the contract on her lap and flicked through the pages. She was overjoyed, she’d finally got a job. Granted it didn’t have anything to do with graphic design, which she studied in college, but still a job was a job. Money was money.
‘If you sign it today, you can start right away and we can fit you a uniform.’ Mike said.
‘Today?’ Amber asked. ‘Are there guests already? I thought the hotel wasn’t open yet.’
Mike gave her a smile and took a sip from his coffee. ‘We need to finish your training before the guests arrive of course and there are other people you could be of service to in the mean time. Like me, for example.’
She stared at the letters. She was too excited to read, she simply couldn’t focus on the words, besides there was quite a lot of official legal language in there that would be hard to decipher anyway. For a few moments she pretended to read, she flicked through the pages back and forth, skimming over paragraphs, checking the proposed salary, that was actually quite a lot of money for a maid’s job.’
‘Is this figure right?’ She asked Mike.
‘Yes, it is. We expect you to go above and beyond, so the compensation needs to be above and beyond too, don’t you think?’
‘Yes,’ she said. She searched the desk for a pen but there wasn’t any in sight. He got a pen out of his pocket and handed it to her. She signed, he signed. He rolled up the paper and put it in his back pocket. ‘I’ll run this by HR later.’ He said. ‘For now experience has thought me I’d better keep it on me, in case of sputtering and protesting, you know? Let’s go find you a uniform.’
He got up from his desk and opened one of the boxes next to the window. ‘What’s your size? S or XS?’
Amber didn’t say anything.
He rumbled through the contents of the box and got out a piece of black fabric. ‘See if this fits.’ He said. ‘There’s a bathroom across the hallway.’
The bathroom still smelled new. In front of the mirror she inspected the dress. It was a traditional French maid’s dress, with the ruffles and the white apron, it was awfully short though. When she tried to put it on she noticed there were some shiny silvery patches on the inside of the dress. She inspected one of those patches more closely, there were all sorts of wriggly lines on the surface of the patch, as if it was some sort of computer chip. The fabric was stretchy and snug against her body. The lines of her bra showed and it wasn’t all that pretty. Tonight she would have to order some seamless bralettes online.
There was also some flap of fabric that crumpled up around her butt, she tried to figure out where that was supposed to go. Eventually she found out it was meant to close around her crotch, like some sort of build in panties. She looked at herself in the mirror. Her uniform did look like a maids uniform, but it felt more like a leotard, especially because of the build in crotch with the snap buttons. Still she looked good, she redid her pony tail and walked back to the office.
‘Take a look at that.’ Mike said. He came over and pulled on the shoulders of the dress. ‘How does that feel? You want to try one size bigger. I think we don’t need to, right? This fits you perfectly.’ He stood behind her, his hands slid to her waist and checked how tight the fabric was there. Amber felt nervous, she could smell his aftershave and although he smelled good, she wasn’t sure if she liked him being that close to her. She couldn’t start an affair with her boss first day on the job, could she? She stared out of the window, pretending she didn’t notice his hands. He lifted her skirt and now his finger hooked behind the build in panties covering her bum. Slightly tugging on it to see if it wasn’t too tight.
‘Perfect.’ He said. ‘I’ll put you down for an XS, off course you’re not allowed to wear underwear, so go take off your bra and panties sweetheart, so we can test the rest of the uniform.’ He let go of her skirt and swatted her bum. Back in the bath room Amber leaned against the wall.
She was so excited to finally get a job and the pay was amazing, but now she had a boss that was behaving inappropriately. She looked at her own troubled face in the mirror and chuckled. This was so typically her, whenever something good happened in her life she was always quick to over think and analyze and to find a problem with it. Besides Mike wasn’t half that bad, he was an attractive guy, he was rich and owned multiple hotels like this. She didn’t mind his attention all that much. If he wasn’t her boss and they were on a first date she would quite like those flirtatious touches.
She chuckled again, she shouldn’t get ahead of herself. He only checked whether her dress was the proper fit, that wasn’t the same as flirtatious touching. She took her bra and panties off and wore the leotard dress on her bare skin. Some of those silvery patches were placed exactly were her nipples were, they felt cold and those patches touching her pussy were stiff too. She did a few squats and moved her legs around to make it feel better. She pushed her underwear in her bag that was already stuffed with her clothes and then returned to the office.
What kind of testing was he referring too? The uniform fit her, there was not much else to say about it, was there?
‘Beautiful.’ He said when he saw her come in, ‘Where’s the choker?’ Apparently there was still a piece of her uniform she overlooked an thin strap that was attached to her back was supposed to go around her neck. He helped her close it and then he looked at her. ‘Great,’ he said, putting two thumbs up. ‘Now lets see, you’re number...’ He was fidgeting in her neck. ‘Number 32.’ He said. ‘Awesome.’ He walked around his desk got out his phone. ‘Let’s install and activate number 32.’ He said. He was tapping on his screen and then he put his phone aside. ‘Sit.’ He said gesturing to the chair next to her.
‘So what happens now?’ Amber asked while she sat herself down. 
‘You’re uniform is still installing.’ He said. ‘Internet is a bit slow around here, I’ll have to talk to the contractor to see if we can do anything about that, but for now we’ll just have to be patient.’
Amber frowned, she didn’t understand what he was talking about, maybe she misunderstood. ‘Installing my uniform?’ She asked hesitantly.
‘That’s right.’ He said. ‘It needs to calibrate the biofeedback-loop, it’s explained in the contract.’ He slammed his hand onto his pocket. ‘I asked you to read carefully.’ He said.
Amber nodded. She couldn’t remember anything about a biofeedback-loop and she wondered if she should press the issue and continue asking questions or if she should drop it.
‘How does it work?’ She eventually asked. That was a fairly innocent question, right?
‘I’ll show you in a minute.’ He was tapping away on his screen and then he showed her his phone. On screen there was a graph with wriggling lines, some seemed to move quickly and abrupt, others were more fluid.
‘Within your uniform there are a some sensors, you’d probably seen them. Those silver spots and they send me this biofeedback of yours. There’s hearth rate, oxygen saturation, body temperature and the one in your choker, in the back of you neck connects with your brain stem and even gives me information on your brain activity.’
‘You can read my mind?’ Amber said aghast.
‘No, no.’ Mike started laughing. ‘I mean, I just get numbers and figures on my screen, now I’m familiar enough with this tech to translate that into a general mood, for instance I can see you’re a bit nervous and insecure right now, but I can’t see what you’re thinking exactly.’
‘But why?’ Amber asked. ‘What for … Who … Why? Just why. It seems so excessive.’
‘I agree. It is excessive.’ He said. ‘But that’s what my hotels offer, they offer a very excessive experience for some very excessive guests, so I need my girls to be prepared. The best part is; I don’t only receive biofeedback, I can also send parameters of operation, for instance if I wanted to help you feel less nervous and insecure right now, I’d...’ He bent over his phone and tapped his fingers around. ‘There, how does that feel?’
It was as if a weight was lifted of her shoulders, her whole body relaxed. All her worries faded and suddenly the world seemed bright and free and innocent.
‘That’s amazing.’ She said.
‘I know.’ He said. ‘Now lets say you’ve been a particularly good girl and you’ve complied with all the request that day, you’ve worked hard and I wanted to reward you. There you go.’
A wave of satisfaction ran through her body. It was peaceful and euphoric at the same time.
‘Wow!’ She mumbled.
‘Now imagine you weren’t being a good girl. You weren’t complying with my requests. You were protesting and struggling and being disrespectful, then I’d tell your uniform:’
A pulse of white heat filled up her body, everything was just pain. It took over everything. ‘Ouch, ouch, ouch, ouch.’ Amber cried out. ‘Please stop.’
‘First be a good girl.’ Mike said.
‘I am. Ouch, ouch, ouch.’
‘You are?’ He asked. ‘Show me.’
‘How?’ Amber asked in despair. ‘How can I show you?’
‘Tell me that I’m your Master and you’re my maid and it’s an honor to serve me.’
‘What?’ Amber said filled with disbelief.
‘Did you know I could turn it up even higher, not everyone has the same pain tolerance, some girls need a little more.’
Amber screamed in pain. Tears came out of her eyes and her whole body was squirming and trembling in an attempt to deal with all the agony. ‘No more.’ She said. ‘Please no more.’
‘If you want it to stop, just submit to me, just tell me what I want to hear.’
‘You’re my Master and I’m your maid and it’s an honor serve you.’ Amber squeezed out of her mouth. The moment she finished her sentence the pain stopped and her body was flushed with an euphoric satisfaction. Lazily she slumped in the chair and enjoyed the happiness.
‘See good girls get rewarded.’ He said.
She nodded. It was an addictive happiness because the moment it stopped Amber already longed for more. She sat up in her chair, part of her wanted to say she quit and that she didn’t want to work here after all, but another part of her didn’t want to take off the uniform, that part just wanted to be a good girl and get more rewards. Amber sighed and hid her face in her hands. Unsure of what to do next.
‘Now imagine you get a request that is a bit... how shall I put this... embarrassing. Then I can turn off your shame, with just one button. See.’
Amber shrugged. ‘I don’t feel any different.’ She said.
‘Okay.’ Mike said. ‘But lets say I’d ask you to describe the last time you masturbated to me, and remember, good girls who comply with the request get rewards.’
Amber thought about it for a moment. ‘It was this morning,’ she said. ‘It was in the shower while I was getting ready for this job interview. I didn’t plan on masturbating but there was this trickle of water that ran precisely past my clit so I got horny. I lifted the shower head of the standard and pointed it at my pussy directly...’
Suddenly she started to feel extremely self-conscious and embarrassed about the things she just told him. Her cheeks started flushing and she wished she hadn’t said anything. 
‘See.’ He said. ‘Good girl, by the way.’ Again she was flushed with euphoric satisfaction. She didn’t want anything, she didn’t need anything. Just this. She felt great. It only lasted for a moment though and then it faded again.
‘That’s creepy.’ Amber said. ‘That’s so creepy. I didn’t even notice it and still it affects me, it controls me.’ She shook her head. ‘That’s really, really – ’
‘I’ll think you’ll notice this one,’ he said.
‘No.’ Amber said. ‘No more.’ But it was too late, there was something happening to her pussy now, it was getting hotter and hotter. She was getting incredibly horny. Her nipples were more and more sensitive. Involuntarily her body started to wriggle in her seat, trying to rub her pussy against the chair, trying to find some relief for this overwhelming desire.
‘And the fun is I can combine.’ Mike said. ‘More embarrassment, look now you’re blushing and trying to hide it, but watch what happens if I suppress all your shame and embarrassment.’
‘No, don’t!’ Amber yelled, but a moment later she didn’t care anymore. All she cared about was her horniness. She rubbed her hand in between her legs and was frantically masturbating. It was an itch she just couldn’t control, her fingers weren’t enough, she tried to grind her pussy against the chair, and she frothed herself against a pillow.
Mike just laughed. ‘So cute.’ He said. ‘Come here.’
He didn’t have to tell her twice, she walked around the desk and dry humped his thigh. ‘Good girl.’ He said, while wrapping his arm around her waist and guiding the rhythm of her hips. Despite listening and obeying him she wasn’t rewarded with a single splash of satisfaction. So she rubbed herself against him even more frantically, trying to satisfy herself. 
‘It’s going to be a fun three months don’t you think?’ He said.
‘Yes.’ Amber said panting.
‘Say yes Master.’
Amber hasted to obey him.
‘Who owns you now?’ He asked.
Amber didn’t answer, she was too busy grinding her pussy against him. He cupped her chin and forced her too look at him. ‘Who owns you?’ He said.
‘You Master.’ Amber said.
He smiled and nodded. So why don’t you bent over the desk for me. Amber did as she was told. She put her upper body on the table, while her bum stuck out in the air. His fingers caressing her inner thighs. He pulled on the snaps in her crotch and the moment the fabric was removed from her pussy, the horniness started to fade. She took a deep breath.
Mikes hand was on her head, he was either caressing her hair or pushing her face deeper into the desk, or maybe it was a combination of both.
‘Good girl.’ He said. ‘Now if I own you, I can do whatever I want with my property, can’t I?’ He said.
‘I... I don’t know.’ Amber said out of breath. He spanked her, he spanked her on her bare bum. Amber yelped.
‘Say it.’ He said.
‘Say what?’ Amber asked confused. He kept on spanking her. A stinging pain every time his hand slapped her on the ass. Her skin started to glow and the different slaps morphed together into one string of aching, but somehow that aching turned her on. No that must still be the uniform controlling her mind and feelings, although... he had snapped open the crotch, her pussy didn’t touch those sensors anymore, maybe the horniness came from the patches on her nipples or through the choker thing that somehow seemed to affect her embarrassment.
‘You’re thinking too much.’ Mike said. ‘Let’s see if we can knock you down a few IQ points.’
She didn’t even notice that her thoughts stopped, she just focused on his hand hurting her, spanking her, and the pain overtaking her body, competing with the horniness. It was too confusing, she didn’t know what was going on anymore.
‘Stop.’ She said.
‘If you want me to stop hurting you, you have to say it.’
‘Say what?’ Amber asked.
He didn’t answer and she tried to turn around. Forcefully he kept her in place, bend over the desk. ‘Say what?’ She asked again. ‘Tell me!’
This time he didn’t slap her ass, but he slapped her cheek, ‘Don’t be disrespectful.’ he said strictly.
‘I’m sorry.’ She sobbed. ‘I’m so sorry. You’re my Master and I’m your Maid and it’s an honor to serve you.’ She whimpered.
‘Good try, but that is not what I wanted to hear.’
‘I’m your property?’ She asked. ‘You control me and you own me and you can do with me whatever you like because I’m your property.’
‘That’s it.’ He said. He bent over, his whole body covering hers and he gave her a soft peck on the cheek. ‘Good girl.’ He said while shoving his cock inside of her pussy.
‘Wait...’ she said. ‘wait what is happening?’
‘Ssh.’ He said as he started trusting. His hands around her hips guiding her body back and forth. A grunt deep within his throat.
Amber felt the cock thumping on the insides of her pussy. It was a nice cock but it was confusing too, she wanted to think about it, to process what was happening, but somehow she just couldn’t wrap her head around the situation. She seemed to be unable to formulate any thoughts. There was just this cock, the sensation of his cock entering her.
There was a low grade horniness still lingering in her body, and the remnants of the spanking glowing in her bum made her feel a bit dopey and rosy. Her face wet with tears, hairs in her mouth, but there was this surrender in her mind and that surrender came with a calm. She wasn’t in control anymore.
The grunting became louder and louder and then Mike orgasmed inside of her. His warm heavy body leaning over her. He was panting into her face, his muggy breath tickling her cheeks and earlobe.
‘You’re so tight.’ He said. ‘I know, the petite ones are always a bit tighter but your the queen of tight pussy.’
He pushed himself upwards and tenderly he closed the crotch of her uniform again. He sat down in his swivel chair and pulled her on his lap. He wrapped his arm around her waist and with his other hand he brushed a few tears from her face. Then he grabbed his phone. ‘Good girls get rewarded don’t they?’
Amber nodded.
He showed her the screen. ‘So far you’ve only experienced the level one rewards,’ he said. The screen showed ten buttons all assigned with a number between 1 and 10. ‘What kind of reward do you think you’ve earned just now?’
Amber shrugged.
‘Go ahead.’ He said. ‘You pick. But do remember that the higher the reward the more addicted you become.’
‘A seven?’ Amber said hesitantly.
‘A seven.’ Mike seemed quite surprised by his answer. ‘Most girls just pick the highest reward possible. So a seven is quite honest. I’m curious to know what you would be willing to do that you think is worth a ten.’
‘I don’t know.’ Amber said confused by his question.
‘Well we’ll figure it out.’ He said. ‘Go ahead, give yourself reward seven.’
Amber pressed her finger against his telephone screen and a moment later she started to feel high en euphoric. She melted into his arms, snuggled up against his body. So much satisfaction, so much happiness. Her pussy started twitching on the inside and a moment later she was orgasming in his arms. He held her tightly onto his lap and when she started trembling and convulsing and sliding away.
‘So,’ He said when her orgasm was fading. ‘Let’s turn your uniform off for a while.’ He pressed something on her phone and it was as if her mind exploded. Suddenly there were so much more thoughts possible, suddenly there were so much more feelings, it was as if she was unable to keep up with her own thinking. She shook her head trying to make sense of it all. She got up from his lap and shuffled backwards until she hit the wall. She was filled with shame and regret, but there was also anger and confusion.
‘How do you like your new uniform?’ He asked.
‘I...’ Amber didn’t know what to say. She hated the fact that he could control her like that, but she didn’t want to take it off either, the pleasure and that peaceful satisfaction, she wanted more of that, she had already become addicted. She didn’t want to become more addicted, and more depended. 
‘I don’t think I want to work here anymore.’ She said.
‘You don’t?’ He asked, raising his eyebrows. ‘But you just signed a contract for three months. In three months we can renegotiate and you can quit if you like, but you first have to serve out your contract. What’s changed? Why don’t you want to work here anymore?’
‘I... I just...’ Amber was stuttering, she didn’t quite know what she didn’t like, some of it had been really satisfying and fun. ‘The pain.’ She said. ‘I don’t like the pain.’
‘Well if you’re a good girl you don’t have to feel any pain sweetheart, then you’ll just get the rewards, you like the rewards don’t you?’
‘Maybe.’ Amber said.
‘I’ll see. Let’s keep your IQ down, and let’s suppress all the anger and anxiety for now, until you’re better adjusted.’ He programmed something on his phone and then Amber calmed down. It wasn’t all so bad here, she could serve out her three months.
‘Let’s show you your room.’ Mike said. She followed him downstairs. Guest sleep upstairs but personnel sleeps in the basement,’ he explained. The basement looked more like a dungeon though,  it was a dim lit hallway with cells on either side. Two of the cells were already occupied by women about her age, wearing a similar Maid’s outfit, they were sleeping on their beds.
‘Don’t I get to go home?’ Amber asked.
‘Sure you do. When you’re completely trained and I know I can trust you, then you’ll can go wherever you want on your days off, including back home, but for now this is your home. Think of it as a boot-camp.’
‘I don’t want to stay here.’ Amber said, her eyes filling with tears.
‘Now Amber.’ He said in a patronizing voice. He cupped her chin and force her to look at him. ‘I know this is all a bit confusing for you, so I’ll help you remember. If you go in there you’ll be considered a good girl and you get a reward, if not … well... there may be some uncomfortable consequences happening.’
Hesitant Amber stepped into the cell and watched as Mike closed the bars in front of her. ‘Now that’s a good girl.’ He said tapping his phone and a moment later Amber was feeling increasingly happy and overjoyed. Obeying brought her so much satisfaction, so much pleasure. Her head was spinning and she fell slightly dizzy. The other times the pleasures subsided after a while but this time the seemed to keep on lingering. It was hard to think, she was wavering and almost tumbled over. She stumbled towards the bed and sat down. What was happening? It was as if her uniform was making her fall asleep, could that be? It wouldn’t surprise her, her uniform controlled her, her uniform had infinite power over her. As she lied down on the bed the dizziness intensified, the room around her seemed to be spinning and twirling, there was a wish to surrender, to just give in, she was going cross eyed, her eyes rolling away, trying to close. She would surrender. She would surrender and obey. Surrendering and obeying just felt so good. That was the last thought that crossed her mind before she sank into a deep oblivion.




2 – The training
When she woke up it took a while before she realized where she was and what was going on. She just laid on the little mattress in the cage and stared at the wall as her memories returned. She had no idea how long she’d been here and how much time had past since Mike had left her here in this cage. She pushed herself to a sitting position and rubbed her eyes.
‘Good morning,’ Mike said.
She looked over and saw him standing there in front of her cage.
‘How are you feeling today?’
Amber shrugged.
‘You don’t know?’ He asked. ‘Well based on your biofeedback-loop I would think you’re well rested.’
‘I guess I am.’ Amber said.
‘I’m sorry to do this to you sweety, but I’m going to turn your uniform off for a minute, to see how you’re adapting so far.’ He was tapping onto the screen of his phone and then a numb satisfaction she hadn’t even noticed was there, disappeared from her mind. Her heart beat faster and her fingers trembled.
A panic rose up through her chest. She had to get out of here, she had to get away from here. First things first she had to take the uniform off. She fidgeted with the clasp of the choker and then a stinging pain traveled through her body.
‘No,’ she muttered. ‘No, no please.’ When the pain increased she couldn’t talk anymore, she could only roll around on the floor, squirming.
‘I see we’ve regressed a bit.’ He said. ‘That doesn’t matter, they all do at the beginning of their training, have you forgotten our deal Amber?’
She couldn’t answer.
‘Good girls get rewarded don’t they?’
She raked her brain to figure out how she could be a good girl. ‘You’re my Master and it is an honor to please you.’ She spat out between her whimpering and painful cries.
