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Slaves of Magnus Hotel:  Introduction

This story takes place in and around the historic Magnus Hotel in Eastlake, Oklahoma where Darlene Pritchard has recently inherited a failing hotel from her grandfather.  Mistakenly convinced she can save the family business by modernizing the hotel’s facilities, she sinks most of her inherited cash into renovations.  The business continues to fail until a sorority sister, Victoria Gibson, appears from nowhere with a scheme for saving the fine, old hotel.  The basis of her business plan is to set up a special Lodging Incentive Bonus Program to lure travelers away from the established hotel chains to instead stay at the Magnus Hotel.  An illusion of safety in a luxurious safe haven is created to draw women travelers who are in actuality the unwitting prey of the mostly male clientele that join the Lodging Incentive Bonus Program.

Darlene is desperate enough to go along with Victoria’s proposal, but she insists on starting out properly.  Within just three months, Victoria’s plan succeeds in bringing the hotel to the verge of making a slight profit for the very first time in years.  However, the warped personality of her sorority sister comes to play in twisted schemes and things become complicated for Darlene.  Since nothing involving two or more people in a cooperative situation is ever as easy as it should be, things begin to get complicated for the main characters.


Slaves of Magnus Hotel:  Chapter 1 - An Innovative Business Model

Barry walked into the hotel with his suitbag slung casually over one shoulder and his battered brown leather satchel held in his opposite hand.  “Somehow the ‘old’ place looks much brighter, … much nicer than it used to,” he thought with an approving grin.  He knew full well that his high spirits were due to a lot more than just the recent facelift given the hotel by Darlene Pritchard, the new owner.  

The Magnus Hotel was an historic centerpiece in the oldest part of Eastlake, Oklahoma.  Barry had been flying into the town for years, arriving early Monday morning and departing every Wednesday on the first afternoon flight back to his home outside Chicago, Illinois.  Long ago, he’d chosen the Magnus Hotel as being convenient for meeting with his clients; most importantly, he genuinely liked the old character of the place.  However, the privately owned hotel had steadily gone downhill until Darlene Pritchard inherited the hotel upon her grandfather’s death.  A resolute young businesswoman, she determined that the problem with poor lodging fill rates could be solved by upgrading the facilities.  She sunk hundreds of thousands of her inheritance dollars into renovating the hotel.  Unfortunately, attendance levels did not improve; there was simply too much competition from the national chains and their frequent traveler programs.

Barry set his shoulder bag down and rummaged through his wallet.

“Good afternoon Sir!” popped enthusiastically from the mouth of a strikingly pretty young lady working the front desk.  “Can I help you?”  Her gold nametag proclaimed her name as Judy.

“Yes, you can, Judy!” Barry responded with pleasure at the perky young lady’s attitude.  “I’m checking in.”  He set down a credit card sized plastic card, boldly emblazoned with diagonal red and gold stripes and an elaborate M.H. on the upper right corner within a blue circle.

Judy Wetmore picked up the card and, if possible, responded with an even livelier, “Oh, Mr. Hamilton!  Welcome back to our hotel!  I see you’ve joined our new Lodging Incentive Bonus Program.”  She swiped the card through a scanner and set it down on the granite countertop.  “I’m sure you know that this card is all you need for check-in and that it doubles as your room key.”  She peered at her computer screen and smiled brightly, “Wow!  Mr. Hamilton!  You’re almost qualified for one of our major award packages and of course, you already have a complementary room upgrade for this visit.”  She looked up at him with clear respect and said, “You must stay in our hotel a lot.”

Barry, a well-built thirty-four-year-old stood there enjoying the obvious respect and admiration from this cute young blonde lady who was clearly only twenty-two or so; perhaps right out of college with her fresh hotel management degree.  A hand tapped him on the shoulder and Barry turned to see another business traveler with an inquisitive look on her face.

“Excuse me, how do you enter this bonus program, and what are the benefits?  It sounds like a pretty good deal from her enthusiasm.”

Judy was an efficient receptionist and was unfazed at having to service two customers simultaneously.  She grabbed an application folder and handed it to Barry along with his card, “Mr. Hamilton, as you know from your own membership application, only our Manager or Shift Supervisor can accept applications and they are offsite now at a business meeting.  However, we do have a policy that Elite Class Members can use their temporary pass key status on their card to show our facilities to potential applicants.  Perhaps you could show the lady our Executive Club Lounge and the various quality rooms available under the incentive program?  Your card will of course open any room in the hotel that is not taken.”

Barry took back his card and the check-in transaction showing his room as 721, a room on one of the Business Executive Floors.  He turned to face the woman who’d just accosted him and was pleasantly surprised at her age and appearance.  “Hmmmm, late twenties or early thirties, … nice and trim, … perky apple-sized tit mounds, … a tiny waist, … a brunette with very fuckable lips.”  He stuck his hand out and introduced himself, “Hi, Barry Hamilton.  I’d be pleased to show you the Club Lounge and then talk through some of the membership perks, it’s a nice deal.”

The woman grasped his hand back with confidence and looked him square in the eyes, “Nice to meet you, Barry, … I’m Margaret, … Margaret Weiss, and I’d love to have you show me around.  Do you mind if I check in first?”

Barry stood aside to surreptitiously watch Margaret’s ass as she made her much longer check-in process.  Margaret had to show identification, produce her credit card, and fill out the personal information required by any hotel prior to check-in.  “The wait is worth it,” he thought with satisfaction.  Margaret had on sexy black high heels, textured black hose that might be held up by a garter, and a completely proper, but nonetheless sexy, skirt and business jacket ensemble.  Her crisp white blouse was slightly frilly, clearly softening what could have been a too harsh, too businesslike, outfit.  “She’s ready for the boardroom or a night out on the town,” was Barry’s comment to himself.  He watched for the slightest bobble of her boobs as she reached down to put her ID and credit card away.  “Tight, … nice and tight, … ass and hooters both.”

Margaret was a little overdressed for a town like Eastlake so Barry was relatively sure that she was an out-of-towner like himself, traveling in from a much larger metropolitan area.

Barry walked toward the elevator with Margaret walking beside him, her pull-behind luggage piece clicking quietly across the polished stone flooring of the lobby.  He had Margaret’s room pass card and a slip that said her room number was 248.  “We’ll stop by your room, it’s a Standard, and you can drop off your bag and then we’ll go to the Executive Club Lounge on the sixth floor.  I’ll explain the system while we have a complimentary drink or two.”

They arrived at room 248 and Barry waited politely in the hall while Margaret dropped off her bag and presumably ‘freshened up’ as he had to wait about five minutes for her return.  He was already planning a strategy to get into her panties.  “Black,” he thought with the beginnings of an erection.  “She’s definitely wearing black under that outfit and I bet all her lingerie is part of a matching ensemble, to include a garter belt with those hose.”  Barry Hamilton was certain that he would find Margaret Weiss to be a talented professional with exquisite taste, and probably suffering a little from the lack of decent sex.  “Most modern business women are too worried about the ramifications of the White Slave Act of 2000.  At home, she probably limits herself to blow jobs or anal sex with her boyfriend; away from home like this, she’s probably hot for real sex.  Most women know that once they let their boyfriends have everything they can offer that it becomes increasingly difficult to stop them from taking it again and again, setting them up for a potential ‘PPC’ conversion.”  

Women in the post-White Slave Act of 2000 era have a number of sobering realities to face.  Free women and slaves alike have started to use the slang of someone being PPC’d [a PPC conversion] --- slang for when a “Person of Personal Contact” evokes the “Boyfriend Enslavement Clause” of the White Slave Act of 2000.  All levels of courts have consistently stood by the enslavement clause that states, “A parent, husband, or “person of personal contact” can sell any woman to a registered and federally authorized representative for enslavement if sufficient proof is provided that they have had consensual vaginal sex with the subject at least three times in the last thirty days.”  The only adjustment the courts have made in their rulings was to impose more rigorous standards of proof; rather than the no longer allowed practice of a simple notarized deposition, there must be date-stamped video and audio proof of at least three consensual consummations.

Barry’s thoughts along these lines were much more personal, “If she’s smart, she doesn’t have any office romances, which is a shame given how hot and ripe she looks.”  One reason Barry enjoyed his traveling lifestyle is that he found most of his female counterparts to be much less guarded in their sexual promiscuity while traveling.  “So many women have become uptight about sex because of the slave act.”

A few minutes later, and the two were sitting down in very comfortable overstuffed chairs in a pleasantly dim corner room on the 6th floor.  The lounge had about twenty small tables with an assortment of chairs arranged around them.  The few customers were either watching sports events on the scattering of televisions or sitting quietly enjoying a break from their stressful day.  

One of the televisions was showing a promo for the soon-to-be-launched Beauty Queen Channel.  Barry knew from the local newspapers that Eastlake was excited about being the hosting site for the state’s county feeder pageants and the finals for the Oklahoma Beauty Contest.  “I think that I heard something about the finals for the Minnesota and Ohio contests being held here in Eastlake as well,” Barry thought.  He’d been following developments in the contest with interest given that empty-headed bimbos from three states would be staying in the city’s hotels.  “Besides,” he told himself with more than a little sexual hunger, “some of those girls are so stupid that they’d screw anything if they thought they were getting an unfair edge over their competition.  I hope the negotiations work out.”   

Dividers and well-tended plants and broke the large room into semi-private nooks.  Barry set down two tumblers with mixed drinks in them; his was a vodka tonic and hers was a traditional martini, both were doubles in oversize glasses.  Barry returned to the bartender, a ‘corporate asset’, and requested an appetizer platter.  

Barry and Margaret chatted for a few minutes, each taking deep sips of their free drinks.  Margaret giggled when she saw the collared bartender approach with the appetizer tray.  Her tiny skirt barely covered her crotch and the filmy top clearly showed her braless state and engorged nipples.  “They’ve got a slave servicing us,” she laughed.  “If we get some sort of discount on using the staff, then this lounge is looking better all the time; it’s truly like a private club.  And you say this is completely gratis and open all day, every day?”

“Actually, Margaret, it’s even better than you think.  Holly our bartender is a ‘corporate asset’ and when she is off duty, she is available for most services you would want.  The only restriction is no marks the next day or you pay a significant ‘use fee’.  She was converted to slave status at the request of Magnus Hotel management for using a fraudulent ID and credit card to pay for her room.  She was only caught because she was stupid enough to come back to this same hotel again.  Isn’t that right, Holly?”

“Yes, Master,” she replied a little resignedly, “Holly wasn’t really my name, but when the Magistrate ruled that I was incorrigible, and a proven lifelong menace to society as a ‘leech’, well he ordered me converted to slave status.  Miss. Pritchard bought me at the county court auction and was kind enough to offer me an alternative to full slave status.  My contract gives me a chance of earning my freedom and a retirement stipend after twenty years service.”

“You mean that Miss. Pritchard bought you through a licensed slaver, a federally authorized agent filling an order for her.” Margaret said primly, smug that she understood the nuances of the White Slave Act.  “I know that’s the only way court-converted slaves can be acquired.”

Holly and Barry locked eyes, her private smile became a little bit of a smirk, and then she turned back to respectfully correct Margaret’s assertion.  “No, Ma’am, Miss. Pritchard bought me directly; she’s a licensed agent herself.  She paid the bid price and federal taxes right on the spot.”

Barry reached over, grabbed Holly’s erect nipple clearly showing through her thin, tight top, and towed her torso toward me.  Holly’s tongue locked with his eagerly and she actually whimpered with sexual need when his free hand snaked up under her short little black skirt and caressed her panty-covered mound.  Her breathing was noticeably faster when the businessman released her and slipped a five-dollar bill onto her tray.

Ignoring the panting ‘corporate asset,’ he turned to his new friend and said, “Margaret, after you join the Incentive Bonus Program if you ever need some instant relief, Holly and her roommate Molly live in the room adjacent to this club.  Just sign the Slut Log at the bar or phone the bar from anywhere in the hotel.  Then, just slip your card in their door to let the computer know who you are and wait while the system rings the bell inside their suite.  Whoever is off duty will come and get you, serving any takers, first come, first served.  A minimum tip of ten dollars is added to your bill for each thirty minutes of their time.  The hotel houses, feeds, and clothes them but only provides a basic minimum wage salary.  Everything else is tips, so please be generous.  Holly has put her bunko ways behind her.  Both girls are nice people and extremely good at any sexual service you desire.”  I clicked glasses with hers and asked, “Want another drink?”

