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		“Oh god, I feel like I’ve been kicked in the pussy by an elephant,” Erica groaned as she rolled over to get out of bed.

		“I know the feeling, Mistress,” Jenna replied, looking up at her fiancé from her position kneeling on the floor. “Now be a good slave and kneel so I can use the toilet.”

		“Yes Mistress. And then you are going to drink mine. “Um, actually, we better use the tub as we both know there’s no way in hell I’m drinking it without spilling eighty percent of it. So, what’s this thing you’re going to have me do to prove I’m committed to this relationship of ours? Also, why are you kneeling on the floor?”

		“Because this is my place, Mistress. I am still your slave and I will continue kneeling on the floor for you every morning. As for what I’m going to have you do, I was thinking about that and I think it will be better for us both if we waited until after we’re able to take the rings out of our pussies.”

		Placing her pussy against Jenna’s lips, Erica started to pee and she shook her head in disbelief. “For the life of me I’ll never figure out how you learned to drink it so easily. You gulp it down so quickly do you even taste it? Is that what I’m missing, slave?”

		“Mmmm, yes Mistress,” Jenna said, licking her lips. “And it doesn’t hurt that I like the way it tastes.”

		“You like it?”

		“Yes Mistress. I could drink piss all day if I had enough people to drink it from.”

		“That can be arranged. And now it’s my turn, Mistress.” Walking into the bathroom, Erica climbed into the tub and got down on her knees. “I’m ready, Mistress.”

		“Bit of advice, think of it as drinking warm salt water rather than pee and it’ll go down a lot easier. And don’t hesitate. When you feel it hitting the back of your throat, swallow. Can you do that, slave?”

		“I’ll try my best, Mistress.” Fighting back the urge to lick her fiancé’s pussy the second it touched her lips, Erica breathed through her nose, exhaled and breathed in again. The hot stream blasted her uvula. Closing her eyes, she gulped. Thinking of a warm glass of unsweetened tea, she slurped the bitter fluid down as quickly as possible and about halfway through realized she was no longer swallowing. Completely relaxed, the pee was effortlessly sliding down her throat. Grabbing her Mistress’s ass, she pulled her closer and after the last drops coated her tongue, started to lick.

		“Mmmm…you did it. You didn’t spill a drop. I’m very proud of you, slave.”

		“Thank you Mistress. I think I need to stop moving around or I’m going to throw it back up.”

		“While I’m showering you may go to the kitchen and make us breakfast.”

		“Yes Mistress. And afterwards I’m going to…”

		“Continue submitting to my every command. I thought about it while kneeling on the floor waiting for you to wake and I think it only fair that you serve as my slave during the times you’re not training me, Megan and Linda and fulltime on Sundays when you’re not dominating any of us. Now go. And remember that I like my bacon crispy.”

		“Yes Mistress.” Leaving the bathroom, Erica made her way to the kitchen one slow, agonizing step at a time thanks to the pain in her heavily pierced pussy. And then there was the belly full of pee that threatened to come back up any moment. Going to the fridge, she grabbed the carton of eggs, a pack of bacon and a bag of shredded cheddar cheese. Sitting everything on the counter next to the stove, she went to the freezer and grabbed a box of blueberry waffles. Putting the bacon on first, she put the eggs in a bowl with some salt and pepper and then began whisking the hell out of them – something she discovered years ago made them very light and fluffy. Not exactly what I had planned, but I suppose it’s only fair considering what I’m asking her to do for me, she thought as she got breakfast underway.

		∞ ∞ ∞

		Butt naked, Jenna entered the kitchen and sat at the table just as Erica was placing the food on two plates. “I’ve been thinking and you will eat all of your meals on the floor from now on. You may use a plate for now until I get you a proper food and water bowl.”

		“Excuse me, Mistress?”

		“You heard me, slave. You attempted to turn me into a puppy yesterday and now I’m going to give you a taste of your own medicine. When you’re not training one of us, you’ll remain on all fours like a dog. You will also wear a tailed plug, ears and anything else I can find to enhance the look. You will still be permitted to speak and use the bathroom like a human, but everything else will be done as a bitch. Is that understood?” Jenna asked as she gulped down a bite of bacon.

		“Yes Mistress,” Erica said, picking her plate up off the table and placing it on the tiled floor.

		“And you’ll eat like a dog as well. And by that I mean using only your mouth while on all fours.”

		“As long as you don’t make me do it with dogs we’re good, Mistress.” Getting on her hands and knees, Erica lowered her head to the plate and discovered just how hard it was to eat without the use of her hands or utensils. Getting more on her face than in her mouth, she chased the food around the plate using her long tongue to scoop up the quickly cooling meal as best she could.

		“That’s a good girl,” Jenna said, reaching down and petting the top of her fiancé’s head. “When you’re finished making a mess you may do the dishes and meet me in the dungeon. We have about eleven hours to play before Megan gets here and I want to use every possible second training your sexy submissive ass.”

		“Yes Mistress.” Just wait until your next training day, she thought, lapping up a bite of cold eggs as she looked up at her fiancé turned Mistress. “Before my training continues, I want to make something absolutely clear. I am in a lot of pain thanks to all these damn piercings so you are not to touch my pussy for any reason what so ever and that is non-negotiable. Same with my nipples. Actually, I think it’s in both of our best interest to postpone the training for a few weeks to give the tattoo and piercings time to heal.”

		“You’re just saying that because I’m about to humiliate you,” Jenna scowled. “That is so unfair, Mistress.”

		“What’s unfair is that you actually think that of me. We can’t touch each other’s nipples or pussy without causing undue pain, risking infection or migration and that’s the only reason I’m making this decision. I will continue playing the part of your puppy and drinking your pee, but no sex for either of us and I will not change my mind on that.”

