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  Hitting the pause button just as Megan shoved her hands into Jenna’s pussy and asshole at the same time, Mr. Radcliffe looked across his desk as the nervous woman lightly chewing her lower lip. “Well, I’ll admit it’s a pretty damn good start on what I asked you to get for me, Erica. And the photos you gave me were top notch. You really do have an eye for detail that’ll get you far in this business. I’ll hold the job for you another week, but that’s the best I can do. Get me the two remaining videos and photo sets and it’s yours.”


  “Thank you Sir. I’m glad you like it.”


  “Oh, I more than like it. You show such potential I’m going to make you a one-time offer. Get those three women to star in their own series of training videos here at Hidden Desires and I’ll make it well worth all your whiles.”


  “You want us to be porn stars?”


  “I want the three of them to be submissives and for you to be their trainer, Erica. You wanted to be a fetish photographer and this is the best chance you’re ever going to get. Convince them it’s in all of your best interest to do it and I’ll give you a hefty sign-on bonus.”


  “What about the other two videos and photo sets?”


  “If you can convince them to be our newest stars you won’t need to do them.”


  “They’re going to want to hear the particulars, Sir. Like how much they’ll be paid and how long they’ll be under contract if they agree. They’ll also want to know exactly what’s expected of them. At least Jenna and Linda, that is. Megan has already asked me to brand her my slave.”


  “I’ll leave their training to you as their Mistress. All I need is for them to read and sign the contract of employment which you are free to take a copy with you. So, interested in working here?”


  “Absolutely. I’ll do my best to convince them and I’ll let you know either way. Will there be anything else, Sir?”


  “There is one more thing you can do to prove you have what it takes to make it in this business. Stand up, strip out of your clothes and bend over my desk.”


  “And if I say no?”


  “Only one way to find out.”


  “Might as well tell me now as there’s no way in hell I’m being a whore for you or anyone else.”


  “Glad to hear it. Had you actually done it I would have fucked you silly and sent you on your way without a chance in hell of ever working here or any other agency. I need Mistresses working for me that aren’t afraid to stand up and speak their minds and you’ve done just that. Now go and convince your submissives to work for me and I’ll make sure you’re all set for life.”


  “I’ll see what I can do.” Picking up the contract, Erica gave Mr. Radcliffe a smile and then left his office for home with no idea how she was going to convince Jenna – her best friend turned girlfriend and her neighbors Linda and Megan, to turn to a life of porn.


  ∞ ∞ ∞


  No sooner was Erica out of her car then Megan was running across the yard in her direction – her pretty face all smiles. “Hello Mistress. Have you given thought to what I’ve asked?”


  “I have. Go get Linda and come over. There’s something I need to talk to you all about.”


  “Yes Mistress.”


  Entering the house, Erica found Jenna kneeling next to the coffee table where she was left three hours earlier when her Mistress went to see Mr. Radcliffe. “Please tell me you haven’t been kneeling there since I left.”


  “Yes Mistress.”


  “Why?”


  “You told me to stay put, Mistress and that’s exactly what I’ve done. The video will prove that if you wish to watch it.”


  “I believe you, Jenna. And I promise not to put you in that position again. You may get up.”


  “Thank you Mistress. So, did Mr. Radcliffe like the first video? Is he going to give you time to make more?”


  “He did. Linda and Megan are on their way…that would be them now,” Erica said as one of the two aforementioned women knocked on the front door. Turning around, she pulled it open and welcomed them in.


  “Hello Mistress,” Linda smiled. “Megan said you needed to talk to us?”


  “I do. As you all know I had a meeting with Mr. Radcliffe at the Hidden Desires Agency today to discuss my future there and he made me an offer. First, let me state for the record he loved the video and photos I showed him so far. So much so that he wants more.”


  “How much more, Mistress?” Jenna asked.


  “Much, much more. He wants all of us to sign contracts of employment and for me to train continue your training at the studio.”


  “So, he wants us to be porn stars, Mistress?” Linda asked with a sideways glance at her step-daughter.


  “He does. And frankly, given the fact that the video and photos I’ve already submitted will be posted to the internet, placed in magazines and sold in stores, you already are.”


  “As your slave I will do anything you command of me including this. I’m in, Mistress,” Megan said.


  “I’m concerned about Megan and my familiarity if you know what I mean,” Linda said as she fidgeted nervously.


  “I’ve thought about that and while there are no laws against it, I’ll make it a term of employment that the two of you are trained separately.”


  “Thank you Mistress. Don’t get me wrong, I have no issues with doing it what so ever, I just don’t want to risk getting you or us into trouble.”


  “I understand.”


  “Thank you Mistress. Then I am in as well. But only as a submissive. Despite what we’ve done so far I do still have limits.”


  “And you, Jenna?” Erica asked, looking into her lover’s eyes. “Wait, before you answer know that I will not hold it against you if this is going too far.”


  “Mistress, it was going too far the second I put my tongue on Linda’s pussy. No offense, Linda, you’re pussy taste amazing and I thoroughly enjoy having sex with all three of you, but I’m in so far over my head at this point I’m barely treading water.”


  “I understand. And like I said, I will not hold it…”


  “Please allow me to finish, Mistress. In the last week I’ve had sex with women more than a dozen times. I’ve been fisted in my pussy and ass, been caned until my ass bled and in the end I still agreed to be your submissive. That has not changed, Mistress. If becoming a porn star is required to continue my training then that’s what I’ll do.”


  “Let’s get one thing straight right now. I do not want any of you doing anything you don’t want to just because you think it’s what I desire. I am asking a lot of you right now – asking that you not only serve as my submissives and slaves, but to do it while taking a job as porn stars where you’ll be seen doing humiliating and degrading things for all the world to see. Are you prepared for the backlash if and when family and friends learn of it?”


  “My mind has not changed, Mistress,” Megan replied.


  “Nor has mine,” Linda added.


  “That makes three of us, Mistress,” Jenna said.