Margaret’s face took on a wary look and she whispered, “Please, … don’t take me for a small-town bimbo, I know these drinks are doubles.  I have no intention of being nabbed on some stupid Public Drunk Charge.”

Barry grinned at her and replied, “No, Margaret, I don’t think you’re stupid or careless.  But rest assured, Darlene Pritchard, the new owner, is adamant about making this a friendly, safe environment for females as well as men.  She has legally registered the entire hotel, less the public lobby area, as a private facility; as a result, municipal Public Drunk Laws cannot apply.  Holly, please give Miss. Weiss a copy of the city’s acceptance of the Magnus Hotel petition.”

Margaret’s face relaxed in a sense of both surprise and relief.  She quickly scanned the paper and, after getting a glance of approval from the barmaid, slipped it into an outer pocket on her purse.  “Thanks, Barry, … I apologize, … I will have another martini, … thank you.”

While Holly was mixing up their next round of drinks, Barry quickly explained how the membership card worked.  “Basically, nobody is eligible until they stay four nights in a single month.  That qualifies you for membership and free access to the lounge here for the following month.  Each time you stay, and each time you successfully complete another month’s membership, you get points.  Since this is a frequent visitors program, you only keep your privileges by staying at least four nights a month.  After the first month, you automatically get room upgrades when you stay.  After a certain number of points, you get more upgrades and eventually free lodging; the more points, the more free days.”  At that point, Holly brought their drinks and Barry continued, “Margaret, since we’ve established that you’re safe here in the hotel, let’s walk about with our drinks and I’ll show you the facilities.”

Less than twenty minutes later, Barry’s hands were wrapped about a perfect set of ass cheeks while his nose slipped up under Margaret’s tight black skirt.  A pleasant floral scent from fresh dabs of perfume, probably placed on the inside of her thighs when she freshened up, greeted him in the darkness under her skirt.  It was only when he got close to her mound that Barry could discern her inner muskiness, a little pungency from her long day.  Nonetheless, he knew she would taste delicious and when his nose and then his eager lips nudged against the silk hiding her pussy, the smell of her arousal became paramount, it simply overwhelmed the other scents.  

Moments before, they had been dueling tongues on a double king-size bed.  The suddenly wanton Margaret had seemed so out of character from the proper woman he’d just so recently met.  Barry’s right hand took the daring exploratory lead in determinedly slipping up under her skirt, following along the backside of her cool and satiny feeling hose.  Barry felt his dick actually lurch in his pants with the discovery of silky-soft skin above the top of the black, textured hose.  When his forceful fingers found a filmy set of garters holding everything up, he practically shouted to himself, “I was right!”  Barry’s tongue stuck dryly in his throat at the delicate feeling of what must have been nearly transparent panties.  

He nudged the crotch of her panties aside and used his thumbs to spread her outer labia in the darkness under her skirt.  Once his tongue found her salty inner core, his now freed hands climbed up her torso, feverishly unbuttoning her blouse.  Barry nipped and sucked on her clit; her almost mindless moans and random twitching told him that he was doing a good job.  She won more sexiness points when the blindly questing fingers found a center clasp on her bra.  Underneath, his hands found two fabulously round orbs with every bit of the firmness that he’d gotten hard thinking about as she stood at the reception station checking in.  

She was completely limp from overwhelming orgasms when Barry finally pulled his sweaty, cum-covered face off of her crotch.  She wasn’t even aware of him tugging off her skirt and manhandling her torso about to get her now wrinkled jacket and blouse off.  Her panties and bra ended up flying across one of the largest-size luxury rooms in the Magnus Hotel.  The horny businessman crouched before wide-spread legs and admired her nearly naked form and the lush forest of light brown pubic hair hiding her gooey crack.  The garters, hose, and high heels were still in place.  Her flushed and disheveled hair topping the picture perfect form below was one of the most arousing sights of his life.  “Modern man has forgotten how to arouse a woman,” he reminded himself as his cockhead nestled gently against her slimy gash.  “They rely too much on fear and forget that given enough careful foreplay and arousal, most females will willingly fuck themselves into slavery.  It’s only afterwards that they realize the mistake, once it’s far too late.”   

Margaret’s eyes finally popped wide open as the thrusting of the thick cock into her seldom-used cunny yanked her back rapidly from her dreamy, post climactic state.  His dick was fully inside her within just two lunges.  She was screaming before Barry hit his fifth push into her pussy.  Margaret’s wide-open mouth and the look of sheer stupefaction on her gasping face fueled the man’s pace of fucking.  Her cunt began a rhythmic clenching of continuous orgasms like nothing he’d ever felt before.  Her cock socket was a natural dick swallower; it pulsated, it clenched, it squeezed, it tried to vacuum the cum right out of his ball sacks.  Even her rigid boobs began to jiggle up and down as Barry thumped against her crotch as hard as he could.  It was heaven; the horny businessman was only sorry that he had to use a condom because it was obvious that the hot cunt wrapped around his dick didn’t see a lot of action.  He resolved to find a way to get his bare cock lodged in her needy baby oven.

His bed partner was still lying senseless on the bed when he staggered up and barely made it to the bathroom to dispose of the condom and pee.  Still butt naked, Barry wandered over to the suite’s entry and slipped his card out of the sleeve on the inner side of the door.  At the computer workstation, he inserted the garish membership card into a card scanner and tapped the computer keyboard to get to his password screen.  Once logged on, he clicked into the main hotel system, selected ‘New Membership Entries’, and typed in Margaret’s information from her application form.  “Hmmm, twenty-nine, she’s a couple of years younger than I thought.”  The computer confirmed her eligibility due to her previous month’s lodging stays at Magnus and accepted her membership.

Now that his one-night stand was a formal member of the Magnus Hotel Lodging Incentive Bonus Program, Barry backed out to the main screen and then opened Margaret’s membership profile and selected the ‘Update Card’ option.  Her brand new, equally gaudy female membership card would be ready for pickup at the reception desk in the lobby.  The hotel’s computer system had already captured a photo of her face during checking.  Margaret’s data file was now up to date.  

Margaret was still lying spread-eagled on the bed, covered in a glistening film of sweat, although she was beginning to finally stir about.  Barry still needed to conduct his most important piece of business at the computer.  He removed and then reinserted his card into the scanner, and reached over to the Vegas-style one-armed bandit beside the room’s computer.  Margaret’s voice interrupted him when she asked him what he was doing.  Barry stopped, hand frozen on the slot machine arm, and took a long glance at her on the bed.  The lean businesswoman was a sexy enough sight to make his cock lurch again.  She was half reclined with her flushed boobs pointed right at him.  Barry yanked down on the slot machine and watched the three colorful wheels spin wildly.  Each wheel thumped to a halt on a different brightly draw icon; nothing matched on his gambling attempt except that the single orange light below the dials flashed, … twice.  “Oh, it’s something everyone does in their room.  If you have a card, you can try and get the night’s lodging free; you get a single try each stay and have a one in a hundred chance of winning.”


Chapter 2 - Margaret Lets Loose

Margaret was sexually satiated.  She wearily raised her torso enough to see her new lover making entries on the room’s complimentary computer.  Deciding that this was the perfect time for her own little data entry project, she reached down to the floor for her purse.  She flipped the screen open on her trim, hand-sized data terminal and tapped her entry stylus to the configuration settings screen.  “I know it’s here, I read about it in one of those horrible magazines, … National Confessor or something like that.  There, … that’s it.”  Margaret changed the setting under ‘User Gender’ from ‘Default’ to ‘Active Woman’ and then opened up her calendar to today’s date.  When she saw the new data entry field of ‘Vaginal Congress’, she smiled and typed in Barry Hamilton, Magnus Hotel, and Eastlake, OK under the current day’s date.  Margaret slipped her data terminal back into her purse and pulled out a small, oblong package wrapped in birthday paper.  She paused and noticed that Barry was just reaching for the arm of the slot machine beside the room’s computer desk; she interrupted him and asked what he was doing.

Barry had stopped, hand frozen on the slot machine arm, and took a long glance back at her on the bed.  Margaret’s heart stuttered at the lustful glance he made; clearly focusing his attention on her hard-swollen boobs.  She smiled back at him and coyly spread her legs apart a little.  His glance jumped down to her down crotch and she took a deep breath to calm her fast-beating heart.  

Margaret watched Barry yank down on the slot machine and she stared mesmerized as the colorful wheels spin gaily.  Her heart couldn’t help but jump in gleeful anticipation of a win; she was saddened when each wheel thumped to a halt on a different icon.  “He lost,” she thought with disappointment, “I wonder; will I do better at winning whatever the reward is?”  She was intrigued when a single orange light below the slot machine pulsed twice.  “Odd, wonder what that means?”  His abrupt answer to her question interrupted her thought, “Oh, Margaret, it’s something everyone does in their room.  When you get your card, you can try and get the night’s lodging free; it’s good for a single try each stay at a one in a hundred chance of winning.”

“But, this isn’t your room and there’s no coin slot on the machine, I looked earlier.”

He slipped back onto the bed’s rumpled sheets and gave her a deep kiss while entwining their bodies together again.  “We’re now both cardholders and we’re allowed to use any unreserved room in the hotel for a quiet bit of sex.  We just slip both our cards into the slots on the wall beside the door and it’s done.  Management wants cardholders happy and Darlene Pritchard thought this way we could fool around without spouses or boyfriends finding out.  Even if our real love interests were waiting for us back in our rooms, we could still sneak away and freely have a fast round of sex in any suite not reserved for the night.  It’s a four-hour limit, but that’s plenty, especially with something as sexy as you.  As for the one-armed bandit, the only thing you can win from it is that night’s free lodging; your card tells the computer who is trying.  Later I’ll tell you some more of what your card can do.”

Barry slipped his leg between her sweat-sticky ones and rubbed his muscular thigh up to her slippery gash.  When she humped her ass up at him and moaned, he whispered in her ear, “Are you feeling horny enough to try something really neat.  It’s a special benefit only for Lodging Incentive Bonus Program members staying in the most upgraded suites.” 

Margaret was still a little apprehensive about the motives of this near stranger, even though he’d just given her the best sexing of her life.  “The decadence of doing a stranger in a faraway town,” she’d justified it to herself as she lay dreamily on the bed, her fingers on one hand surreptitiously playing with the relaxed and slimy pussy fold covering her tingling clit.  His request brought back to mind the continuous vulnerability of women in modern society.  Not for the first time, she cursed the women of 2000, herself included, who’d voted overwhelmingly for the White Slavery Act with its many unexpected pitfalls for women.  “I thought it would clean up some of the messy situations with rowdy prostitutes, thieves, and unwilling victims of international white slaver rings.”  She added resignedly, “It did all that, but it opened up too many loopholes for exploiting women.”  “We can’t ever relax completely,” she complained inwardly.

“Still,” she told herself, “the sex was great.”  Aloud she whispered, “Yes,” and moved aside as Barry rolled off the huge bed and padded over to a closet.  She liked the tight twitching of his slim butt as he smoothly swiped his card at the closet and then the door opened smoothly to reveal a dark storage area.  Margaret was shocked to her core and almost bolted in panic when she saw him dragging a naked man from the shadowy room.   “A mannequin,” she thought with relief.  Then she was once again surprised when Barry threw the heavy thing on the bed beside her, exposing a half-hard, six-inch, anatomically correct cock that protruding from a realistically hairy groin.  Barry centered the convincingly heavy dummy on the bed and then leaned over the fake man, tapping at the bed’s heavy headboard.  Five recessed openings were revealed; the two lower ones accepted the wrists of the mannequin, locking him belly up on the bed.  The fifth opening revealed the red glowing face of a mechanical timer set at 60. 

“Climb up on him,” Barry urged the reluctant woman.

Margaret had once again become aroused from his round of kissing and then the muscular thigh rubbing against her puss.  Deciding it was safe enough, she took his advice and spread her leg over the man, balancing herself above the fake cock.  She couldn’t resist giggling at the weirdness of the situation.  Then Barry’s hand touched her ass and guided her down onto the fake cock, it slipped easily into her hole.  “It’s not very hard,” she complained.  “If you hadn’t loosened me up, I don’t think I could have gotten it in.”