		“What about the videos you need to get your job?”

		“Since the last two will be Megan and Linda’s first day of training there shouldn’t be any issues. And since I’m forcing you to put training me on the back burner, I’m willing to compromise and enlist your help in training them. Is that acceptable?”

		“Considering I can’t really have sex I don’t see what help I would be to you, Mistress.”

		“There’s plenty you can help me with, but if you’re not interested I understand.”

		“To be honest, Megan and Linda are cool and I love having sex with them, but the only one I have any interest in training is you, Mistress. That being said, I apologize for accusing you and agree it’s pretty damn stupid for us to mess around with the piercings while they’re this fresh. Hell, it even hurt when you crank my pee this morning.”

		“Same. And then you for understanding. If there’s anything non-sexual you want me to do for you I’m more than willing to comply.”

		“I appreciate that, Mistress. I think for now it’ll just be playing the part of my submissive puppy, but I’ll put some thought into it and see what I can come up with. In the meantime, clean up the kitchen and meet me in the basement for your permanent tail.”

		“Permanent?”

		“As in you’ll wear it at all times except when shitting, showering or during anal play, Mistress.”

		“I accept with one condition. I’ll wear the plug, but not the tail out in public, at work or when training you, Megan and Linda. The former because I don’t want arrested for indecent exposure and the latter because I’m supposed to be the dominant one in those situations.”

		“I agree, Mistress. And now that is the last time I call you Mistress until Megan arrives for her training. You know what that means.”

		“Yes, Mistress, I do and I am now yours to command until seven. That’ll give me plenty of time to clean up and prepare for her training.” Erica said as she cleared the table and prepared to do the dishes.
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		Kitchen cleaned, Erica took a deep breath, opened the door leading down to the basement, dropped onto her hands and knees and carefully took them one at a time. Crawling across the concrete floor to a closed door, she reached up, turned the knob and pushed it open. Going into her dungeon, she saw her best friend become fiancé turned Mistress pacing back and forth. “Sorry to keep you waiting, Mistress.”

		“No worries. I’m not mad, just thinking.”

		“Is everything okay, Mistress?”

		“Absolutely. I’ve been thinking about the direction I want your training to go and I think I’m going to hold to the puppy theme. After you are in your gear, some of which I’m going to have to look up and order if I can find it, we’ll start with teaching you a few positions.”

		“I already know the positions, Mistress.”

		“Submissive ones, yes, but not puppy positions such as sit, roll over and play dead. After that we’ll take it outside. Don’t worry, you won’t be going for any walks today as I don’t want a repeat of the harassment and attention we got yesterday. But you will definitely be going on walks so don’t think you’re in the clear.”

		“Yes Mistress.”

		“Assume the humble position which to you will now be referred to as bow and prepare to be plugged. Fortunately for you the biggest we have capable of holding a tail is only two inches thick, but I’ll remedy that while looking for the rest of your gear.”

		“Are you planning on keeping my asshole stretched open, Mistress?”

		“Once we get the proper plugs.”

		“I’m okay with you fisting me on occasion, but I don’t want to remain that open on a permanent basis.”

		“You’re my slave, Erica, and a slave no longer owns her body.”

		“I understand that, Mistress. And I’ve been thinking about it. I’ve already told Megan I could not train her as my slave as I have limits and that has not changed because I’m now serving you. Before we continue, we need to settle once and for all what we expect from each other so there’s no arguing or animosity between us. And before you say it, I know what I said last night and contribute it to the high emotional state I was in after being tattooed and heavily pierced. Not to mention you ramming your fist up my ass.”

		“Then tell me what the hell you want Erica because I’m frankly getting tired of you constantly changing your mind,” Jenna huffed in irritation. “Are you my slave or submissive? Are you going to let me train you as I see fit or are you going to challenge me at every turn?”

		“You know I have certain limits which automatically exclude me from being a slave,” Erica shot back, on the defensive at being scolded like a dog. “And you have limits as well so don’t even pretend you’re willing to do anything I command without question.”

		“I think my actions since this all began speak to the contrary. Or are you forgetting I asked you to take me back so that woman could give me the same piercings as you? Or that I participated in this inanity by licking Linda’s pussy, joining you in this very dungeon and everything else I’ve done against my better judgement?”

		“So, are you saying you don’t like having sex with women? Because if that’s the case then you’re a hell of an actress.”

		“Yes, I like sex with women now, but that’s beside the point.”

		“And in case you forgot, I had my first lesbian experience that night as well and I did it for you. I’m going to go make a limit list as I asked the rest of you to do and my hard limits will apply to everyone I train from here on out. I want to serve you, Jenna, but if we’re going to argue about it every five minutes then we’re destined for failure and the last thing I want is to lose you. I will say right now that being trained as your puppy will be on the list of things I’ll willingly do so please continue thinking about how you want to proceed with that and I’ll go make my lists.”

		“Honestly, I’m no longer even in the mood to dominate you right now so take your time making your lists and we’ll proceed if and when I feel your heart’s really into it.”

		“Why are you acting like I’ve just committed a crime or something? Yeah, I’ve built a dungeon in my basement that I’ve kept hidden from everyone for a few years, and I know a fair bit about this lifestyle, but this is the first time I’ve ever actually gone this far. I’ve never dominated or submitted to anyone in my life and frankly it scares the hell out of me. All I ask is that you have patience as I figure out exactly what I’m into.” Seeing the disappointment and frustration on her fiancé’s face, Erica sighed, got to her feet and walked back upstairs before making matters worse.