  “Well, that was a hell of a lot easier than I imagined,” Erica breathed a sigh of relief. “Before I tell Mr. Radcliffe the news I want you and Linda to sit down and come up with a list of limits. And bear in mind there will be certain things you’ll be trained in whether you like it or not such as obedience. As for you,” she said turning her attention to Megan “need no such list as you will be trained without limit.”


  “Yes Mistress. So, when do our glorious lives as submissive porn stars begin?”


  “As soon as we can set it up with Mr. Radcliffe and you all sign the contracts. I have one here for you to look at if you’re in the least bit interested in terms.”


  “No need Mistress,” Jenna said. “For you I’d do it for free.”


  “I appreciate that, my love, but you will be very well compensated for the duration of the contract. Which, by the way, will be three years. During which time you’ll do one session a week at the studio and no less than two more here. Is that understood?”


  “Yes Mistress,” all three women answered as one.


  “Will you be training us tonight, Mistress?” Jenna asked.


  “Not until the two of you have made your lists.”


  “What about me, Mistress?”


  “You can strip naked and get on all fours like a good little slave.”


  “Yes Mistress. And may I ask about getting branded, Mistress? I was serious when I said I wanted you to do it.”


  “I know you were, but I am not even remotely qualified to do such a thing and I don’t want to risk screwing it up. Besides, I don’t think something as permanent as getting branded should be taken lightly.”


  “Yes Mistress.”


  “I think while Linda and Jenna are making their lists I’ll make one of my own so that we all know what I am and am not into. And while I’m doing it I want you licking my pussy, slave.”


  “Yes Mistress. But I have just one problem now. Have offered myself to you as a sex slave and you agreed to train me as such. How can you do that if you have limits?”


  “That is a valid question and I suppose the easy answer is, I can’t. There are just some boundaries I’m not willing to break.”


  “So, I’m not your slave then, Mistress?” Megan asked, the disappointment evident in her voice and the look on her face.


  “I’m sorry, Megan, I know how much it means to you, but this is what happens when we rush into something without stopping to consider the consequences. I will be more than happy to continue training you as my submissive, but there are just going to be some things I cannot train you in. That being said, however, I will not stop you from doing them on your own if that is your wish.”


  “I understand, Mistress. And yes, I still wish for you to train me.”
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  After more than three hours of pouring over the internet looking for lists of sexual fetishes and narrowing them down into three categories, the four women were once again in Erica’s living room. I’ve given this some thought and I think the best course of action that will lead to the optimal amount of training for all parties will be to train you each two days a week and then take Sundays off,” Erica said as she collected the lists from her submissives. “On occasion we will have group sessions here, but at the studio that’s not going to be possible given Linda and Megan being related even if only by law. Jenna, you will be trained on Mondays and Thursdays. Megan on Tuesdays and Fridays. And Linda, you will be trained on Wednesdays and Saturdays. Do those days work for each of you?”


  “Yes Mistress,” the three submissives answered. “What time will the training take place, Mistress? Megan asked. “I have classes those days until six and won’t be home until about six-thirty.”


  “Then your training will take place from eight to midnight. That should give you plenty of time to get home, eat and relax a bit before we begin,” Erica answered as she looked down Jenna’s list. Spotting something bizarre in the soft limit column, her eyes grew wide and she looked from the paper to her lover.


  “You found it didn’t you Mistress?”


  “Please tell me that’s a joke.”


  “It is not, Mistress. You told us to be completely honest in making the lists and that’s exactly what we did.”


  “You’ll find the same thing on mine, Mistress,” Linda added. Jenna and I discussed each fetish at length and agreed that’s the best place for it.”


  “I am not even remotely into that sort of thing so you will not be trained in it by me.”


  “I understand, Mistress,” Jenna replied.


  “But do we have the same permission to do it on our own as you gave Megan?” Linda asked.


  “If that’s really what you want to do then you’ll definitely have to do it without me.”


  “What is the fetish if I may ask?” Megan inquired.


  “Bestiality,” Erica answered.


  “REALLY? Holy shit, the two of you actually want to do that?”


  “It’s a soft limit,” her step-mother replied. “Neither of us would do it unless the right situation presented itself.”


  “That is fucked up on so many levels I love it!” the eighteen year old exclaimed.


  “That’s enough talking about it. I do not want it mentioned in this house or my presence again. Is that understood?” Erica said, her cheeks flushed red. “Now, seeing as it is Thursday I’ll be spending the rest of the day with Jenna. Megan, Linda you may go and I’ll see you tomorrow Megan.”


  “Yes Mistress,” Megan and Linda replied.


  Waiting for the two slaves to close the door behind them, Erica turned her attention to Jenna whom was standing with her hands clasped together behind her back and legs spread shoulder-width apart. Are you ready for your next lesson?”


  “Yes Mistress. May I ask a question, Mistress?”


  “You may ask anything you like any time you like.”


  “Thank you Mistress. Are you disappointed in me, Mistress? I couldn’t help but notice the look on your face when you read through my list of limits. Do we have so little in common when it comes to sex?”


  “No not at all. We share many of the same interests, my love. And no, I am not disappointed. Surprised? Definitely. Disappointed? Never. I can only assume you’re referring to the bestiality.”


  “Yes Mistress. I know it seems like a horrible thing to want to do, but Linda and I watched a few short clips while making the lists and for reasons neither of us can explain it turned us on. And now as per your instructions I will speak of it no more in your presence unless you specifically ask me about it.”


  “I now know what your next lesson will be. Get on all fours and crawl behind me to the dungeon.”


  “Yes Mistress.”


  Down in the basement, Erica opened the door to the dungeon and followed in after her submissive. Going to the small closet, she grabbed a black body suit with a small hole that, when worn, would line up with the asshole. Stopping at a shelf, she picked up a fat butt plug. From a hook on the wall a distinct puppy tail and from a cabinet a bottle of lube. Carrying the items across the dungeon, she handed them to her kneeling submissive. “Present yourself for the plug.”