Barry’s smirk was hidden behind her back, he ignored her comment and kept feeding the mannequin’s dick into her hot core, “Don’t worry,” he whispered in her ear, “this guy is fulla surprises.  You will love this ride, I promise.”  His knowledgeable fingers slipped her outer labia away from her vagina, letting the six-inch hardon have better access to her, and then his other hand pushed her all the way down on the mannequin, mating groin to groin, pubic mound to pubic mound.

“Ohhh, he’s realistic isn’t he,” she muttered as the solid mass below her felt exactly like a male lover, even to the hard spot of his pubic bone above the cock now nestled inside her.  Barry’s hands continued to caress her privates and she relaxed into a soft, dreamy fucking motion on the dummy.  “Nice,” she whispered, “but I don’t think this is enough to get me off.  It’s just not sexy enough.”  Margaret felt her lover tug one of her hands forward toward the headboard.  Once again, she felt panic as the headboard clicked and her hand was stuck in place.  “Wait, what are you doing,” she hissed in concern.  She locked her other hand at her side and refused to let it go toward the headboard.  “I want off now!”

“Relax,” Barry whispered in her ear, “inside the headboard you’ll feel a bulb, … squeeze it and see what happens.”

Margaret tentatively squeezed the rubbery bulb that her right hand fingers had reflexively grasped within the wooden prison of the headboard.  “Ohhhh,” she moaned in a long drawn out sigh, “it makes the cock wider and longer, doesn’t it?”  Barry’s hands returned to caressing her boobs, enhancing the much better feelings she was getting from her slow humping against the enlarged cock.  This time, Margaret didn’t resist the slow pulling motion on her left arm; the headboard captured her in place with a distinctive click.  Four limbs were now trapped in the headboard, controlled by the timer near the top of the headboard.  The sexiness of her vulnerable position brought a flush of renewed lust.  She started to rise up a little higher with each slow fuck and bang down just a little harder on each down stroke. 

“Margaret, meet RALPH.  RALPH, meet Margaret.  The two of you will have a beautiful time together.  I kept the headboard setting at the default level; you’ll be released in one hour, … so, squeeze the bulb only as often as you think you can take more dick, … pace yourself.”

Margaret was starting to thoroughly enjoy her ride.  “The dick is much more realistic now,” she mused, “and I’m so wet, I’d normally have a hard time feeling enough friction.”  She decided to be daring and squeezed the bulb for a second time.  “Ahh, … yes, … oh, yesss.”

In her singular focus on her fake lover, Margaret never noticed Barry pad back to the closet and return with two of the less innocuous items stored there.  Before she was even aware of his intent, Margaret was denied the use of her eyes by the soft blindfold that he tied off behind her head.  Before she could scream, Barry’s soothing caresses and cool lips began to calm her.  The caresses felt best on her breasts that relished the attention.  “Please, don’t hurt me,” she whimpered, “it feels good, but no more, … this is enough for me.”

The softly spoken “OK, I promise” that he whispered back was enough; he seemed honorable and she once again told herself, “I’ve already fucked him once.  What more can he do to me?”  However, even with the assurance, the remote possibility of danger still fueled her first orgasm.  Usually vocal, Margaret’s grunts and groans were certainly enough for Barry to notice.  Margaret flushed in embarrassment, and then renewed sexual heat, knowing that a man had just seen her orgasm with another, even though it was a dummy with a fake dick.  She felt deliciously whorish and wanton for the voyeuristic situation.  “Two lovers,” she thought with joyful abandon, “I’ve got two lovers at once, … even the dummy is better than anything I’ve had before today.”

Margaret was well on her way to her third or fourth orgasm on the fake dick, Barry couldn’t tell which, when he climbed off the bed and went back into the bathroom.  When he returned, he crawled up the dummy’s legs and placed his mouth close to where her lower lips were caressing the cock as she fucked herself up and down the glistening artificial phallus.  Margaret dimly heard her human lover whisper something about switches by her left hand.  Halfway paying attention to what she was doing, as it was hard to concentrate while coming down from yet another wondrous orgasm, she felt two rocker switches, each in the down position.  “The left one is best to start with,” her invisible lover cued.  She clicked it to the up position and threw back her head with a gasp.  “It’s fucking me back!” she exclaimed in amazement.  

“The mannequin ‘feels’ your rhythm and does a little ‘pelvic thrust’ in counterpoint.  If you screw slow and soft, he responds with slow and soft thrusts.  Go faster and see what happens.”

It was hard to gather the strength to follow his advice, but Margaret started to lift up higher and pound down harder, all at a noticeably faster pace.  “Ohhh,” she grunted as the mannequin began to adjust to her new pace.  “Oh, Barry!  Thank you for this, … it’s amazing.  But,” she paused to grunt and growl her way into another orgasm before she could catch her breath and continue, “what does the other switch do?”

“Save it for last, Margaret.  When you can’t quite get over an orgasm, and you feel like you’ve lost the edge in this sex contest, click the switch.”

It wasn’t really an answer, but Margaret started to ignore him and concentrate on her next cum.  “Marvelous,” she whispered to the room, “this is bloody fucking marvelous.  A solid hour of non-stop sex, guaranteed; how bloody marvelous.”

Margaret felt a cool, soothing cloth wipe off the excess moisture from her crotch.  The coolness continued up her butt and wiped around her tight anal grommet.  Neither of these events was enough to draw Margaret’s attention, she was getting into the swing of being a fucking machine atop a real mechanical one.  “More orgasms,” she gasped, “this is more orgasms than in my entire life.”  Becoming addicted to the orgasm rush, she squeezed the bulb once again and momentarily lost her rhythm as the cock grew even larger.

Barry’s tongue speared her asshole just as she was popping off another orgasm.  The sheer wickedness of the touch threw her into an even deeper climax.  By the time she could regain her composure, the questing muscle had opened up her nether opening and his strong fingers had pulled her cheeks apart, exposing both her pussy and her anal opening.  “No!” she hissed in a half shriek of dismay, “You can’t do me back there, … I forbid it.”

Margaret’s volatile negation to his attempt to loosen up her backside prior to packing his dick in her back hole came as a true surprise to Barry.  “An anal virgin,” he whispered, “you’re an anal virgin aren’t you Margaret.”  He was actually horrified that this amazingly sexy woman had kept her anal virginity in this day and age.  “Her boyfriend must be the most frustrated man on earth; she can’t give up her pussy for fear of enslavement, and she even keeps her ass from him.  Poor bastard!  Poor horny bitch!”  

She was too embarrassed to answer his question about the status of her butt, she considered anal sex rude and animalistic.  Instead, she stayed focused on her quest for yet another orgasm.  Nevertheless, Margaret was reassured when Barry crept up her side and began to nibble and tug on her gently swaying boobs.  His voice whispered close to her ear, “Margaret, you are the hottest woman I’ve ever known.  Your ass is safe today, … in fact, I will never touch your tight little backdoor until you beg me for it and my goal is that next time we meet, you will beg me to make you airtight.  Think about that, … airtight, … and what it means.”

Barry rolled off the bed and crouched on the floor beside the headboard.  He sat down comfortably and set his new lover’s purse on his lap.  “Hmmm, yes, … I was right, she was opening an ‘Awareness Timepiece.’  I bet her mom gave it to her for her last birthday.”  Knowing that the wireless communicator in the watch needed a data terminal to interface with, he found hers in the purse, opened it, and clicked to the calendar.  “She really is a little bit of a naïve bimbo, using the ‘Active Woman’ features without a password on her device.  I’m only glad that she didn’t read the end of that article in National Confessor.”  He sighed with happiness, “I guess I have to teach her to be more cautious.”  With that, he highlighted his name’s entry on the current date, tapped the ‘Cut’ function, and ‘Pasted’ the same entry onto a date window a full week prior.  “This way, when she touches the ‘Status’ key on her wristwatch, it will still light the tiny ‘Yellow’ indicator but it will be a full week off.”  

Women had long used data terminals to keep track of their vaginal intercourse dates in their daily planners.  The watch was a new innovation.  When queried, it showed a ‘Green’ icon telling the user that no sex event had occurred within the last thirty days.  ‘Orange’ warned that one sex event with a male had already occurred and that a second was acceptable.  ‘Red’ was the ultimate warning to stop, sex had already occurred twice with the same male within the last thirty days.  If queried once again while the light glowed, the watch would actually display the name of the male and scroll through a list if more than one partner met the criteria for penetrating her vagina once or twice within the last thirty days.  Dates weren’t shown on the timepiece; the user had to scroll though her data terminal to find that extra detail.  Barry was betting that Margaret would get lots of little guilty sexual rushes over the coming weeks by clicking on her timepiece and seeing the yellow glowing icon without looking at her data terminal.  

Barry finished buckling his pants.  He had to go, Wilma’s flight would arrive in a few hours and he needed some time to recover from his satisfying round with Margaret.  “Might be a Viagra night!” he thought with a grin.  “Ya gotta love modern pharmaceuticals.”  He scanned his card once again through the slot by the one-armed bandit and yanked the arm.  He ignored the spinning wheels and focused on the light below the gambling device; it blinked its two confirmatory flashes.  Satisfied, Barry moved to the toy closet and set the unused double dildo gag harness set back in its bin.  “Next time,” he vowed, “I’ll strap one end of the double dildo onto RALPH’s head and the other end to Margaret’s face.  Then, … I’ll drill that virgin little ass grommet of hers while she stays face-fucked to RALPH.  That’s how she’ll find out what ‘air-tight’ means.”  

Barry leaned down to whisper in his lover’s ear, “Margaret, … pay attention.  Meeting you was wonderful.  I hope to see you on one of your other trips to the Magnus.  Because we jointly used a room here, the hotel computer system has us linked as ‘friends’.  What that means is anytime you are online and want to check your own upcoming reservation schedule, or reserve a room, there is an icon on the scheduling screen that will let you to see my schedule alongside yours.  That way, … if you are inclined to ‘accidentally meet me’ on your next trip, we could get together.”

At her blind nod and grunt of understanding, Barry continued, “I’m going now and when I leave, the door opening will release your wristlocks, it’s a safety feature that only you can override by pre-programming your room computer.  To continue by yourself, just stick your hands back in the headboard, … that gives you another hour of private time with RALPH.  Oh, … and don’t forget to try your luck for a chance at a free room, just log onto the computer with the USERID and PASSWORD on the note taped to the monitor, … then, pull the lever.  Don’t worry about putting away RALPH or straightening the room, it’s all part of the service.”

The bondage mechanism holding her wrists clicked loudly and her hands were free.  Margaret weakly wound down her fucking motions and reluctantly lifted herself gingerly off RALPH.  Still breathless from the unexpected double bout of sex, she felt around her irritated pussy lips and was astounded to feel an open hole where her tight vagina was located.  She jerked off the blindfold and almost fainted at the sight of the glistening dildo that she’d ridden for almost a full hour.  “Oh Holiest of Cocks!  It must be ten inches long and three inches wide at the base.”  Awed, she tried to wrap her fingers around the narrowest point, the base of the knobby head, and found that the fingers couldn’t meet.  

The temptation to ride RALPH further was gone; she was suddenly exhausted and needed to clean up.  Margaret crawled naked off the bed and managed to get to the toilet to empty her irritated bladder.  The sight of the huge tub and the thought of aromatic oils and soothing jets of water drew her off the toilet and to the gold faucets.  Minutes later, she eased herself into the warm water and sighed in appreciation.  “Might as well appreciate this room, it’s normally four times the rate I pay for a standard room.  The Lodging Incentive Bonus Program is a helluva deal; I gotta do this again!”  She was already daydreaming about a follow-up session with Barry as she ran a soapy washcloth over her aching boobs. 

An errant thought crossed her mind.  “I forgot the second switch.  Wonder what it does?” 


Chapter 3 - Barry Earns His First Star

Barry took a quick shower in his own room and gratefully slipped into his own king-sized bed for a much-need powernap before Wilma Carter’s flight arrived at the Eastlake International Airport.  As the major city within Oklahoma, Eastlake had decent flight connections and even had daily flights to Mexico City, Vancouver, British Colombia, Winnipeg, Manitoba, and Ottawa, Ontario.  