		Going to her little office Erica logged into the program that gave her access to the dungeon cameras and watched as her fiancé paced back and forth – her face a mask of unbridled aggravation. Heart sinking, Erica closed the program as tears formed in her eyes. Opening the center desk drawer, she pulled out the three lists her submissives made and then opened a new Microsoft word document. Setting the margins to the absolute minimum and splitting it into three columns, she named them from left to right: without question, soft limits and hard limits. Using Jenna, Megan and Linda’s list as a comprehensive guide, she made one of her own.

		Pondering how she felt about each fetish on an individual basis, Erica wanted to get it right before even thinking about printing it out and handing it over to her Mistress. After modifying it extensively from the first draft, she gave it one last look-over and then printed it out. Taking a few more minutes to gather her thoughts and calm her nerves, she got up and headed toward the door. Extending her hand toward the knob, it opened and she was greeted by her fiancé.

		“I’m headed out and won’t back until later,” Jenna said.

		“Are we okay, Jenna?”

		“I hope so, but this wishy-washy behavior has to stop. I love you and want to spend the rest of my life with you, but we need to get on the same page or like you said we’re doomed to failure.”

		“And that’s why I took my time making this list. It’s as comprehensive as possible and I will not waiver from it. I love you to, Jenna and appreciate everything you, Megan and Linda are doing for me more than I could ever put into words. I want this to work, but if it becomes too overwhelming then we should stop. And I’m talking about the bdsm stuff, not our relationship. Anyways, here’s the list. You’ll find that with a few exception it’s nearly identical to yours so hopefully it’ll give us a solid foundation on which to build. So, where are you headed?”

		“Shopping,” Jenna answered, taking the paper from her fiancé’s hand. “I’ll give it a look over, but for now I think it’s in both of our best interest to take some time off from the training until our emotion aren’t so high. And I mean from the bdsm stuff. Let’s start with a month to give our piercings time to heal and go from there. Is that acceptable?”

		“Of course. Despite the urgency of getting these first videos to Mr. Radcliffe there’s no rush. And a month gives me ample time to get things set up for what I have planned.”

		“Which would be what exactly?”

		“While searching the internet for examples of nearly every fetish on that list I came across a few sites that gave me ideas of how I can make money without having to worry about working at Hidden Desires. I want to look into it a bit more, but I’m thinking of going into webcam modeling and having the rest of the house wired with cameras like the dungeon.”

		“So, we did all of this for nothing?” Jenna said between tightly clenched teeth.

		“God no! I’m hoping the three of you will agree to continue your training via webcam shows that will be streamed live as well as sold on a website that still needs to be made.”

		“And what about the videos and photos you’ve already handed over?”

		“If everyone is in agreement I’ll get them back. Our contract states he cannot legally sell them unless all of them have been made and if that doesn’t happen within a set period of time then I get them back and the contract is null and void. Please give it some thought and let me know what you think and I’ll ask Megan and Linda later tonight.”

		“There’s nothing to think about. Whether at a porn studio or the comfort of home our training will be out there so I’m in either way.”

		“Thank you. I really am sorry for the way I’ve been acting and you have my word it won’t happen again.”

		“Apology accepted. Feel free to relax and spend the rest of the day preparing for Megan’s training session and I’ll be home sometime later.”
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		Erica heard a knock at the door at exactly six o’clock and was not surprise when she looked out to see her young neighbor Megan standing on the front porch looking as excited as ever. Now wearing a light summer dress to cover her piercings and tattoo, Erica pulled the door open and welcomed her submissive in.

		“Hello Mistress.”

		“Hello Megan. Are you ready for tonight’s lesson?”

		“Been thinking about it all day, Mistress.”

		“Glad to hear it. But before we get started there are a few things I need to discuss with you and Linda. Is your step-mother home?”

		“Yes Mistress. Would you like me to call her for you?”

		“Please. Tell her I need a few minutes of her time if she isn’t busy.”

		“Yes Mistress.”

		A few minutes later and Erica was letting in her thirty-three year old neighbor turned submissive, Linda. “You wanted to see me, Mistress?”

		“I don’t want to take up your evening so please come in and I’ll get right to the point.” Once both of the submissives were seated, Erica turned to them and exhaled slowly. “First, there’s something I need to show you.” Grabbing the hem of her dress, she pulled it over her head and held it in her right hand.

		“Holy shit!” Megan exclaimed. “Your pussy is ringed shut, Mistress!”

		“Is it?” Erica gasped in mock surprise. “Oh my god it is! But seriously, Jenna and I went to a tattoo parlor so that she could get a tattoo and her nipples pierced and thanks to a misunderstanding and a fair bit of arguing I ended up with these. Second…”

		“Sorry to interrupt, but why a puppy paw, Mistress?” Linda asked.

		“It was intended for Jenna as I began training her as my puppy submissive and that’s where the misunderstanding with the woman doing the work began. Hers says cum puppy and mine marks me as her Mistress. What’s more, I’ve agreed to let her, and her alone, train me. Due to the nature of our body modifications certain aspects of that training are pretty much impossible until they heal and that will unfortunately apply to the two of you as well. For the next month sexual contact with me will be kept to a minimum, but I will still go full out with the two of you.”

		“Um, what about anal, Mistress?” Megan asked. “Surely your asshole doesn’t hurt from your pussy and nipples being pierced. Also, nice clit shield. When can I get one?”

		“No, my asshole doesn’t hurt from getting pierced, but it’s close enough to my pussy that I don’t want to risk it being hit, licked or otherwise touched until the piercings are healed enough that I don’t have to worry about pain or infection. This is non-negotiable and will result in disciplinary actions being taken against those who violate the command. And now for the real reason I asked you here Linda. While making my limit lists I came across a few websites that may modify things slightly if everyone agrees. As you both know, the dungeon is wired with cameras that record everything around the clock. If everyone agrees, I want to extend that to the entire house so training can take place in every room. I also want to have a website made and start doing webcam modeling showing the progression of said training.”