‘That’s a start,’ He said. The pain stopped and her body was overflowing with an euphoric satisfaction. She moaned and sighed in relieve as she felt the wave of happiness crashing through her body.
‘Are you going to obey me today?’ Mike asked.
‘Yes.’ Amber said hesitantly.
‘Yes what?’
‘Yes Sir?’ Amber asked.
‘Yes Master,’ He corrected her.
‘Yes Master.’ Amber repeated.
‘Good.’ He said. With his phone in hand and focused on his screen he opened the cage.
Hesitantly Amber stepped forward and looked through the narrow path between the cages, she considered making a run for it, but she didn’t know where she would go, the hallway seemed to be a dead end. They were the only two people in the basement.
‘Where are the others?’ Amber asked.
‘Well Dina is already trained since she’s transferring here from my hotel in the States and Marissa is getting there too, they’re both at work right now.’ He put a hand on Amber’s shoulder and she could feel the warmth of his fingers radiating into her skin. ‘Don’t worry, we’ll be putting you to work soon enough. But first we’ll have to set up a profile for you and get some more training in.’
He pushed her up the stairs, they turned a corner, walked through a hallway. He opened a door with a key card and then another door and suddenly they were at reception.
The plant was still wrapped in plastic and the trolley with boxes was still standing against the wall. She saw a girl in a similar maid’s uniform running a wet cloth over the reception desk.
‘Good morning Master, how can I be of service to you today.’ She said chipper as they walked in. She had bright red hair and high cheekbones filled with freckles.
‘You’re doing great Dina,’ He said. ‘Just continue what you’re doing.’
The girl looked somewhat disappointed as she dipped her cloth in the bucket of water once more.
Amber looked at the girl and then she stared at the front door. It wouldn’t be that hard to bolt. She would just run onto the street and stop a car, or maybe even run straight towards the police. She didn’t understand why she didn’t.
She listened vaguely to Mike giving Dina instructions on what to do if she was finished with reception. Her body just kept standing there. No matter how hard she willed her feet to run, or to at least walk away. She didn’t understand why she didn’t exploit this means of escape that was right in front of her.
‘Is my uniform on?’ She asked.
Mike glanced at his phone. ‘Yep, I’m still receiving biofeedback,’ he said.
‘But are you sending something, are you controlling my thoughts?’ Amber asked
Mike raised his eyebrows and gave her an inquisitive look. ‘Now that’s an interesting question,’ he said. ‘let’s step into the office and talk about that.’ He pushed her into the little office where her first interview had also happened. She obediently sat down on the chair and eagerly she ate the two sandwiches and the orange juice he gave her.
‘So why did you think your uniform was on, back there?’
Amber shrugged. ‘I don’t know, it doesn’t matter.’ She said with her mouth full of bread and cheese and mustard. It seemed unwise to tell Mike she’d wanted to escape, but that somehow her body didn’t listen to her little plan of making a run for it. 
‘Don’t lie to me sweetheart,’ Mike said. He tapped on his phone and instinctively Amber braced herself for more pain. The pain didn’t come though, she didn’t feel any different at all.
‘What did you do?’  She asked. ‘What’s supposed to happen now.’
‘I made it impossible for you to lie.’ Mike said.
‘Bullshit,’ Amber said. ‘I can still lie, like I could tell you my name is.... is....’ Somehow no other name than Amber popped up in her head. ‘Amber.’ She mumbled. ‘I mean it’s not.... not... something else. Wow.’ She pressed the palm of her hand to her temple. ‘That’s so... weird.’
Mike just leaned back in his chair, a bemused smile on his face. ‘Now tell me, why did you think your uniform was on just now?’
‘Because... I... I wanted to escape, but I didn’t, so I figured the uniform was telling me to stay.’
Mike tilted his head there was a pleasantly surprised smile on his face. ‘Good.’ He said. ‘That’s very promising. Of course you’re uniform was off, or otherwise you had never gotten the impulse to run away in the first place, but I guess you’re body is catching on to the training a bit quicker than your brain is.’
Amber just stared at him in disbelief.
He gave her a little wink and then he clapped his hand together. ‘Good,’ He said. ‘Let’s start with drawing up your profile.’
First he entered her age, height, weight, the color of her eyes, the color of her hair and then he started to ask her more intimate questions.
‘At what age were you deflowered?’ He asked. She pressed her lips together, she might not be able to lie to him, but she could keep quiet and just not talk at all. He didn’t need to know about Ruben.
Mike chewed on the back of his pencil and gave her an inquisitive look. ‘Go ahead.’ He said encouraging.
She shook her head.
Mike sighed. ‘Well then, let’s make this a bit easier for you.’ He tapped something on his phone and although she was hyper aware of her own body and trying to figure out what he was doing to her, she didn’t notice anything changing, she didn’t feel anything different. He repeated the question.
‘I had just turned 19,’ she said, ‘I was 19 years and a week old. I used to babysit these two little girls, and Ruben was their neighbor. Whenever the girls were asleep, he would come over to talk to me, we would watch a movie together and well... At first it was just some innocent fondling. He would be touching my boobs or my thighs and I would putting my hand on his crotch, but I guess we fell in love or something, I don’t even know if it was actually love, but yeah... we... one night the fondling didn’t stop, we took our pants off and he entered me and then we sorta kinda fucked.’ 
‘19,’ Mike repeated as he entered the information into his computer. ‘And how old was this Ruben?’
‘31,’ Amber said.
‘Interesting. Would you say you have a thing for older guys?’
‘Not exclusively,’ she said shrugging, ‘but there’s something appealing about an older guy just... being confident and knowing life.’
‘Have you ever given and/or received oral sex?’ He asked.
She nodded. ‘Both.’
‘Have you ever given or received anal sex?’
‘No!’ she said appalled. ‘How would I even give anal sex?’
‘So you’re an anal virgin?’ Mike said with a hunger in his eyes. ‘That’s going to make me a lot of money, a lot.’ He bit his lip as he entered this new information into his computer.
‘Okay, let’s go through the main fetishes real quick. You have experience with bondage? No. With impact play and spanking? No. Foot fetishes? Group Sex? Humiliation? Exhibitionism? Ever experimented with a girl? Candles? Nothing?’ As she kept shaking her head Mike checked something on the screen on his phone.
‘Mmm...’ He said. ‘Okay, so why don’t you tell me what’s the most kinky and perverted thing that you’ve ever done?’
For a moment she had to think.
‘I once masturbated in a bathroom stall at school when I was studying graphic design.’
‘Tell me more.’ Mike tilted his head.
‘Well, I was sitting behind my computer and then the teacher walked around giving pointers and all that. He was just critiquing my work when someone asked a question and apparently he felt the need to share the answer with the entire class instead of just answering the person who asked that question. I don’t even remember what that question was about. Anyway, while he was talking to the class he had his hand on my head and his fingers were playing with my bangs. I don’t know if it was on purpose. He didn’t seem to be aware of it, but I noticed and I got butterflies in my tummy and all that. It was incredibly difficult to focus after that so I decide to just go to the bathroom and get it out of my system, so then I masturbated in a bathroom stall.’
Mike looked at her with a sense of disbelief. ‘And that’s the most kinky thing you’ve ever done?’ He asked. ‘That’s... that’s such a tame and boring story. You’ve never fucked in public or had someone pull your hair or choke you? You’ve never been so aroused you lost control and scratched their back or bit their arm?’
‘Why would I?’ Amber asked.
Mike pressed his lips together. ‘Okay.’ He said. ‘Okay, so... I’m afraid to even ask... because I fear the answer might put me to sleep. But what do you fantasize about when you masturbate.’
‘Depends. I guess I like men with long hair, that’s sort of my thing. A strong man with a pony tail, like a Scottish man from 1700 or something. Someone who’s like brute and primal and who doesn’t care about anything, but then he cares about me and when we’re alone he’s so tender and sweet and vulnerable and he’s keeping me safe. Or a Viking, a Viking works too I guess.’
‘Amber, Amber, Amber,’ Mike was shaking his head, while he entered her answer into the computer. I guess we have to market you as Miss Innocence, but don’t worry I know some guests who might like corrupting an innocent young lady such as yourself. Let’s give your brain a little break again.’
He pressed something on his phone and a moment later she was overcome with shame and embarrassment. She could hardly believe she’d just shared all that with her new boss. Her cheeks were burning and she didn’t know where to look or what to do, she avoided eye contact and she shifted in her seat. She found a little damaged spot in the armrest of the chair and she picked at the fabric until the foamy insides showed, then she tried to push the fabric back in place and try to hide the fact that she’d just damaged his chair.
‘Follow me.’ He said when he was done typing. He led her to another room that looked like an impromptu photo studio. She had to stand in the white background and then he gazed at his phone again.
‘How are you doing?’ He asked. He didn’t listen for her answer, apparently her biofeedback told him everything he needed to know. ‘I think you’ve had enough of a break,’ He said. ‘And since where going to portray you as miss innocence, let’s exaggerate your shyness and your naivety.’ He was tapping on his phone, looking at her, looking at his phone, tapping some more. ‘There,’ he said. ‘That should do it.’
Amber was disoriented for a moment, things in her head seemed to be shifting so quickly. She felt eerily self aware about the short maid’s uniform. It was tight like a leotard and showed off the curves of her body, the skirt was awfully short and she tried to pull it down.
‘Beautiful.’ Mike marveled as he was snapping photo’s of her left and right. He encouraged her to take on different poses. She was insecure, but tried to followed his instructions to the best of her ability.
‘Gorgeous,’ Mike said. ‘I’ve got it, you take really beautiful pictures you know that, you could’ve become a model.’
‘Really?’ Amber asked. She wasn’t sure whether he was serious or whether he was just saying that to manipulate her and to coax her into stuff she felt uncomfortable with.
‘Look at this.’ He said. He showed her the LCD screen on the camera and she saw herself standing there in the studio, nervously holding her own elbow. He cupped her face and gave her a kiss, first on the tip of her nose and then on her lips.
‘Good girl.’ He said.
She got a fluttering feeling in her tummy, good girls got rewards right?
‘You wait here,’ He said. ‘I’m going to upload the pictures and complete your profile and then I hope we have some time to train you before my four o’clock arrives. Oh, before I forget, enjoy this sweetheart.’
He tapped the screen of his phone and there was an intense rush of euphoria crashing through her body. She was trembling, she looked for something to hold on to, but there was nothing in sight. She was about to tip over and loose control, so she willingly dropped to the ground so she wouldn’t accidentally hurt herself. Her whole body was convulsing with pleasure and then it stopped, something else took over. A warm glow spread through her pussy as she was getting more and more aroused. It was the uniform. She was fairly sure the uniform was controlling her body, controlling her arousal.
She moaned as she sat there on hands and knees, completely left helpless, surrendered to the whims of her uniform, or actually the whims of her boss who was controlling her uniform. Her back arching, sticking her butt high up in the air. She was powerless against the amount of pleasure now taking over her body.
For a moment Mike just stood their watching her and then he stepped out of the room and left her all alone. She saw the door, he didn’t lock it, she could just stand up and walk out of the door if she wanted to, but why would she want to? This felt so good, wearing her uniform felt so good. She pressed her hand in between her legs and rubbed the fabric of her uniform across her pussy lips, feeling the Lycra in her cross being stiff and rigid she remembered the sensor that was sown into her uniform there. She manipulated the sensor and tried to push it against her clit, she couldn’t though, her clit was hidden within her labia.
She slipped her hand inside and spread her pussy lips, she pulled the hood of her clit back and pressed the sensor into her skin. She rubbed the sensor up and down across her entire vulva, unable to find that sweet release. There was only arousal, a frustrating and annoying amount of arousal that was driving her crazy. She needed to come, she needed to climax, but no matter how much she played with herself and no matter how she manipulated her uniform, she just didn’t reach orgasm.
She was writhing around on the ground, kicking her legs into the floor, slamming her hands into the floor. Moaning. Screaming. She didn’t know whether she was screaming with arousal or frustration.
She didn’t know how long she was frantically masturbating and rolling around, she didn’t notice the door opening. When she eventually looked up she saw her boss standing over her and tugging on his cock she had no idea how long he had been standing there.
‘Master please,’ she whispered instinctively the moment she saw him. ‘Master please, I’m a good girl. I will be a good girl for you. I will obey you. I will do everything you say. Please Master, please.’
In between her helpless moans she kept on begging, although she didn’t even know whether she was begging for an orgasm or for her uniform to be turned off, either one would be a relieve at this point.
‘Master I’m your slave. I’m your property.’ She blurted out everything that came to mind, everything that could possible earn her a reward.
His cock was looming over her, his fist wrapped around the shaft and quickly he was moving his hand back and forth.
‘Open your mouth.’ He said panting.
She obeyed, she spread her lips and stuck out her tongue and then his sperm rained down on her face. Some blobs ended it up in her mouth, some on her forehead, in her hair, or on the ground.
‘Eat my cum,’ he said still slightly out of breath. ‘Eat my cum and I might have a reward for you.’ With her fingers she collected the sperm from her face. She pushed the lukewarm droplets in her mouth, she suckled her fingers clean, and then only the drops of sperm on the ground were left. She rolled over and pushed herself onto her elbows. Enthused she licked all his cum from the ground.
‘Good girl.’ Mike said after a while. ‘You’ve deserved a reward. Now cum for your Master.’
She didn’t know whether it was his permission or whether he send some command through her uniform, but she didn’t much care, because she was finally climaxing. Her breathing stopped, her whole body tensed up as the highest peaks were coarsening through her body and then she was out of breath. She was gasping for air while her hips shook and trembled. Her legs slamming into the ground again and again and again. She screamed and then her orgasm started to fade.
‘That’s weird.’ She heard Mike say. He knelt down next to her and pressed his fingers into her crotch.
‘Did you just squirt?’ He asked.
‘I don’t know.’ Amber mumbled.
‘So you have a squirting orgasm when you get a reward three, but not yesterday when you got a reward seven, that’s weird. Isn’t that weird?’ 
‘I guess.’ Amber mumbled.
‘Well have to figure that out. Now be a good little slave and follow me.’ Mike said.
Amber tried to stand up, but she was quickly told she wasn’t allowed to stand. She had to follow him on her hands and knees. A bit taken aback by this command she dropped to her knees again. She followed him through the hallways crawling on all fours. They came past Dina who was now cleaning a room and making the bed. Dina gave her a jealous look. She asked how she could be of service to her Master but Mike ignored her.  A hallway later Amber also crawled past Marissa, who was also cleaning a room and asking Mike the same question.
However when Mike ignored her she kicked Amber against her leg. Mike whipped his phone out and Marissa was letting out a painful cry. ‘I’m sorry Master,’ she whispered. ‘I’m sorry I won’t be jealous anymore.’ Tears were streaming across Marissa’s face as she profusely apologized. Amber felt bad, Amber wanted to do something to make her feel better.
Suddenly Marissa stopped screaming, she batted her eyes full of remorse. Mike told her to  continue her work and with renewed enthusiasm Marissa dipped the mop into the bucket.
‘Come.’ He said to Amber and still on her hands and knees Amber followed him. ‘Sorry about that. Like I said Marissa’s training is coming along just fine, but she’s not quite there yet. I wanted to get the rooms ready before Brad gets here, you know.’ He looked at Amber and then shook his head. ‘Off course you don’t know. You have no idea who Brad is. Well you’re going to find out soon enough. Brad is a friend of mine and one of my main investors. It would be great if we could get you ready in time too, he’s going to love your petite little bod and your tight cunt, although I’m not sure what he would think about the Miss Innocence attitude.’ He laughed, opened a room and made a gesture to welcome Amber inside. He sat down on the bed, leaning against the head board and he had Amber stand in front of the bed.
‘So let’s do this.’ He said. ‘Stand with your legs spread apart and your hands behind your back.’
Amber obeyed and took on the position he described to her.
‘This is position one.’ Mike said. ‘Whenever you’re standing and awaiting orders this is the position you’re in, understood?’
‘Yes Master,’ Amber said hesitantly.
‘Whenever someone is asking for your attention, either by saying your name, or by calling you slave, or even if a guest were to say “hey you”, or just wave and gesture or snap their fingers for your attention, you will drop everything you’re doing and stand in front of them like this. Let’s practice.’ He had her clean the floors on her bare knees, which seemed unfair because she just saw Marissa using a mop. However she had to kneel and push the cloth back and forth across the linoleum and whenever he said her name she jumped up and stood in position one asking him how she could be of service to him. Every time she did, he called her a good girl and he gave her a little reward, euphoria would engulf her, making her totally addicted to obeying him, addicted to standing in position one.
One time when she didn’t react soon enough. She was washing the floor beneath the nightstand and she couldn’t see him, she couldn’t see that he was gesturing her, so technically it wasn’t her fault was it? Yet she was punished with an incredible amount of pain and after that she got scolded, for not paying enough attention.
After a while Mike said they’d trained position one for long enough and they would now move onto training her servitude and humility. She had to serve him a coke and some shelled peanuts from the mini bar. He first instructed her on how to serve her guests properly. How to present the requested items with respect. She should put the bag of peanuts on the palm of her hand and present it to him while avoiding eye contact. He had her do it over and over and over again, until he finally grabbed the bag of peanuts and opened it.
He crushed a shell in between his fingers and then he threw the shell across the room. She was supposed to retrieve it, but she wasn’t allowed to just walk over there and pick it up with her hand. She should crawl and pick it up with her mouth and then drop it into a little basked he had standing next to him on the bed.
She looked at him with disgust and shook her head. ‘That’s not...that’s ridiculous. I’m not...I’m not doing that.’ She said.
He smiled and then looked at his phone. He preached about the guests being the boss, and her needing to obey the guests and needing to obey her own Master. She was punished with the pain until she begrudgingly dropped to her knees and crawled towards the peanut shell, she picked it up in between her teeth and brought it over to the basket.
‘Good girl.’ He said. The pain stopped and was replaced with a burst of euphoria. ‘I’ll help you a bit.’ He said. ‘I can see that you find this task very embarrassing and degrading, so I’ll put you on a timer okay? I will numb all your feelings of embarrassment and degradation for now and slowly let them increase as you’re getting more and more used to the task.’
He tapped something on his phone. He crushed another shell and threw it across the room. It hit the little desk and fell on the ground next to a chair leg. She crawled over and picked it up, and the next one too and the one after that too.
Each time she was rewarded with a little burst of satisfied euphoria, and over time she got more and more enthused about retrieving the shells. She was getting quicker and quicker. She could anticipate where he would throw them, and eagerly she’d crawl in that direction already. The peanut shells equaled pleasure, retrieving the peanut shells was becoming an addiction  .
It must have been around the ninth or the tenth shell when she suddenly became aware of how demeaning this little task was. How humiliating and embarrassing it was to crawl around on all fours and to pick up his thrown away trash with her mouth. Yet those feelings weren’t that strong and the promise of euphoria won, so she kept on retrieving the peanuts.
Gradually her own feelings seemed to return, however she was so eager to receive another reward that she kept on picking up the peanut shells.
‘Good girl, Amber.’ He said eventually.
Amber jumped up and forced her body into position one. He then explained there was a position two. She had to kneel with her legs spread apart and her hands on her knees and await her instructions like that.
‘Okay,’ she said hasting herself to take on position two.
‘What did you say?’ He asked threateningly.
‘Sorry Master.’ She said. ‘I meant okay Master.’ Even though she’d corrected herself she was still punished with the pain and she was predetermined to never forget to call him Master again.
‘Now listen Amber.’ He said as the pain faded away.
‘Yes Master.’ She replied still out of breath.
‘Repeat after me.’ He said. ‘A slave obeys her Master. A slave is the property of her Master. A slave is meant to please her Master. Pleasing her Master is her greatest honor her own feelings and desires are inferior to his pleasure, her own feelings and desires are irrelevant when it comes to pleasing her Master.’
It took her a few times before she could repeat everything without making mistakes, and then she had to repeat it a few more times until she was able to recite everything without any help or prompting.
She was rewarded with a pulse of ecstasy.
‘So tell me Amber,’ Mike said.
‘What are you?’
‘I’m your slave, Master.’ She said.
‘And what does it mean to be a slave?’
She obediently recited the lines.
‘And what does it mean when you say your own feelings are inferior and irrelevant?’ He asked.
‘That...’ Amber looked up at the ceiling and saw a little bug crawling past the lamp. ‘It means that it doesn’t matter what I feel, that I just have to do whatever pleases my Master.’
‘Even when Master asks you to do something demeaning and humiliating?’
‘Yes Master,’ she said.
‘Let’s practice that. You found picking up those peanut shells with your mouth quite demeaning and humiliating, didn’t you?’
Amber shrugged. ‘I guess. Less so in the end, Master.’
‘Yeah, because by then I’d trained you to like it.’ He said. ‘But what if I’d exaggerate those feelings of embarrassment and humiliation? Do you think you would be able to ignore and suppress your own feelings of discomfort and get the task done?’