Mrs. Wilma Carter was a thirty-three-year-old senior flight attendant for one of the large national airlines.  Her home base was Atlanta, but she overnighted in Eastlake every Monday, Wednesday, and Friday.  The remaining nights of the week, she stayed in Atlanta with her husband, Chris.  Wilma carefully managed four lovers; Barry was hers two Mondays a month, Ted on two Wednesdays a month, Tom on two Fridays a month, and her husband on two other random nights of the month.  Wilma was a player, … a shameless slut, … and a gorgeous piece of ass to boot.  All four of the men she screwed wanted more of her; she only let them inside her hot pussy twice a month, refusing to even sleep in the same room with them on other nights.  Wilma did not lower herself to relieve any of her lovers with blowjobs or anal sex like many of her peers.  It was not because she didn’t enjoy the other kinds of sex; she was just being careful that no hard cock ‘accidentally’ slipped into her womanly box.  As a result, she got laid at least eight times a month by at least four men and took great pride in keeping her four men horny, ready, and desperate for her body.  Life was good for Wilma.

The airline industry had been hit hard by the consequences of the White Slave Act of 2000.  Many of Wilma’s coworkers were ‘corporate assets’ now, most not willingly converted.  Within the Human Resources Section of each major airline was a small, specialized section of slave purchasers.  Surprisingly, almost half of the purchasing agents were free women, careerists taking great pride in the quality stock they brought to their airlines and enjoying the significant bonus paid each time trained stock with backgrounds as reservationists or flight attendants were acquired.  Many a suddenly converted airline employee too free with her womanly charms found herself chained naked as a slave on a long bank of phone reservation booths or as a ‘corporate asset’ flight attendant.  The ‘corporate asset’ flight attendants no longer held property; instead they were always scheduled to overnight in the homes of airline executives, providing a significant perk to the horny executives.  Previously a female dominated industry, there were still enough female executives that they also enjoyed the revolving door service of sexy flight attendants unable to resist performing any sex act demanded of them.

Wilma strode happily away from her arrival gate, keeping up a brisk pace.  The day’s flights had gone smoothly and she wanted to stretch her legs before her nice quiet night alone in her Magnus Hotel luxury suite.  The black-haired beauty took pride in being among the first business travelers that Darlene Pritchard, the new owner and manager of the Magnus Hotel, had invited to join the Lodging Incentive Bonus Program.  “The chance to get free booze and snacks along with enjoying an opulent room, either for a night of raunchy sex or a quiet evening, was just too good a deal to pass up.  Plus, the soaking tubs are first-rate.  As a three-night-a-week traveler, few people can rack up as many bonus points as I.”

The rhythmic clicking of her high heels on the faux stone flooring of the airport changed to an abruptly slower pace as she saw one of her buff Eastlake lovers waiting at the security exit.  She smiled at the big bundle of red roses, “So many men have forgotten the essentials of romantic dating since the number of available female slaves has skyrocketed.”  Wilma pursed her lips and wondered when the last time her husband had picked her up at the airport, let along brought her flowers.  She beamed an excited hello smile with her whole face and gave Barry a tight hug.  “What brings my most preferred lover to the airport this late at night?”

“Oh, … well, the prettiest girl I know was flying in and I thought I’d surprise her and give her a limousine ride to our favorite hotel.”  He offered to take her travel bag and she happily gave it up.  The two continued toward the exit.

Wilma wasn’t certain that this was the correct Monday for meeting with Barry but decided to go along with him until she could get a glance at her Awareness Timepiece.  “What a great invention,” she gushed to herself.  “I keep everything about my busy schedule in my electronic planner, but it is so hard to keep up with four men’s schedules.  I love the A.T. for doing it all automatically and error free.”

After she slipped into the back of the limousine, she had a moment alone while her boyfriend ran around the long vehicle to the opposite door.  Wilma tapped the status button at the bottom of the timepiece and frowned when the warning icon at the bottom of the clock face began to glow with a Red danger notification.  Cursing, she tapped the button again; the names of Chris and Ted scrolled across the tiny data screen.  She took a deep breath of relief, “Safe, for everyone except for hubby and Teddy, … whew, … I was already getting horny with the thought of having sex tonight; glad I don’t have to go prowling for a new man, or taking on RALPH for another night.”

It was a thirty-minute drive from the remote airport location to the center of town.  The horny flight attendant was ripping off her lover’s clothing before they were out of the airport.

Wilma got her lover fully naked and on his back in the limousine before she desperately slipped her own skirt and panties off in one practiced move.  She straddled his rippling belly and grunted as the head of Barry’s fat cock nudged into her just juicing pussy.  “Yesss,” she hissed, “thick, hard cock.  Come on lover, push up into me.  Hard!  I want some of that now!”  She hardly noticed when his own frantic hands unbuttoned her blouse until he yanked her bra down below her full tits, pinching them a little as the full-support lingerie item dragged over her nipples; simultaneously pushing up under her full udders.

“Yesss, that’s it, lover!  Fuck me!  Son-offa-bitch!  You feel hard as a rock today!”  Wilma knew that she was in full heat.  The timing of the guiltless fuck from her Monday lover was perfect.  She was almost feverish with need.  The horny flight attendant heard whimpering and grunting noises like some kind of animal in distress.  Belatedly, she realized that the noises were coming from her mouth, along with spittle and drool.  “Hot,” she mumbled, “this is so hot!”   Wilma was totally unconcerned with what her lover might be feeling.  “He’s just one of my fuck knobs, … a flesh dildo, … nothing more than a hard piece of wood to slide into my little bone collector.”  She started to mutter almost incoherently, “Perfect, … so much better than my friend RALPH.  Guess he’ll stay in his closet tonight.”

Twenty minutes later, Wilma crawled off her satiated lover and grimaced at the wet plopping sound of his softening dick coming out of her well-used puss.  The white glob of jism on his dickhead stretched into a slimy string across the growing gap between his cock and her pussy.  “Forgot to let him put on a condom,” she thought with chagrin.  She rolled onto her back on the ample seat, raised her feet into the air, and slipped her panties down to her butt.  “If I hurry, that stuff won’t dribble down my leg, yeuchh.”  She completely ignored her lover while she hurriedly got presentable.  She’d seen the long entry driveway of their hotel.  When the car stopped, Wilma gave Barry a peck on his sweaty forehead and whispered, “Thanks, lover, … I needed that.  I’ll give you a ring about setting up a meeting in two weeks or so; right now I want a stiff drink, a little quiet time, and a bath.  Ciao!”

The stewardess wobbled a bit on the way to the reception desk until she got her balance; then, she sped up, trailing her small suitcase behind her.  She had her Lodging Incentive Bonus Program card ready and slammed it on the counter.  “Hurry up, Judy!  I’ve had a long day and I want my room.  Oh, … gimme an upgrade beyond what I’m due with the bonus program.  I’ll pay the diff, I want a little pampering tonight.”

Judy Wetmore efficiently swiped the card, made a fast notation in her computer, and cheerfully handed the card back.  “You’re all done Ma’am, you’re on the seventh floor, just one category below our most luxurious suites on the sixth floor.”

Wilma ignored the happy little bitch working the counter until the words ‘sixth floor’ got her attention.  “Wait!” she interrupted, “get a hold of Holly or Molly, whichever whore is off duty from working the lounge, have them bring me a bottle of champagne, and I want one of them prepared to get my tub ready and rub my back while I’m soaking.”

“Yes, ma’am, I’ll make the call and arrange to have a bottle of champagne put on your bill.  However, it’ll take the approval of the night manager, Miss. Gibson, to adjust the GPS programming for one of our lounge girls to leave that area of the hotel.  Remember, they have on snuff collars keeping them in the immediate area of the lounge or their little love nest.”

“Whatever,” Wilma threw over her shoulder as she stormed off to the elevators, “you make it happen; and hurry, I’m an important customer!”

“Geesh,” Judy muttered to herself, “what got under her saddle.”

Wilma picked up her pace, almost running to the elevator because she felt a thick glob of Barry’s semen building up at the edge of her crotch.  “Damn!  I need a drink and a bath.”

Even before the elevator shut on the harried stewardess, Judy heard the whooshing of the main lobby entry doors.  She looked toward the entry and saw Mr. Hamilton stagger inside, looking very disheveled.  She smiled and got only a quick wave of acknowledgment as he stormed past and walked unannounced into Miss. Gibson’s office.  Judy rang the night manager to get the evening’s authorization code to remotely reprogram one collar of a house whore.  She blushed at her characterization of the ‘corporate asset’ bar and sex workers.  “Sorry,” she whispered, “I like them both, even though Holly is an ex-thief, … a professional grafter.”

The handset was still ringing in her ear when Miss. Gibson came hurrying out with Mr. Hamilton.  Judy quickly reacted at the manager’s hissed, “Miss. Wetmore, lock the register and come with us, now!”  She managed to meet the other two in the elevator before the door shut.

“Judy,” the breathless manager commanded, “I want you to shut up and pay attention to everything that happens in the next few minutes.  You will have to write and sign a legal deposition witnessing the facts of a White Slave Act of 2000 conversion.

Judy looked over at the smiling Mr. Hamilton and she shuddered.  “So much for falling for his charms,” she thought, “and he seemed so nice.  Remind me to get one of those Awareness Timepieces I read about the other day in National Confessor magazine.”

Wilma had just stripped down to her underwear in the suite and was washing her face when someone knocked on her suite door.  “That was fast,” she thought as she stepped across the room to let the bar slut in, “great service from that too happy receptionist.”  Wilma wasn’t shy about showing off her great body while she was wearing her expensive matching bra and panty combo set.  The satiny black silk was wispy enough that more than just hints of her feminine charms were exposed.

The flight attendant let out a shriek of surprise when the night manager walked in towing Judy.  “Where’s my bar slut?” she stuttered.  “What the fuck are you doing here?”

Without preamble, Miss. Gibson drew herself up to her full five foot seven inches, plus the three inches from her heels, and coldly stated, “Mrs. Wilma Carter, a person of personal contact, one Barry Hamilton, has proven his status with you and requested that you be enslaved, pursuant to the White Slave Act of 2000.  At this time you are provisionally enslaved, pending the results of your pregnancy and drug tests.”

Wilma was shocked speechless for a several long seconds before she shot back haughtily, “Bullshit!  Victoria, I just checked my Awareness Timepiece and I know that today is only the second vaginal sex I’ve had with Barry in the last month.  You know me, I’m careful about this stuff.  I demand to see your proof!”

Wilma was satisfied when Victoria nodded in agreement as she made her demands.  “I’ll have the balls of that bastard, Barry,” she vowed aloud in an angry voice.  Her eyes registered the sudden movement of Victoria’s hand from behind her back and she had just a second to tense in horror before the taser gun in the night manager’s hand popped.  

While Wilma was twitching senseless on the luxurious carpet of the suite, Victoria Gibson knelt down and began to snap a set of four-way cuffs on the insensate woman, securing the provisional slave in a relatively comfortable hogtie.  As she was securing the helpless slut, she continued speaking to Judy, “Judy, as a witness to this transaction, I want you to note that the provisional slave just admitted to vaginal sex with Mr. Hamilton this very day.  I want you to use this vaginal test kit and get a swab from as deep inside her vagina as you can.  Be sure to carefully record the numbers on the security seals and apply them across the cap.  The whore’s video confession and the DNA analysis will be part of this slave’s permanent record for the third sex act.  I’ve already reviewed the video tape proof of the prior two sex acts, verified that she has no underage children and that his record is clear of any complaints, especially by Wilma herself.  Also, I have a fully completed State Slave Board Standard Form 2A.  You will be the notary to certify that Mr. Hamilton and I affirm all the information herein is correct and fully verified pursuant to the White Slave Act of 2000.”


Chapter 4 - Victoria, One Twisted Bitch

Victoria had only pretended to respond to the meaningless demands of the red-faced provisional slave standing before her in nothing except her sexy lingerie.  The sudden widening of her victim’s eyes was a delicious moment as she aimed and then gently squeezed the taser gun’s trigger.  Victoria could barely restrain a shout of glee as the voluptuous flight attendant slumped to the floor, twitching helplessly.  

Securing a slave in her first set of real cuffs was a sexual thrill that Victoria thrived upon.  She yanked an ankle up to the already cuffed and joined wrists on the four-way spreader and snapped the ankle cuff in place, securing the provisional slave in a relatively comfortable hogtie.  “I still have to get Judy back at the front desk and focused on her paperwork tasks for this enslavement.”  She managed to grab a ringgag and head strap and talk at the same time, “Judy, as a witness to this transaction, I want you to note that the provisional slave just admitted to vaginal sex with Mr. Hamilton this very day.  I want you to use this vaginal test kit and get a swab from as deep inside her vagina as you can.  Be sure to carefully record the numbers on the security seals and apply them across the cap on the sample transport tube.  The confession and DNA analysis will be part of this slave’s permanent record for the third sex act.  I’ve already reviewed the video tape proof of the prior two sex acts.  Also, I have a fully completed State Slave Board Standard Form 2A on the clipboard.  You will be the notary to certify that I affirm all the information herein is correct and fully verified pursuant to the White Slave Act of 2000.  Get Mr. Hamilton to make the same assertion to you and notarize his statement as well.”