		“Did you not get the job at Hidden Desires?” Linda asked.

		“I still need to make the videos of you and Megan before I find out. If I give them to Mr. Radcliffe it completes the contract and he’s free to use them as he sees fit including selling them including DVD and digital formats whether I get the job or not. If I don’t hand them over then the contract is null and void and I get the first two back. I’ve given it careful thought while making my lists and I think it would be better for everyone involved if I go the route of self-employed webcam model, Mistress and submissive.”

		“How does that benefit us, Mistress?” Megan asked.

		“Well, for one, I can actually pay you for participating. I have no idea how much it will be or how long it’ll take to earn it but it would be better than nothing. And second, by doing the training here at our own pace we won’t be rushed or pressured into a schedule we’re not comfortable with. And third, it will allow Jenna to train me as her submissive.”

		“I’m not in it for the money, Mistress,” Megan said. “Not saying I won’t accept whatever you’re willing and able to pay, but as far as I’m concerned all I want is training. And a clit shield like yours,” she added, her eyes drifting down to Erica’s heavily modified vulva.

		“While I’d prefer this to be something that only Jenna and I share, I will not forbid either of you from getting whatever work done you want. But let me be very clear. I do not want or expect you to go out and get anything done because you think it will please me. While we’ll do needle play in accordance with your limits I’ll never command either of you to get permanent body modifications such as mine.”

		“And that’s why I love serving you, Mistress,” Linda said. “And I also agree that doing it here will be better for everyone involved. Not only for the reasons already stated, but it also spares us the hassle of getting to the studio on time. And I agree with Megan in that I’m not in it for the money. In fact, if you need help getting the equipment let me know and I’ll gladly help.”

		“I appreciate that. We can talk about it tomorrow when it’s your turn to be trained. Any other questions, concerns or complaints before Megan and I get started?”

		“No Mistress.”

		“I’m ready to get started when you are, Mistress,” Megan replied.

		Then I’ll see you tomorrow, Linda.”

		“Yes Mistress. And thank you for filling me in on what’s going on. I appreciate it.”

		“I wouldn’t be much of a Mistress if I kept you in the dark on important things like this. And just so everyone is on the same page, all training sessions will take place in the dungeon until I can get the house wired. And I’ll talk to Mr. Radcliffe and inform him I’m no longer interested in the job.”

		“I actually have a question, Mistress. If you have the house wired with cameras top to bottom are you going to let them run twenty-four seven?”

		“That’s the plan.”

		“Then as a follow up, what are you going to tell family and friends that visit?”

		“Honestly, I haven’t gotten that far, but assuming this happens I’ll make it perfectly clear to everyone what’s going on and that if they don’t want to be filmed they should not drop by unannounced.”

		“So, if someone visits without notifying you first you’ll film them and let it stream to the internet, Mistress?” Megan asked.

		“That is correct. And I’ll make sure everyone knows it and that it’s clearly posted in case they forget.”

		“Can’t get much fairer than that, Mistress,” Linda said. “And I mean it, just let me know what you need and I’m more than willing to help.”

		“I really appreciate it, but that level of equipment isn’t cheap.”

		“She can afford it, Mistress,” Megan said. “Not that she’s rich or anything, but she’s got enough in savings to put cameras in ten homes.”

		“And just how do you know what I have in savings young lady?”

		“You’ve left your computer logged into your bank account on more than one occasion and I may have inadvertently taken a peek. That being said, I only have a few hours so could you please go home so I can start my training?”

		“Of course. And when you get home we’ll have a long talk about keeping your nose out of other people’s business.”

		“Add teaching you to log out of websites when you’re done,” Megan smirked.

		“Mistress, can I have permission to take her to the dungeon and give her a spanking?”

		“Afraid not. Sorry, but I need to keep everything recorded within the limits of the law and I don’t want you disciplining your step-daughter to be taken as something I condone. Especially given the fact I know you well enough it’ll quickly escalate to sex.”

		“I understand, but you can’t blame a woman for asking, right Mistress?”

		“No, no I cannot.”

		“I’ll see you tomorrow, Mistress. And we’ll talk when you get home,” Linda said to her step-daughter. Giving them each one final look, she opened the door and stepped out into the cool summer night.
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		“So, what will tonight’s session consist of, Mistress?”

		“Honestly, you’re the easiest and hardest of the three of you to train,” Erica answered. “You already know all of the positions like the back of your hand. You’re obedient and follow every command without question and you’ve already been trained to take fists, drink piss and thoroughly enjoy lesbian sex. If I didn’t know any better I would swear you’ve already been trained.”

		“I just know what I like and I’m not afraid to do whatever is necessary to get it, Mistress. I’ve spent months practicing the positions and even longer learning to take fists in my pussy and ass. And you can thank my boyfriend for my ability to drink pee.”

		“Speaking of which, have you told him what you’re doing here?”

		“Yes Mistress. And as I said the other day he’s a bit jealous I’ve submitted to you and not him. He also wants to join in and fuck us all, but I told him that wouldn’t be possible.”

		“I wouldn’t say it’s impossible, but I would have to know him a hell of a lot better before taking that step. Anyways, take your clothes off and once they are neatly folded you may lay them on the table by the door. And from now on that will be the first thing you do when you enter my house for training. Is that understood?”

		“Yes Mistress.”

		“Keeping with what you’ll do when entering my home, once naked you will assume the kneeling position with your head bowed slightly until I recognize your presence. Understood?”

		“Yes Mistress.”

		“Once I have recognized your presence you will crawl over, kiss my feet and greet me by saying: ‘thank you for training me, Mistress. It is my honor to serve.’ Is that understood?”

		“Yes Mistress.”