He tapped something on his phone and Amber found herself blushing. He crushed another shell and threw it across the room and Amber felt her body flush with anger, he couldn’t treat her like that, he couldn’t humiliate and degrade her like that. She bit her lip and looked at the peanut shell, shimmering in the corner of the room and then she gazed at Mike again.
‘Go ahead,’ he said.
Amber didn’t want to, yet it seemed impossible to shake her head and refuse. She put her hands on the ground and she was dragging herself over to that corner. She didn’t want to do this, she didn’t want to do this. This was so low, so humiliating, so nasty. She didn’t understand why she obeyed, she didn’t understand why she’d bent to the ground and picked up the shell in between her teeth. It was as if she could feel the grossness of the trash she’d just picked up from the ground spreading across her lips and her tongue and she gagged. She hasted herself back to the basket and dropped it.
‘There,’ she said with tears propping up in her eyes. ‘I did it, I did it, Master. I did it for you.’ 
Mike smiled. ‘You’re making great progress honey. I guess you like your Master very much that you would endure such feelings of humiliation for him.’
‘I guess, Master.’ She said confused. She’d never yet thought about liking him or not liking him, it was just... She lost her train of thought because he released another burst of  euphoria. She let out a satisfied sigh, her eyes were rolling up in pleasure and she almost lost her balance.
‘Master,’ Someone knocked on the door. ‘Master?’
‘What’s that Dina?’ He asked.
The red headed girl opened the door. ‘There’s a girl here called Kimberly Hastings, she says she’s got a job interview at four o’clock.’
‘Is it four already?’ Mike asked. He looked at his watch and grunted. ‘Damn it. We were just making progress, weren’t we Amber?’ 
‘Yes Master.’
‘I want to...That Kimberly is she pretty?’
‘Very much so Master,’  Dina answered.
‘And she saw you in your uniform?’
‘Yes Master.’
Mike let out a deep sigh. ‘Okay. I’d better head down there, but I’m not done with you little lady. Hop on the bed Amber.’
She climbed upon the bed and then he swiped and tapped the screen of his phone. Amber yawned, suddenly she was feeling very drowsy and tired, the room was spinning all around her.
‘That’ll keep you nice and quiet, while I’m busy,’ He said. ‘Go take a little nap now, sweetheart. Dina tie her down and make sure she isn’t going anywhere, I’ll continue her training when I get back.’
Mike patted her on the belly. Dina lifted Amber’s wrist from the mattress and that’s the last thing Amber remembered before the sleep overtook her.
‘Okay, let’s do this.’ A voice sounded from far away.
Amber blinked her eyes and found herself sleeping on her back. That was weird, she never slept on her back, whenever she slept on her back she would get the nastiest nightmares, she tried to roll over and found herself restrained.
‘What’s that?’ She mumbled drowsily.
‘Yeah, those theta waves are always a bit harder to shake, just take your time and wake up slowly, sweetheart.’ A voice said, someone caressed her forehead.
She looked up and saw Mike’s face. ‘Who are you?’ She mumbled, even though she knew he was Mike and she knew Mike was her Master. She was just a bit disoriented and it didn’t make sense that he would be stroking her face so tenderly. It was dark outside, she didn’t know how late at night it was by now. A moment ago I had been the middle of the afternoon, at least that’s the last thing she’d remembered. She closed her eyes again.
‘Come on, wake-y, wake-y.’ Mike said.
Again she opened her eyes and stared up into his face.
He smiled at her. ‘Are you there?’ He asked. ‘Are you ready to work on your sexual submission?’
‘No.’ Amber said as the sleepiness faded from her brain. ‘I don’t want to work on my sexual submission.’
‘Come on now, Honey. Don’t you remember what we talked about this afternoon?’
‘What?’ She said.
‘What are you?’
‘A slave.’ She said.
‘And what doest it mean to be a Slave?’
She wanted to shrug, she didn’t know what it meant to be a slave, did she? Yet intuitively she started to recite the lines. ‘A slave is the property of her Master...’ The words just kept on coming.
‘So if you say that the feelings of a slave are inferior and irrelevant, don’t you think that applies to what a slave wants as well.’
‘I guess.’ She said.
‘So if your Master says you’re need to train your sexual submission, what would be the appropriate response to that?’ His thumb was hovering over the screen of his phone and he had a threatening glance in his eyes, a bemused smile traveling across his lips, almost as if he hoped she would fuck up.
Yes Master would be the appropriate response, she knew. Yet she pressed her lips together and closed her eyes.
‘You can’t fool me, sweetheart. I can see from your biofeedback-loop you’re wide awake, so don’t pretend to be groggy, just to get out of your training.’
‘I’m sorry.’ She said.
It was too late though, he had already pushed the button and the white hot pain was traveling through her body. She was screaming and pulling on her bounds. ‘I’m sorry Master.’ She blurted out. Yet the pain didn’t stop.
‘You see, I get the feeling that you’re just saying you’re sorry, because you want the punishment to stop, but I need you to understand the extend of your digression and feel actual remorse.’ 
He turned up the pain a notch and Amber was struggling in the bed, rolling from left to right, screaming, slamming her legs and hips into the mattress.
‘You can’t manipulate me,’ He said, ‘You can’t put on a pouting face to get on my good side again, because I have your biofeedback right here.’ He waved his phone around in front of her face.
‘I’m sorry,’ she said. ‘I’m sorry Master, I’m so sorry. I’m your slave. I’m your property. I’ll serve you, my own desires are irrelevant.’
‘As much as I like to hear you grovel and say those things, you’re still trying to control the situation by telling me what you think I want to hear.’ He said. ‘But who’s in control?’
‘You Master,’ Amber said whimpering. She tried to understand what he was telling her, what did he expect of her, what did she need to do to make this pain stop? ‘My feelings are irrelevant.’ She said.
‘Hmm,’ Mike said. ‘The message isn’t really sinking in, it looks like we’re going to be here for a while.’ He pulled by a chair and sat down.
‘What message?’ She yelled out frustrated. ‘The message that my feelings are irrelevant. I’ve told you a thousand times, my feelings are irrelevant. Let’s practice the sexual submission thing, that’s what you wanted to do, isn’t it?’
He ignored her. She lifted her head and she saw he’d closed the app with her biofeedback and he was scrolling through a news site, reading an article about some wall street numbers.
‘Master,’ she said, ‘Master please. I understand now.’ 
He just ignored her while the pulses of pain kept on crashing through her body.
‘Master.’ She almost whispered now. She felt so helpless, so powerless. She was tied down, she couldn’t do anything, and he was ignoring her, there was nothing she could say or do to change the situation or to make the situation better for herself. Tears welled up in her eyes and soon she was crying and sobbing.
‘It hurts Master,’ She said whimpering. ‘It hurts so badly Master. Please. I don’t understand.’
Even though the tears were streaming across her face, he just kept scrolling around on that stupid news site. She didn’t know how long she was crying and begging and pleading for. After a while she noticed there was a warm glow in her body, almost as if her body stopped resisting the pain but instead welcomed it. Her tears stopped, her thoughts were numb and she just surrendered to the pain. Fine, she thought, if Master wants me to be in pain right now, then I’ll be in pain. She was helpless against it anyway, her feelings seemed to be irrelevant anyway, Master certainly didn’t care.
An alarm sounded from Master’s phone and he pulled up the app with her biofeedback-loop.
‘Finally,’ he said. ‘I think you’re getting there aren’t you?’
She didn’t say anything, she just stared at the wriggly lines he showed her on his screen, she didn’t know what those lines reflected. She stared at his face and then she looked up at the ceiling. There was a little bug buzzing inside the frosted white glass of the ceiling light.
‘Now my slave do you want me to turn the pain off?’
‘If that pleases you Master,’ she said.
There was a bright smile passing over his face. ‘That would please me greatly,’ he said. ‘Because that means we can finally continue the much more fun part of your training.’
‘Yes Master,’ she said.
The pain disappeared and for a moment Amber felt weird and empty, this sensation that had been part of her body for such a long time, suddenly wasn’t there anymore. She shook her arms and legs and arched her back. So this was what her body felt like normally.
‘So are you ready to start training your sexual submission?’ He asked.
‘If that pleases you, Master.’ She said.
‘That’s the perfect answer,’ He said, quickly patting her on the head. ‘So the first rule of sexual submission is – I think you can guess this one: What the slave wants is irrelevant.’
‘Off course, Master.’ She said.
‘You’re basically just a body. Not more than a bunch of holes for Master and the guests to use as they see fit, understood?’
She nodded.
‘Are you ready to serve your Master.’
‘Yes, Master.’ 
‘Start by worshiping your Master.’ He said.
Amber wasn’t really sure what he wanted from her. Did she need to worship him in the way she would worship the Lord? Or in the way some countries would worship their Great Leader. She didn’t want to disappoint him so she started improvising.
‘Oh Master,’ she said. ‘You’re great and good. It’s such an honor to be in your presence today. I’m humbled by your greatness. You’re an inspiration to me and I want to devote myself to pleasing you.’
Mike stood next to the bed, smiling the whole time. His hand rubbed over his own crotch. ‘It’s not exactly what I had in mind.’ He said, ‘but it’s too cute to correct. Now look here, what do you see?’
He pulled on the fabric of his crotch to accentuate the curves of his cock.
‘I see you’re cock bulging, Master,’ she said.
‘And how does that make you feel?’
‘My feelings are irrelevant, Master.’ She said.
He smiled again. ‘I think that my cock makes you feel small and insignificant in comparison to it’s divine presence. I think that you’re obsessed with my cock, so much so that you can only think about pleasing it, pleasing it would be such an honor to you. I think you will find it hard to control yourself when you see my cock.’
‘I will, Master?’ She asked.
Mike smiled. He tapped something into his phone and then he zipped open his pants, pushed the seam of his boxer short down and showed her his thick cock.
She was flushed with arousal, her body was getting so warm, so tingly, so intensely horny. She was fairly sure it wasn’t just the sight of the cock, but that it was something he’d programmed into her uniform. Her hips were tilting, pushing her horny swollen clit high up in the air, clenching her butt and then slamming her hips back down.
Her breathing was getting heavier and irregular. She moaned. She was going wild, she was going crazy. She vaguely registered that normally she would be able to regulate this level of horniness quite well, but now she was loosing it completely. Loosing all control over her body.
She moaned again.
‘Tell me, what do you think of my cock.’ He said while holding his cock along the base, pushing it down so she could see the shaft and the tip shimmering.
She was moaning and panting so heavily that it was hard to actually pronounce words. Stuttering and stumbling she forced herself to answer him. ‘It’s gorgeous,’ she said. ‘It’s magnificent. It’s divine. It’s impressive and so beautiful. It’s mesmerizing and I’m not worthy.’
The moment she realized she was unworthy of his cock, her hearth froze. Her eyes were getting wet and it she could only look at it with a melancholic sadness. Suddenly she felt an intense jealousy directed at Dina and Marissa who would probably be much better slaves than her, who would be worthy of his cock.
She pressed her lips together and tried to hold back her tears. She told herself her own feelings didn’t matter, it was irrelevant how much she wanted his cock, all that mattered was to please her Master.
‘Why are you unworthy?’ Mike asked tilting his head and giving her an inquisitive look. He checked something on his phone. ‘Tell me and don’t lie.’
‘I’m not good enough a slave for you.’ She said. ‘I have too much feelings and desires of my own still. Like... I want your cock inside of me so badly.’
Mike gave her a friendly smile. He sat down next to her on the bed and rubbed his hand over her chest and belly to the spot in between her legs.
‘That’s okay.’ He said. ‘That just means you’re learning to become a good submissive sex slave, you’re learning your place in this world.’
‘I... I... guess Master.’ Amber said hesitantly.
His hand now slipped under her uniform. He squeezed her nipple and softly pulled on it. It hurt. Amber bit her lip but didn’t say anything. If it pleased Master to hurt her nipple she would just endure it. She closed her eyes.
‘See,’ He said. ‘You’re making progress. You’re becoming a better slave already.’
‘Yes Master.’ She said.
‘Now tell me, how good of a slave do you think you need to become to be worthy of my cock? What would you be willing to do to make yourself worthy of my cock?’
‘I... I... I don’t know.’ Amber said. ‘I would obey you. I would work hard to please you. I would... I would do anything.’
‘Would you be willing to call yourself a horny little slut?’
‘I’m a horny little slut, Master.’
‘Would you be willing to say so on camera?’ He pointed the camera on his phone towards her, she saw the little light flickering.
‘I’m a horny little slut, Master.’ She said towards the lens of the camera.
‘Are you addicted to your Master’s cock? Are you addicted to giving blow jobs? Are you just a little hole for Master to use? Are you you’re Master’s property?’
‘I am. I am.’ She said eagerly nodding.
‘Tell the camera what you are, sweety and beg for it, beg for that blow job.’
‘I’m... I’m... just when she was about to convince the camera how much of a slut she was, suddenly there was a surge of shame flushing through her body. Her cheeks were blushing with embarrassment.’
‘What’s that now?’ Mike said teasingly. ‘It’s a bit harder when I turn your uniform off and you have to deal with your shame and embarrassment all on your own isn’t it?’ 
‘I...’ Amber still felt incredibly horny. ‘Are you sure my uniform is completely off, Master?’ She said confused, ‘or is the uniform still making me aroused?’
Mike shook his head. ‘That’s nothing for you to worry about, sweety’ He said.
‘Now tell the camera why you need a cock in that pretty little mouth of yours.’
‘I’m a slut,’ she said with a burning face. ‘I’m a cock slut and I need my Master’s cock and I’m addicted to my Master’s cock because it’s so big and magnificent and gorgeous, and I’m addicted to giving him blow jobs and –
She didn’t get a chance to finish what she was saying, because Mike grunted, threw his phone aside and thrust his stiff member deep within her throat. He was kneeling next to her, leaning his pelvis against her face, fucking her, just fucking her in the mouth.
Amber gagged and moaned. It was very hard to breath with his 7 inches pounding her throat. Yet she tried to please him to the best of her ability, she tried to welcome him inside.
It didn’t take long before he blew his load against the roof of her mouth. She swallowed all of his cum.
‘Good girl.’ He said with a satisfied tremble in his voice. ‘Good girl, what kind of reward do you think you’ve deserved by that?’
He showed her the screen on his phone, the numbers one to ten. Off course she wanted to give herself a ten, but she wasn’t sure whether her attitude today had actually deserved at ten. Also, she’d already received his cum, wasn’t that enough of a reward, or even more of a reward than she actually deserved? Maybe she needed to receive more pain to pay for the honor of giving him a blow job.
‘I can see from the biofeedback-loop that’s a confusing question for you.’ He said. ‘Should Master decide your reward?’
She let out a relieved sigh. ‘Yes, please. Whatever pleases my Master.’
‘Well it would please me greatly if you would think about my sperm in your mouth just now, describe to me how that tasted, how that felt.’
‘It was warm,’ she mumbled. ‘And wet. And it was such an honor, and...’
A wave of euphoria crashed through her body. Pushing her straight into orgasm. Her pussy clenching, her hips rocking, her head tilting backwards. 
She felt Mike’s fingers in between her legs pressing into her pussy. ‘Go on then.’ He said. ‘Cum for your Master, squirt for your Master, while you think about my cum.’
Another rush of euphoria igniting a second orgasm right on top of the first one. He kept on encouraging her to squirt, but she couldn’t, she couldn’t squirt on command apparently. Even when he forced her to have a third orgasm.
‘You’re a strange little creature, Amber.’ He said staring at his phone. ‘What’s the difference between your orgasm this morning and your orgasm just now?’
‘I don’t know Master,’ Amber said still a bit dazed and out of breath.
‘Off course you don’t know, but just to be sure let’s make sure we save your biofeedback data from today, so hopefully I can discern a pattern.’
‘Yes, Master.’ She said.
He chuckled and patted her on the tummy. ‘I’m glad you agree.’ He said. He bent over and gave her a little kiss on the tip of her nose. ‘What time is it?’ He looked at his watch and then pouted his lips. ‘Oops,’ he said. ‘It’s much later than I thought. I should probably let you clean yourself up and bring you back to your cage.’
For a moment he stared at her. ‘But then again the more training time we get in the faster you can actually get to work, and Lord knows we could use an extra set of hands. So... I guess we can squeeze in another training, can’t we?’
‘Whatever pleases you, Master.’ Amber said.
‘Well it pleases me to play with you some more, so that’s decided then. But first let’s give your brain a little time to recuperate and turn your uniform off.’ He pressed some buttons on his phone and then Amber was confused for a moment. There was a hint of panic bubbling up in her chest, but then there was also anger and fear and this feeling of being so utterly powerless that she’d just wanted to surrender and shut down and go with the flow.
His phone was beeping. ‘I know, I know,’ He said to the phone. ‘Off course she’s going to feel a lot of worrisome things when she’s unmediated, but she needs a break and I’m right here.’
He walked over to the mini fridge and got out two bottles of Pepsi. He fed her the Pepsi with a straw and then he complained about the hotel not being ready enough to order room service, so he fed her a bag of crisps and a banana. ‘That should do it for now.’ He said after he squeezed the peel in the empty crisp package and threw everything in the basket with peanut shells.
‘How are you feeling Amber?’ He first studied her face and then he gazed at the biofeedback-loop on his phone. ‘You’re getting there aren’t you?’
‘I don’t know, Master.’ Amber said.
He smiled and briefly squeezed her cheek.
‘See!’ He said.
‘Are you ready for the next part of your training?’ He asked.
‘I guess. If that would please you, I am Master.’
‘Adorable.’ He mused.
‘Now listen to me Amber. Being a slave is about letting go, it’s about surrendering control and transferring authority to your Master. I’ve got a little exercise for you that will help you to do so.’
First he put on a blindfold and then he placed noise canceling headphones over her ears, soft calming music was effectively drowning out any and all surrounding sounds. Amber was completely detached from the world around her, she couldn’t see or hear anything that was going on. In a way she was locked into her own body. The only thing she observed where the sensations in her wrists and ankles when she pulled on her restraints. The wrinkles in the sheet that covered the mattress, the places where her uniform was just a bit tighter and pinching into her skin.
She didn’t know whether he was playing with her uniform, she didn’t know what he was programming her uniform to do. Yet suddenly and out of nowhere she became really horny, after a while the horniness faded and she felt the pain, there were a myriad of different emotions and moods passing through her body and she didn’t know whether she could trust herself, she didn’t know which thoughts and moods were actually hers and which were forced onto her by the uniform. It didn’t quite matter did it? No matter if the feeling was sincere or technologically induced she was still feeling it, her body was still responding the same way, she had no control over her own feelings whatsoever. She just relaxed and let the parade of feelings pass through her.
There was a nipple hurting, while she was experiencing pleasure at the same time. Was that even possible, was her uniform capable of sending such localized mixed massages? She felt a hand cupping her face, fingers stroking her cheek and then suddenly she was slapped in the face. She let out a startled squeal. Confused and disoriented about what was going on.
Another slap, this time her little tittie was slapped, no her face again, no he was pinching her nipple until she cried out in pain and then suddenly she felt a warm moist mouth covering her boob, the tongue swirling around her nipple.
He was poking her and hurting her and spanking her, and then he was caressing her again, and then he was changing her thoughts by programming her uniform. For a long time she tried to keep track of what was happening, she tried to deduce a pattern and figure out what he was going to do next. Last time a painful slap in her face was followed by him suckling on her nipple right? So this time, this slap should be followed by... no? What? Another slap? He pulled on her hair. He tickled her until she was giggling and completely out of breath. His fingers were toying with her pussy, softly rubbing her, making her more and more aroused, or was that the uniform making her more and more aroused? 
It was complete randomness, a string of sensations. It was easier to stop trying to understand it. Like in a roller coaster when you try to anticipate the corners and the dips it’s almost impossible, but when you just surrender and let it happen, and allow your body be shaken around, then it’s actually quite a pleasurable experience.
There was a finger entering her pussy, she was being finger fucked for a while, but then the finger disappeared again. A cock was shoved into her mouth and almost instinctively she started to suck it. A mouth covering her pussy, a tongue playing with her little clitty. The cock choking her.
She was panting with pleasure letting out a moan once in a while, although her moans were muffled by the cock stuffed into her throat.
Eventually the cock disappeared again and the she felt the shaft sliding up and down against her pussy lips. Intuitively she tilted her hips to let him inside, but that was met with another slap in her face. Although she couldn’t really be sure there was a connection there, maybe it was punishment for her behavior, or maybe that was just a random slap. Just her Master hitting her in the face to let her know that he could.
The cock slid inside of her pussy. She felt delightfully stretched out and filled up. Overcome with pleasure she gasped. Her pussy clenching around his cock as if she was trying to milk the cum out of him.
She pushed her body upwards. Her belly against his hairy belly, or was it his chest? A hand around her chin, no around her throat. He was choking her, pushing her deeper into the mattress and then pounding her at the same time.