Judy was flabbergasted, “Bbut, Miss. Gibson, … I am a Notary Public, … Miss. Pritchard sent me to the seminar and paid for my license and seal, … bbut, I’ve never enslaved another woman before.  I’m not sure that I like it, … being part of a White Slave Act conversion, I mean.”

Victoria Gibson snapped back, “Oh, grow up and shut up!  Do as you’re told or you can go job hunting tomorrow!  This isn’t kindergarten and none of this is your fault.  The stupid slut on the floor has been giving away her pussy to all comers for months.  This is her blunder, not yours.  Now, get that swab deep inside her sex box before I count to ten; one, … two, …”  While she had been admonishing her desk clerk to get going, Victoria had set a knee to her new slaved back and viciously yanked the gag straps tight.  She then wrapped a black blindfold around her slave, reducing her to a bound, ring-gagged, and blind state; exactly as helpless as the night manager liked her bed sluts and her slaves.

Victoria saw that her no-nonsense tone with the young receptionist had worked; Judy snapped to and knelt down to perform her unpleasant task.  A grimace of disgust flickered across her normally smiling face at the thick gobs of white that had drooled out of the swollen sex to coat the now wet and fully transparent, panties.  Victoria decided to help; she drew a pair of scissors out of her enslavement kitbag and flicked it toward Wilma’s defenseless crotch.  The crotch of the panty snapped aside, exposing the red, just-fucked pussy.

Judy seemed to be over her reluctance as she briskly stuffed the pencil thick handle of the swab deep into the slaves pussy, twirled the sampler around in a circle, and drew out the now slime encrusted tool.

“That looks like a good sample, Judy.  Make sure you note in your deposition that this twat looks freshly fucked and that you withdrew a sample of suspected sperm from Mr. Barry Hamilton.  You need to get the hotel nurse to draw a sample of his blood for a DNA comparison.  Then, we’ll have to file all this evidence with the State Slave Commission by noon tomorrow because the person of personal contact only has video proof of two other sex acts in the requisite time period, he was pretty sure that she’d incriminate herself.  I guarantee that this slave’s own admission, along with the sperm and DNA samples, are all that we needed to proceed with Mr. Hamilton’s enslavement request.”

“Go along now and type up your deposition and notarize the Standard Form 2A.”

Victoria had been unpleasantly distracted by her receptionist’s whining about being a Notary Public handling White Slave Act transactions.  “I put her in her place,” she thought with satisfaction.  “Now to cut off the harlot’s bra.”  When Wilma’s swollen boobs popped into sight, Victoria couldn’t help but comment, “Oh, my, … how nice.”  After the comment slipped out, she was slightly miffed for letting any complements slip out of her mouth in the new slave’s hearing.

The manager turned her effort to dragging Wilma’s deadweight up onto the hotel bed.  She grunted several times with the effort.  It was much easier to turn the hogtied woman onto her back; a position that was drastically less comfortable than she’d been in.  The muffled grunt of dissatisfaction from the gag told Victoria that her new slave was wide-awake.  Victoria locked eyes with her new victim and started to take off her own clothes with theatrical bump and grind moves.  Miss. Gibson considered that her forty-three year-old body wasn’t in bad shape considering her age.  Nature had given her smallish, B-cup breasts that had resisted sagging and her five-foot-seven-inch frame carried her one hundred and thirty-two pounds well.  Victoria pressed an open palm on her pubic mound and congratulated herself on how flat the transition from her slim tummy to her flat pubic mound remained.  Not voluptuous like her boss, Victoria’s smallish B-cups nonetheless looked appetizing on her well-kept body.  

Victoria faced her naked form directly at the slave’s eyes, still bulging bug-eyed in disbelief at her situation.  “Wilma, I’m going to take some of the starch out of your resistance and then you’re going to be a good girl and give me a nice urine sample to prove that you aren’t pregnant.  Normally, that’d be the point at which we start advertising your sale and planning on getting you to your first Master or Mistress.  However, in your case, I will wait a few days while the State Slave Commission considers your case; it’ll give me time to do some drastic softening up of sex-meat Wilma so that you’ll be a malleable sex toy for some lucky Master or Mistress.  So, my little fuck toy, what should I do first.  Oh, … that’s right, … soften your attitude toward your betters.”


Chapter 5 - Wilma’s Bad Day

Wilma groggily tried to get her wits about her and figure out what was going on.  Her body felt as if her blood had been sucked dry; every muscle responded as if it were liquid instead of lithe tissue.  When her vision cleared, she was on her belly in a horribly uncomfortable position.  Her bra-covered boobs were poked deep into the shaggy carpet and the flight attendant couldn’t figure out how she got onto her tummy.  Something foul tasting was jammed into her mouth by someone unseen and then tugged back hard against the corners of her mouth.  “That hurt!” she thought.  

“Mmmff,” she tried to protest.  The shock at hearing the inhuman sounds coming from her throat jogged Wilma’s memory of the unexpected encounter at her hotel room door.  “I was in my underwear, expecting one of the lounge sluts to come in and suck my slimy puss clean and then pamper me in the bath.”  Scared to her core, Wilma remembered that Miss. Gibson had declared her a provisional slave.  “Barry PPC’d me, … that bastard.”  She yanked on her bondage in a desperate attempt to escape.  Her wrist and ankle cuffs were unyielding; instead of freedom, a bare hand struck her rump in a stinging blow.   

“Settle down slut!” came a harsh reminder to behave.  

Then her vision was blocked as a leather blindfold was buckled over her eyes.  “Blind!  Blind!  Oh, shit!”  Wilma started to hyperventilate in abject horror and fear; her breath whistling through her nose and snot and tears flooding her face.  “A slave,” she wailed to herself, “unless I escape, I’m a slave.”  When she settled down, Wilma realized that her boobs hurt even more.  “Owww,” she complained, “they’ve bruised by boobies.” 

“Wait!”  She twisted her head from side to side to hear what the women in the room were saying.  “What are they saying?  Are they talking about me?”

“She’s saying something to Judy about a DNA sample.”  Wilma strained to hear them speaking over her ragged breathing forcing the air to whistle in and out of her nostrils.   Before she could figure out exactly what they were talking about, she was dragged abruptly onto her side.  Something cold grazed across her pubic mound and then the room’s cool air blew across her now nakedly exposed crotch.  She drew a deep breathe to scream a complaint when something was rudely jammed deep into her unprepared crotch.  Wilma’s unspoken complaint became of shriek of agony and more than a little humiliation at the treatment.

Wilma finally understood a snippet of what they were talking about.  “She’s talking about a good sample and something about a freshly fucked twat.  Why that rude bitch, I’ll teach her to talk about my puss like that.”  Then, if possible, she was once again shocked to her core, “They said I incriminated myself and that they only had proof of two consummations until I spoke up?  Oh, you stupid bimbo!  You did this to yourself with your big mouth!”

“This would not have been an open and shut case of enslavement.  Wilma, you stupid, big-mouthed slut!  You’ve fucked yourself!”  

Wilma was too disgusted to pay attention to anything else that her captors said.  The next time she was aware of the events around her, somebody was dragging her body across the room and trying to throw her up onto the bed.  “It must be Victoria,” she thought.  “Ow!  The bitch just threw me on my back.  Oh, … my thighs feel like they’re gonna pop open in this position.”  The cold edge of a blade once again touched her body, dragging up her tummy to between her boobs.  She heard the snick of a scissors closing and her bra pulled back from her breasts.  “Naked,” was the only comment the weary slave could make.

A weight beside her sagged the mattress, and then her head was tugged up and pillows wedged behind her.  The blindfold was removed and the flight attendant could see once again.  The sight that soon met her restored vision was not reassuring.  “The bitch is stripping.  Oh, shit!”

Wilma was accustomed to getting her own way, … to being the queen surrounded by infatuated subjects, … to riding hard over those not as important, or as beautiful as the free, and bitchy stewardess.  She was having a hard time accepting the downward spiral that her life was undergoing.  Each new horror, each new humiliation, was met with almost the same sort of brainless mantra:  “Oh, shit!” – “Oh, fuck!” – “That bitch!”  When Wilma got a glimpse of herself in a wall-mounted mirror, she fully realized that the squirming form on the bed looked and acted like a slave.

She was unable to break the eye contact that the black-haired manager had trained upon her.  Wilma had no idea that her pop-eyed look had fueled the manager’s lust.  Instead, she starred as the woman’s still perky boobs were exposed.  “Shit!  Her nipples are like rocks.  The bitch is horny.  Fuck!”

“Wilma,” she heard as the woman addressed herself directly to her in a clear voice, “Wilma, I’m going to take some of the starch out of your resistance and then you’re going to be a good girl and give me a nice urine sample to prove that you aren’t pregnant.  Normally, that’d be the point at which we start advertising your sale and planning on getting you to your first Master or Mistress.  However, in your case, I will wait a few days while the State Slave Commission considers your case; it’ll give me time to do some drastic softening up so you’ll be a malleable sex toy for some lucky Master or Mistress.  So, my little fuck toy, what should I do first.  Oh, … that’s right, … soften your attitude toward your betters.”

“Mmmfff,” Wilma shrieked back in instant protest.  Then to herself, she screamed “Soften!  What the fuck does that mean?”

A set of forceful fingers yanked her nipple away from her chest wall.   “Hop hit!” Wilma shrieked, “Hop hit!”

“Yes, my little slut, you are willfully proud of the effect these fat hooters have had on men.  Unfortunately, you and I both know that they aren’t really what Mother Nature gave you.”  The manager grabbed Wilma’s other nipple and she began to thump the two breast mounds together, swinging them about by the nipples, stretching and distorting the sensitive meat as they slapped together.  “In fact,” the woman added spitefully, “if we sell you to one of the fine meat vendors in town, they’ll have to slice the bottom of these precious torpedoes and yank out the saline bags you’ve had stuffed up inside of them.”  The manager pursed her lips and faked a look of concern.  “Of course, that means I can whip those babies but I better not use the heavy leather strop that’s gonna wallop across your ass soon.”

Wilma could do nothing except watch as the naked manager let loose her throbbing boobies and reached down out of her sight for something.  When Wilma felt the long, heavy folded length of polished leather slither across her thigh like a long snake, she knew it was going to be something very, very painful.  “Hease, … hease, … hease!  Hop, hi’ll he hood.  Hease!”  

Wilma’s pleas for Victoria to please, please  stop, and her promise that she’ll be good were ignored.  The first whistling blow landed squarely on her crotch, eliciting a howl of instant burning pain followed by the dull throbbing heralding deep tissue damage.  Wilma’s could barely see through her tear-streaked vision the five-foot strop whirl around Victoria’s head and she winched as the strop headed downward; it struck her right inside thigh.  Mercifully, Victoria rolled her body sideways so that the bile rocketing up from her stomach could splash through her ringgag and not choke her on her own vomit.  Wilma was reduced to a mindless howling mass, spewing her vile smelling stomach contents all over herself.

The whistling she heard was much shriller than the short whir that heralded a bone bruising blast from the heavy leather strop.  Her breast exploded in pain and the whistled sounded again.  “A whip, … she’s whipping me like a barnyard animal, … a helpless beast,” she managed to whimper to herself before more yowls of pain exploded from her wide-stretched mouth.

During a short lull in the whipping, Wilma heard a malicious voice whisper in her ear, “When you’ve had enough, … call for my pussy and stick out your tongue.  Remember, … pussy and stick out your tongue."

Wilma’s instant response was inelegant, but direct, “Huck hew, hunt”

“No cunt, … I’ll fuck you.”

Wilma was moaning in pain even before the next whip stroke touched her.  She knew it was going to be bad, … it was, … Victoria’s next series of strokes were aimed directly at her exposed womanhood and her anal star.  “Eiiii, hop, … eiiii!”