  Without word, Jenna placed her hands on the floor and slid forward until her ass was up and head was down. Erica coated the plug, placed the tip against her submissive’s asshole and slowly pushed until all eight fat inches were buried. Holding the narrow base, she twisted it left then right before pulling it out and shoving it back in again. Out. In. Out. In. Left twist. Right. Out. In. Out. Staring down at Jenna’s gaping asshole, Erica grinned.


  “I’m going to make you an offer, Jenna. You placed humiliation on your soft limit list so here’s the deal. You’ve wanted to fist me for the last week and I’m now ready to let you do it on condition you put the bodysuit and tail on, allow me to collar and leash you and then follow me around the block on all fours like an obedient puppy. Do that for me and my holes are yours to stretch.”


  “And that is the only way I’ll get to fist you, Mistress?”


  “Until I think of something else that’s it.”


  “Then you leave me no other choice, Mistress. I’ll do it.”


  “You’re a submissive, not a slave, Jenna. You always have a choice. If this is pushing too far then do not hesitate to say so.”


  “No, Mistress. As you said, humiliation is on my soft limits list meaning I’ll do it with the right persuading and you’ve given me an option I cannot refuse. I’ll do it. But may I wear a mask so no one we know sees that it’s me?”


  “You raise a valid point. I’d rather not risk them seeing me as well. Change of plans. Instead of walking around this block we’ll go to another city and do it where no one knows us. And no, you will not be wearing a mask as that defeats the purpose of being humiliated.”


  “Yes Mistress.”


  “Then get dressed and we’ll stop at the pet store for a collar and leash. I will add the tail after we’re finished shopping.” Going back to the closet, Erica grabbed a navy blue latex skirt and a pair of strappy heels. “Put this on to hide the hole in the suit while we’re out.


  “Yes Mistress.”


  ∞ ∞ ∞


  Back in the car, Erica removed the pink leather collar and chain leach from the bag and tossed the latter in the back seat. Placing the collar around Jenna’s neck and buckling it, she gave her submissive a wide smile. “That looks really sexy on you.”


  “Thank you mistress.”


  “Off we go then. Remember, you must remain on all fours with your head up proudly while I walk you around. If you put your head down, or avert your eyes even once you will not get to fist me.”


  “Yes Mistress.”


  “Take the skirt off and show me your ass so I can insert the tail.”


  “Yes Mistress.” Unzipping the tight garment, Jenna tugged it down her legs and tossed it in the back seat. Turning, she presented her ass to her Mistress and felt the plug go a little deeper as the tail was pushed into the hole in the base. “I need to know, Mistress, is this a one-time thing, or will I be permitted to fist you whenever we have sex after this?”


  “I wouldn’t say every time, but it will be more than a one-time thing.”


  “Thank you Mistress. I’m just glad you didn’t make me wear ears and a muzzle.”


  “Good idea,” Erica said with a laugh. “I guess we have one more stop to make before leaving the city.”


  “Dammit! Why did I open my big mouth?”


  “Don’t worry, it’ll be muzzled soon enough but I don’t think we’ll find that sort of thing at Walmart. Lucky for you I know exactly the place to get what we need. No,” Erica said as Jenna reached in the back seat “you will not be needing your skirt where we’re going.”


  “Yes Mistress.”
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  “When we go in I want you to unzip the catsuit enough it shows your tits. And make sure that tail is wagging. Understood?”


  “Yes Mistress,” Jenna obediently replied. But deep inside she was dreading it more than anything and now regretted adding humiliation to the column she had. Getting out of the car, she followed her Mistress around the side of the building making sure to sway her ass so that the tail would swing left and right. Entering the shop, she locked eyes with the cashier – an older man with long greying hair pulled back in a ponytail. Nervously chewing her lower lip, she reached up and pulled the zipper of her catsuit down about a foot.


  “Don’t stop on my account sweetheart,” the man said with a toothy grin that gave Jenna the shills. “Nice tail you have there.”


  “Go on, give him a better view,” Erica commanded as she reached out and pulled the zipper of her submissive’s catsuit all the way down. “Present yourself and then follow me around the store.”


  Her face beet red, Jenna turned her back to the cashier and then dropped onto all fours. Lowering her head to the floor, she spread her legs slightly and wiggled her ass side to side before pulling back. Keeping her head held high – the blush now extending to her belly, she crawled behind and slightly to the right of her Mistress.


  “You ladies looking for anything in particular?”


  “Puppy ears and a muzzle,” Erica answered. “I remember seeing them the last time I was here, but they don’t appear to be in the same location.”


  “We’ve gotten a lot of interest in fetish gear so we’ve expanded into another room dedicated to just that. You’ll find everything you need through that door there to the right. And if you’re going for a puppy look we have some modern furry suits that’ll do the trick.”


  “Furry suits?”


  “You ever see men and women dressed up in those big, bulky animal costumes?”


  “Yeah”


  “That’s what being a furry is all about. Well, mostly anyways. We carry a more modern line of costumes here. Instead of those big bulky ones we have them in latex so they’re far more revealing and sexy. And no huge animal heads either.”


  “Thanks. Come puppy, we’ve got…oh god, I just thought of our next stop and you’re not going to like it,” Erica said, looking down at Jenna. Anyways, let’s go see what we can buy for you my pet.”


  ∞ ∞ ∞


  Dressed in a new bodysuit with a canine pattern and a very light covering of synthetic fur, matching boots, a pair of ears and tailed plug – her face fully exposed for optimal humiliation, Jenna got out of the car and immediately drew the attention of the half-dozen or so men and women watching from both sides of the streets. Her entire body hot as flame, she dropped onto her hands and knees – reluctantly holding her head high so she did not lose the agreement as her Mistress attached the leash.


  “Come, my pet. We have a long walk ahead of us.” Taking the lead, Erica gave the leash a soft tug and began walking – making sure to keep the chain mostly taught as she went. “Look around, Jenna, there are so many people watching you now. And they’re taking pictures. I bet even a few of them are recording it. How does that make you feel?”