She couldn’t breath, she was getting dizzy, but just as she was about the pass out he let go and let her inhale some fresh air. The moment she had her breathing under control his fingers closed around her neck once more. It was making her lightheaded and helpless. It was as if those fingers around her neck were squeezing every little bit of control out of her, forcing her to just surrender to him, surrender to his cock, his hand, his body, his every whim.
Her orgasm was building up getting bigger and bigger until she simply couldn’t control it anymore. She came. Her entire body trembled and was overrun with this intense climax. He slapped her in the face. He pinched her nipple. He bit her shoulder. But her orgasm was like a runaway freight train, nothing could stop it anymore, nothing could get in it’s way.
It was simply out of her control. She kept on orgasming and then she felt a seep of cum squirting out of her. A wet spot emerging between her legs, drenching him, her own uniform and the mattress. He didn’t even seem to care, his cock kept on pounding her. His mouth covering her mouth, she could taste her own pussy juices still lingering on his lips, his stubble chafing her cheeks, his lips coercing her to answer his kiss. She slid her tongue in his mouth.
He picked up pace. Rapidly pounding her. He was panting, his irregular breaths caressed her cheeks. The thrusting became even more frantic. His fingers squeezing in her ass, his nails digging into her skin, a few irregular trusts and then she could feel him trembling and shivering on top of her. His loud moaning was audible through her noise canceling headphones and soothing music.
She felt his cock throbbing and his sperm shooting out of his cock filling up her pussy. That sensation was enough to put her over the edge again, or maybe he’d orchestrated it with his phone, she didn’t care where the pleasures came from, they just filled up her body, they took over her body and she was cumming on his cock. Squirting once more.
Her body was exhausted. After her orgasm had tapered away she just lazily kept laying there on the mattress. Just waiting for whatever would happen next.
He took the headphones from her head and then lifted her blindfold. She was blinking against the bright lights and overwhelmed by all the sounds she could suddenly hear. The bird chirping outside, the ruffling of the starchy bedsheets, his heavy breathing, the jingling of her restraints whenever she moved her arms or legs.
‘So.’ Mike said still slightly panting. His face was red and there was an enamored glaze in his eyes when he looked at her.
She smiled and just kept laying there, as long as he didn’t specifically say what he’d expected from her she would just lay here. 
‘Let’s turn you’re uniform off and check the results.’ He tapped his phone.
Amber didn’t feel any different, she just kept laying there, waiting for something to happen, waiting for another instruction to follow.
‘Is it off now?’ She asked.
He smiled and nodded. ‘Yep.’ He said. He showed her the app with all the wriggly lines. ‘See.’
She shrugged.
‘These are great results.’ He said. ‘Let’s untie you.’ 
A moment later she was free, yet she didn’t move. He had to order her to first sit up and then stand up. He commanded her to follow him. He didn’t close up her uniform though, the flap of fabric that was supposed to go round her bum and snap in front of her crotch was now dangling loosely against her ass and her thigh. The fabric was wet with her own squirt still. He brought her downstairs, they went through another door, another stairs and then they were in some sort of communal shower area.
It was pretty, it looked somewhat like the communal shower area in dressing rooms and gymnasiums although this one was way more fancy. There was even a fountain in the middle of the room, that looked like an old roman column. Master told her were she could find soap and shampoo and shaving materials and then he leaned against the edge of the fountain and he told her exactly how to clean herself up. He supervised her while she shaved herself, while she brushed her teeth, and combed her hair. Afterwards he inspected her nails and hands, he checked whether the markings on her wrist and ankles were just markings from the restraints or whether her skin was broken and she needed a band-aid.
After that he explained how she should clean her uniform. She was told to wash it by hand in the fountain and then she should put it on a bunch of glass tubes, that exuded a blueish glow. He explained a bit about the technology that went into her uniform, and how the special fabric would dry almost instantly while at the same time her uniform would recharge. It were a lot of complicated words and she didn’t much care about his explanation, the only thing she recognized was bluetooth, she’d heard about bluetooth before.
Lazily she leaned against the wall, waiting for her uniform to be done charging and drying. She saw his eyes going over her body.
‘You’re really gorgeous, Amber,’ He said.
‘Thank you.’ She mumbled shyly.
He smiled. ‘Just look at yourself, you’ve got such a petite little bod, with those firm titties, a small waist, and then just the perfect amount of hips and ass, to just...’ He showed his hand clawing and squeezing an imaginary ass. Then he kissed his fingers as if he were some Italian guy telling her the food was delicious.
She pressed her lips together and looked at his feet. The seem of his trousers were too long, dangling in the puddle on the ground, and there was a ribbon of wetness rising up in the fabric.
‘And then this whole shy, miss innocence thing... and not to forget you’re an anal virgin too. Just...We have to make sure you’re ready for Brad, when he comes to check up on us. You look pretty ready now, don’t you?’
‘I don’t know.’ She said.
‘No, you’re right we won’t know for sure what will be left of the training after a good nights sleep. There’s always quite an irregular one step forward three steps back kind of pattern in the beginning.’ He reached out for her uniform and checked on the fabric.
‘Naturally you girls would normally wash and charge you’re uniform before you step into the shower, so it’s dry when you’re ready.’
‘Okay Master,’ Amber said.
‘Cute.’ He mumbled. ‘Come give me a kiss.’ He reached out his arms and she stepped forwards. She stood close to him and was held in this tight embrace, he lifted her chin and planted a little kiss on her lips. His hands sliding over her lower back, cupping her ass.
‘Now get dressed.’ He said gesturing towards her uniform. ‘Before I loose my self-control and take your anal virginity all for myself.’
He playfully slapped her ass. She grabbed her uniform from the drying and charging station and pulled it over her head, she closed the snaps in front of her crotch and then pulled on the elastic fabric to make sure all the white sensor patches were in the right spot, two patches on her nipples, a patch on her crotch, she had to close the choker, so the patch in her neck would connect with her brain stem. When she was fully dressed his phone started buzzing.
‘There you are again.’ He said, quickly flashing her the app. ‘Now, hop-hop back to your cage, it’s two o’clock at night, way past your bedtime.’ Across a hallway was the dungeon with the cages. They walked through the aisle and Amber stepped into her own cage.
‘There’s a new girl.’ She said pointing to a girl she hadn’t seen before, in a cage that had been empty the other day.
‘Yep, Kimberly nailed her job interview.’ He said with a smile. ‘More fresh meat to train. Boy I work so hard these days, I should be careful not to get a burn-out.’ He let out a loud chuckle that echoed against the concrete walls. ‘Go lie down on your bed, so you won’t hurt yourself if I put the theta waves on.’ He gestured and Amber obediently sat down. She was feeling dizzy and lightheaded already. She yawned as the sleepiness was slowly taking over her body.
‘Nighty-night sweetheart, see you in a few hours.’ He said. Her eyes rolled backwards, she slumped into the mattress and then the drowsiness was taking control and the theta waves coaxed her to sleep.




3 – The Test
There was a loud bang followed by a scream. Annoyed Amber opened her eyes and stared at the ceiling of her cage. The screaming didn’t stop and the banging transformed into a beat, a repetitive rhythm.
‘What’s going on?’ She mumbled grumpily.
She pushed herself up to a sitting position and looked around. The cages were dim lit and dark. She walked towards the front of her cell but Master wasn’t there. She just saw the other girls. Marissa en Kimberly were panicking and kicking the bars and screaming.
‘Hey.’ She said. ‘Why are you doing that?’
‘We have to get out of here.’ Kimberly said. ‘This isn’t right, this... is... I didn’t sign up for this.’
‘It was in the contract, wasn’t it?’ Amber said.
‘Yes,’ Dina said. ‘It’s in the contract. Just sit and calm yourselves down. We shouldn’t be awake right now.’
‘I shouldn’t be in a cage right now.’ Kimberly said. ‘It’s this uniform, isn’t it? They’re controlling us with this uniform.’ She started tugging on her French maid’s outfit. Amber involuntarily braced herself for pain and punishment, but nothing happened.
‘It is.’ Marissa said. ‘It’s the uniform.’ She also took her clothes off and the two girls were naked now, trying to find a way out of their cages.
Amber looked at them, she could understand where they were coming from, part of her wanted to take her uniform off too, but her body simply didn’t respond. She put her hands on the fabric and stroke the elastic skirt.
‘Just stay calm,’ Dina was now yelling at the other two girls. ‘I guess there will be someone with us shortly to fix all this.’
‘You’re brainwashed.’ Kimberly said. ‘O my god you’re brainwashed and their going to brainwash me too.’
‘Calm down.’ Dina said. ‘You’ve signed a contract for three months, every job takes some time getting used to. If after three months you still don’t like it or if they don’t like you, then they’ll let you go. However most people I know are devastated when they are let go.’
‘How long have you been working here?’ Amber asked.
‘At this location less then a week, but working for Mike this is my third year. I first served at his hotel in the States, but he brought me with him to get this branch in Europe up and running. I’m sort of his favorite, he couldn’t bare to be without me for all these weeks.’ Dina sounded proud.
‘Fuck!’ A man stepped into the aisle and walked in between the cages. ‘They’re all awake.’ He said into a walkie-talkie. ‘Two of them are naked.’ The guy had a round red face with blond hair and blue eyes.
‘Who are you?’ Dina asked.
‘I’m Jeremy.’ He said. ‘I’m the financial director.’
‘I’ve never seen you before.’ Amber said.
‘Why would you have seen me? Mike’s in charge of training and handling personnel. It’s just chaos up there this morning.’ He walked over to the cage were Kimberly was still screaming and crying. ‘You must be the new one.’ He said. He pushed his hands in between the bars and tried to caress Kimberly. She growled at him.
‘Are you coming then?’ Jeremy said into the walkie-talkie.
‘Fuck, fuck, fuck,’ Mike said as he stepped into the room. ‘I guess because the internet guys were here to upgrade our stuff, everything went offline.’ He sighed. ‘Now I have to reboot and reinitialize all the uniforms and we probably have to repeat a lot of their training. I don’t have time for this shit.’
‘Those two aren’t even wearing their uniforms anymore.’ Jeremy said.
‘I know. I saw.’ Mike said. ‘Okay let’s start with Dina.’ He was pressing something on his phone and then he waited a little while. ‘You’re ready.’ He said. ‘Why don’t you and Jeremy go upstairs to unpack the chairs and set up the dining area.
‘And then Marissa.’ He stepped towards Marissa’s cage. ‘You’re naked.’ He said. ‘So who’s then still wearing her uniform.’ He looked around. ‘Amber?’ He said. ‘Well what an unexpected but welcome surprise, Amber.’ He reinitialized her uniform and a moment later his phone beeped. ‘So,’ he said while staring at her biofeedback, ‘lets see what’s going on here.’ He clacked his tongue a few times and then tilted his head while he looked at her.
‘Okay, okay.’ He said. ‘Interesting, quite interesting... off course there’s a bit of a data gap, but so far this seems to suggest that there has been no regression at all tonight. Maybe because you weren’t in bed until three and your sleep cycle was interrupted this morning. Which if that is true would make my live a whole lot more easier.’ He smiled. ‘Imagine how much easier it would be to train you I didn’t have this unpredictable regression to deal with.’ He smiled and Amber gave him a friendly smile back.
‘Anyway, good girls get rewards.’ He said. ‘He tapped the screen of his phone and a burst of happiness exploded in her tummy. Amber closed her eyes while she marveled in the joy and the bliss of the moment.
‘So... seeing how I’m probably going to be busy with getting Marissa and Kimberly back in their uniform again and trying to salvage their training, do you think you can help Dina and Jeremy with the dining room?’
‘I guess.’ Amber said.
He unlocked her cage and explained to how to get to the dining room. On her own she strolled through hallways and doors, she didn’t went straight to the dining room, but now and again she opened a door just to see what was behind it. She found a little spa with a sauna, a ball room, an empty cupboard and then she reached reception.
She walked to the exit, opened the door and looked out over the parking lot with the little green hedges. She took a breath of fresh air, she enjoyed the sun caressing her skin, but she didn’t actually step outside. She just stood in the doorway for a while.
The entire world was out there, the rest of the world was just on step away. She followed a little butterfly with her eyes as he hopped from hedge to hedge, until he eventually flew out of sight.
She went back inside and joined the people in the dining room. The entire day she was busy unpacking those IKEA boxes and assembling dining chairs. She got a little break to eat lunch, and later they’d ordered some pizza for dinner. The four of them sat on the new dining chairs around the newly assembled dining tables. Amber picked up a slice of pepperoni pizza and stretched out her shoulders and back. She got a muscle ache from working all day. She couldn’t wait to get back to bed.
However Mike seemed even more exhausted, he was yawning perpetually and putting his head down on his lower arm and moaning softly.
‘Are you alright Master?’ Dina put a hand on his shoulder and softly caressed his back.
‘It’s just.... soooo much work.’ He said. ‘Brad will be her tomorrow afternoon and I’ve got to find at least one cook still, and then I’ve only got four maid’s to cover reception, breakfast, dinner, to clean the rooms, hopefully open the spa. Four isn’t enough, but I can’t train you guys any faster, can I... or I’d have to double up, train two of you at the same time. Wait.’ He lifted his head and looked at them questioningly. ‘Would that be possible? That would really safe me a lot of time. How would that even work? wouldn’t they just trigger each other? Probably? It’s a bad idea. We’d just have to keep grinding, now is not the time to experiment.’
He put his head down on his arm again.
‘You could transfer Liza and Jacqueline here from the States.’ Dina said trying to cheer him up.
‘If you tell me how it works I don’t mind training a few of them, just tell me which App to download.’ Jeremy said.
Mike laughed. ‘Yeah,’ he said. ‘It’s not that easy. There’s this whole psychological theory behind it and you need to be able to read their biofeedback, if it were as easy as controlling a girl with an App on your phone and just like that they’re obedient robots they wouldn’t need to be trained at all, would they?’
‘I’m just trying to help.’ Jeremy said defensive.
‘I’ll know something that’ll cheer you up, Master.’ Dina said in a sultry voice. ‘Maybe you need to train me tonight.’
He swatted her hand away. ‘No.’ He said. ‘I’d rather work with Amber tonight, figure out what’s going on with her, she might be the key to making my life a whole lot easier.’
Amber got a fluttering feeling in her tummy and she started blushing. Master had chosen her, Master had chosen her over his favorite girl. That must mean she was his favorite now.
She was told to sit in his office. He attached his phone to his computer and scrolled back and forth through the wriggling lines and the numbers. He seemed to be completely entranced by her biofeedback and Amber wondered what she was doing there.
‘So Amber,’ He said at last. He tilted his head and looked at her. For a moment he was quiet.
She wondered what was expected of her, maybe she should stand up, yeah, maybe she should stand in position one. She lifted herself from the chair and behind her back she held her own wrist. She wasn’t sure why she behaved like that, there was just a drive to obey him, a drive to stand in this position. Obeying him made sense.
‘Play with yourself.’ He said.
Ambers hand slid in between her legs and she started to rub her own pussy.
‘Tell me what you are.’ He said.
‘I’m your slave. I’m you’re little slut. I’m you’re property.’
‘Now spank yourself. No wait, use this.’ He handed her a wooden spoon. She bent over and showed him her butt. Carefully she hit herself with the wooden spoon. The pain traveled through her skin and left a warm glowing redness in her butt. He encouraged her to spank herself harder and harder. And no matter how much pain she’d inflicted on herself, she kept obeying him, she kept hitting herself harder and harder upon his request.
She was told to kneel at his feet and give him a blow job and she did. Her mouth sliding over his hardened cock until he came.
Eventually she had to bend over the desk, spread her pussy lips and beg him to fuck her. She did. ‘Please Master, Please.’ She said. ‘I need to feel you inside of me. I’m so lonely and empty without you.’ He fucked her and quite helpful she tilted her hips back and forth in his rhythm.
When he orgasmed, he asked her how she was feeling.
Amber yawned. ‘Tired,’ she said.
‘I’ll say, you barely slept four hours tonight. What else?’
‘Err...’ Amber’s stared out the window and she saw white cloud drifting by quickly. ‘It was an honor to please you I guess,’ she said hesitantly. ‘And I know my feelings are irrelevant, but I would love to just be outside for a while and go for a little stroll, or something, and yeah... I don’t know what I’m feeling, it’s a mess, a big confused tangled web of emotions, although like I already said my emotions are irrelevant.’
‘You’re confused?’ Mike said. ‘You’re a mystery Amber. Technically you just passed the test and you would be cleared for unsupervised work, so there shouldn’t be any confusion left in that pretty little head of yours.’
She shrugged. ‘It’s your tech isn’t it? Just push a button and stop me being confused.’
He tilted his head. ‘Would you like that?’ He asked.
‘Does it matter what I would like?’ She replied.
‘I can stop the confusion. I’ll just knock you down a few IQ points, it may seem like a contradiction, but the dumber you are, the less you get wrapped up in your own thoughts.’
‘Do it.’ Amber said.
He tapped the screen on his phone, he tapped it several times and then Amber felt herself calm down. Her muscles relaxed and a satisfied glow spread through her chest. She yawned again.
He gave her an inquisitive look. ‘Better?’ He asked.
‘Sure.’ She said.
‘Amber, Amber, Amber.’ He was shaking his head. ‘You’re... a strange little creature.’ He took her downstairs. She had to wash her uniform and take a shower and then he brought her back to bed. He left her in her cage.
‘Now please don’t go regressing on me.’ He said as he put on the theta waves. With a slurred voice she promised she wouldn’t and soon she was far away in dreamland.




4 – Her anal virginity
The next morning she was the first to be woken up by Mike. As she laid there staring at the guy on the other side of the bars the drowsiness slowly dissipated from her thoughts and she remembered what happened.
As her memories returned a little plot formed in her head. If today she would be send upstairs to do chores she would just... sneak out. Resisting only meant she got more and more training, but if she played along sooner or later an opportunity of escape would present itself and she’d be out of here.
‘Good Morning Master.’ She tried to sound as mindless and obedient as she could.
‘Morning Amber.’ He mumbled, he stared at his phone and Amber was scared he would see right through her, that somehow her biofeedback would betray her and told him that she planned to escape.
‘How are you doing today?’ He asked.
‘I’m fine, Master.’ She said.
‘It says here you’re a little bit nervous, what are you nervous about?’
‘My feelings don’t matter, Master,’ She said. ‘My feelings are irrelevant.’
Those words just blurted out of her mouth, eerily quickly, as if they’d been on the tip of her tongue. It confused her, she was just playing along was she? Or was her uniform on, was her uniform controlling her and telling her what to say and what to think. He gave her a quick little smile.
‘How are you feeling today, Master?’ She asked. ‘Not too stressed out I hope. How can I be of service to you?’
He was still staring at the screen on his phone. ‘I don’t know Amber.’ He said.
‘It would be really helpful, if I could count on you to help prep the hotel today.’
‘Yes, Master. You can count on me.’ She said. There were some nervous butterflies in her tummy. The moment she’d had the chance to walk away she would.
‘Strange.’ He said. ‘There’s some irregularities in your biofeedback I can’t explain.’ He tilted his head and gave her an inquisitive look.
Amber approached the bars of her cage. ‘Let me look,’ she said. She tried to suppress all nervous feelings and to project the biofeedback of someone who was fully trained. She stared at the wriggly lines and pretended to understand. ‘I see.’ She said. ‘It’s not that irregular though.’ Behind her back she crossed her fingers. ‘Maybe it just means I’m trained so well that I’m eager to please my Master, that I can’t wait to start working for my Master and that I’m nervous about not being a good enough slave.’ She said.
‘See.’ He lifted his palm to the ceiling. ‘This is precisely what I mean. It’s cute, don’t get me wrong, I’m not complaining, but it’s highly irregular.’
Amber fidgeted with the seam of her skirt, she rolled the fabric between her thumb and index finger into a little tube.
‘Amber can I trust you?’ He asked as he pushed something on her phone.
‘No you can not.’ Amber said. ‘I’ll probably bolt the first chance I get.’ She wasn’t sure why she was saying that out loud. He must have put on the anti-lie function. She tried to hide her words behind a cute smile, she blinked her eyes and pouted her lips. ‘Kiss?’ She asked. ‘Will Master give me a kiss?’
He sighed he pressed his face against the bars and she quickly put her mouth against his mouth. Grazing her tongue past her lips.
‘You’re manipulating me, aren’t you?’
‘Yes, I am Master.’ She said.
He laughed and snapped his fingers. ‘That sentence.’ He said. ‘That’s the root of your atypical behavior. You’re manipulating me but at the same time, you obviously think of me as you’re Master. That’s weird, that’s weird Amber.’
‘I’m sorry,’ she said.
‘So...What are we going to do?’ He said staring at his phone. ‘I could certainly use the man power, but is it worth the risk?’
‘It is!’ Amber said.
‘How can we reduce the risks?’ He asked.