		After that, we will proceed with the session which will consist mainly of fetishes from your green or will do willingly list with the occasional soft limit thrown in for good measure. If you are uncomfortable at any time don’t hesitate in using the safewords. Understood?”

		“Yes Mistress. But considering I want to be trained as a sex slave and the only hard limits I personally have are things forbidden by law I most likely won’t be using safewords any time soon.”

		“Never the less they are still there for your use. When you’re finished stripping you may join me in the dungeon.”

		“Yes Mistress.”

		Knowing exactly what she was going to do and not feeling completely comfortable with it, Erica went to her dungeon and gathered up everything she needed to perform the riskiest session in her short career as a Dominatrix. Buying it as a last minute impulse after being tattooed and pierced the night before, she clamped a pair of needle-nose vice grips to the center outer edges of a metal triskelion pendant – careful to make sure she kept away from the front edge, she set it in a bowl of rubbing alcohol and waited.

		The dungeon door opened a few minutes later and Megan entered. Looking briefly at her Mistress, she got down on all fours, crawled across the concrete floor and kissed the tops of Erica’s feet. Looking up, she smiled. “Thank you for training me, Mistress. It is my honor to serve you.”

		“Grab a penis gag and a blindfold from the cabinet, stand five feet in front of this table, put both of them on and stand at attention,” Erica replied, covering the bowel with a hand towel to hide what she had planned for her would-be sex slave.

		“Yes Mistress.” Grinning ear to ear, Megan crawled across the floor, only getting to her feet when she reached the cabinet containing the gags and blindfolds. Grabbing a penis gag with a wide rubber base that would completely cover her mouth and a wide blindfold, she held them in her mouth by the straps and then crawled to the indicated spot. Standing with her legs little more than shoulder width apart, she first put the gag in her mouth and buckled the straps behind her head – making sure it was as tight as possible before putting the blindfold on. Putting her arms behind her back, she clasp her hands together and waited.

		Her submissive gagged, blindfolded and in position, Erica uncovered the bowl and withdrew the pendant. Lighting a zippo, she held the flame to the piece of jewelry until it started glowing red. “I am going to do something that’s going to hurt like hell. If you move from that position you will be severely disciplined. Nod if you understand and agree to continue.”

		Megan nodded.

		“Just to make sure, I’m going to repeat myself and I want you to give me a thumbs up with your left hand if you agree. “I am going to do something that will cause you extreme pain. Are you willing to let me proceed?”

		Megan extended her left arm and raised her thumb as the thoughts began forming in her perverted mind.

		Taking a deep breath, Erica closed the top of the lighter and sat it on the table. Quickly walking around it, she knelt and pressed the hot metal into the flesh above her submissive’s clit. The reaction was immediate. Feeling as if she had just been shot, Megan jerked away as she screamed bloody murder into the gag. Fortunately for Erica’s ears the gag reduced it to a barely audible mumble. Yanking the blindfold off, she looked down at her mound and if her eyes had gone any wider they would have popped out of their sockets at the sight of the brand.

		“You agreed to remain in position and failed to do so. I’m disappointed in you, Megan. Once you’ve calmed down and are no longer yelling and cursing you may remove the gag and speak.”

		It took her nearly fifteen minutes to comply with her Mistress, but Megan eventually removed the gag. “YOU BRANDED ME, MISTRESS!” Lurching forward, she wrapped her arms around Erica’s neck and hugged her tight. “Thank you so much. I love it. But why? I thought you said I had to earn it and that you weren’t comfortable doing it even if I did?”

		“That’s what I said, and to be honest I only got the idea just before coming down here. And I asked you to wear the blindfold because I wanted it to be a surprise. Anyways, are you okay?”

		“Yes Mistress. So, does this mean you’re going to train me as a sex slave now?”

		“I know how much it means to you, but I have way too many limits to go that far. In fact, said limits were the cause of an argument between me and Jenna this morning and no, I will not go into details other than to say we’ve worked out our differences and are proceeding accordingly. Would you like to stop for the night or are you okay continuing with the session?”

		“I’ve never been readier, Mistress.”

		“Then stand at attention and let me put a bandage over the brand so we don’t disturb it and we’ll keep going. But if the pain becomes too much I want to hear the safeword. And if you don’t give it I’ll stop the session on my own. Understood?”

		“Yes Mistress. And you were right, it does hurt like hell but I’m so fucking excited right now the pain is barely registering anymore. I can’t even express how thrilled I am that you would do this for me despite your reservations, Mistress. And if you ever feel like forgetting another limit I’m here for your use no matter what it might be.”

		“In hindsight I probably should have waited until the end of the session, but I was afraid I wouldn’t be able to do it if I had waited. That being said, I think we’ll take it slow from here on out. Now stand still while I get the bandage.”

		“Yes Mistress.”

		Grabbing a large oval flex bandage and a tube of burn cream from the first aid kit she kept at the back of the dungeon in case of emergencies, Erica coated the gauze area and then carefully placed it over Megan’s freshly branded mound, but not before taking a closer look at her handiwork – impressed that it was well-positioned and clearly visible as a triskelion given her submissive’s understandable reaction.

		“For disobeying a direct command you will receive twenty swats of the cane which will be delivered at the end of the session. Understood?”

		“Yes Mistress. I’m sorry I disobeyed, but I was not expecting you to brand me.”

		“Apology accepted, but you’re still getting disciplined.”

		“I expect nothing less, Mistress, and willingly accept any discipline you deem necessary. May I ask a question, Mistress?”

		“You do not need permission to talk, Megan.”

		“Sorry Mistress. I’m still stuck in slave mode and as such I do. You have needles here, will you please pierce my nipples?”