The new slave had finally had enough.  “Husshe, … husshe, … hease, husshe!”  Wilma stuck her tongue through the leather coated steel of he ringgag and prayed for a taste of Victoria’s pussy.  She was actually grateful when Victoria’s hairy snatch rubbed across her eyebrows, her nose, her wide-open and defenseless mouth, and then all the way to her chin.  Wilma pushed the point of her chin up to Victoria’s clit and dove her tongue deep inside the pungent cavern.  Wilma was desperate to please her Mistress.

She felt Victoria shift her weight forward so that the woman sitting on her face could access her own widespread legs.  Wilma suckled as deeply as she could at the woman’s hairy outer lips.  The fingers grasping her own clit were an unspoken warning to do well at her first task.  Wilma knew her role.  She grunted and squealed as if she enjoyed her task of licking and sucking as best she could with the ringgag.

Wilma realized that her efforts were making Victoria lose control and that she was approaching an orgasm.  She renewed her efforts and heard her new Mistress make her own animalistic sounds.  Victoria began to lightly pinch Wilma’s clit, whether as a reward or as another means of training, Wilma neither knew nor cared.  The two women orgasmed together hard and Victoria collapsed atop her still grunting and mewling slave.  The room became silent save for the deep breathing of the two winded women.

Much later, Wilma came to consciousness lying on the cold porcelain of the same tub she had been planning on relaxing in with an attendant slave.  She shivered with cold and realized that she’d been hosed off with a flexible shower attachment on the luxury whirlpool tub.  The worst of the deep painful throbbing was limited to her crotch and the insides of her thighs, telling her that at least Victoria had stopped at only a few blows of the monstrous strop.  Aches and pains down her legs and across her upper torso reminded her of the subsequent whipping she received.  “The bitch did it, … stropped and whipped.  Ohhh, everything hurts!”  Instead of her ringgag and head strap, something was wedged inside the corners of her jaws, holding her mouth wide open like a gasping fish.  It took the bewildered woman long minutes of stupefied wonderment before she realized that it was some sort of dental gag.   

She tried to discern if anyone was in the suite, everything was quiet.  

The time alone weighed heavily upon the new slave.  Concentrating on anything except the throbbing pain just brought accusations of stupidity on her part.  “I still can’t figure out what happened,” she thought.  “I know sex was safe today, I checked my Awareness Timepiece.  Oh, … please, … please, Victoria!  Let me show you my data terminal, it’ll show the real dates; then you’ll have to free me.  If she does, I’ll castrate that rotten bastard Barry.”


Chapter 6 - Barry’s Surprise Reward

Barry was still feeling the effects of the Viagra pills he’d taken before he went to pick up his now ex-girlfriend Wilma.  “I’d planned on several rounds of wild sex in her room before having her enslaved in the morning.  I had no idea the self-centered bitch would use me to get herself off and then not invite me up to her room.”  Not wanting to waste the hardon, Barry stroked himself with one hand while he accessed the room’s computer, cleared the Lodging Incentive Bonus Program password screen, and logged into the hotel’s White Slave Act database.  He scrolled down to Wilma Carter, and selected her name.  Dozens of entries made by Barry Hamilton rolled down the screen.  Barry chuckled at the knowledge that each entry, except for the last two, were mirrored in password-protected DVDs in his computer bag beside him.  Since he’d just given Victoria Gibson the most recent two DVDs from his personal collection as proof of Wilma Carter’s vaginal infidelities, he clicked the screen’s icon to order new copies

Barry, and every other Lodging Incentive Bonus Program member that were active players in the enslavement game, knew that the hotel had two ‘corporate asset’ slaves that worked in a fully equipped, state-of-the-art video production studio in the basement.  Darlene Pritchard, the owner, was responsible for their training and conducting quality control inspections of their work.  The two women’s fulltime jobs were to edit the high-quality video collected in digital form from every occupied room used in the Lodging Incentive Bonus Program.  Each time a guest completed a vaginal sex act, they used their swipe card and pulled the arm of the slot machine.  The chance for a free room was a sham; it was simply a mechanism for unobtrusively notifying the Edit Staff to begin work on a DVD that was legally admissible as proof of vaginal sex.  The two ‘corporate assets’ were pros at their work.  

Barry was interrupted by a knock at the door.  An envelope slipped noiselessly into the room.  Barry picked it up and saw the hotel’s logo on the envelope.  He grinned, “It’s my new card.”  He was slightly surprised when two cards slipped out onto his hand.  “What a great surprise,” he chuckled.  “I didn’t know I get to keep the cards from the slaves I PPC.  Wow!  Wilma must have been proud of the stars for her forty nights of lodging stays.”  He glanced at his one single star and whispered, “Yesss, Wilma I knew you were worthy of a double star.”  Nestled within his single star was another that signified his offering to the hotel had been of superior quality.  “Slaves sold as corporate assets to airlines are worth a hunk of money.”  He congratulated himself on the reward bonus he received for letting the hotel acquire ownership of Wilma.  “Two months of free business lodging here at the hotel.  I’ll pad my expenses and make a ton of money off that loose bitch.” 

Barry fed his old membership card into the shredder and turned back to the computer console where Wilma’s video entries were listed.  Just for fun, he moved the mouse over the last entry from a week ago and clicked to begin reviewing it on the large-screen television.

Barry saw Wilma’s membership picture flash up on the screen and then her vital statistics scrolled across the monitor in a professionally edited video.  Next, the date stamp interlaced into the video by the hotel computer popped up and a short, high-quality close-up of a nice-sized prick penetrating a juicy pussy surrounded by a thick forest of black hair filled the screen.  The girls had the video slowly and smoothly pan back, exposing more of the copulating couple; Wilma’s face was clearly on the body receiving the vigorous thrusts of a cock in her glistening pussy.  The high quality segment ran until Barry’s face was also shown.  Then, the feed froze, showing the scream of joy captured on Wilma’s face and the ever-present date stamp above.  Barry ignored the remainder of the video; he knew from experience that it backed up to show every occurrence from the couple’s entry into the room to the point either departed the room.  The quality on this portion wasn’t as high as the lead section proving the intercourse, but Barry also knew that the hotel management, Darlene Pritchard and Victoria Gibson, kept the high quality digital data for at least ten years, just in case the State or Federal Slave Commissions ever investigated one of their conversions.  Barry was pretty certain that the only reason they were so picky about the nuances of the law was that neither woman wanted to follow the same uncertain fates that women such as Mrs. Wilma Carter faced when going into slavery.

Barry had remained outside Wilma’s suite when Victoria led Judy the receptionist inside the doomed woman’s suite.  Even with the closed door between them, Barry heard Wilma’s voice loudly screeching her protests.  “She verbally admitted having sex with me today, just as I thought she would,” he chortled.  Barry also knew that the hotel camera system recorded that confession.  “But, the confession was made during the execution of my demand for enslavement.  By itself, it probably won’t hold up as evidence; but the limousine driver would testify that he saw me fucking the woman because I know he watched through a crack in the privacy screen.”  He grinned, “I bet he heard the bimbo howling out her orgasm.  Damn!  She was fired up and hotter that a firecracker tonight.  I hope Victoria is right and we have sufficient proof.”

All of a sudden, Barry realized that Victoria had probably not finalized the video of the capture and might still be having fun with the new slave in the last room the slut would ever rent by herself.  Since he was listed in the computer database as a ‘friend’ of Wilma Carter, he was able to access the luxury suite’s camera system.  He forced his hand to stop caressing his throbbing dick so he could reach the camera joystick and keyboard at the same time.  He was disappointed that nothing seemed to be going on other than that fact that his ex-lover was bound on her back in the dry tub.  “Huge red streaks and welts on her pussy and her thighs, … long streaks on her legs and breasts, … guess that Victoria did that.  Ouch!”  

A knock on his door interrupted his train of thought.  He laughed as he padded naked to the door, one hand still stroking his aching cock.  “This is almost how that stupid whore Wilma answered her door.  She was just too bossy for her own good.”

Barry was surprised when Holly, his lounge worker friend, slipped soundlessly into his room; for some reason, she left the door to the hall open.  She was wearing one of the voluminous swimming pool robes belonging to the hotel.  Barry’s mouth expanded into an ‘O’ of amazement when the heavy cotton robe fell to the floor, revealing her young, lush form.  

“Miss. Gibson gave me orders to come give you some relief.  She said your ex-squeeze left you high and dry.”  Her smile was genuine as she added, “It’s a pleasure to serve you, especially in your room.  It’s so much more romantic than mine.”  She turned around and bent over, picking up something outside the room, shamefully exposing her virtually hairless crotch in the move.  As a redhead, her thin patch of pubic hair hid nothing; Barry clearly saw a flash of her inner pink flesh during her blatant pussy exposure.

When she turned back, Barry had to laugh at the sight of the bottle of champagne and two glasses she held.  “Don’t tell me, these are on Wilma’s bill, right?”

Holly hooked the door shut with her trailing foot and took two steps toward where he stood.  She glanced down at his throbbing hardon, struck a coy pose with her arms and legs outstretched, and asked, “Champagne now or afterwards?”

Barry’s mouth was dry and his tongue fought him as he stammered, “Llater, please.”

Holly strode around Barry; clearly, she enjoyed being the aggressor for a change.  Barry had no idea of the thoughts running through her head.  On the way to his room, she’d had an idea that catching Barry off-guard would completely ruin his ‘take-charge’ attitude that she’d seen when he was with free women.  “I’m pretty sure he only chases women while he travels, … hmmm, maybe he’s got an agenda?  That could be why he was with a different woman yesterday and today.”  Holly wasn’t interested in the other women, or their fates, she was only concerned with getting an edge to ensure her own survival.  “Get your ass on the bed, Barry,” she commanded with an ear-to-ear grin on her face.

Barry backed up until the backs of his knees hit the mattress and he simply collapsed backward.  Holly straddled his legs, grabbed his cock, and sat down, grunting with the force of him pushing inside her.  For the second time that evening, a woman mounted his hard dick and started to use him to get herself off.  

Having cum more than once already that day, and stimulated by the chemical effects of the Viagra and the scintillating power of enslaving the stewardess, Barry was able to fuck and fuck until he had no energy to continue.  He finally shot off into her greedy twat, pumping long strings of jism inside her velvety heat.

Barry took a sip of the champagne and grinned happily at his musky smelling sex partner.  He’d stoked her pussy in every position he knew; it seemed like he’d never cum.  “In fact,” he told himself, “I was begging for release those last long minutes.  But, … fuck!  She has a tight set of holes when she’s bent over in-half on the bed with her heels bouncing off her ears.  He took another soothing sip and said, “Holly, I only hope it was half as good for you as it was for me.  That was the best fuck session of my life.”  He ran a fingertip across her still turgid nipple and added, “You are a world class bed partner!”

Holly crept closer to Barry and leaned her head against his shoulder.  He was disappointed when she finished her glass and swung her feet off the bed.  “Sorry, Barry, … but I have another stop to make and then I have to go back to work.”

He watched her lush form pad across the room to retrieve her pool robe.  Amazingly, his now sore cock lurched at the sight of her swaying boobs and the easily identifiable bite marks of sex on her boobs and neck.  “Holly, everyone that sees you tonight will see my love bruises on you; I like that, a lot.”


Chapter 7 - Wilma Gets a Visitor

Wilma had plenty of time to think while shivering naked on the freezing porcelain of her luxury suite’s tub.  Nothing she came up with brought her any consolation, only more fear about her predicament.  “I don’t know what to do,” she told herself over and over again.  Wilma was simply too beautiful and too much in charge of her life to know how to deal with such a loss of control.  “I’m nothing now but meat,” she whimpered to herself.  “Slaves are mostly used as sex meat or as food.”  She shivered in fear at the thought of being gutted like a steer and callously butchered for cooking.  “Or a Jessica,” she cried, “I don’t want to end up spitted on the J2K or the J3K, it’s simply inhumane.”  Mrs. Wilma Carter realized that while she’d been to plenty of barbeques, and eaten every juicy cut of girl meat imaginable, she hadn’t paid any attention to the details of the deaths and cooking of the meat girls.  She was just trying to remember what would happen to her long black hair when she heard the outer door to her suite shut with an audible thunk.

Afraid to make the least bit of sound, Wilma slunk down as low as she could in the tub.  “I can’t talk anyway,” she bitterly complained, “the freaking dental blocks have my mouth so wide open, my tongue can’t make a single human sound and my jaw aches so much.”

The person in her room rummaged about and then the half-ajar door to the bathroom, swung open.  From her position, Wilma saw the hotel slave Holly hesitantly entering the room.  Wilma was sure that a fellow slave would help her.  “Hefff,  hefff hee!”  The change in expression of the voluptuous lounge worker was not reassuring.