Amber reached her hand through the cage and grabbed his wrist, she pulled the phone closer and stared at the wriggly lines and all the boxes filled with numbers. ‘You should impair the elements in my brain that would make me a flight risk.’ She said. ‘So maybe... make me stupid again, and then block any fear and anger and panic, and then promise to give me rewards and make me addicted to whatever you want me to do. The anti-lie stuff is still on, isn’t it?’
He nodded. ‘Yeah.’ He said, ‘I like you being so talkative and honest with me.’ He said with a smile. He tapped some other stuff onto his phone screen, she saw it happening, she saw him entering a number and then she saw one of the lines dropping, and then he entered another number and she saw another line moving. Yet she didn’t feel any different at all.
‘What are you doing now,’ she said.
He didn’t answer though. He opened her cage and ordered her to go upstairs and unpack the boxes in his office.
‘And don’t forget,’ he said waving his phone back and forth. ‘Even when I’m not standing next to you I’ll always know what you’re doing.’
Amber went upstairs all by herself, she completely ignored the front door and went straight into his office. The boxes were filled with heavy curtains, and after asking Jeremy she’d learned those curtains were supposed to go in the rooms on the second floor. All day she worked on hanging curtains, there were only six rooms on the second floor, but the windows were big and there were two curtains needed to cover the entire thing.
A few times she ran into Jeremy, who had a stack of paintings with him that he dispersed through-out the hallways and the rooms. When Amber came downstairs she saw Dina unpacking a food delivery, she was lifting boxes of vegetables out of the truck and putting it in the kitchen. Marissa was also back to work already she was rubbing a wet cloth over all the new dining tables and then adding a table cloth and a little flower.
In the afternoon when Amber came down for the last box and the last set of curtains there was another guy sitting in Mike’s office. He was leaning on Mike’s desk and the two of them seemed to be talking. He was a big guy, with big muscles. He was dressed in a tank top that accentuated his shoulder muscles and six pack. Amber couldn’t help but stare. A rugged jawline grazed by a three day stubble and even though they were inside he was still wearing his sunglasses, giving him the air of a movie star.
He ran a hand through his hair and briefly nodded when Amber stepped into the office to open the next box. Yet he never stopped talking.
‘We should do a soft opening this weekend.’ He said. ‘We’ll manage on a skeleton crew for now, with this sort of thing we won’t be fully booked from the beginning anyway, seeing this is an exclusive and extraordinary service we offer, we’re aiming for an extraordinary target demographic.’
‘But we don’t even have a cook yet.’ Mike sputtered.
‘People aren’t coming her for the food, are they buddy?’ Brad said. ‘You have four girls here. Surely one of them knows how to make some scrambled eggs.’
‘I do.’ Amber said. ‘I can do sunny side up too.’ She was hoisting the curtains on her shoulder but she didn’t leave the office. ‘You’re really attractive by the way.’ 
‘Here.’ Brad said gesturing at her. ‘There we have our breakfast cook. What’s your name sweety.’
‘It’s Amber.’ She said. ‘The anti-lying tech is still on isn’t it?’ She asked Mike. ‘Otherwise I wouldn’t have complimented your appearance, probably. I would have felt really embarrassed about that, but now I feel fine. Did you turn down my embarrassment too?’
‘So this is the Amber I’ve heard so much about?’ Brad said. He pulled the curtains from her shoulder and then turned her around. ‘She’s indeed a beauty. Come closer so I can feel you.’ His hand was sliding up her thigh and cupping her bum.
‘No.’ Amber said. ‘You’re not my Master.’ She stepped backwards and swatted his hand away.
Mike just sighed. ‘That’s what I mean.’ He said.
‘Shouldn’t you punish that behavior then?’ Brad asked.
A moment later the familiar white pain was invading her body.
‘I’m sorry.’ She whimpered. ‘I’m sorry, Master.’
‘You don’t even know what you’re sorry for.’ Mike said.
‘So tell me, Master. Please tell me what I’m feeling sorry about.’
‘You were disrespectful to Master’s friend, Master’s guest.’ Mike said.
‘Okay, I’m sorry for being disrespectful to your friend.’ She said. However he just turned up the pain and Amber dropped onto the ground. Sitting on hand and knees she was wailing in agony, not really sure how to sit or stand to make the pain bearable.
‘She said she was sorry.’ Brad said forgiving.
‘But she isn’t,’ Mike said. ‘According to her biofeedback she’s not actually feeling remorse, she’s not actually surrendering to our commands, she’s not actually suddenly respecting you or any of our guests. She’s just saying whatever so she gets to control when the pain stops.’
‘I’m not Master.’ Amber said begging and whining. ‘I swear I’m truly sorry. You’re friend is the greatest person who has ever lived and I can only look up to him with the greatest humility and admiration, he’s got a really sexy body.’
Now Brad was laughing. ‘At least she’s creative and quick on her feet.’
‘She’s dangerous, don’t let her fool you.’ Mike said.
‘I like a little dangerous.’ Brad was licking his lips. He lifted his sunglasses and leaned over his armchair to look down on her. Amber was still writhing around on the ground in pain. ‘Please,’ she said. ‘I’m sorry Brad, I swear I feel honest remorse.’
‘So when do you know when she’s done?’ Brad asked.
‘When she stops begging and pleading with us because she sees the gravity of her digression and she understand the need to be punished for it.’
‘How long does that usually take?’ Brad asked.
Mike shrugged. ‘Depends on the girl in question. The other three get there a lot quicker a few minutes, sometimes even a few seconds is usually enough for them, but little Amber here had me punish her for almost half an hour the other day before the message began to sink in.’
‘I’m not deaf you know.’ Amber blurted out in between her painful grunts. ‘Now I can just be quiet and pretend to understand and stuff.’
Mike laughed. ‘Well then it’s a good thing you’re still honest enough to tell me.’
Amber kicked her heels in the floor, she kicked against the wall. ‘I hate you, I hate this. I’m gonna run away. I’m not going to say another word. I’m not telling you anything.’
It was annoying that her mouth just kept talking and telling them her plan. She let out a frustrated cry.
‘I wish you’d never came by, you stupid Brad.’ She said. ‘When it was just Master and me everything was a lot more fun.’
‘I’ll think you needs a little bit more.’ Mike said. ‘If you can still talk it probably isn’t hurting that much.’
He tapped something on his phone and the pain intensified. She was gasping for air, her whole body tensing up and fighting back. She screamed and then she bit down on the curtains to hide her screams.
Mike sighed. ‘Well I guess that’s going to take a while.’ He said. ‘You were saying you want to open with a skeleton crew and I say even if we do, this weekend is way too soon, it’ll be next weekend at least.’
‘Yeah,’ Brad said. He was still distracted as he kept on looking at Amber. ‘Poor thing,’ He mumbled. ‘But yeah, I think a skeleton crew will work, since we’re just slowly building up a client base in Europe here. I’ll invite some key figures for opening night, Maybe Dex, Paul and Beasty Bob and I guess it makes sense to get some judges and politicians in here as soon as possible to gain enough material to cover our asses.’
‘With just the four girls it doesn’t make sense to invite more than four people, especially if they need to wait tables and cook as well, and what if one wants to bring two girls at once into his room?’
Brad and Mike kept on talking business. There were making plans, comparing numbers, talking strategy and all that time Amber was crawling around on the floor in pain, completely forgotten about. They ignored her little cries and moans. So she started to scream louder and louder. However that only resulted in Mike turning up the pain another notch.
For a moment she was completely incapacitated by the pain that was coarsening through her body, but eventually she got used to it. She crawled towards Brad’s shoe and in an impulse she bit his ankle. If she was in pain, he deserved to be in pain too.
‘Fucking little bitch,’ Brad yelled. He kicked her away from him, the nose of his shoe slamming into her elbow. It didn’t even hurt, at least it didn’t hurt in a way that was discernible from the pain that she was already in.
‘Careful Brad, don’t damage the girl.’ Mike said.
‘Well she “damaged” me first,’ He put his foot on the desk and showed Mike the pink circle of teeth that marked his ankle.
‘Did she break skin?’
‘Nah.’ Brad said as he put his leg down again.
‘I thought you liked it when they bit you.’
Brad gave Mike the finger. ‘Shut up,’ He said. ‘Them biting my shoulder because they loose control when they fuck me is hella hot, being attacked while in a business meeting is not.’
‘Come here.’ Mike said. He gestured Amber to come closer. She was told to lie down in front of him under his desk and then he put his legs on top of her, as if she was nothing but a little footstool. Once more the pain increased, she was squirming and kicking and trying to roll around, but Master wouldn’t let her. He just pushed his foot down and pinned her down on the ground, then he continued their meeting.
Amber started to feel lightheaded and dizzy. She wasn’t sure whether she was out of breath from all the screaming or whether the pain was getting to her or whether maybe he’d added some theta waves or something.
She closed her eyes and inhaled deeply. Maybe she’d could endure all this pain with the help of meditation, if she just concentrated enough, if she just fantasized about lying on the beach.
‘We’re not on the beach.’ She said out loud.
‘We’re not sweety.’ Mike said. He shifted his foot so the sole of his shoe was pressing into her nipple. In an impulse she grabbed his ankle and pulled the shoe towards her mouth. She gave him a little kiss on the rubber nose.
‘What are you doing, Amber?’ Mike asked, while looking under his desk to watch her.
She kissed the shoe again and with theatrically demure eyes she looked up at him. I’m a slave and you’re my Master, she wanted to say, I’m your property and I understand I need to be punished. However those weren’t the words that actually came out of her mouth.
‘I still don’t understand why you need to punish me even after I said I’m sorry,’ she said. ‘I’m still hatching schemes to get out of my punishments.’ 
‘You are?’ Mike asked.
‘I don’t want to.’ She said. Tears were welling up and she rubbed the back of her hand against her eyes
‘You think you need to be punished some more.’
‘I don’t know.’ She said. ‘A lot more probably. By the way I hate it that you still won’t allow me to lie.’
Both Mike and Brad laughed loudly.
‘Yeah Mike, why don’t you allow your little slaves to lie to you.’ Brad said chuckling.
Mike put his shoe upon her face and almost crushed her face between his foot and the floor. She started crying. ‘Don’t laugh at me.’ She said confused.
‘Why would you want to lie to your Master,’ Brad said. ‘Don’t you want your Master to know all about you?’
‘No,’ she said.
‘We should try to ignore her.’ Mike said to Brad. ‘As long as she can get a response out of us, she’s feeling in control and she won’t completely surrender to our authority.’ He pressed the sole of his shoe into her face, her cheek squished beneath the leather, and she could almost taste the dirt in her mouth.
‘Now I understand why it takes such a long time training them.’ Brad said.
‘Let’s focus on the figures.’ Mike said. Again the two men were talking shop, no matter how much she screamed and cried, no matter what she did no response came, staying quiet on purpose didn’t get their attention, screaming and calling them names didn’t yield any response, begging and pleading and sucking up to them was only met with silence.
The pain wasn’t half as bad as being ignored. The pain although uncomfortable, she was getting used to, as if her body was growing desensitized, but being ignored made her so angry and frustrated. She felt more and more helpless. She kicked against his desk hoping to grab his attention like that, but although sometimes there was a little break in their conversation they never really acknowledged her being there.
Eventually something in her head shifted, a shiver of helplessness ran down her spine and grew bigger and bigger, usurping all of her other emotions, until she was completely drenched with this sense of helplessness. She cried, just inconsolable weeping until she was out of breath and gasping to inhale some fresh air in between her sobbing. Her whole body was tingling with this notion of helplessness, with this lack of control, and then her brain just shut down. She let go completely. She surrendered.
She felt so small and insignificant.
A phone beeped. ‘There she is.’ Mike said. His voice came from far away as if she was under water an everything sounded dull and transformed. The pain faded and was exchanged for a sense of euphoria. Although there was a moment where both seemed to be the same sensation, there was something happening to her body, something that was out of her control.
It didn’t take long for her to realize how good it the euphoria felt in comparison to the pain. She closed her eyes and relaxed. She felt numb and she didn’t realize were she was, she was just laying there on the ground, marveling in all the happy feelings. She wasn’t even sure whether she was actually receiving a reward or whether she was so used to the pain and the discomfort that just the lack of it felt like one of those euphoric rewards already.
She started crying again.
‘Come.’ Mike gestured for her to get up from the ground. He pulled her on his lap and wrapped his arms around her and softly he rocked her back and forth. His chin resting on her shoulder.
‘How are you doing?’ He asked.
She just stared at the desk and then she stared at the guy on the other side of the desk, his tight tank top, his bulging muscles.
‘Do you understand why you needed to be punished?’ Mike asked.
‘Not really.’ She said.
Mike lifted his eyebrows. ‘You’re a tough one, sweety. Do you think you need to be punished some more?’
‘No, no, no.’ She said hastily. ‘I mean. If it pleases you Master, then I guess yes.’
Mike frowned. ‘You did something that displeased your Master,’ Mike said. ‘You needed to be punished to make sure it wouldn’t happen again.’
Ambers eyes grew bigger. ‘O no!’ She said in shock. She put a hand in front of her mouth. ‘I’m so sorry Master. I don’t ever want to displease you. I’m sorry but I don’t even remember what I did wrong. I’m...’
She couldn’t talk anymore. She was sobbing so hard and she felt so badly. She wanted to please her Master and now she didn’t, somehow she didn’t.
‘You need to punish me some more.’ She said. ‘I don’t know what I did wrong, so I can’t prevent it happening again.’ Her chest felt so tight. ‘You need to punish me some more Master.’ She said. ‘Please.’
‘Amber. Listen to me. I want you to respect and obey my guest and do everything he tells you to do, okay? If you talk back or become sassy with him that would make me very sad and then I’ll need to punish you again.’
‘Yes Master,’ she said nodding her head.
‘Now, stand up and let Brad inspect that pretty little bod of yours.’
Shyly she walked over to the guy in the tank top. He reached for her thigh and pulled her closer. His fingers squeezing into her flesh. He pulled her closer until she was standing in between his legs. Her knees holding her in place, although she probably could still walk away if she wanted to. She didn’t want to, she didn’t dare too, she wanted to please her Master.
Brad’s hands were running over her body, sliding up and down her waist, cupping her tits and eventually he pulled the crotch of her uniform to the side his fingers prodded around in her pussy. He tried to slid two fingers into her little hole at the same time. That didn’t fit. Maybe it would’ve fit if she was a bit wetter down there, but right now those two fingers definitely didn’t slide inside easily.
Brad grunted.
‘I’m sorry,’ She mumbled, not really sure what she did wrong or why he would be frustrated with her.
‘For what?’ Brad asked.
She shrugged. ‘I’ve honestly no idea, but you sounded... your grunt just now, sounded unhappy.’
‘Au contraire, my darling. You are delightfully tight down there.’
‘I told you.’ Mike said.
‘Is she good?’ Brad asked.
‘I’m good.’ Amber hasted to say.
Brad patted her on the head. ‘I’m not talking to you sweety. Is she good to go? Can we use her right now or will that just mess up the training?’
‘You can use her.’ Mike said.
Brad didn’t need to be told twice. He stood up from his chair and an moment later he had pushed her over the desk. Her chin and cheek pressing into the dark wood. He pulled open the snaps around her crotch and removed the flap. His fingers rubbing up and down through her pussy.
‘Can you make her a bit wetter,’ Brad asked. ‘Otherwise I’m never going to fit.’
‘Sure. But you’ll have to put the uniform back.’ Brad pulled the flap around her crotch once more and closed the snaps. A moment later her arousal was rising through the roof, she was so incredible horny, she was rubbing her hand over her own crotch and moaning.
Mike told her to turn around, to sit on the desk and then he pulled her backwards, so her head was dangling over the edge at his side. She was staring right into his crotch.
He held her hands and prevented her from touching herself and then they just let her squirm and moan and writhe around, completely overrun by pleasure.
‘She’s gorgeous.’ Brad said. ‘How long do we have to wait.’
‘Just feel her up to see if the wetness is to your liking.’ Mike said.
Brad fingers examined her crotch, he pulled on her skin and laid his finger in between her pussy lips. ‘A little more.’ He said.
Mike reached for his phone and her arousal seemed to be doubling. Her eyes were rolling up in her head, her back arching, her hips were rocking and turning. She moaned and screamed.
Her hands still restrained by Mike.
Again she felt Brad’s fingers against her pussy and then he snapped open the crotch of her uniform. Immediately her arousal dropped to manageable levels. Brad unzipped his pants and showed her his large cock. First he slapped his stiff rod a few times against her vulva and then he entered her ever so slowly.
He was panting and cursing. ‘Oh, fuck. Fuck that’s tight. That’s so tight.’ He bit his lips and his eyes closed as if he was trying to get himself under control. On the other side of her body, Mike also unzipped his pants and got his cock out. He swirled the tip of his cock around her face, leaving a wet line of pre-cum in her eyebrow and on her cheek. When he was closing in on her mouth, she intuitively opened her lips to welcome him inside.
‘Good girl,’ Mike said as he trust his cock inside of her.
Brad was pounding her in her pussy. He held her hips and pulled her back and forth while he shoved his cock deep inside of her.
She felt her pussy lips being stretched out and his cock was reaching so deep in her pussy that she could feel it in her stomach. It wasn’t an unpleasant feeling, but she wasn’t quite used to this feeling either.
She was invaded on both sides of her body, there was the cock in her mouth and the one entering her between her legs. It was too much to comprehend, too much pleasure, too much sensations. She closed her eyes and let her body be shaken back and forth, she listened to the grunts and the panting.
The cock in her pussy was cumming first, the hands around her hips squeezing and pinching her. His nails digging deep into her skin as he forcefully pulled her over his climaxing cock and shot his sperm inside of her.
Mike was still going though, still jamming his cock down her throat, making it almost impossible to breath. She was gasping for air but the cock kept on pounding her until Mike clamped up and started to tremble, then she felt his cum seeping into her throat. She almost choked on it, she couldn’t swallow while hanging upside down with her head over the edge. She pushed Mike away and pulled herself up to a sitting position. Coughing and gagging she was slamming herself on her chest as she swallowed every last bit of cum.
Brad reached out and patted her on the back. ‘Is she alright?’ He asked.
Mike unlocked his phone and looked at the wriggling lines. ‘She’s fine.’ He said.
‘She’s damn fine.’ Brad said. ‘She’s so tight it’s unbelievable. She may very well be my new favorite.’
‘You haven’t even tried the other ones,’ Mike said. ‘But I did predict you would be fond of her. She’s my new favorite too, I guess.’
‘Hey,’ Amber said catching her breath. She wiped a strand of hair from her face. ‘Don’t talk about me in the third person, that’s impolite. I’m right here. I can hear you, you know.’
Brad started laughing. ‘Pull up your legs and spread your pussy lips for me, I want to see my cum dripping out of you.’
‘I... Okay.’ Amber put her feet on the desk and showed him her little pussy.
‘Gorgeous.’ He said, while blowing her a kiss.
‘I’m not sure whether you agree with her personality though,’ Mike said. ‘She is really inexperienced, I call her miss innocence.’
‘Miss Innocence?’ Brad said scoffing. ‘More like Miss Bratty Sassy Spunky-Spunk.’
‘Yeah, right now, because her training is bit botched up, but she has very little experience, I mean the kinkiest thing she’d ever did is masturbate in a public bathroom, because she wanted to focus on her studies instead of being distracted by horniness.’
Brad started laughing. ‘Really?’ He asked cupping Amber’s face. ‘Is that the kinkiest thing you’d ever done?’
‘Not anymore,’ she said. ‘I guess getting spit roasted by my boss and his friend in my bosses office is kinkier.’
Mike was laughing now too. ‘At least she’s familiar with the terminology. She’s also the anal virgin.’
‘That’s her?’ Brad asked while pointing at her. ‘Can you get anymore perfect Amber?’
‘Probably.’ She said. ‘If my training isn’t botched and you guys won’t have to punish me every other day.’
Mike pulled on her hair. ‘You’re moving onto thin ice sweetheart. First you refer to your Master as your boss and now you’re talking back.’
‘I’m sorry.’ She mumbled.
‘You’d better be.’ Mike said. He luckily didn’t check his phone to see if she was actually sorry. Otherwise he would’ve seen she’d just said sorry to get him off her back and then she’d be forced into another round of punishments again.
‘Show me your little star.’ Brad said while tugging on her thigh.
‘What star?’ Amber asked.
‘He means you need to show him your asshole.’ Mike said, he titled his head a little bit and gave Brad an inquisitive look. ‘What are you planning to do?’ He asked.
‘Nothing.’ Brad said defensive. ‘Just taking a little look.’ He grabbed Amber and bent her over the table again. A hand in her neck pushed her down and kept her in place and with his other hand he spread her ass cheeks.
‘Look at that.’ He said. She felt the tip of his finger inching closer towards her butt crack, caressing her, caressing the rim of her asshole. ‘Isn’t that the cutest?’
‘Be careful, Brad,’ Mike said threatening.