  “More humiliated than I care to think about, Mistress. I can crawl faster if you care to increase the pace.”


  “And rob you of the experience? I think not. And for suggesting it I think twenty swats of the cane will teach you a lesson. Anything else you’d like to say on the matter?”


  “No Mistress. I’m sorry I made the suggestion.”


  “No you’re not, but I accept your apology anyways.”


  Making it to the first corner with people watching from buildings, cars and the streets Erica acted fast knowing that what she was about to do risked them both getting arrested. Unzipping the crotch of Jenna’s puppy suit, she scrunched her fingers together and shoved her entire hand in with one swift thrust that drew a loud gasp from Jenna and several people standing close by. Pulling out, Erica shoved her fist back into Jenna’s pussy and gave her about two-dozen rapid punches before removing her hand, zipping the latex suit and wiping her hand off as they resumed their walk.


  “Um, excuse me, but did you just do what I think you did?” a young man of about twenty asked as he approached from behind.


  “Nope. I’m just walking my puppy. Nothing to see here.”


  “It sure as hell looked like you shoved her hand in her,” the man said as he walked along with them. Can you do it again?”


  “Look, I don’t know who you are or what you think you saw but…” Erica’s comment was cut off as a cell phone showing an image of her right hand deep in Jenna’s pussy was put in front of her face.


  “Do it again or I’ll call the police and you’ll be arrested.”


  “You think you can blackmail me?” Erica asked as she yanked the phone from the man’s hand and slammed it on the ground. Raising her foot, she brought the heel of her boot down on it hard enough for it to go straight through the device. “Blackmail that, asshole. Now get the fuck away from me or the other heel is going in your nuts.”


  “You stupid fucking cunt! You owe me a new phone!” the man yelled – his right hand grabbing Erica’s shoulder from behind.


  Spinning around, Erica’s knee met the man’s groin. Causing him to double over with a painful groan as the reaction of those watching ranged from cringes to laughter. “On your feet, Jenna. We’re leaving.”


  “Yes Mistress.”


  Removing the leash from Jenna’s collar, the two women fast-walked back the way they came, got into Erica’s car and drove off before the police arrived. “Well, that didn’t go according to plan.”


  “Are you going to take me to another city to parade me around, Mistress?”


  “No. I’m woman enough to admit that was a stupid idea and in hindsight that was about as dumb as it gets. Though the look of complete and total humiliation on your face would have made getting arrested worth every second. Before we go home there’s one more stop we must make. While I drive you may remove the tail and ears and put the skirt back on.”


  “Thank you Mistress. May I ask where we’re going?”


  “You’ll see when we get there.”


  “Yes Mistress.”
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  Back in their home town, Erica pulled into the parking lot of Black Lotus Tattoos and Jenna’s eyes went wide. “Oh god, Mistress!” the now trembling submissive gasped. “Why are we here?”


  “Do you still wish to fist me?”


  “Yes Mistress.”


  “Then we are going in and you will be getting something very special for me. It’s something I thought of it while shopping.”


  “But needle play is on the hard limit list, Mistress.”


  “Needle play, yes. But you did not list any sort of body modifications so I will take that to mean you’ll do them willingly or they are a soft limit. Either way, if you want to put your hands in me you’ll follow me inside.”


  “And if I say body modifications should be on the hard limit list, Mistress?”


  “Then so be it. It’s your choice Jenna, but you had better make it in the next five seconds.”


  “May I ask what it is you wish me to get, Mistress?”


  “You may not. Time’s up. What is your answer?”


  “I have a feeling I’m going to regret it, but fine, I’ll place it on the soft limit list, Mistress.”


  “Then follow me into the shop and you may remain standing.”


  “Yes Mistress.”


  Pulling the door open, Jenna waited for her Mistress to enter the shop before following after like the obedient puppy she was for the day. With the latter a step behind the former, the two women walked up to the counter where a petite brunette woman sat with her breasts nearly popping out of the top of her green and black corset.


  “Welcome to Black Lotus ladies. How can I help you?”


  “My friend here would like to get a tattoo and her nipples pierced.”


  “And what would your friend like tattooed and where?”


  “She would like Cum Puppy tattooed on her left breast.”


  “Is that right? Is that what you want?” the woman asked, now looking up at Jenna whom was blushing deep red. “Does your friend speak for you?”


  “Yes, yes and yes,” Jenna answered.”


  “I’m going to need to hear you say it.”


  “I want Cum Puppy tattooed on my left breast and my nipples pierced.”


  “And I would like mine done as well,” Erica added.


  “Then follow me.” Leading Erica and Jenna through the shop and into one of the small work rooms at the back, the woman closed the door and locked it so no one else could barge in on them while she worked. “I’m Debbie and the two of you are?”


  “I’m Erica and this is my girlfriend Jenna.”


  “Pleasure to meet the two of you. Go ahead and take your tops off and I’ll get started on the piercings. I’ll then draw out the tattoo until it meets your satisfaction.”


  While Erica pulled her breasts out the top of her form-fitting dress, Jenna unzipped the bodysuit and slowly peeled the tight material down her arms and let it hang freely as Debbie gathered everything she needed. “So, are you Mistress and submissive?”


  “Um…” Erica panicked.


  “It’s okay. I’m not judging. I only ask because of the way you’re dressed as well as the way you were speaking for her when you came in. Also, please don’t be offended, but you both have very nice tits.”


  “Thank you,” Jenna said.


  “And yes, we are in a Dom-sub relationship.”


  “Cool with me,” Debbie said as she rolled a cart over to the two topless women. “Barbells or rings?”


  “Rings. And do you have any with little bells on them for my submissive?” Erica replied. “Not back here but you may purchase bells as well as many other dangles out in the shop.”


  Placing a fourteen gauge ring in the hollowed end of a needle, Debbie grabbed Erica’s left nipple and pushed it through until the ring was settle in place. Dropping the used needle into a bowl, she quickly repeated the process with the right and then pierced Jenna with equal efficiency.