“Help you!  You silly bitch!  Why should I help you?”

“Hohhee, heeese!  Hefff heee!”

“Don’t you Holly me you arrogant bitch.  You’ve been lording it over me ever since your first night here in the hotel.  Besides, Miss. Gibson told me about your plans for me tonight; you wanted me to suck Barry’s spend out of your cooze and then to pamper you in the tub.”  Holly’s body language changed to an even more aggressive stance and she continued, “Well, things have certainly changed now and there’s nothing you can do about it.”

Wilma was totally unprepared for the sight that met her bug-eyes when the lounge whore dropped the heavy white robe she had been wearing.  “The whore has just been fucked.  Whatta slut!”  Then, Wilma’s breath caught in her throat.  “Is that a drop of jizz on her pussy?  Oh that slut!  She’s just serviced Barry.  That’s what she meant when she mentioned Victoria.  That bitch!”

Wilma could only lay naked on her back in the tub as Holly yanked her shoulders up and stuffed two thick pillows under her shoulders and neck.  Under other circumstances, the flight attendant would have enjoyed the female’s heavy boobs brushing against her head as the woman above her fought to get the pillows into place.  The soft mounds reminded Wilma that she’d bedded many more than just a few women on her trips away from home.  In fact, she even snuck a few into her own home while her husband slept unaware, and unfulfilled, in his room.  Holly’s shifting weight brought her back to reality.  Without pause, the redhead spun around and lowered her musty crotch onto Wilma’s face.  Wilma gagged at the stench, her experience with men confirmed it was fresh male jism.

Wilma felt a set of wickedly long fingernails dig into her pussy folds and tightly secure her clit.  “Hmmmf” she protested.

“If you don’t vacuum me out better than any oral sex I’ve ever had, I’m gonna slice off your little love button.  You better start ‘Hoovering’ right now!”

A strong pinch and tug on her most sensitive nubbin of flesh made Wilma lurch in fear.  She stuck her tongue tentatively toward the slimy gash.  Holly’s hips wriggled about above her and the pussy slipped a little closer to her open maw.  Another pinch on her clitoris reminded Wilma to get back to work.  The dental gag kept her from sucking on either Wilma’s clit or parts of her pussy lips.  Instead, Wilma quickly discovered that she had to bury her entire mouth deep against the slime-coated sex flesh in order to suck.  It seemed like she sucked and slurped for hours before Holly wriggled her last orgasm on the questing tongue.

After long minutes of wonderful respite, Wilma felt Holly start to move about.  The hotel slave shakily crawled off her sweaty torso and slowly turned around.  Holly’s wet crotch felt cold on the ex-flight attendant’s trim tummy.  Wilma stared in apprehension as the slave’s heavy hooters began to bounce across her face.  

“You are nothing but a slave slut now!” Holly hissed.  “You better change your attitude toward other whores and sluts, cause you’ll find that nothing can make your life more unbearable than the revenge of your fellow sluts.”

Wilma looked up in horror as the lounge whore worked up a big mouth of spit.  Somehow, she knew what was going to happen and, unable to do anything to stop the humiliation, cried real tears of anguish.  Then, Holly’s hands gripped her face in a relentless grip and the woman lowered her face to hers.  Wilma felt the big wad of spit dribble down into her mouth.  Holly’s hot breath brushed against her ear and she heard Holly whisper, “I only wish that I was a slave training mistress.”  The woman’s teeth nipped harshly against her ear lobe and then the voice continued, “I just know that you’d be an obedient and pliant little pet after a week at my beck and call.  Hmmm, maybe Barry or Victoria will let me have you once in a while.”

“Oh, … and slut,” Holly threw spitefully over her shoulder as she began to leave, “Miss. Gibson plans on a real whipping for you in the morning.  She was disappointed that you passed out just after she switched from the strop to the riding crop.  She was really pissed when she started your whipping and you remained unconscious.  Tomorrow, you’ll begin to know the whip intimately.”  

Wilma wept alone in the dark bathroom after her cruel lover left.  Her brain whirled about, never able to give up on a final chance to explain that it was all a mistake.  “Oh, … please, … please, Victoria!” she moaned.  She repeated the mantra over and over, already resigned to do anything, anything at all, to get Victoria to give her just a chance to explain and prove her case.  “A cum dump, … they made me into a cum dump.”


Chapter 8 - Victoria, Cruel Mistress & Slaver

“Darlene, it’s Victoria.  Yes, I know that it’s late.  Oh, hush and stop complaining.  You’ll never guess which little slut belongs to us now.”  Victoria listened to the squeal of delight on the other end of the line.  “Yes,” Victoria crowed back with a laugh, “Barry finally got into the stewardess bitch’s panties for a third time.  Actually, he was able to do it in a limousine on the way from the airport, … but without any video proof.”  Victoria pulled the phone away from her ear and then finally broke in with a catty snippet, “Hey, stop sounding like an old dried up fishwife.  The stupid slut verbally admitted the sex act in front of our Notary Public, and to top it all off, his sperm was still dripping out of her snatch.  Yes!  It’s true.  I even made sweet little Judy take the sperm sample herself.”  The women howled in laughter at Wilma’s plight.

“Imagine how much money we’ll make when we sell Wilma back to one of the airlines.  Yes, … it’s wonderful, you know how they fight over well-trained stock when they look as nice as her.  Oh, and I confirmed that those C cups that she’s so proud of are fake but at least they jiggle convincingly.  Well, yes, … yes, I broke her in a little.  She jumped so sexily when she tasted leather for the first time.  Oh, hush, … you know I will be careful not to ruin our new merchandise.  She’s on my schedule tomorrow morning for a little more reinforcement about her new role.”

Victoria sighed when she hung up the phone.  “That woman just doesn’t understand that slaves need a firm hand.  Thank goodness she put me in charge of acquisitions, at least I can start them off right and keep our reputation for providing obedient sluts.  I just wish she’d do a better job with the stock we have at the hotel.  I know it’s something she wants to do, and heaven knows I’m already stressed as night manager and head slaver, … but, she coddles them so.  Holly is the perfect example, I heard her address Barry Hamilton by his first name as if they were boyfriend and girlfriend.  From his response, it’s a common occurrence.  That is behavior I would never accept!”

Victoria glanced over at the oversize plasma screen on her wall and grinned at the humiliation Wilma Carter was currently undergoing.  Holly, the slave she’d just been complaining about, was grinding her crotch down on the face of the hotel’s newest acquisition.  One of the high-quality cameras had already recorded the male sperm and female juices that covered Wilma’s shiny face.  “That little whore Holly looks like she is having fun.  Yep, … it would be fun to humiliate either of you, … hmmm.”

As soon as the lounge whore left Wilma gasping alone in the tub, Victoria picked up her phone.  “Judy, it’s Miss. Gibson.  Page Hotel Security and have them call me on my cell.”  Knowing that she had little time, she hurriedly stripped and donned a filmy negligee that consisted of nearly transparent white bikini panties and a flowing, cape-like top that barely encased her breasts and clasped at a single point, between her firm B-cup breasts.

Within minutes, two burly men showed up on the video feed from Wilma’s suite.  They started in the bedroom, carefully packing all the former stewardess’ clothing and gear back into her travel bag and purse.  Victoria nodded in approval at their efficiency.  She knew that one of the two men, Raul, was actually Hotel Security for the day shift and thus, off duty.  “He’s hoping for some new pussy,” Victoria thought cattily.  She knew that Raul and Frank, the night security man, loved their work and often took turns sleeping on a cot in the security office rather than going home to their shabby apartments.  Most often, when she needed help, both men responded regardless of the time of day.  The men’s duties were keeping order in the hotel and handling any issues with newly converted slaves.  They were Victoria’s lackeys and loved the perks.  

Victoria poured herself another glass of Merlot and lounged back again on her comfy sofa to watch the action.  Wilma’s bags were now packed and Victoria allowed a finger to creep under the crotch band of her almost non-existent panties.  “Wet,” she whispered with satisfaction, “you like nothing more than seeing a haughty bitch put in her place.”  She brought her aromatic finger up and hungrily sniffed her own arousal.  “Yesss,” she hissed, “this should be good.”

Raul had already taken off his shoes and slacks.  Victoria couldn’t help but shift forward on the sofa as his black silk underwear slipped down his muscular legs on the screen.  Mesmerized, Victoria watched the long snake of a cock that the Cuban immigrant had between his legs.  Her hips bucked up a little onto her fingers in anticipation of seeing Frank’s equally impressive equipment.

“Wilma Carter, previously happily married, and smugly assured that she was a woman of the world, is going to get a surprise,” Victoria muttered aloud as she took another sip of the wine.

The two naked security men easily manhandled Wilma’s bound form from the tub to the bed.  Raul snapped a heavy slave collar onto the weeping woman’s neck and Victoria heard him snarl.  “It’s official now, cunt!  You belong to the hotel for training and you’ll get to see a lot of Miss. Gibson, Frank, and me over the next few days.  Right now, we’re gonna take you for a fast test ride and look for any ‘deficiencies’ that might need to be addressed” in remedial training.

Frank, busily taking off the girl’s bondage gear, added, “You might want to try hard, bitch.  Convince us that you’re already quality sex-meat and it might go easier for you.”

Victoria now had three fingers slowly rubbing deep inside her steamy vagina and her thumb was lazily circling her clit.  She heard a panting moan and grinned, “I’m horny, … oh, yes, … I’m so horny, … and Wilma, you’re in for a long night.”


Chapter 9 - Wilma’s First Threesome & A Test

Wilma shakily tried to keep her balance as she looked toward what should have been her comfortable bed for the night.  A large, naked Hispanic male contentedly reclined across the center of the luxurious sheets while stroking his impressive cock.  “It’s bigger than anything I’ve ever had,” she thought groggily.  Wilma was starting to become overwhelmed from the effects of her long flying day, the exciting sex in the limousine, the abrupt enslavement, her first beating, the gooey pussy that raped her mouth, the draining cold of the empty tub, and now the prospect of forced sex with two men.  She looked beside her and saw her minder, another naked male, facing her stoically.  “Under other circumstances,” she thought grimly, “it might have been funny to be naked in a room with two men.”  The white man beside her swung his wicked looking riding crop in a whistling arc.  The swish clearly directed her to focus back on the bed.

The man whispered, “Remember, slave, … prove your sluttiness on Raul’s dick or taste the crop.”

The new slave crawled unsteadily across the bed.  As she raised herself above the fat cock that she now knew belonged to a man named Raul, one of his hands took possession of her boob, … and squeezed hard before shifting to capture her rigid nipple.  She stiffened at the mild pain, upset more that a man dared to manhandle her in such a way.  Her dulled mind barely noted the whistling sound before her right ass cheek exploded in pain.  Then, her cunt complained as the big knob under her unprepared pussy lunged up and forced its way inches deep in her dry gash.

“Ahhh,” she grunted, “big, … not so hard, ple…  Eiiii!”

“Shut up slave!” the man beside the bed growled.  “You’ll make no more demands on free men.”

Wilma’s tender lower back burned fiercely at the impact site from the last blow of the crop.  She was yanked back to reality when the man below her twisted her captive nipple and hissed, “Fuck me, slave!  So far, you’re useless.  Use that sex box you have down there between your legs or we’ll reclassify you as untrainable and worth nothing but your gutted weight.”

The real threat of becoming roasted meat brought a clench of fear to her lower stomach.  Raul groaned happily below her and Wilma learned her next lesson as a sex slave; her lower muscles could bring pleasure to her Masters.  She focused on clenching her abdominal muscles and ruefully realized it was the same as doing Kegels, pregnancy exercises of repeatedly contracting and releasing vaginal walls.  She leaned forward slightly and rose up, keeping up her Kegel contractions.  Wilma pushed down a little, then up again.  She was trying to get some of her natural lubrication spread across the long, dry cock. 

The ex-flight attendant grunted as the cock finally bottomed out.  The bed shook as the other man joined them.  When the fat white cock waved in front of her face, Wilma resignedly leaned forward and let the dry skin slide into her open maw.  The dental blocks kept her from giving any satisfying head; instead, she let her tongue caress the warm meat as he drove it deeper and deeper into her mouth.  The man’s hands took possession of her head and began to yank her on and off of the long cock.  Soon he was battering his way deeper and deeper into her throat.  Wilma retched but determinedly kept on mechanically fucking her hips up and down the log up her pussy and her face forward and back on the prick in her face.  She was numb all over and felt no arousal at all; it was simply an exhausting workout.