‘I just want to feel how tight it is, only the tip of my finger, okay Mike? I just need to feel her asshole pinch around my thumb.’
‘Don’t! Think of all the money we could make if we’d auction off her anal virginity.’
‘How much?’ Brad asked.
‘We did it in the States once and then this business man payed 14K, and that girl wasn’t by far as pretty as our Amber here.’
‘I don’t want my anal virginity to be auctioned off.’ Amber said in disgust.
‘Off course you don’t want that sweetheart,’ Brad said in a soothing voice. ‘You want uncle Brad to take your anal virginity right here, right now, don’t you?’
His finger was still circling her anus. She had the urge to stand up and push him away, but then she remembered all the punishment and she got confused. She slammed her head into the wooden desk.
‘Stop that.’ Mike said with a hint of panic in his voice. ‘Don’t hurt yourself, why are you hurting yourself?’
‘Because I’m not allowed to hurt Brad.’ She said.
‘And you felt you needed punishment for having those desires in the first place?’ Mike asked.
‘No, I was just trying to avoid doing stuff that could get me in trouble.’ Amber said.
Mike looked at her and then he looked at his phone. ‘Okay fine.’ He said.
‘Okay fine I can take her anal virginity?’
‘No!’ Mike said. ‘Okay fine she stopped hurting herself and her biofeedback-loop shows no deviations that need my immediate attention.’
‘Think about it. I invested 1.3 mille in this project.’ Brad said. ‘That’s way more than a 14K right. Besides won’t I be indirectly paying that 14K anyway because I’m taking that money out of my own pocket?’
‘Brad.’
‘No, no, no, Mike. Listen to me, what’s the point in running a business like this if we, the shareholders, don’t get to join in on the fun?’
‘We just had a lot of fun.’
‘True.’ Brad said. ‘But that fun can continue. Come on Mike, there will be other anal virgins. Hell maybe we even find a real virgin to come work for us, some day.’ Brad thumb was still circling her asshole, putting a little bit of pressure on her tight little hole once in a while, but he didn’t push through.
‘Okay,’ Mike finally said begrudgingly. ‘But only this once, and only because like you said you’ve invested a lot of money and I want to keep my shareholders happy.’
‘Thank you.’ Brad said with a relieved sigh. ‘Thank you Mike. I won’t forget this buddy. I owe you one.’ He put more pressure on his thumb until her asshole opened up and swallowed the tip of his finger.
‘No,’ Amber said. ‘Gross, don’t do that. Master, please.’
‘Ssh,’ Mike said. With a defeated look on his face he sat down on his chair, he unlocked his phone and checked on her biofeedback. Amber felt herself getting aroused.
‘Are you doing that?’ She asked Mike.
‘Don’t worry about it, okay?’ Mike said, he tapped something else into his phone and soon it was like she couldn’t think anymore, no complex thoughts seemed to form, there was just the arousal and all she could think was; this feels nice.
Brad removed his thumb and then pressed his own face into her ass, his tongue licking her tiny hole, circling around it.
Involuntarily Amber giggled. ‘Fuck me,’ She said. ‘That’s such a weird feeling.’
‘I’m not in a hurry sweety,’ Brad said. ‘I will fuck you. I will fuck you all night long if I get the opportunity.’ When he talked his breath was cooling and drying the wet spots his tongue had left on her ass. Again she giggled. She wriggled her hips around and tried to shake him off.
Mike held her hands and gave her a reassuring look. ‘Calm down, sweety. It’s okay, you’re gonna be okay. Just be calm and relax. The more you relax the less it’s gonna hurt.’
‘It’s gonna hurt?’ She asked. ‘Right now it feels more ticklish to be honest. Maybe when you’ve had me in so much pain for my punishment, my pain tolerance has shifted.’
Mike just gave her a weak smile, but behind her Brad was grunting once more. He stood up and laid the shaft of his cock in her between her butt cheeks. He moved his cock slowly up and down and then she felt the tip of his cock pressing against her hole.
He pushed himself inside and it stung painfully. ‘Ouch, ouch, ouch,’ she said with a hint of panic in her chest.
‘Ssh,’ Mike said. He was softly stroking her hair and then he briefly adjusted something on his phone. ‘See, nice and calm.’ He said.
The panic faded and she was left with a careless indifference. Brad’s cock slid deeper and deeper inside of her, and every inch seemed to hurt a little bit more.
‘I don’t like this.’ She said.
Mike tapped something on his phone again and arousal was spreading through her body, although it was mostly spreading through her upper body, her tits and shoulders and mouth were incredibly horny, but the lower part of her body was still experiencing discomfort.
‘That’s better isn’t it?’ Mike said.
‘I guess.’ Amber mumbled.
‘Are you ready?’ Brad asked.
‘For what?’ Amber asked.
Brad didn’t answer. He folded his fingers around her hips and started pounding her roughly. Amber wailed in pain and struggled to get away. However both Brad and Mike pinned her down and held her in place. Mike talked to her in a soft voice.
‘It’s gonna be over soon sweety, just relax okay.’
‘No.’ She said. ‘How can I relax, when that’s happening to me?’
Mike kissed the tears from her face. He stroke her hair and he kept talking to her in a soft and soothing voice. While from behind Brad kept on thrusting his cock in and out of her tight little asshole. He was grunting and cursing and then his fingers started to squeeze harder. His cock was throbbing and his sperm filled up her asshole.
When his cock disappeared there was a strange empty feeling left in ass. She pulled her wrist out of Mike’s hands and moved around the office, she paced back and forth and rocked her hips, but the weird feeling stayed with her. 
‘You want more?’ Brad asked.
‘Definitely not.’ Amber said.
‘You did very well sweety,’ Mike said.
‘Well she was a bit whiny and grumpy about it.’ Brad said.
‘True.’ Mike said.
‘I still think I deserve a reward level ten now.’ Amber said. She picked Mike’s phone up from the desk. ‘Tell me how to unlock it.’
Brad and Mike gave each other a look that she couldn’t quite interpret.
‘She’s getting too rowdy, isn’t she?’ Brad said.
Mike just shrugged, he held out his hand and Amber hesitantly dangled the phone over his hand. ‘I’m not too rowdy, am I?’ she said. ‘You’re not going to punish me, are you. By the way if I’m too rowdy that’s your fault, you have that no-lying filter still on, if I would be able to lie I’d be much more compliant.’
‘My phone please.’ Mike said, completely ignoring everything she’d rambled on about. She put the phone in is hand and he pulled up the App with the biofeedback.
‘What are you Amber?’ He asked.
‘I’m kind of annoyed,’ she said, ‘and also I’m squicked out by the butt stuff.’
‘Are you my slave?’ Mike asked.
‘O yeah, that too I guess.’ Amber said.
‘What doest it mean to be a slave?’ Mike asked.
‘Apparently that you get fucked in the butt by Master’s friends.’
Mike sighed. ‘Amber, focus.’ He said. ‘Tell me what it means to be a slave.’
‘I don’t know.’ She said. ‘Maybe that you do as you were told and that other people control you and are the boss of you and that you have no free will left.’
Mike closed his eyes for a moment, then suddenly he became angry. ‘Damn it.’ He said. He slammed on his desk and both Amber and Brad were startled by his outburst.
‘I’m sorry.’ Brad said. ‘Is this my fault?’
Mike shook his head. ‘Maybe.’ He said. ‘I guess, this sort of regression is quite normal, I just.... I just hoped that maybe with Amber we wouldn’t have to deal with it. Most regression happens when they’re sleeping, but her sleep cycle was interrupted, and hence her training was still strong and in effect when she woke up this morning. But I guess that didn’t last long, maybe it was just wishful thinking.’
‘I’ll help you train her.’ Brad said.
‘Yeah, Jeremy offered to help as well yesterday,’ Mike said. He showed him the phone with the biofeedback-loop. ‘But it’s not as easy as it seems, it’s not just fucking them and playing with them. Can you read this?’
Brad shrugged. ‘It’s says 0.583 and 12 and 138.6 and 0.034.’
Mike was waiting almost with a glimmer of hope in his face, but Brad didn’t know the meaning of these specific numbers.
‘I know what that means.’ Amber said. ‘It means I’m bored.’
Mike shook his head. ‘It means that... Okay... yeah I can imagine that translates into feeling bored.’
‘See,’ Amber said full of triumph. ‘And I’m still waiting for my level ten reward for taking it up the butt, although I know that if I’m asking for it then you probably feel that I’m trying to control you, so you’d withhold it from me until I admit that it’s out of my control and you’re the one who has the authority to decide when and where rewards will be given. Honestly I’d be a much better slave if you’d allowed me to lie.’
Mike tilted his head a little bit. ‘Fine let’s try that.’ He tapped something on his screen and gave her an expectant look. Amber didn’t feel anything different.
‘My name is Anastasia.’ She said and then she smiled. ‘It’s not, just trying if I could lie already.’ 
‘You can.’ Mike said. ‘Now go ahead and tell me what it means to be a slave.’
‘It means my Master is like the greatest guy that’s ever lived and I want so badly to please him sexually, even if that means taking it up the butt for your friend. I did that for you, Master, and now it’s completely up to you whether I receive a reward or not, because pleasing you Master is a reward on it’s own.’
Mike tilted his head a little bit and looked at her with a bemused smile. ‘I guess lying works, still I’m going to put you back in your cage for now.’ He said. ‘We’ll continue our training tomorrow.’
‘What about me?’ Brad asked.
‘Well, you’ve have three other girls to sample,’ Mike said. ‘And we also have to sit down with Jeremy and John and hash out the administrative stuff, we still need to find a cook, preferably someone with both decent cooking skills as well as compromised moral values and we need to go over the contracts of our suppliers and Hans will be here to give us some legal advise on our contracts and Terms of Service.’
‘Fine,’ Brad said. ‘Fine, fine. I get it, we have work to do.’
Mike walked her downstairs he order her to get back in her cage. There was another girl sleeping in a cage too, Amber couldn’t see who it was.
‘But I don’t want to go back in a cage.’ Amber said. ‘I want to be with you Master, I need to hang up the curtains still, there’s still a room without curtains.’
Mike gave her a little push in her lower back and forced her to step into her little cell. He closed the door and then looked something on his phone.
‘Don’t put me to sleep.’ She said. ‘I still deserve the level ten reward.’
Mike pressed a button, half and half she expected it to be the theta waves, but she was overrun with euphoric pleasure. She dropped to the ground and was writhing around on the floor. He back arching in ecstasy. Her orgasm burst and the arousal crashed through her body. Slamming her hands and feet into the ground.
‘Hmm.’ Mike made a noise. ‘Okay, nighty-night.’ He must have turned on the theta waves because Amber felt the sleep quickly taking over her mind.
‘But I’m not even in bed yet,’ she said. Her voice already slurring, she tried to crawl towards the mattress, but she was barely able the grab a the sheets with her hand when her body slumped onto the floor and she fell into a deep sleep.




5 – Opening Night
She awoke the next day on the precisely the same place in her cell on the floor. Although this time there weren’t any other girls in the other cages. Mike brought her to one of the hotel rooms. He had her practice the positions, until it felt like second nature to present herself in a nice way for her Master or his guests. She had to recite the lines, over and over and over again. She had to say how she was his Slave and how she was his property and how her single goal in life was to please him and that her own feelings didn’t matter. Then he forced her to submit to him sexually. When she was tired and her mind was numb, when resisting seemed obsolete and obeying almost happened intuitively, she was brought back to her cage.
And when she woke-up the same pattern repeated itself again. On some days they practiced serving imaginary guests dinner in the dining room, other times she had to practice sitting at reception and Mike talked her through the system, all the while emphasizing the importance of customer service and being helpful and subservient to the guests.
On other days they focused more on the sexual submission, he ordered her to give him a foot massage, and another time he wanted a striptease, sometimes she had to crawl over the floor and humiliate herself for him, at other times he was all about spanking her and giving her pain, yet other times the focus was more on experiencing sexual pleasure and she was forced to orgasm over and over and over again.
The hotel slowly filled up, more and more girls appeared in the cages around her, but a few days later she would see the same girls already out and about helping with a delivery of wine glasses.
‘Why don’t they need to be trained,’ she said whiny as they walked past the new blond girl with the tip tilted nose.
‘She’s trained already.’ Mike said.
‘I’m trained too.’ Amber said.
‘No, you’re not.’
‘Why not?’ Amber asked.
Mike just sighed. ‘I have no idea Amber, maybe I cut myself in the fingers and made a mistake earlier on in your training, or maybe you’re just a tougher nut to crack. Hell maybe you’re even altogether untrainable, maybe you’ve just got such a stubborn personality, you’ll never be completely trained.’ 
‘Okay,’ Amber said. ‘But listen, I initially applied for a job as maid, right? So if maybe you can’t turn me into the perfect sex slave, then let me be an imperfect sex slave and I could still clean the rooms, or serve the guests, or work reception, just let me do something.’
Mike put a hand in her neck, he forced her to look at him and he gave her a quick peck on her lips. ‘This type of comments is precisely what’s so confusing about training you.’ He said.
‘Okay.’ Amber said with a serious face. ‘I’ll keep quiet.’
Mike laughed. ‘You promise that each time, but even if I don’t have your lying and your self-control disabled you keep on blurting out these....well these... not exactly submissive or demure opinions.’
‘So maybe you should increase my self-control.’ Amber said.
‘Yeah, unfortunately I don’t know how to do that yet. It’s easy to intercept and turn off, but to increase it is in this case not simply achieved by increasing the brainwaves and the neurotransmitters involved, that works with emotions, not with skills.’
Amber sighed. ‘Fine we’ll do the regular training once more. Hi Brad, how are you doing today.’
They crossed him in the hallway and Amber waved at him.
Brad wanted to say something, but Mike lifted his finger and Brad went away.
‘What was that all about?’
‘Nothing,’ Mike said. ‘Don’t worry about it, just tell me what it means to be a slave.’
She took a deep breath and recited the lines. Over time the training did seem to be sinking in, that numb feeling of surrender started to pop-up sooner and sooner during the trainings, until eventually it was there immediately when she woke up. It was almost as if part of her brain was turned off. As if part of her brain was deemed irrelevant. It felt as if she was functioning on some primal instinct. Just obedience, just serving and pleasing, she didn’t even have to consciously remind herself that her own desires were unimportant because she didn’t have any desires of her own, in a way she was will-less. She didn’t have to suppress her own feelings anymore, because the only thing she felt was admiration and respect for her Master.
She stopped figuring out when her uniform was on and controlling her and when her uniform was off. In the end it didn’t matter. She was obeying Master, one way or the other Master was the one in control. 
‘Are you sure that’s gonna work?’
‘Not 100%, but I’ll take my chances.’
‘Fine, Let’s wake her up.’ Brad’s voice said.
‘She’s already coming to.’
‘Amber,’ Brad said as if he was luring her to the land of the awake.
‘And if it doesn’t work, so be it, then she’s finished. I’ve sunk so many hours in this one, just because you think she’s hot. Otherwise I would’ve never invested so much and just fired her days ago.’
‘Well it’s not just about me, you think she’s hot too.’ Brad said.
Amber was waking up in her cage, she could hear the two men bickering, she rolled over and between her eyelashes she peeked at the two men standing in front of her cage, that was unusual. On other days it had just been Mike picking her up for training. Were they bickering about her?
She closed her eyes and pretended to be a sleep still. Both because she didn’t feel like getting trained again, but also because she was curious what they had to say about her.
‘Off course I think she’s hot, but the investment to turnover ratio isn’t worth it.’
‘Yet,’ Brad said. ‘Yet. But if we figure the squirting thing out and we put her in the schedule for tonight, I promise, guest are going to walk away with her. For sure, a hundred percent.’
‘How are we suppose to figure the squirting thing out? The first guests are already arriving.’
‘You have Dina and Freya working reception, they’ll be better hosts than we’ll ever be.’ Brad said smug.
Amber had never heard about Freya. She tried to remember the new girls and figure out which one of them seemed like a Freya, but she’d only saw them for a few seconds everyday when she was taken out of her cager or being put back in.
‘Amber.’ Mike said strictly. 
She jumped up, ran towards the front of her cell and obediently stood in position one. ‘How can I be of service to you, Master?’
‘You weren’t pretending to be asleep just now, were you?’ Mike asked.
‘No Master.’
He titled his head and gave her an inquisitive look. ‘Okay, come on.’ He opened the cage and she was taken upstairs. Brad was playfully tugging on her hair and slapping her on the butt as they walked through the hallway. They went into the office and Amber was tied down against the wall.
‘Go grab a towel then,’ He said to Brad. ‘I don’t want to mop the floor if we do figure out how it works.’
Brad left the room and returned with a stack of towels that he draped around Amber’s legs. His hand sliding up her thigh and his fingers briefly grazed past her pussy. ‘I missed you,’ He said. ‘Nothing against Dina, she’s adorable too, but I’m glad you’re almost ready. Did you miss me too?’ He asked.
She pressed her lips together and quickly looked at Master.
‘Hey, did you miss uncle Brad, sweetheart?’ He cupped her chin and forced her to look at him.
‘You’re not my uncle,’ she said. ‘But sure, I missed you like crazy, like everyday when I was unconscious in my cage I was dreaming about you.’
‘Mike, put that no lying filter on, please.’ Brad said.
‘No.’ Mike said. ‘I’ve let you push me around these last few weeks because you are our main investor, but this is not play time. We have a hotel to run, we have an opening night to oversee and manage. In the end we’re a business and it’s about turning a profit.’
‘I know, buddy,’ Brad said in a patronizing tone of voice. ‘But as a person that has been a multimillionaire for the larger part of my life, let me ask you a question. What is money all about?’
Mike had a confused look on his face.
‘Power?’ Amber asked.
‘Thank you sweety,’ Brad said pointing to her. ‘Money is about power and not to get all philosophical on you, but what is power about? No? Neither of you knows? It’s about sex, everything is about sex. Why are all those businessman and politicians and movie stars acquiring wealth? So they can spend it in places like yours, so they get to fuck and control this perfect little thing and live out their fantasies. We. You and I, Mike, we’ve already made it, we’re already there. We have a dungeon of hot sexy things at our disposal, why not enjoy what we have?’
‘What are you implying?’ Mike said. ‘When you came to my hotel in the States and offered me money to open a hotel in Europe, was that all a scam? Did you just wanted me to train you a bunch of girls for your personal use? It would’ve been a whole lot cheaper to just tell me the truth right of the bat and train the girls without this whole hotel business to take care of.’
‘No, no, no, you don’t understand.’ Brad said. ‘A hotel is good, you know, it gives us leverage over other wealthy dudes, it makes money, there’s nothing wrong with making more money.’
‘Okay...’ Mike said. ‘I’ve had enough, I’m going to check up on Dina and the girls.’ He threw his phone on the desk. ‘Do with her what you must, I don’t care anymore, ruin her training if you will. I’m done with her.’
He stepped out of the office and slammed the door.
‘Don’t take it personally.’ Brad said to Amber. ‘He’s just stressed out because it’s opening weekend. I’d better go after him and pour some whiskey into him, something to take the edge off.’ Brad now also walked out the door, leaving Amber totally and utterly alone in the office.
With her wrist tied above her head, she was leaning against the wall. She waited for somebody to come back, but nobody came they all seemed to have forgotten her. She listened to the sounds coming from the hallway. Once in a while there was a set of footsteps, but there were no voices and no one entered the office.
Her feet started to hurt and she tried to shift her weight from one foot onto the other. She stared out of the window, but there wasn’t much to see there, just a little creek and some bushes. Not even a bird or a squirrel to entertain her.
The phone on his desk was beeping. She stared at the rectangular apparatus and suddenly she was filled with fear. If his phone was here, Mike wouldn’t have access to her biofeedback, he wouldn’t know if she was scared or angry. He wouldn’t know if she was out of breath or about to faint.
His phone beeped again. Maybe that was a warning, maybe those beeps meant her health was dropping below an acceptable level already, like maybe having her hands tied above her head would cut off her circulation, the alarm was probably about to warn him that she needed to be untied, but now he wouldn’t know.
She was pulling on her wrist, trying to slip her hand out off the leather cuffs, but they were clasped too tightly. She tried to move her fingers to push the leather strap through the buckle.
The phone buzzed again. Maybe he was just getting a text message, that meant she wasn’t dying at all, yet just to be sure she’d better escape. One of the rules of being a slave was about being Master’s property and having to take care of her Master’s property with respect and kindness.
Well remaining here tied up in a potentially harmful way wasn’t in line with that rule that she had to take care of herself, was it? She stood on her tippy-toes and tried to reach the leather cuffs with her mouth, that way she could untie herself with her teeth. Her wrist were too high.