		“I have hypodermic needles used for play. I can use them, but they are nowhere near thick enough to add a ring or barbell if that’s what you want me to do.”

		“It is, Mistress. Will you do it for me if I got the supplies?”

		“I’m really not comfortable with doing that, Megan. I’m not a piercer and I don’t want to screw them up.”

		“You weren’t comfortable branding me either, Mistress, but you did it anyways and it looks fine. Please. I trust that you’ll take your time and do it right. Besides, it’s no different than using the ply needles and you’re willing to do that.”

		“I don’t have to be precise with the needle play, Megan. What if I put the needles in crooked, or the piercings get infected?”

		“I can get an infection from the needle play just as easily, Mistress. All I’m asking is that you give it some thought before giving me a definitive answer.”

		“I’ll consider it but don’t expect an answer anytime soon.”

		“Thank you Mistress.”

		“How’s the brand feeling now?”

		“It hurts, but I can handle it, Mistress.”

		“Given your natural submissiveness and willingness to obey any command without question, I’m going to take a different route with your training. You claim your desire is to become a sex slave, and we both know I cannot train you as such as I have far too many limits, but there are a lot of things I can do to test your resolve and dedication to the lifestyle. And we’re going to start with a few of the more sinister toys I’ve purchased over the years.”

		“I’m ready for whatever you can throw at me, Mistress.”

		“We’ll see.”
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		“Before we begin I need to ask you some questions and I want honest answers. Do you understand?”

		“Yes Mistress.”

		“I’m going to ask these questions woman to woman. Not as Mistress to submissive so you do not need to address me as such.”

		“I understand.”

		“You are aware this dungeon is wired with cameras recording everything, right?”

		“I am aware of that, yes.”

		“And you agree to being recorded and for said recordings to be sold on the internet?”

		“I agree.”

		“Is it your desire to be trained as a sex slave?”

		“It is.”

		“Will you please tell me what that means to you?”

		“It means surrendering myself to you completely. It means giving up all human rights and living as an object for you to use however you desire. It means I have no limits sexually or otherwise and will obey every command without question or hesitation.”

		“So if I commanded you to rob a bank, jump off a bridge or have sex with your closest male relative you would do it?”

		“Let me clarify. I have no sexual limits as long as said activities are legal. If you command me to do anything blatantly illegal then you’re no Dominant I want to serve or woman I would call friend.”

		“Not that I would ever command you or anyone else serving me to do anything against the law, but thank you for clarifying. Are you familiar with the usage of safewords?”

		“I am.”

		“And you are aware that sex slaves do not have such privileges?”

		“I am.”

		“I will be pushing both of our limits tonight, Megan. Do you give me permission to use any and all toys in this dungeon however I see fit?”

		“You have my permission to do whatever you want to me as long as it’s legal.”

		“And for tonight’s session do you agree to suspend your right to use safewords?”

		“I do.”

		THWACK! Erica’s hand slapped across Megan’s left cheek so quick and hard it took them both by surprise. Grabbing her slave by the hair of the head, she pulled her towards the center of the room and jerked her upright. Hand still wrapped in Megan’s long brown locks, Erica slapped her right breast. “Welcome to hell, slave,” she said with a tone that sent a shiver up her spine. Taking hold of Megan’s right wrist, she raised it over her head and secured it with the leather cuff attached to a chain hanging from a hook in the ceiling. Lifting her slave’s left arm, Erica paused and let it drop. Suck your nipples and then bite them. Sink your teeth into your fat udders.”

		“Y-Yes Mistress,” Megan stammered, her voice trembling with excitement, fear and surprise. Bringing her left nipple to her mouth, she parted her lips and sucked. After a few seconds, she bared her teeth to show Erica she was biting hard. She then bit into her breast above and to the right of the areola so hard the bruising was almost immediate. Moving to the left, exactly above the areola, she bit again – this time so hard she tasted blood and when she moved to a third spot four little drops of blood formed and slowly trickled down.

		“Now the right breast, slave,” Erica commanded. “Bit your nipple and don’t let go until I give you permission.” Walking over to a shelf, she picked up a shiny metal sex toy better known to connoisseurs of medieval torture devices as the pear of anguish, and a bottle of lube. Sitting them on a cart, she went to a pegboard and grabbed four small cloverleaf clamps with eyelets at the base and a bamboo cane. From a drawer, she added a box of tiny weights. Rolling the cart behind her slave, she reached around and pinched Megan’s left nipple. “You may stop biting now, slave. Spread your legs.”

		“Yes Mistress.”

		Knowing Megan was more than capable of taking a fist in both holes without much in the way of working up to it, Erica lubed the pear and shoved it roughly up her slave’s ass. Turning the handle, she opened it to more than three inches and then added weights to the base until it started to very slowly slide free. Picking up all four clamps, she placed two on each of Megan’s inner labia and then added three ounce weights to each for. The effect was immediate as they were pulled down and stretched under the strain.

		Standing, Erica picked up the cane and slapped it hard across her slave’s ass. Megan yelped. Walking around front, Erica gave her slave a kiss – biting her lower lip as she pulled back. “I’m going to take the cane you your entire body. If you can make it to one hundred without begging me to stop I’ll give you a big surprise.” Drawing the cane back, she starting swinging it towards Megan’s breasts but stopped at the last second. “Wait, there’s something missing.”

		Dropping the cane on the cart, Erica went back to the cabinet and put on a pair of purple nitrile gloves and then grabbed a glass bowl, large pack of needles and a bottle of rubbing alcohol. Carrying them to the cart, she sat them down, emptied the needles into the bowl and covered them with rubbing alcohol. Picking the cane up, she gave Megan’s ass another swat followed by three more to the backs of her legs. Groaning, Megan squirmed in pain but did not beg for it to end.