  “Jesus Christ! You’re finished already and I barely even had time to think about the first one,” Erica exclaimed.


  “I can pierce nipples in my sleep. So, do you want the tattoo to be one word to two? How big do you want it and do you have a preference for the lettering?”


  “Two, not entirely sure, and not really. I guess draw up what you think best.”


  “Will do. Give me a few minutes and I’ll have something.”


  About twenty minutes later, Debbie stood up from her work station carrying several sheets of carbon paper cut into various sized rectangles. I may have gone a little overboard, but I wanted to give you as many options as possible. That being said I’m going to place them on your breasts and you can pick out the one you like and can live with.” Lightly coating Jenna’s breasts with a salve, Debbie rubbed the strips of paper to them and peeled them away one after the other – leaving behind a purple outline of possibilities.


  With about half a dozen left, Debbie walked over to Erica and began rubbing the salve into her right breast. “Um, what are you doing?”


  “I need to use the salve so the outline will hold. I ran out of room on her so now I’m using yours,” Debbie explained as she placed the first piece of carbon paper.


  Thinking nothing of it, Erica allowed Debbie to do her work and after several minutes, Jenna pointed to one of the imprints on her left breast of the two words written in a fancy script. “That one,” she said. “Second on down on my Mistress’ left breast.”


  “Good choice. Alright, give me a moment to get you all cleaned up and another template drawn out and I’ll get started.


  Lying down on a paper-lined table, Erica closed her eyes and thought about her actions thus far and what they meant for her future as a dominant while her submissive was busy getting her breast tattooed. Losing track of time – drifting in and out of consciousness, her eyes shot open as she felt a stinging pain in her left breast. Looking down, it took her shocked brain several seconds to register that she was now being tattooed – the tiny cluster of needles following the outline of the desired tattoo. What in the fucking fuck are you doing!?”


  “I’m tattooing your breast as asked.”


  “I never asked you to tattoo me! I said my submissive wanted tattooed you stupid fucking bitch!”


  “And then you said you wanted yours done as well. I took that to mean you wanted the same work. I’ve already got the ‘c’ and ‘u’ done. Do you want me to stop?” Debbie asked as she continued on with the ‘m’. “I don’t hear you telling me to stop so I’m just going to go ahead and finish up and since there was a misunderstanding I won’t charge for your tattoo. Actually, I have an idea. Hold still and it’ll be over as quickly as possible.”


  “Un-fucking-believable! And what’s your brilliant idea?”


  “You’ll see.” Tracing the lines of the letters one by one until she got to the end, Debbie added an apostrophe s at the end and then dropped down and freehanded the word Mistress in exactly the same script. Putting the tattoo gun down, Debbie gently wiped the excess ink and tiny dots of blood from Erica’s breast. “There you go, all finished. Unless you’d like some other work, that is.”


  “I think you’ve done quite enough thank you very much,” Erica scoffed, her eyes locked on her new tattoo.


  “If it’s any consolation, Mistress, I think it looks good on you,” Jenna said in a vain attempt to comfort her upset girlfriend. “And it’s true, you are Cum Puppy’s Mistress so at least there’s that.”


  “Come on, let’s get the hell out of here before she accidentally gives me something else I did not ask for.”


  “I’m truly sorry. I honestly thought you were both getting the same work. And you didn’t exactly make me stop either so be glad I’m not charging for your tattoo.”


  “I’m just beaming with gratitude.”


  “You know what, I apologized more than once for my mistake and you continue bitching about it so now you’re getting charged for it all. Please put your clothes on and follow me out to the register.”


  “I’m not paying for a tattoo I did not ask for! I want to see your manager right god damn now.”


  “You’re looking at her.”


  “Then I want to talk to your boss. Get them here right now or else!”


  “Mistress! Please calm down and accept her apology before this gets blown way out of hand.”


  “Whatever, but I’m not paying for this fucking tattoo.”


  “I’ll give you a choice. You can either pay for every bit of work I’ve done on you today, or you can hike that dress up and let me pierce your hood and I won’t charge for it or the tattoo. Refuse and I’ll call the police and report you for trying to run out on paying your bill.”


  “I know what you’re thinking Mistress and it’s not worth it,” Jenna pleaded. “Please just pay the bill or get the piercing so we can leave.”


  “Fine, do the damn piercing so we can get the hell out of this place. And I’ll make sure to warn everyone I know against coming here.”


  Pissed, but maintaining her professionalism, Debbie gathered the supplies she needed and then returned to where Erica now sat with her dress up over her hips and legs spread wide. “Lay down and keep your mouth shut while I work or I just might slip and pierce you closed.” Placing two marks on either side of Erica’s hood, Debbie quickly pushed the needles through, fed the studs of a clit shield with the word SLAVE etched down the center in the hollowed ends and pushed it the rest of the way through. Acting quickly, Debbie latched a pair of special, multi-holed piercing tongs to both of Erica’s outer labia and began jabbing needles through in rapid succession.


  “What in the fucking hell are you doing you crazy god damned bitch!?” Erica shrieked as she bolted upright so fast it made her momentarily lightheaded. “Looking down, she saw her clit completely shielded from touch and four very thick needles sticking through each outer labia and Debbie getting ready to poke a fifth through the right side. “Have you lost your motherfucking mind? Forget about not paying for the tattoo. I’m not paying for anything and you can kiss your job goodbye!”


  “HA! Good luck with that you arrogant cunt,” Debbie smirked as she pushed the last needle in place with agonizing slowness. “I own this shop so you’re going to have a pretty hard time getting me fired.”


  “Then I’ll sue you into poverty you inane bitch!”


  “I’m afraid I have to side with my Mistress on this one,” Jenna cut in. “She agreed to the hood piercing, but not the rest of it. Now please place the rings and back away or you’re going to have to deal with me. And yes, that was absolutely a threat.”