However it did bring her onto another idea. She tried to hook her foot behind a chair, and after few minutes of trying and stretching she managed to slide the chair closer and closer. With her hips she pushed the chair in place and then she climbed onto the seat. Which was actually quite hard without using her hands. However a moment later she was standing upright, her wrist in front of her face and with her teeth she’d managed to pull the strap out of the clasp, after she freed her first hand it was easy to free her other hand and then she walked over to the phone.
She’d tilted the screen and used the sunlight to see what route to track to unlock the phone, a moment later she was in and she stared at her own biofeedback. There was a number flickering, but she didn’t know whether that was right or wrong. It didn’t feel like there was something wrong with her.
She tried to tap on the number, but she couldn’t change it. The entire App was quite complicated actually. She found a drop down menu, and when she click on one of the items the biofeedback-loop changed completely, yet she didn’t feel any different. Maybe this was the lying thing or the embarrassment thing?
‘I’m King George the Second.’ She said out loud and she concluded that it wasn’t the lying thing, maybe she was looking at another girls biofeedback. How would Mike know who he was looking at?
She randomly clicked on some symbols and numbers, she just clicked on anything until she found the screen with the numbers 1 to 10. This must be the rewards, right? Just to be careful, cause it might as well be the pain and punishment function she tapped on the one. She didn’t feel any different though. She tapped on the 10. Still nothing. Although he biofeedback did show a spike in the red and pink and purple lines.
Maybe she was giving another girl an orgasm. She giggled thinking about Dina behind reception or Marissa as a waitress suddenly writhing around on the ground in pleasure. From the drop down menu she selected another one and another one, she kept dealing out rewards, until she finally found the one that connected with her own uniform.
She gave herself a reward level ten and marveled in the euphoric pleasures that were overtaking her body. As soon as she was capable of moving again she gave herself another ten and another one and another. She just kept on cumming, it was so addictive and so easy, she didn’t even have to touch herself and masturbate. It didn’t have to build up. Just hit the ten on his phone and a moment later this deliriously happy feeling burst through her loins, guiding her to orgasm, after orgasm, after orgasm. She was getting out of breath, her heart beating fast, her breathing out of control.
‘I told you I don’t know why those out of nowhere suddenly got off.’ Mike said angry, as he stepped into his office. Amber hid underneath his desk and tried to keep quiet.
‘We’ll you’re the brainwashing wunderkind. Fix it. we can’t have things like this go wrong, not tonight.’
Amber was fairly certain she wouldn’t be able to enjoy a ten reward quietly, but a three she would be able to manage right? With a nervous butterflies in her tummy, aware of the risk she was taking she pressed the three. She felt a fraction of an orgasm spread through her body and she still had to bite in her own arm to not let out any sound that would tell them she was there. 
‘Not tonight and not ever.’ Mike said. ‘Where’s my phone? And where’s that fucking girl? Did she escape?’
Amber stared at the screen, she had his phone, she had her Master’s phone. It would probably please him if she gave it back, but then again it would please her to press the four. She carefully tapped the four and then braced herself for the euphoria of her orgasm. See, if she just bit her arm, she wouldn’t give herself away, maybe she could even do a five.
‘Jeremy probably untied  her or something, he wasn’t in on our plot, maybe we should’ve told him. Anyway, if we find your phone we can check were the girl is. Don’t you think it’s a bit irresponsible to keep something as instrumental as your phone that is like central command center of all girls just laying around?’
‘I gave it to you,’ Mike said. ‘You’ve had it last.’
‘I’ve never even touched your phone.’ Brad said.
Six, would she be able to keep herself together during a six? She tapped the number. Her body was contracting spasmodically from all the pleasure and she really had to try her hardest not to accidentally slam her elbow or her knee against the desk.
‘So why isn’t my phone in this fucking office then?’ Mike said frustrated. ‘Where’s my fucking phone!’
‘Listen buddy. Take a breath. I know you’re stressed out, but your phone can’t be far, alright? I call you and if it’s here somewhere, we’ll hear it. But just in case we don’t find it, you do have a back-up of that App somewhere on your laptop or on a tablet we could use tonight, right?’
Amber pressed the seven and then the phone started ringing. The gig was up, she would be discovered anyway, hastily she hit the ten a bunch of times and she let the warm bliss full euphoria wash over her, an all encompassing orgasm that was still going strong when Mike’s face appeared beneath his desk.
‘Amber. Fucking, Amber.’ He said livid.
He didn’t take his phone back so she gave herself another ten, her eyes rolling up in her skull, when she opened her eyes again Brad face now also appeared beneath the desk. Brad was shaking his head.
‘Are you playing with toys you shouldn’t be playing with, honey?’ He said bemused.
‘No,’ Amber said. She gave herself another ten.
‘This is not funny.’ Mike said. He tried to pry the phone from her finger and suddenly there was this primal force guiding her actions. She bit Mike, she hissed at him, she kicked and screamed at spit at him and she refused to let go of the phone.
She was so determined to keep the phone to herself that for a while she was able to fight off the two man. She came at them with everything she had. She was out of breath, she was hit in the face and she was fairly sure her nose was bleeding, yet she didn’t even feel the pain. All that mattered was keeping the phone.
Eventually the two man won. They wrestled her to the ground and while Brad sat down on top of her to keep her in place, Mike finally pulled the phone from her hand. He tapped on the screen and the fight disappeared from Amber’s body. All feelings disappeared from her body, she wasn’t scared or angry or determined anymore, there was just this completely neutral state of nothingness.
She stopped fighting and hesitantly Brad let go of her. She kept on laying there on the floor of the office.
‘Is she calm?’ Brad asked.
‘Well she’s not screaming and biting and kicking anymore, is she?’ Mike said.
‘Don’t snap at me.’ Brad said.
Mike seemed to ignore that statement, he was swiping through his phone. ‘What did you do Amber?’ He mumbled. Although it wasn’t really a question more a devastated sigh.
‘I gave myself a reward Master,’ Amber said.
‘Don’t play innocent with me.’ He said. Mike was shaking his head and hiding is face in his hands. ‘Honestly Brad, This is it. I’m done with this girl, she maybe hot and petite and she may have a tight cunt but she’s impossible to work with.’
‘We didn’t even finish the plan, it could’ve worked.’
‘But it didn’t. Look at her. Obviously it didn’t work and she’d probably erased weeks of training in these past few minutes.’
‘She seems nice and compliant now,’ Brad said.
‘Yeah with the emphasis on ‘seems’ she might as well be manipulating us.’
‘I am?’ Amber asked. ‘I thought you turned off all emotions, so I would be this like... indifferent emptiness.’
‘Did that too,’ Mike said, ‘but that doesn’t mean you’re not playing us.’
‘Show me.’ Amber said. She pushed herself up to a sitting position and pulled on his arm to look at his phone, when she reached out to give herself another rewards. He held the phone just out of her reach.
‘I give up. I’m ready to fire her.’ Mike said.
‘Fine.’ Brad said. ‘I still think it would be a pity and we were almost there weren’t we? But I can see she’s giving you a lot of stress and she’s responding atypically compared to the other girls.’
‘No, I’m not.’ Amber said. ‘Every other girl would’ve done the same thing if they had the opportunity to give themselves a reward.’
Mike just sighed. ‘Take off your uniform.’ He said.
Amber looked back and forth from Mike to Brad. ‘Are you serious?’ She asked.
Mike just gave her a cold nod.
‘No.’ She said. She pressed the fabric of her uniform even tighter against her body. ‘No please.’ A sense of panic and desperation. She didn’t know whether she was honestly feeling this distressed about getting fired or whether he was controlling her with his phone.
‘Is my uniform on?’ She asked.
‘No,’ Mike said. ‘Look.’ He threw his phone on the desk, there were no more lines in the graph and all numbers were turned to zero. ‘I want you to take off your uniform and leave my hotel immediately. I can’t have you messing things up, not tonight.’
Full of worry and disbelief Amber looked up at his face. He seemed serious. She looked at Brad for support but he shrugged his shoulders. Tears propped up in her eyes. She wanted to listen to Master, she wanted to obey him, but not if that meant taking of her uniform and leaving the hotel. She hooked her finger behind her choker, tears running down her face as she thought about the future outside of the hotel. No more uniform, no more rewards, no more Master to please, no more Brad to please. No more fucking. No more submission. 
‘I can’t.’ She said. ‘I can’t Master, please. I want to stay with you, I need to stay with you. I’ll do anything. I promise. I promise I’ll obey. I promise I’ll do whatever you want me to do.’
She dropped to her knees and folded her hands. She was begging him, kissing his shoes, and pledging her devotion to him.
‘I must say Mike, you’re a genius.’ Brad gave her Master a pat on the shoulder.
Mike looked down on her. ‘I am?’ He asked. ‘It wasn’t the plan I had in mind, but it seemed to have had a similar effect.’
‘What?’ Amber said confused she looked up from the one guy to the other. This was all a ploy? But how and why? Why would the two of them been plotting to get her fired? It didn’t make sense. ‘Please.’ She whining. ‘Please don’t fire me.’
‘Look at her Mike,’ Brad said. ‘Let’s give her another chance.’
‘Yes, Master, give me another chance.’ 
Mike let out a deep sigh. ‘I don’t know Amber,’ he said. ‘She’s had so many chances already.’ 
‘I’ll prove myself.’ She said. ‘I will prove myself to you Master.’ She promised.
‘Fine, fine.’ Mike said begrudgingly. He put his index finger in the air. ‘One night.’ He said. ‘You get one night to prove yourself. If I get any complaints about you, whether it’s from a guest or another girl or one of the guys who work for me, just one complaint and your finished, understood?’
‘Yes Master, thank you Master.’ Amber was so relieved she impulsively started kissing his shoes. Still a bit confused as to what had happened and how much of it was planned by these guys. But overall the sense of relief that she got to stay and that she got to keep her uniform on was way bigger than her confusion.
‘Get up,’ Master said. She was told to take a shower and to wash her uniform and then she joined the other girls for dinner. Everything was ready for the guests so there wasn’t much to do until more of the guests arrived.
Amber brought the suitcases up to the rooms, she brought them extra towels upon request and when one of the guest had dropped a bottle of wine she went up there to mop up the glass and the spilled wine.
All guests seemed to be men in between their mid thirties and their late fifties, most of them were quite frisky. They had no hesitation as they shamelessly cupped her bum, or grabbed hold of her breasts. Yet Amber didn’t complain, she didn’t even give them a dirty look. She wanted to impress Master, and impressing Master’s guests by being the most willing subservient submissive little maid would be the best way to get on Master’s good side again. So she just let them grope and fondle her. She actually started to seduce the guests, standing in position one and asking them how she could be of service to them, and then doing her task with grace, sticking out her bum, showing of her body.
At the end of the night she was called into Mr. Granger’s room for the third time. First time he wanted more towels, the second time he wanted her to bring her room service and now he wanted room service to be taken away and cleaned up.
Amber knocked on his door. ‘Enter.’ He said. Mr. Granger was a lean man with reddish hair and glasses. His face filled with freckles, he was sitting on the bed. Amber picked up the plates as pleasing as she could, she bowed to him as she was about to leave the room.
‘Bring me a bottle of whiskey sweetheart.’ He said. Amber brought the dirty plates to the kitchen and then at the bar she asked for a whiskey. Susan who tended the bar first gave her a glass of whiskey. ‘No a bottle.’ She said. ‘It’s for Mr. Granger room 203.’
Susan made a little note and Amber hurried back upstairs with the bottle. Hoping she hadn’t kept him waiting too long. She knocked and after she entered the room she instinctively dropped to her knees and presented him the bottle of whiskey.
Mr. Granger ordered her to pour two glasses and she eagerly did, she presented the two glasses to him, but he only picked up the one. He sat down on the bed and sipped from his whiskey.
‘Come sit next to me,’ he said. ‘and take a sip. You can take a little break, can you?’
‘If that would please you, Sir.’ She said. ‘Pleasing our guests is of the utmost importance.’
‘It would please me.’ He said.
She sat down on the bed next to him, and upon his encouragement she started to sip from her own whiskey too. It tasted sharp and smoky, a shiver ran across her spine. Mr. Granger put his hand on her thigh. First he was just talking about whiskey’s and how stressful his job was and how he needed a little relaxation.
His hand kept on massaging her thigh, inching closer and closer towards her crotch.
‘You guys offer massages too, don’t you?’ He asked.
‘Yes sir.’ Amber said. ‘We have a spa and...’ She wanted to step off the bed to give him the leaflet about the spa and sauna care packages but he grabbed her wrist and pulled her back on the bed.
‘That’s not the kind of massage I’m talking about.’ He said. ‘I understand that this hotel has very special service personnel, is that true?’
‘I guess.’ Amber said. ‘We’re trained carefully and if we don’t perform to our Master’s satisfaction we get fired.’
‘So anyone dressed in a uniform like yours, whether they work a reception or as a waitress or as a housekeeper such as yourself, as long as they wear a uniform they’re here to serve us guests?’
‘Yes Sir.’ Amber said. ‘How can I be off service?’
‘Why don’t you pour me another whiskey and give me massage.’ He said.
‘Yes Sir.’ Amber said.
She filled his glass and upon his encouragement she topped off her own glass as well. Then she sat down on his lower back and started to massage his shoulders. He let out a low satisfying grunt.
‘Thank you, God.’ He mumbled. ‘This is the life.’
She was massaging his shoulders for a long time. He kept on sipping his whiskey and he seemed to be getting quite tipsy. He was grunting more and more loudly, although he seemed to react less to her fingers digging into his shoulders, and more to her crotch rubbing over his back.
He wanted a refill on his whiskey and scolded her for nurturing her own drink. She wasn’t quite sure how she was supposed to drink and massage him at the same time, so she just tilted her glass backwards and gulped it all down. She didn’t want to disobey him, she didn’t want to give Master any reason to fire her after all.
She was feeling the buzz of the whiskey already, it was quite a pleasant numbing buzz.
He took his shirt off and then he turned around. So she could massage his front, he positioned her on top of his crotch and she wasn’t quite sure whether he actually wanted to be massaged still or whether he wanted to fuck her. She rubbed her pussy over his crotch and that seemed to please him.
She moved her hands down across his stomach and briefly grazed a finger past his belt buckle.
He nodded panting, which she took as permission to take his trousers of. She focused her massaging efforts all around his crotch now. He was panting louder and louder as she folded her hand around his shaft and started tugging on it.
‘Can I take it into my mouth now please?’ She asked.
‘Fuck, yes.’ He moaned.
She closed her lips around his cock and gave him a blow job. She moved the cock deep into her throat and she tried to give him the best blow job ever.
‘Put a finger inside.’ He mumbled.
She didn’t know what he wanted from her, did he want her to push a finger into his cock? That wouldn’t fit right? Or did he want her to finger herself?
‘Put a finger in my ass.’ He said more frantically.
‘Your ass?’ She blurted out filled with disgust. Then she tried to compose herself. No complaints. She had to obey, she had to please her Master, pleasing this guest would please Master. She was a slave. Her own feelings were irrelevant. She put her index finger up against his asshole and pressed it inside. She had to try her hardest to hide her own aversion, she wished Master was here, she wished Master would press something on his phone and make her feelings go away. So she would be able to enjoy this.
The guy liked this a lot, it didn’t take him long to blow his load. He needed some time to recuperate and they shared another glass of whiskey and then he wanted to fuck her. Or actually he wanted her to fuck him. He just laid their on his back while Amber rode his cock.
She arched her back and moaned as she tried to convince the guy that she enjoyed fucking him. Yet she was happy when he finally orgasmed and dismissed her. She cleaned herself up in the toilets. Over and over again she washed the finger that had been in his ass. She looked at herself in the mirror and with a bit of water she pushed the fly aways back in her hair.
She liked pleasing Master, fucking the guest was somewhat fun because she knew she was pleasing her Master. Yet her Master seemed to be the only one who could please her in return, no that wasn’t true. Both her Master and Brad could fuck her well. Maybe that was part of the programming though, maybe she trained to like their cocks better than other cocks.
She sprinkled some water over her face and then she went on with her work.
The more the night went on, the more of the guests were asking for her. She went to their rooms and served their requests. Some just wanted to plain fuck her or have a blow job. Others wanted her to kneel and submit to them while they humiliated and degraded her, and there was one guy who wanted her to take of her uniform and just pose for him. All naked she stood there in the room while he watched TV. Somehow ignoring her was his turn on, she didn’t quite get it, but after he had jacked himself off she was allowed to go.
When she walked out of his room Master was waiting for her in the hallway.
‘How are you doing?’ He asked.
‘Great.’ Amber said. She noticed herself speaking a bit slurred. Maybe she’d accepted too much of the alcoholic beverages that were offered to her. She jumped into position one a tad to late. ‘How can I be off service to you sir,’ she said.
‘Did the guest order you to take your uniform off?’ He said tugging on the little strap that closed around her neck.
‘He wanted me to be naked.’ She said.
He looked on his phone and told her that it was dangerous to take her uniform off, that way he couldn’t see what was going on. ‘Off course I can keep an eye on you through the security footage,’ he said. ‘But still.’
‘I understand Sir,’ she said. ‘I won’t take my uniform off again. By the way did you know you have the best cock. Like no other cock could even compare to yours, no other cock could bring me the same pleasure your cock – ‘
‘And lets turn off the honesty filter again.’ Master said. ‘We can’t have you disrespecting the guests genitals can we? Now off with you I’ve got two more rooms requesting you specifically, serve room 105 first, and when you’re done for the night come visit me. I may have a little surprise for you.’
Quite nervous she served her last two rooms and with a giddy nervousness in her tummy she went to look for Master in his office. He wasn’t there yet but Brad stood bent over a printer and waiting for some paper to roll out.
‘I’ve finished.’ She said. ‘Where’s Master?’
‘He’s lining up the girls in the dining room to debrief.’ Brad said. ‘I’ll walk with you.’
He hooked his arm through her elbow and brought her into the dining room. All girls were standing there next to each other in a long line. Most of them Amber hadn’t seen before. Make-up was run out and spotty, lip stick was fading, one girl wore a uniform with ripped ruffles.
All off them were standing in position one and Amber hasted herself to stand next to them. It wasn’t just Master standing in front of them, it was also Brad with the papers and Jeremy and a few more guys she didn’t know.
‘What can I say?’ Master said. ‘Opening night was a great success.’ He popped open the champagne and everyone got a little flute to celebrate, then the girls had to line up again. First everyone got a low level reward because of opening night. Amber felt the delightful euphoria spread through her body. For a moment life was perfect, life was absolutely wonderful.
Then Master went through papers that Brad had brought him from the office. Some girls were punished because they’d gotten a complaint about them, some girls were singled out because they did a good job.
‘Amber.’ Master said. ‘Step forward please.’
She had to stand next to him and face the line of girls. She bit her lip, she hoped she would be rewarded too, but she might as well get fired now anyway, right here in front of the others so she would serve as an example.
‘Amber did not only make us the most money today,’ he said. ‘Amber also gave us workable material on three high placed individuals. She put her mind to it, she put her heart in it and she applied herself. Let Amber be an example for all of you, a round of applause.’
Brad started applauding loudly and hesitantly the girls in the line were chiming in. Master gave her a little kiss on her temple. ‘Well done sweetheart.’ He showed her his phone. ‘Pick your reward.’
Amber didn’t hesitate. She tapped the ten a bunch of times until she was so euphorically orgasming that her knees were shaking and giving out. Either Brad or Master caught her and guided her to the ground. In front of all these strangers she was orgasming, her hips twitching, she was screaming with pleasure.
When the high faded she just kept on laying on the ground, the buzz of the alcohol keeping her satisfied. Brad squatted down next to her and helped her stand up again.
The girls were brought downstairs and they had to shower with all of them together in the communal shower area. Naked butts and breasts and hips and bellies everywhere. People were washing their uniform and putting them on the dry and charge station, people were washing their hair and shaving their pussy’s.
Dina gave Amber a little push: ‘I know what you’re doing,’ she said. ‘I’ve seen girls like you before, it’s not going to work. You’re just a new and shiny plaything. I’m his favorite. I will always be his favorite.’
‘What?’ Amber said. She looked at Master. He was standing in the doorway. His arms crossed and he yawned. Apparently he didn’t pay attention to them.
‘What are you talking about?’ Amber asked.
‘Master and I have something special.’ Dina said. ‘I’m his wife, we’re married. You’re never getting in between me and my hubby.’
‘I...’ Amber stuttered. ‘You’re married?’ She asked filled with disbelief.
‘Yes,’ Dina said. ‘Right before we moved here. He wanted to marry me so he could take me with him.’
‘Okay.’ Amber said. ‘Well congratulations I guess.’
Dina was saying something else, but Amber didn’t listen she toweled herself dry and grabbed her uniform from the drying station, she check the label in the neck. Number 32, that’s right, that’s her. She put her uniform back on and then she had to walk past Master towards the cell block.
She didn’t really know where that impulse came from, whether she did it just to spite Dina or whether it was an honest impulse or whether maybe it was something that her uniform had programmed her to do, but as she walked passed Master she stood on her toes and wrapped her arms around his neck. She pressed her whole body against his.