		“We can’t have you accidentally kicking me.” Pushing Megan’s feet apart, Erica knelt down and secured them in place to cuffs attached to short chains in the floor. Standing, she picked up a needle and swiftly pushed it through both of Megan’s inner labia – the thin, sharp tube of metal easily sliding in one side of the stretched skin and out the other.

		“Aahgh!” Megan yelped. Another needle passed through in the opposite direction and she instinctively tried closing her legs, but the cuffs around her ankles prevented that from happening. Four more needles pierced her outer labia, two on each side and all she could do was bite her lip and groan.

		Standing, Erica picked up another needle, pinched Megan’s right nipple and shoved it through. It was followed by four more and then five in the left. “Yeah, that looks so much better. What do you think slave? Do you like your pierced nipples and cunt?”

		“Y-Yes Mistress.”

		“Still want to be a sex slave?”

		“GOD YES MISTRESS! I LOVE IT!”

		“We’ll see if you maintain that attitude as we continue, you worthless fucking pain slut.” Digging her fingernails into Megan’s left breast, making sure to avoid poking herself on the needles, Erica held it firmly and bit into the tender flesh. Letting her teeth slide agonizingly slow, she stepped back and gave her slave a quick peck on her parted lips. Internally feeling horrible for putting her young friend and submissive through such brutal treatment, her outer shell was one of sadistic indifference as she split her concentration between not showing weakness and making sure she did not cause any lasting injury to her would-be slave.

		Cane in hand, Erica gave Megan a smirk, stepped to the right and brought the thin length of bamboo down hard across her breasts less than an inch above the needles in her nipples. “Gaaahgh!” Megan yelped. THWACK! Another swat, another welt added. Tapping the bandage covered brand, Erica stared coldly into her slave’s eyes, drew the cane back and slapped it hard against Megan’s inner thigh. CRACK! The next swat landed on the opposite inner thigh two inches below Megan’s stretched inner labia.

		Walking behind her bound slave, Erica gave the handle of the pear two more twists and pushed it back in to restart the slow extraction. Taking a deep breath, she went into a flurry of swats – striking Megan’s back, ass, arms, legs and breasts over and over until she was red in the face, panting hard and desperately maintaining the mask of dominance. Megan wailed and thrashed under the treatment, but did not beg for it to end. Another painful hit across her ass drawing blood, Erica stopped and stepped back – the cane dropping to the floor as her hands trembled.

		Squatting down, Erica examined Megan’s bruise and welt covered body. The cane had only broken the skin once and it was barely more than a scratch, but it was enough to tell the budding Dominatrix she had gone too far. Going to the first aid kit at the back of the dungeon, she grabbed a sterile cloth. Going to the cart, she soaked it in the bowl of rubbing alcohol and then used it to clean her slave’s battered body.

		Grinding her teeth together so hard she feared they would crack under the pressure, Megan grunted – her muscles tensing from the sting every time the wet cloth touched her skin, but still she did not beg for it to end though she was nearly in tears from the pain and really, really wanted it to stop.

		“That was seventy-seven swats, slave. You have twenty-three more to go for your surprise. Can you make it?”

		“Yes M-Mistress.”

		“You don’t sound very sure of yourself, slave. I think you’ve had enough for one night.”

		“NO MISTRESS!” Megan exclaimed. “I mean, please don’t stop, Mistress. I can take it. Please give me the remaining swats.”

		“You’re a glutton for punishment aren’t you, slave?”

		“Yes Mistress.” But in truth Megan was barely containing her true emotions. Telling herself it was only twenty-three more swats, she took a deep breath and slowly exhaled. But instead of the sting of the cane, she felt another four needles push through her outer labia and five in the taught inner. More weight was added to the pear and it pulled more against her sphincter – forcing it open far more than it had ever been before, but it had still not slipped free.

		Going back to her slave’s front side, Erica tugged the needles from Megan’s nipples and dropped them in the bowl of rubbing alcohol. When the last was pulled free, she wiped the area with the soaked cloth and tapped the cane across each. “Guess where the rest are going?”

		“M-M-My breasts, Mistress?”

		“DING! Got it on one. Or you can beg me to stop and the pain will end.”

		Megan stared into her Mistress’ eyes. “I’m ready when you are, Mistress.”
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		The last of the swats delivered to Megan’s tortured tits, Erica gave her a careful examination before undoing the cuffs and helping her to the cool concrete floor. “Kneel, slave.” Megan got onto her knees and put her arms behind her back, hands holding opposite elbows in one fluid motion. “I’ve got to piss and you’re going to drink it. Understood?”

		“Yes Mistress.”

		“You are not to lick my even a little as my pussy is still incredibly sore from the piercings. If you do you’ll get another hundred swats, Understood?”

		“Yes Mistress.”

		Placing her pussy against her slave’s parted lips, Erica did not give Megan time to think about what was about to happen and started to piss at full force. Megan gulped, but she had never drank the warm, bitter fluid before and though she did not gag too much from the taste she did choke as she tried to keep up with the flow as much of it gushed from the corners of her mouth causing her to wince as it ran down to her aching breasts.

		When she was done, Erica stepped back and gently wiped herself clean. “Not bad, but you’re going to need a lot of practice if you’re going to be a trained urinal.”

		“Sorry Mistress. That’s the first time I’ve ever drank pee, but you have my word I’ll try harder next time.”

		“Go rinse off in the shower and I’ll help you up to the bathroom so that you may soak in a bath to soother the aches away.”

		“Thank you Mistress. Does that mean we’re done?”

		“I think you’ve suffered enough for one evening. I’m proud of you Megan. And damned surprised you took such a brutal beating without giving in and crying for it to stop.”