  “Oh, this fucking bitch is getting more than a few rings,” Debbie said, giving Jenna a wink and smile as she placed one side of a grommet into the open end of the first needle and pushed it the rest of the way through. After the top two set were tunneled, she opened the tongs and moved them down so the bottom two holes were now closed over unpierced flesh. Four more needles went in bringing the total to seven on each side now as Erica sat there and took it – her face a scrunched up mask of pain and anger.


  Once all seven sets of tunnels were in place, Debbie added the rings – making sure they were small enough for the special clasps to latch and permanently seal by cold welding themselves together. Through the tiny eyelet at the front of each, she threaded a thin, curved metal rod and screwed the bead on the lower end that would also cold weld itself together. If Erica was thinking she could push a finger between the rings for pleasure it was now dashed as her pussy was completely cut off from that avenue.
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  Back in the car, Erica peeled out of the Black Lotus parking lot and sped down the road – the adrenaline pumping through her system the only thing preventing her from breaking down in tears of humiliation. “I can’t believe that fucking bitch did that to me.”


  “I’m not picking her side, but you were sort of a bitch to her, Mistress. I mean, she apologized more than once and you antagonized her to the point she did what she thought best to get even. And it’s not as if you leapt off the table or made any real effort to make her stop. One might even conclude you wanted her to do it. Can I ask how it made you feel?”


  “No you may not. You can just keep your mouth closed for the rest of the night.”


  “I’m sorry Mistress. Give me all the swats you want, but I cannot obey that command. You just went through something fucked up and I’m here for you however you may need me just as you’ve been there for me this last week. I love you Mistress and no amount of piercings or degrading tattoos is ever going to change that. Now, how did it make you feel, Mistress?”


  “Humiliated. Degraded. Angry. I felt like a piece of fucking meat there for her to use and abuse.”


  “That’s exactly how I felt that first time I knelt and licked Linda’s pussy for you Mistress. I didn’t want to do it even a little, but forced my way through it because I saw how much it meant to you. I felt used. Violated even, but I did it because I did not want to disappoint my best friend or be the cause her hopes and dreams were ruined. I know you’re going to remove them the second we get home, but I ask that you do me one favor and keep them until everything is healed.”


  “And then it’ll be too late for the holes to close and I’ll be stuck with them the rest of my life. No thanks.”


  “The holes those tunnels are through are way too big and will most likely never close, Mistress. Please, I am begging you to do this for me Mistress. Keep them until it’s all healed and then if you still don’t like it remove the rings. Based on what little I know about that type of piercing from going through fetishes with Linda, you’ll have to wear the tunnels the rest of your life unless you want to go through surgery to close the holes. By the way, that is called a chastity piercing and I don’t think it’ll take you long to figure out why.”


  “I can’t touch my clit, or pleasure myself in the slightest,” Erica complained.


  “That’s the point, Mistress.”


  “It also means none of you may pleasure me and that you can never fist me.”


  “Never is a very long time, Mistress. It’ll take three or four months for them to completely heal and then I can work on getting my hand in there. But you are right in that you will not feel any sort of vaginal pleasure in that time. The question is, are you willing to suffer the humiliation of wearing a chastity piercing for your best friend, lover and submissive?”


  “Why don’t I just become a submissive like you, Linda and Megan?” Erica huffed, her body temperature rising about three hundred degrees.


  “That would be amazing, Mistress, but then who would train us? No, I think you are much better suited to the role of Dominant. You ask me, Megan and Linda to commit to a lifetime of submission and training. I am asking you for four months of wearing those rings. Is that really too much to accept?”


  “Easy to say when you’re not the one pierced shut.”


  “Then take me back, Mistress. I don’t want to have it done, but if it means you’ll accept and agree to wear them for the duration I’ll do it.”


  “I wouldn’t take my worst enemy back to that fucking place!” Seeing the relieved look on her submissive’s face, Erica’s inner demon took over. “But that’s not the only place in town either. Fine, you get yours done exactly as I have and I’ll do it. I’ll wear it for four months.”


  “I accept, Mistress,” Jenna replied, regretting and mentally kicking herself in the ass for opening her big mouth.


  ∞ ∞ ∞


  After Erica pulled into her driveway some four hours later, she and Jenna got out and slowly walked to the back of the car where the former popped the trunk and they both grabbed the bags of fetish clothing and toys. Carrying them inside, Jenna dropped them on the floor and immediately stripped out of the tight bodysuit, bringing only the tiniest amount of relief to her pierced nipples and pussy.


  “That was by far the stupidest thing I’ve ever agreed to in my life, Mistress. I’m going to go cry now if that’s okay.”


  “No, no it isn’t okay. We were both stupid and will have to live with the decisions we made. I will hold up to my end of the deal.”


  “So I can fist you now Mistress?”


  “Not right this second, but yes, you have my permission to stretch me open until I’m able to take your hand. And when my pussy is healed in four months and I remove the rings you may fist both holes at the same time.”


  “Thank you Mistress. Can I at least take the rest of the night off to rest?”


  “Not yet. We need to clean the new toys and put the costumes away and then we’ll relax in a hot bath together.”


  “Yes Mistress. May I ask if you’re going to require Megan and Linda to get the same work?”


  “I don’t think I will. I think I like the idea of this being something I only share with my lover. Now, let’s get this stuff put away so we can get on back to the training with what little we have left of the day.”


  “But I thought we were going to relax afterwards, Mistress?”


  “I may be in a great deal of pain right now but I’m not so absent-minded that I forgot you need to be disciplined for disobedience and disrespect.”


  “I didn’t forget either, Mistress, but I was really hoping you had.”


  “So, you were just going to skip out on your punishment had I forgotten? I do believe that warrants an additional twenty-five swats bringing your total two one-seventy-five. Care to make it an even two-hundred?”


  “No Mistress.”


  “Then I suggest getting your ass in gear.”