‘Goodnight honey.’ She said.
From the flabbergasted look on his face she deduced this wasn’t happening because of something he’d programmed into her uniform. She let her hands slide over his body, his lower back, she cupped his bum and pulled his hips towards her.
‘I’m aching for your cock,’ she said whiny, ‘none of them can satisfy me the way you do.’
Master closed his eyes and let out a moan. For a moment she felt in control again, this wasn’t her uniform telling her what to do, this was her being such a perfect girl that Master felt hopelessly aroused because of her. She put her hand in his pants and started groping his cock.
Master put his lips against hers and slipped his tongue into her mouth. Amber got a happy tingling sensation in her chest and tummy.
‘Bitch.’ Dima yelled. She ran towards them and she pushed Amber away from Master. Amber lost her balance, she tumbled backwards and even though she tried to hold on to the wall she fell to the ground. She sat there and chuckled.
‘She doesn’t love you, Master,’ Dina said. ‘She’s just doing this to get me worked up.’
Amber laughed.
Master sighed, he looked tired. ‘Put your uniform on.’ He said to Dina.
‘No,’ she said. ‘You’re just going to punish me.’
‘Fine.’ Master said. ‘Then don’t put your uniform on, go pack your bags, you’re fired.’
‘You can’t fire me.’ Dina said. She crossed her arms and gave Master a haughty look, then she took a swing towards Ambers head. Master grabbed her wrist.
‘The choice is yours. Either put your uniform on right now, or you’re fired and you can leave.’
Dina put her uniform on, and a lot of the other girls were now also hurrying to get themselves dressed. Everyone was put back in their cage except for Dina. Master told her to bend over and then he spanked her, again and again and again, his hand came down and smashed into her ass. Her ass getting redder and redder. Her whimpering protests fading quickly. Now she was crying and telling Master to hit her harder because she was such a bad slave that deserved punishment and she felt horrible for letting Master down. She thanked him profusely for hitting her, for punishing her, and for taking the time to turn her into a better slave.
Amber tilted her head and locked that phrase away for future use. ‘Thank you for punishing me Master. Thank you for taking the time to turn me into a better slave.’
Apparently that is what Master wanted to hear from her in such a moment. She felt a bit suspicious about the whole situation though, she didn’t quite know what was real and what wasn’t. This afternoon Master had tried to get her fired and that had been some ploy between him and Brad, but now he’d threatened to fire Dina to force her to obey. Maybe that had been the plan between him and Brad this afternoon too. Threaten to fire her to get her to obey, but then did they know she would get out of the cuffs, did he leave his phone intentionally? Master seemed sincerely upset though, no the plan must have been to tie her down and then ignore her so she would then become more obedient, although she wasn’t sure how that was supposed to work. Anyway, whatever their scheme had been it worked like a charm, because all night she’d worked her ass off.
Maybe this was yet another plot, maybe he’d set this up precisely so Dina would tease her and Amber would seduce Master and then she could witness a real slave being punished.
Amber closed her eyes and laid down on her mattress. She didn’t want to witness it anymore. Whether this was a real punishment or just another part of her training, she just want to go to sleep, she was exhausted.
‘See,’ Master said. ‘I can punish you with or without your uniform.’
‘Yes Master.’ Dina sobbed, as she crawled into her cage. Master apparently put her to sleep, because a few moment later it was quiet and the sobbing whimpers were gone.
Amber looked up to see what was going on. Master went from cage to cage, and put the theta waves on by each girl individually.
‘It shouldn’t be that hard to program a function in your app that puts us to sleep all at the same time, right?’ Amber said.
‘That function already exists.’ He said. ‘I just want to check in with each girls biofeedback to see if there’s anything else besides the theta-waves that needs to be turned on tonight or tomorrow morning.’
‘Like what?’ Amber said.
‘Aren’t you a curious little busy body.’ He said as he put the girl in the cell next to her to sleep. Amber saw her lifting her head for a moment and then her eyes rolled up into her skull and she sank back into the mattress.
‘Mostly anxiety dampers, I don’t want you guys to have nightmares.’
‘Do you have like a conspiracy theory dampener on there?’ Amber asked.
‘Why? Whose having conspiracy theories? Dina? She’ll be fine. She’s just a bit jealous because the past few weeks she’d been the exception and now she has to learn she’s just like the rest of you, that hurts.’
‘No for me,’ Amber said. ‘I’m just... stuff gets confusing sometimes.’
Master tilted his head a little bit and stared at her. ‘Sweetheart.’ He said. ‘This is about the third or the forth time you’ve asked me to use this technology to turn down your IQ.’ 
Amber shrugged.
‘You’re such a smart girl. Why do you like being stupid?’ He asked.
She didn’t answer.
‘Amber?’ He tapped something on his phone, she guessed it was the honesty-filter. ‘Answer the question.’
‘I didn’t ask to be dumb.’ She said. ‘I didn’t ask you to turn down my IQ. It’s just... sometimes... You and Brad had a plan this afternoon, what was your plan, did it fail? It failed right, but it still worked too? I don’t know what to think, I don’t know what to trust. I don’t even know how to explain it. I’m helpless here anyway. You control me with your buttons and your uniforms. You can make me feel better by blocking certain feelings and certain confusing thoughts, so then make me feel better.’
‘Like this?’ He said with raised eyebrows he pressed a few buttons and soon she was feeling better. The world was simpler, she was simpler. She didn’t have to think or worry, thinking or worrying was a waste of time, she just had to go with the flow, she just had to obey and listen to her Master, she just had to seduce guys and let them fuck her. She pressed her fingers against her pussy and started playing with herself.
‘Hmmm... interesting.’ Master said. ‘I’m.... I’m gonna put the others to sleep, wait here.’
‘I’m locked in a cage.’ Amber said. ‘Where else am I supposed to go?’ She laid down on her mattress and spread her legs, she played with herself and she listened to the sounds of Master putting the others to sleep.
A few moments later he was back, he rattled with the keyring opened her cage and then he sat down next to her. His hand on her tummy, softly caressing her. His fingers finding their way in between her legs. He pushed her hand to the side.
‘Let me do that for you.’ He said. He rubbed up and down and circled around her clit.
‘So you like being stupid?’ He asked.
‘I... I don’t know.’ She said. ‘Am I stupid now?’
‘I’ve dropped your IQ significantly,’ he said.
‘Sure, and what else?’ Amber asked.
‘Nothing else.’
‘Show me your phone.’ Amber said.
He laughed and willingly turned his screen her way. He laid down next to her. His head close to hers and together the stared at the wriggly lines.
‘So what do you see?’ He asked.
‘You controlling me.’ She said.
‘Yeah?’ He asked. ‘I honestly just turned your IQ down.’
‘You’re lying.’ She said. ‘You’re making me horny too, and you’re making me feel calm and relaxed and like I can trust you. Like you have power over me and I want to serve you and I want to surrender and just stop thinking. It feels good.’
‘That’s sounds like a fully trained slave,’ he said. ‘And now, how do you feel now?’ He tapped on a number and then entered another number. Immediately that calm happy feeling disappeared. ‘What did you do?’ she asked.
‘I gave you your own intelligence back.’ He said. 
She squinted her eyes as she looked at him.
‘Come on,’ he said. ‘Tell me how you feel now?’
‘Like you’re playing me.’ She said. ‘Like everything is just one big scheme to get me to do your bidding. I feel like I don’t know what’s going on, that there’s stuff going on beyond my back and beyond my understanding... I don’t know.’
He laughed and gave her a little kiss on her cheek. ‘Yeah.... well, there’s things going on with your brain that are beyond my comprehension either, although this has been a very illuminating exercise just now and I’ve got two new hypothesis to work with. Either you’re too smart for our program, seeing how you appear to be perfectly trained when I drop your IQ, but your servitude and submission are at best ambiguous when you have your full cognitive abilities. Which I mean, in that case we could try and keep you on a lower IQ forever, although we would have to carefully plan out some breaks for your brain to not start throwing an unexpected hissy fit.’
He yawned. ‘Oh, I just thought of an other hypothesis, maybe I’ve trained you with your IQ down? Maybe I need to retrain you with your full IQ? I’d have to check the logs to confirm.’
Amber was not that interested in his hypothesis. ‘Now make me stupid again,’ she said. ‘Or put the theta waves on or whatever.’ 
‘Third hypothesis,’ he said. ‘Somehow your feelings of trust and suspicion are intertwined with your intelligence level and maybe when I block your IQ I might be blocking your mistrust and suspicion too.’
Amber reached for his screen since he didn’t seem in a hurry to put her to sleep. She pressed a little button and then another one.
‘No,’ He said. ‘Stay here. See, 32 is you, leave the other girls be.’ He clicked back to the last screen. ‘Go ahead.’ He said.
She was clicking and looking through her own biofeedback. He honestly didn’t seem to care what she would do to herself, in fact he seemed to be slightly amused by her clicking  through the different numbers.
‘Those are the theta-waves.’ He said, when she opened another menu. Bring them up to thirty or thirty-five, that’s enough for a good nights rest.’
‘What happens if I do more or less?’ Amber asked.
‘Try it out.’ He said.
‘No, just tell me.’ Amber said poking him in the ribs.
‘Anything higher will bring you into a deeper sleep, a deeper level of unconsciousness, you won’t have any dreams at all, it’ll be more like you’ve been administered an anesthetic instead of you just sleeping and anything less will have you linger in a less deep level of consciousness, so you’ll be sleepy, or groggy, or delirious. Go ahead.’
‘Me?’ Amber said.
‘Yeah, bring it up to thirty or thirty-five.’
Amber reached for the screen and she pushed the slider up she saw the numbers increasing, 12, 15, 19. She was feeling it affecting her mind already.
‘That’s so weird.’ She said sleepy.
‘You’re right sweety.’ Mike said. ‘You and I, this is weird indeed. Keep going. It has been a weird night, I guess we’re just unloading. Go on.’
She managed to push the slider up to twenty three and then her arm fell limply into her face. Her eyes were rolling up, she heard him talking but she didn’t quite register what he said. He snuggled up to her. He put his leg across her thigh, his arm around her chest. He gave her a little peck on the cheek. ‘Nighty night, sweetheart.’ He said just before he put her to sleep completely. 
In the next few weeks the hotel fell into a rhythm. The girls were on a schedule some worked nights some worked breakfast and daytime. Sometimes when a specific girl was requested by a guest someone else was woken up to fill in their shift. Amber consistently was the best worker, every night she was called forward and rewarded in front of the entire group. Some of the girls were jealous of her, others were looking up to her and pretending to be her friend.
Amber didn’t know what she did differently from the others girls, maybe the guests liked that she wasn’t fully trained, maybe it was because she was less of a meek willing slave and took more initiative seducing the guests. Almost every night Master would put all the girls to sleep except Amber, then he would step into her cage and lie down next to her on the bed. Sometimes they would just hug, sometimes that hugging would turn into a good fucking, sometimes they would just talk while Master showed her the biofeedback-loops on his phone and explain to her how it worked. Over time she started to pick-up on some of the functions, she was fairly sure she knew how to reward herself, how to put herself to sleep, and how to block any anxiety and embarrassment and other uncomfortable feelings, how to turn up her own horniness.
She got familiar with the guests and she could kind of predict what they would ask, so on her way to the next room she would step by Master’s office, telling him she wanted her embarrassment blocked or she needed to be a bit more horny.
Master always complained about her knowing to much, but then he gave in anyway and he didn’t stop coming to her cage at night. Sometimes Amber thought Master spend entire nights in her cage, because frequently by the time she woke up his spot on the mattress was still warm, and the pillow still smelled like him.
Besides Master visiting her at night, she was very frequently invited to Brad’s quarters. He was a good fuck and he often times spend hours with her in bed. So much so that Master and Brad sometimes ended up fighting over her, although usually they just ended up spit roasting her.
Amber was now trained well enough to leave the hotel on her days off. Sometimes she visited her family or some friends, but it just felt weird to be out there in the world without her uniform. It made her feel naked and vulnerable. She was always eager to get back to the hotel and first thing she did was take her clothes off and put her uniform back on. Feeling the stretchy fabric snug around her skin, feeling the sensors, touching her nipples and clit, feeling that sensor in the back of her neck, knowing her biofeedback would show up on Master’s phone again. Then she knew she was home, back were she belonged.
Over time Master started to give her more and more responsibility. It started with a debriefing. Amber had been the number one girl so many times, that Master and Brad had decided to give the number two and the number three girls special rewards too so the others wouldn’t loose their motivation. After the debriefing and the daily reward ceremony Master picked the still orgasming Amber up from the ground and handed her his phone.
‘I need to go over the excel sheets with Jeremy, there’s... never mind, you don’t have to worry about that,’ he said. ‘Put the others to bed will you, I’ll be right there.’
Amber supervised the communal shower. Dina was of course trying to act out, but Amber gave her a bit of punishment and soon Dina was thanking her for the punishment and behaving properly again. One by one she put the girls to sleep, making sure they were comfortable in their cages and their biofeedback was stable.
Then she lied down in her own cage and she played around with the app. It was kind of fun to control her own body and her own feelings like this. To turn off her thinking or her worries, but most off all she liked giving herself an incredible amount of horniness and than throw in a level ten reward on top of that.
Rocking and trembling and screaming in pleasure Master found her later that night. He slid into bed with her and snuggled up to her.
‘Yeah?’ He asked. ‘Did you do such a good job, you deserved another reward?’
More and more often she got put in charge of the others. Supervising their bedtime ritual and sometimes during day time Master would hand his phone to her and say something like: ‘I got a notification that Susan’s cortisol is a bit too high, can you figure out what’s going on and set some acceptable parameters?’ or ‘Freya is having some hormonal fluctuations today, go fidget with the buttons until you’ve got her mood swings under control.’
Sometimes she would find the girls and make the necessary adjustments, sometimes the girls were with a guest so she had to enter the security office and check the camera’s to see what was going on and what the girl needed.
When everything was running smoothly they all had some more free time. Master wanted to use that time to finally figure out the squirting mystery as he came to call it. He had been talking about it for weeks, showing her the log of her orgasms, asking her over and over again what was the difference between the one and the other.
‘I don’t know.’ She said.
He turned her honesty filter on and asked again.
She shrugged. ‘Sometimes I squirt and sometimes I don’t, I don’t know why.’
He sighed deeply.
‘What’s the big deal about it anyway?’ Amber asked. ‘Isn’t it just more annoying to clean up?’
‘It is.’ He said. ‘But having a girl squirting on command would be a great asset, and I know some people who would love that experience.’
‘Fine.’ Amber said. ‘Let’s try and figure it out.’
Master brought her into his office and tied her up against the wall, her arms above her head, her wrist in cuffs.
‘You know I can get out of here quite easily, don’t you?’ Amber said.
‘I know, I was not planning on leaving you here by yourself today,’ He said.
‘But the other time, you were.’ She asked.
‘What other time?’ He asked.
‘When you almost fired me.’ Amber said.
‘Yeah, don’t worry about that. I’m not going to fire you.’
‘But was it a ploy? Did you plan that? Was I meant to get out of the cuffs that day and play with your phone, or was it a mistake? What was your plan?’
‘You know, lets start by dropping your IQ.’ He said with a bemused smile. He tapped on his phone and Amber felt the familiar numbness spread through her mind. She felt way happier, way more like she could just surrender to the moment. Especially when Master started to give her some random rewards.
She was orgasming, again and again and again. Until she was getting exhausted. She was breathing and panting, her heart was beating rapidly. She had a hard time standing on her own two feet, her knees kept trembling and giving out.
No matter what Master tried he couldn’t get her to squirt. The only thing he managed to achieve was Amber begging for a little break, Amber begging to be untied. He gave her what she asked for and he untied her. She dropped to the ground and just laid there catching her breath for a moment. She realized that a few weeks ago he wouldn’t have untied her, he would have punished her for trying to control the situation, she smiled up at the ceiling, maybe instead of him training her, she had been training him. 
‘Are you alright?’ He asked, squatting down next to her.
Amber shook her head.
‘You need something to drink?’ He asked worried.
Amber laughed. ‘Just give me a minute.’ She said.
He reached out and cupped her face, his thumb caressing softly her cheek.
‘This isn’t working.’ She said. ‘You can’t just give me orgasm after orgasm and then expect me to squirt. Let’s look at the biofeedback log again.’
She stumbled towards his computer, she clicked through the different graphs. ‘So I’ve only squirted a few times.’ She said. She tried to read the lines in the graph. The ones peeking were the same as the lines peeking during any other orgasm, there was no difference there.
Master had been staring at these logs for weeks, if he couldn’t find the difference, why did she think she could. At least as long as she studied the graphs she got a little break. She tried to remember what she felt like those moments when she was squirting, maybe registering a feeling that was or wasn’t there would help her interpret these graphs.
Master stood behind her, his hands on her shoulder and gave her a back rub.
‘It’s a mystery isn’t it?’ He said.
She put her head against his arm and snuggled up to his body. ‘When was this?’ She said pointing to one of the graphs.
‘One of the first days you were here.’ He said. ‘In the studio after the photoshoot. And this one is during your training, I think we did some sensory deprivation.’
She nodded. ‘I remember.’ She said.
Mike’s fingers were digging into her shoulders and for a moment she closed her eyes and moaned.
‘I’ve got two hypotheses.’ She said. She noticed she started to sound just like him. Maybe they’d spend too much time together. ‘Hypothesis one: Maybe squirting has nothing to do with any brainwaves, maybe it’s just a physiological thing, where you just have to get your fingers inside and make the magic yourself.’
She bit on the tip of her tongue and gave Master a cheeky look.
‘I wouldn’t mind giving it a try.’ He said. His hands slipped under her uniform and he tugged on her clit.
‘Hypothesis two.’ She said, slightly panting and gasping for air. ‘If the orgasm isn’t any different, than maybe it has to do with some of the other data, I guess these squirting orgasms all have this yellow line just a tad bit higher than the non-squirting orgasms.’
Master stopped playing with her. He pushed her away from the computer and took her place staring at the graphs on the screen. ‘They do.’ He said. ‘They do indeed, but I thought that was related to you being new and needing to dampen your panic and your initial resistance.’
He was clicking through the logs of biofeedback.
‘It’s a good hypothesis.’ He said. ‘If it works you’re a genius, let’s test it.’
He was already tapping something into his phone.
‘It would make sense.’ He said. ‘I get it now. I mean... let’s not jump the gun and test this first, maybe a level three.’
A fairly mild orgasm was flowing through her body, but yet she was unable to control herself or her body. She was screaming that much louder, her pussy clenching, her hips rocking and then indeed a drizzle of cum seeped out of here.
‘It worked.’ Master yelled. ‘It worked. Let’s try again to make sure this wasn’t a fluke.’ He gave her another orgasm and another orgasm and she just kept on squirting. She was filled with a sense of helplessness, her body was out of her control, overcome with a sense of surrender, almost as if she was floating. Numbly floating on this wave of submission and surrender. Left powerless against the orgasms that were squirting out of her body.
‘And now.’ Master said. ‘Now you won’t squirt right?’
Everything happened in a haze to Amber, another orgasm flowed through her body.
‘And now you do.’
She braced herself for yet another wave of arousal.
Master was cheering and clapping his hands and shouting so loudly that Brad put his head around the corner.
‘What’s going on here?’ He asked.
Master said they’d figured it out and of course Brad wanted a little demonstration. It didn’t take long before the two men were so aroused by watching her cum and squirt all over the place that they hoisted her over the desk once more. One cock shoved into her pussy, one cock shoved into her mouth. They were fucking her, she felt the tip of the cock bumping into a really sensitive spot inside of her, she moaned, another orgasm was building up. She just gave in, she just surrendered to the moment, she surrendered to those men fucking her. Being in control might feel good now and again but letting go felt so much better.
***
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The Loving Lesbians of Sweet Dreams Spa
 


A very special sauna that helps their customers relax deeper and more intensely than any other spa and sauna. However when the customers are fast asleep, who knows where the hands of the staff members go?




Caged
 


A young model is brought into the Sin Tech Dome, they want to brainwash her and link her up to the computer, however she manages the escape and seduces Nonna, the CEO to keep herself safe. When she starts to fall for Nonna she isn’t quite sure whether that’s true love or whether she’s brainwashed to like that immensely powerful lady.




Note by the Author
I hope you enjoyed reading my story, I certainly had a lot of fun writing it. Please leave a review to let me know how much you liked my story.
If you want to support me and my writing you can mark me as favorite on my Smashwords Author Page or you could follow me on Amazon.
You can also connect with me on Fetlife. If you liked this story, please don’t hesitate to send me a friend request, so you can read some of my free promotional stories on Fetlife. Come connect with me, at user name: Sara_Quill
Don’t have a Fetlife account? Don’t worry, you can also follow me on Twitter: @Sara_M_Quill
I hope to hear from you soon!
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