		“You have no idea how many times I wanted to, Mistress, but a well-trained slave takes her discipline with grace and humility and that’s what I strived to do. So, may I ask what my big surprise is going to be?”

		“Since you held up your end of the deal I’m going to do some research and pierce your nipples for you.”

		“REALLY? Thank you Mistress!” Megan exclaimed, throwing her arms around Erica’s neck and hugging her tight. Quickly pulling back, she bit her lower lip. Sorry Mistress. I didn’t mean to get pee on you.”

		“It wouldn’t be the first time.”

		“I don’t understand, Mistress. This is the first time I’ve ever…OH! You mean you’ve had pee on you before?”

		“I have. Jenna and I drink each other’s every time we have to go. She’s a natural at it and claims she loves the taste. Me? Not so much.”

		“Yeah, it’s not the best tasting thing I’ve ever drank, Mistress, but I will keep practicing until I can do it without spilling any. That being said, I want to thank you for stepping so far outside of your comfort zone for me. You tried to hide it, and for a while you did, but the look on your face told me how much you hated caning and using the needles on me. Especially the first time you drew blood. I sensed your hesitation and fear, Mistress, and it made me happy. Not because you were scared, but because it showed you care enough about my safety and well-being to stop and make sure I’m okay.”

		“In all honesty, I don’t like inflicting pain on anyone, but I was hoping to prove a point. A point that you proved me wrong on, by the way.”

		“And what was that point, Mistress?”

		“I was hoping to get you to see what life as a sex slave could lead to and that you would change your mind, but that didn’t happen.”

		“And it never will, Mistress,” Megan smiled. “I know full well what life as a sex slave can get me and I accept it all. Please don’t ask me to explain it as I don’t fully understand it myself, but giving up all control to another is the most pleasurable and satisfying feeling in the world to me, Mistress. Yes, I hurt like hell right now but wouldn’t change the experience for anything.”

		“Given my limits are you sure I’m the right Dominant to train you?”

		“Yes Mistress. I know you. I trust that you have my best interest at heart and have no fear of you going too far and causing me any lasting pain or injury.”

		“I’m not saying I’ll never put you through such treatment again, but if I do it’ll be few and far between.”

		“I understand, Mistress.”

		“Then let’s get the pee rinsed off so you can relax in a bath. And if there’s anything you need don’t hesitate to speak your mind. If I want to make one thing perfectly clear it’s that I’m here for you no matter what you need.”

		“Thank you Mistress. Right now I think the only thing I need is the clamps and weights removed from my inner labia before they’re stretched to my knees.”

		“You may remove them. Place them on the cart with the rest of the toys and I’ll make sure everything is clean and sterilized before it’s put away.”

		“Thank you Mistress, but as the slave it is my duty to clean up after the session.”

		“My dungeon and toys, my rules. Not that I don’t trust you to go it, but I’m very picky and meticulous when it comes to making sure everything is properly and thoroughly cleaned.”

		“I understand, Mistress,” Megan said, slowly getting to her feet. Removing the weights one at a time, she then removed the clamps and grunted as the blood flow returned like a million tiny needles repeatedly jabbing her for about a minute. “Ooowwww! Okay, that hurt.”

		“Are you okay?”

		“Yes Mistress. It’s just the blood rushing back to the area.”

		“I hope you like the look of stretched labia because we’re going to continue doing it until it’s permanent.”

		“Yes Mistress. Since I’m your submissive and not slave, I give you permission to stretch my inner labia as much and as often as you like. You can consider it a ‘will do willingly’ fetish if that helps. Um, I know it’s a lot to ask, and I understand if you say no, but do you think I could see you drinking my pee, Mistress?”

		“Considering everything you’ve been through tonight, sure.”

		“Really?”

		“Really.” Going down to her knees, Erica opened her mouth and looked up at her submissive. “Go ahead. I’m ready when you are.”

		“Thank you Mistress.”

		Placing her mouth over Megan’s pussy, Erica formed as tight a seal as possible and relaxed her gag reflex as her fiancé taught her to do. Steeling her mind and calming her nerves, she let the fluid flow down her throat without hesitation. When the last drops trickled to a stop, she licked Megan’s pussy clean and sat back. “God, I’ll never get used to that taste.”

		“I thought you said you couldn’t drink it all, Mistress?”

		“I never said that. I said Jenna loved the taste and I didn’t. And since you’re going to be drinking it a lot from now on I’ll let you in on the trick to getting it down. Learn to relax your gag reflex.”

		“Thank you Mistress. For drinking my pee and the tip. You said if I needed anything not to hesitate, right?”

		“Correct. I want all of you to freely speak your minds so I know what you’re feeling.”

		“Will you shower and bath with me, Mistress?”

		“I will. But remember, no sexual contact.”

		“Not even rimming your asshole if I promise not to touch your pussy?”

		“I made a promise to Jenna not to do anything sexual for one month and I’m a woman of my word.”

		“I understand, Mistress and won’t ask again.”

		“Trust me, I would love for you to lick my asshole or do a million other things, but I have to maintain my resolve until the piercings heal.”

		“For what it’s worth I think they look really sexy on you Mistress.”

		“Thank you. Now let me get the toys cleaned up and then we’ll go take that shower and bath together.”

		“Yes Mistress. And thank you again for a wonderful session. I can’t wait to see what you have planned for me next.”

		Given the number of welts and bruises coupled together with the brand I think we should take your next session off to give you time to recuperate. We’ll meet here again in one week.”

		“Yes Mistress.”

		“Not going to argue that you don’t need the time off?”

		“No Mistress. I may be a glutton for punishment, but I’m not completely nuts. I know I need to take the time off and I gladly take it.”

		“Good girl. You may kneel in silence while I clean up the dungeon and then we’ll go take that bath together.”
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