  “Yes Mistress.” Picking up all of the bags so she did not have to make several trips, Jenna carried them down to the dungeon and began unloading them – placing the costumes in the closet and the toys in the dishwasher all the while holding back the urge to cry from the growing agony between her legs. Hearing her Mistress coming down the stairs, her heart sank into her feet and her eyes drifted to the row of canes, paddles, floggers and belts hanging on the wall to her right. At least I won’t get any on my tits and pussy this time, she thought – her gaze drifting down to the gold rings now dangling from her nipples.
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  After relaxing in the tub until the water went cold twice and their skin began looking suspiciously like raisons, Erica and Jenna got out and gently toweled each other dry. Kneeling behind her submissive, Erica examined the lines of welt-covered bruises on Jenna’s plump ass and then leaned in to kiss them. “God, I love you.”


  “I love you to, Mistress. Ooohhhh!” Jenna purred, her ass spread open and tongued by the woman she served. “That feels nice Mistress. Thank you.”


  Slowly, gently kissing her way up to Jenna’s neck, Erica pulled her submissive’s hair back, divided it into three sections and started braiding it. “I know this is going to sound sudden, but given the fact that we’ve known each other for twenty years I don’t think it’s that far-fetched despite being a couple for only a week. Will you marry me? And before you ask, yes, I am being completely serious. I love you more than anything, Jenna, and I want to spend the rest of my life with you.”


  “It would be my honor, Mistress,” Jenna answered. “May I ask what brought this on? Not that I’m complaining or anything because I love you more than anything. I’m just curious why you’re asking now.”


  “Honestly, it was your willingness to get your pussy pierced like mine. I knew in that moment we were meant for each other. Now, how would you like to stretch my ass open?”


  “I’d love to, Mistress.”


  “Then let’s go down to the dungeon. And I don’t you to stop until your entire hand is buried up my ass. Is that understood?”


  “Yes Mistress.”


  “I mean it. I want you to ram fingers, tongue and toys up my ass without mercy. For this night only I will submit and you will dominate. Can you do that?”


  “Yes Mistress. Get on all fours and follow me to the dungeon,” Jenna said as a shiver of excitement shot down her spine.


  “Yes Mistress,” Erica replied, kissing her way down her temporary Mistress’ body on her way to her hands and knees.


  “Just so we’re clear am I only dominating you during the fisting or do I have free reign to do what I please within the confines of your limits?”


  “The latter. For the rest of the night I am yours to do with as you please in accordance with my limits.”


  “Then I want you to give me your list and while I’m looking it over you may go down to the dungeon and use the sex machine with the new tapered dildo we bought. But first, get in the tub and kneel. I have to take a piss and you’re going to drink it.”


  “Yes Mistress.” Though she had been pissing down her now fiancé’s throat twice daily for the last week, Erica never imagined she would be on the receiving end as she crawled across the cold tile and into the bathtub she had just stepped out of moments ago. Kneeling, she opened her mouth and once Jenna was in the tub with her, gently placed her mouth over her Mistress’s pussy. The bitter fluid filled her mouth immediately triggering a gag reflex. “Oh god that’s horrible! How in the hell can you drink it like you do?”


  “Because I aim to be the best submissive possible for my Mistress,” Jenna answered as the stream of nearly clear liquid splashed down on Erica’s chest. “And since you failed to drink it you will be disciplined.”


  “But I’ve never once disciplined you for not being able to get it all down.”


  “And we’ll add ten swats for disrespect. No, wait, that’s thirty-five for two counts of forgetting to call me Mistress,” Jenna said with a wicked grin that told Erica she was in for some revenge caning. “Where is your limit list?”


  “On the kitchen table where I left it, Mistress.”


  “Take a quick shower and then go to the dungeon and ordered. I will join you as soon as I’m ready.”


  “Yes Mistress.”


  ∞ ∞ ∞


  Crawling past Jenna whom was sitting at the kitchen table still reading the list of fetishes, Erica received a hard slap on the ass that left a handprint behind. Opening the door leading to the basement, she made her way down - remaining on her hands and knees the entire way down. In the dungeon, she fetched the long tapered dildo from its new place on the shelf, a bottle of lube from the cabinet and took them over to the sex machine where she shoved the toy onto the metal rod. Rolling the machine over to a spanking bench, she adjusted the height to the marks she had scratched into the legs and then lubed the dildo before climbing on the bench and backing up until the first four or five inches were stuffing her ass.


  If Jenna can take a fist up her ass then the least I can do is return the favor, Erica thought as she remotely turned the machine on and pressed the button to start the rod moving back and forth driving the dildo a little deeper than she was comfortable with. Increasing the speed, she slid back about three inches and grunted – her asshole stretched more than it had ever been as the machine fucked harder and deeper. “Uhn…uhn…uhn…oh god it hurts and feels good at the same fucking time!” Reaching back, she was about to rub her clit when fingers met the metal of the shield. “Son of a bitch! Oh, this is going to be a very long four months.”


  Her asshole opening and closing around the tapered shaft of the dildo was an experience unlike anything Erica had ever felt and though it hurt taking something so thick she loved the way it made her feel. Breathing deep, she increased the speed and depth once again. Looking back, she saw only about half of the nearly sixteen inch long dildo was pistoning in and out of her rapidly stretching asshole.


  Meanwhile, up in the kitchen, Jenna put down Erica’s fetish list and stood up with a huge smile, knowing exactly what she was going to do to her temporary submissive to teach her a very valuable lesson not only in being a submissive, but proofreading as well. Unfortunately, it was so over-the-top she feared it would irrevocably end their relationship she she went with plan B instead.


  “Jesus Christ!” Jenna gasped as she saw the massive dildo plowing in and out of Erica’s ass with blinding speed. “There was no need to rush.”


  “Rush? It’s been fucking me more than an hour, Mistress.”


  “And I’d say you’ve got at least a foot buried in your ass. You know what that means, right?”


  “That I can take your fist?”


  “With ease. I have to admit I’m pretty surprised you were able to take so much so quickly. I was going to take my time and open you up a tiny bit at a time, but apparently you’re more of a pain slut than I am.”


  “I think we both know from getting pierced I’m a complete wuss when it comes to pain, Mistress.”


  “I need to ask you a very serious question and I want an honest answer. The list you made, is it one-hundred percent accurate?”


  “Yes Mistress.”


  “And I am permitted to do anything I want from that list as long as it’s in the willing or soft limit columns?”


  “Yes Mistress. I will do them without question or complaint.”


  Moving to the front of the spanking bench, Jenna squatted down until she was eye-level with her fiancé. “Then I ask you to be my full-time sex slave.”


  “Uummm…”


  “It’s on your willing list Erica.”


  “I meant that as in I would train Megan as my sex slave not that…”


  “That’s not what it says,” Jenna cut her fiancé off. It clearly says sexual slavery and nothing else. I interpret that to mean you would be willing to be a sex slave and I’m sure if I showed it to anyone else they would draw the same conclusion. So, do you accept me as your permanent Mistress? Will you serve the rest of your life as my sex slave?”


  “And what about you serving as my submissive, Mistress?”


  “We will continue doing that as well. I’m sure we can come up with a schedule that we can both live with and alternating back and forth between roles will allow us to experience both sides of the lifestyle. It is very important I get an answer as soon as possible.”


  “I agree, Mistress. But only on the condition that at the studio I am the Mistress and you are the slave. Agreed?”


  “Agreed.”


  “HA! I will hold you to that, Mistress. From this day forward I am your slave and you are mine. I am your Mistress and you are mine.”


  “You mean submissive.”


  “No. You agreed to be my slave. Or do you now want to back out of the deal?”


  “Very well. Considering everything we’ve done together this last week and especially today, I agree to be your sex slave and Mistress if you agree to the same.”


  “Then it’s agreed.”


  “And that, slave, is the reason I love you so fucking much,” Jenna said, leaning in to kiss her fiancé hard on the lips. Placing her hands on Erica’s shoulders, she gently pushed her back onto the rapidly pounding dildo. “Four and a half inches. That’s how thick the base of that dildo is, slave. And that’s how deep you’re taking it before you are permitted to stop. When it is all the way up your ass you’ll be able to take both of my hands at the same time and that’s something not even I’ve been able to do.”


  “Y-Yes Mistress.”


  “This room is still wired with cameras running twenty-four-seven correct?”


  “Yes Mistress.”


  “Then I want to hear you say that you agree to be my slave and will do everything I command of you without question or complaint and that no matter what it is, you will not use it as an excuse to leave me.”


  “I agree to be your sex slave and I will follow every command to the best of my abilities and will never use anything you do to me as an excuse to leave unless it is something illegal or life-threateningly dangerous. So, how may I serve you, Mistress?”


  “I have an idea, but it’s going to have to wait until tomorrow when I can talk to Megan and Linda. But for now, I think I’ll take that dildo out of your gaping asshole and replace it with my fists.”


  “Yes Mistress. May I ask what you have planned for tomorrow?”


  “Something that will prove beyond a shadow of a doubt that you are serious about being my slave,” Jenna answered as she walked around the spanking bench and turned the machine off. Unlocking the wheels, she pulled it back and watched as Erica’s asshole remained gaping for several seconds before slowly closing. Picking up the bottle of lube, she coated her hands, balled them into fists and punched the right one into Erica’s asshole. It was swiftly followed by the left and then the right again. Alternating back and forth, each hard jab caused her slave to grunt and moan.


  Placing her hands together and bending her fingers and thumbs over, Jenna placed them against Erica’s asshole and pushed. There was some resistance as if her slave was trying to clench, but then all of a sudden it gave way and her hands went in to the wrists. Congratulations, slave. You are now taking both of my hands up your wrecked ass at the same time. How does it feel?”


  “It hurts Mistress, but in a good way. Aaahhhhh! Oh god, that’s too much, Mistress,” Erica screeched when the clasped hands slid a couple inches deeper. “P-Please not so much. It feels like you’re ripping me open, Mistress.”


  Pulling her hands out of her slave’s ass, Jenna coated them with more lube and then pushed the right one back in – not stopping until she was at the elbow. “Damn! That toy really stretched you deep. I’m up your ass to the fucking elbow. Shame it’ll be another four months before I can do this to your cunt.”


  “O-On the bright side Mistress it also gives your pussy four months to tighten back up.”


  “Good point. Maybe then I’ll be good and tight for our first gang bang together. Yeah, you heard me right, slave. Once out cunts are healed and we remove the rings I plan on setting up a gang bang with at least twenty men. What do you think of that?”


  “As long as they wear condoms so they don’t knock me up I’m fine with it, Mistress.”


  “And if I command you to let them breed you?”


  “Please don’t do that, Mistress. Yes, I’m your slave and must do everything you command of me, but I’m nowhere near close to being ready for kids.”


  “We’ll talk about it more as the time draws closer,” Jenna said as her arm slowly pulled free of her fiancé’s asshole. Walking across the dungeon, she grabbed a two-inch wide leather belt from a hook and made a point of snapping it loudly. “Time for your punishment, slave. And when we’re finished you will lick me to orgasm before we shower and go to bed.”


  “Yes Mistress.”


  THWACK! The belt unfurled, swinging through the air like a bullet towards the target that was Erica’s exposed ass. Striking hard, the metal-capped tip wrapped around and dug painfully into her left hip.


  “Aahhgghhh! Son of a bitch that hurt!”


  “I’m very disappointed in you slave. How many times over the last week did you pound it into my head that a good submissive accepts discipline with grace and humility? Swat. Count. Give thanks. That’s how this works, slave. And since you failed on all accounts that’ll be an additional twenty-five. You will learn to do it right or I’ll keep adding swats until you do. Is that understood, slave?”


  THWAP! The belt struck before Erica had time to answer. Biting her tongue to prevent herself from yelping again, she closed her eyes and exhaled. “One. Thank you for teaching me this lesson, Mistress.” Coming from Jenna’s mouth the words only enhanced her domination, but from her own it served to reinforce her submission and she felt like a slave for the first time.
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