Spunk sprayed into her mouth at the same time Raul’s prick started to pulsate up her twat.  Wilma knew enough about new slaves to realize that tonight was probably the last time her body would feel a bare cock up her lower two holes.  After that, it would be condoms only as her new owners would demand that she remain disease free.  “The alternative is butchered meat,” she reminded herself bitterly as the men left her cum-streaked form alone on the bed while they drank beers taken from her own mini bar.

Wilma compliantly allowed herself to be taken from the bed to the backside of the mini sofa in her suite’s entertainment nook.  The men buckled heavy leather cuffs on her wrists and then clipped them together behind her back.  One unseen man hauled her cuffs up toward the back of her slave collar and snapped them in place.  Even limp and unresisting, her arms ached from the unusual position.  However, after everything awful that the new slave had been forced to do, it was almost a relief to lie across the towel protecting the sofa’s material and rest.  Her moment of respite was ruined by a thick gob of male sex spew that began to run down her right thigh, leaving a cold trail of slime behind.  Wilma couldn’t help but cry more silent tears at her new life.

Raul walked around the short sofa, still sipping on of her beers.  He knelt down on the sofa cushion facing her and Wilma knew automatically what he wanted.  She strained to get her face down to the slimy limp bar of flesh that had just skewered her pussy.  She was repulsed by the mixed stench of male and female sex juices.  Nevertheless, she focused her entire being on getting the goo-covered snake into her wide-open maw.  She’d fully accepted that her continued survival depended upon how well she satisfied whoever she was told to service.  The hope of a last-minute reprise from Victoria Gibson was fading.  Wilma was now a slave and she knew it.   

A big knob started to trace circles around her slippery gash.  Despite her situation, Wilma found herself finally becoming a little bit aroused.  “Maybe it’s because I have no choice at all,” she thought dully as her first moan of lust escaped her lips since her conversion.  “Maybe I can at least get plenty of good sex,” she thought with a hope.  A grunt of half pain and half lust popped out of her mouth as the white dick exploring her pussy thrust in hard; her face was ground into Raul’s scratchy pubic hair.  She decided to let herself go with the sex, “as a way of surviving the night,” she told herself.

The fat cock that was just starting to arouse her lust pulled out with a wet plopping sound.  Wilma knew right away that she’d been deluding herself about getting some benefit from the long rounds of rape that she faced; the now slippery cock taken from her sloppy pussy was nosing its way around her ass.

“Eiiii!” she gurgled around the thickening Hispanic cock.  The rapist had somehow buried himself in her rectum in one, long, grating lunge.  Without a moment’s respite, her hips began to be yanked about as the man began a vicious ass-rape.  To add to her misery, Raul’s cock was now hard enough to slide down her throat.  Miserable, she shifted back to pure survival mode, numbly fucking with the two of her three sex holes in demand.  “I’ll be a good little sex puppet,” she thought.  “Not meat, … no, … anything but meat.  Life as a sex puppet isn’t so bad, … is it?”    


Chapter 10 - Victoria Processes a Slave

It was very late that night, almost two in the morning, and Victoria Gibson slipped quietly into Wilma Carter’s room.  Raul and Frank had done as she requested; they’d each taken Wilma three times, once in each of her three sex holes, and then left the suite.  Wilma’s swollen holes were overflowing with creamy white male jism.  Victoria sat down on a small stool that she’d brought and looked at Wilma’s ass exposed from her precarious position draped over the sofa.  She set her heavy toolbox down beside her and opened it, exposing gleaming trays similar to a large fishing tackle box.  Ready to begin the final conversion of her latest victim, Victoria walked around to face the restlessly sleeping slave.  She grinned at Wilma’s crusty face and sticky hair.  “You are such a foolish slut, girl,” she whispered.  

Wilma blearily opened her eyes and stared at her tormentor.  “Hop hease.  Hi hood haave.”

Victoria swept the greasy black hair away from the cum-encrusted face and whispered, “Oh, yes, you will be a good slave.  The problem is; I’m not quite ready to stop your processing yet.”  She grinned at her miserable victim and added cheerfully, “After all, I want everyone to know that you’re now just a lowly slave.  Believe me, you won’t be treated like a little princess anymore.”  Victoria readied the special forceps she held behind her back.  “Stick out your tongue like an obedient slave.”

She loved this part, inflicting pain and humiliation on sluts that often considered themselves her betters.  Victoria tugged the tongue out of the gasping woman’s mouth with considerable force.  Her other hand spun around and she jabbed a thick piercing needle through the meaty part of the tongue; guides built into the forceps told her where to pierce.  When she let loose after inflicting long minutes of pain on the new slave, three black, pearl-sized studs sat on Wilma’s tongue in a symmetric triangle.  The undersides of the studs locked on, they could only be cut free.  Victoria let loose of the bloody tongue and meanly whispered, “The front stud is for servicing women; it’s perfect for stimulating a clitoris.  The back two are for caressing the sides of a cock that you’re working on.  Now, … I’ve helped make you both a better pussylicker and a better cocksucker.”

The Hotel Manager and Slave Trainer walked back to her slave-processing toolbox and wiped down the equipment she’d just used with alcohol.  She picked up a heavy punch and set herself comfortably on the couch beside her sobbing slave.  Victoria gripped the woman’s chin in an inescapable grip and forced the ends of the punching tool deep into Wilma’s nostrils.  “Back you go,” she whispered, “yes, deep back, … there.  Wilma, you better take a deep breath girl, this is gonna hurt, … a lot.”  Blood squirted everywhere and Victoria yanked out the punch with its thick cylinder of cartilage that had just been sliced out of Wilma’s septum.  She staunched some of the blood flow with a cloth and readied a heavy 3/8ths inch stainless steel hog ring.  The open end of the ring barely fit through the too-small opening in the septum.  Victoria set the open ring in a heavy crimping tool and used all her strength to ease the ring to a closed, and locked, position.

Ever attentive to the clean condition of her tools, Victoria used the needle-sharp tip of a horseshoe nail to push out the plug of cartilage and once again cleaned everything with alcohol.  She worked steadily and soon added nipple rings and a heavy bar through her clitoris to round out Wilma’s slave decorations. 

Victoria was becoming tired.  “It’s been a long day,” she thought.  Aloud she added, “Just a little more and we can have some fun, Wilma.”

Victoria poured a generous amount of alcohol onto a cloth and began to thoroughly scrub Wilma’s right haunch.  She paid special attention to the hollow spot, high up on her thigh and just forward of the middle of her right buttocks cheek.  The twisted Night Manager hummed quietly as she pulled a clear, flexible plastic stencil out of her toolbox.  She carefully positioned it on the sterilized flesh and it stuck in place.  Next, Victoria lightly dabbed at the stencil, transferring a small amount of washable coloring through slits in the stencil to the haunch.

Within moments, Victoria was seated comfortably on her padded stool, tattoo gun buzzing away, making thousands of tiny pinpricks in the formerly flawless white flesh.  The tattoo was a relatively simple circle of three inches with ‘Magnus Slaves’ in flowing red script above a blocky number sign and the digits zero, zero, six.  Mrs. Wilma Carter was being marked for all to see as Magnus Hotel’s sixth slave.  Victoria worked carefully; she wanted her slave tattoos to be perfect.  “Just a few more tattoos to go,” she thought as she wiped off the fresh tattoo a final time.  “Just to be sure she stays marked for life, I like to tattoo the inside of my livestock’s lips.”  Victoria grinned maliciously, “Of course, I mean the lower lip of her mouth and the inside of each labia.  Soon she will have three hidden slave tattoos and the obvious one on her ass.”

“Just a couple more things to do, luv, and then we can play,” Victoria promised the miserable woman as she glanced to the monstrous strap on cock that she’d brought up to the room.


Chapter 11 - Magnus Gets Out of the Red

Darlene Pritchard yawned and thankfully took a sip of the hot black coffee that Judy Wetmore had just delivered to her office.  It was only six in the morning and Darlene wanted to finish reviewing the accounts before the early morning check-out rush.

“Judy was an excellent choice for receptionist,” she mused.  “I’m glad I hired her,” she added contentedly.  “But, … I’m constantly amazed at how naïve she is, … sure she’s just twenty-two, but could I have ever been so unprepared to face life?”  Darlene shook her head and felt her long blonde hair move.  The sudden awareness of her body brought a hand to ruefully follow the increasingly rounded tummy that she had recently developed.  She cursed the passage of time.  Formerly a tall blonde bombshell with man-magnet D-cups, Darlene knew that at forty-one, time was rapidly beginning to betray her.  “I’m now ‘Rubenesque’ rather than willowy,” she complained.  Without testing them, she knew that her formerly hard breasts had become soft and pillowy.  Instead of wispy, spider-web-soft bras she now had to wear heavy underwire support bras to uplift her boobs to their best shape.  She shook her head in disgust.  “At least I’m a natural blonde and still look gorgeous clothed; not that I have any men to impress with my body in private.”  

Like most successful women in charge of their own businesses, Darlene was extremely cautious about men and exceptionally particular about following laws and regulations.  She took no chances with getting everything she fought for taken away.  “Besides,” she said with real bitterness, “at one hundred fifty-four pounds and with meaty boobs, most buyers might be thinking backyard barbeques to impress the neighbors.  Cunt fillets and breast rolls are always popular fare.”  Inwardly she cursed the idiot women that supported the White Slave Act of 2000.  “Whatta bunch of bimbos, the name of the bill alone shoulda clued them in!  It’s not like the enslavement laws were hidden in a bill with an innocuous name.”  While Darlene frequently ranted and raved about the law’s passage, she never voted that eventful day in 2000, she was too hung over after an all night party to even get up out of bed.    

The shift to depressing thoughts triggered another series of memories that brought more flickers of annoyance across her face.  Her partner and Night Manager, Victoria Gibson, came to mind.  “I would have had to sell the hotel months ago, probably losing most of my inheritance, if it wasn’t for Victoria’s idea for drawing business away from the big hotel chains.  The idea was pure genius.  Still, I just wish she wasn’t so harsh on our employees, especially the corporate assets and the regular slaves.  And for some reason, she particularly seems to have it in for Judy.”  She sighed, “I’d take charge of all hotel employees except that I did give her twenty percent ownership for her idea and she has to manage something at the hotel.  At least she only runs the security staff and slave acquisition and training.  A twenty percent share was worth it to save everything; I just don’t like her attitude with our people.”  She pursed her lips and attempted to figure out her friend that she knew so many years ago.  “Victoria was ahead of me at school and already in the sorority when I joined.  I guess she had a mean streak even then.  There were rumors that she liked to dominate her partners, both men and women.”  Darlene shivered and not for the first time told herself that the only reason they were in business together was because Victoria came to town promising to save her family hotel.  “She’s doing that at least.” 

Darlene shifted her attention back to the accounts she had been reviewing.  She had been steadily losing money on her inheritance, the historic Magnus Hotel in the middle of downtown Eastlake, Oklahoma.  “It’s not Granddad’s fault,” she whispered.  “Too many people do the easy thing and stay in the same chain wherever they travel.”  She pulled over the Slave Ledger.  “Wilma Carter makes the sixth PPC in the three months the program has been in effect.  Yes, … that’s not many slaves and not much money in itself, …”  Darlene left the ledger in place and laid out the lodging fill rate spreadsheet beside it.  She grinned at the steadily increasing volume the hotel had undergone during that same period.  “But, … our business is steadily increasing.  Word is spreading and we have lots of new customers and a greatly increased visit rate from our loyal customers.  Interestingly, the number of women staying is even way up.  Part of the credit for that was my idea, letting all the women know that the hotel was exempt from Eastlake municipal Public Drunk Laws.  Women are lulled into a false sense of security because they can relax and drink in safety.  My hope was that it would loosen inhibitions enough to get some illicit sex going.  Yes, Victoria, your plan, with my calming influence, is starting to work.”

“She was dead right on one thing, I just didn’t understand the business plan she laid out.  I only looked at the bottom line and saw we started out in the red.  I resisted the idea of spending good cash on the special amenities – the lounge, subsidized sex with our corporate assets, and the idea of a full service whorehouse in the basement.”  She wrinkled up her nose and added, “Well, … the whorehouse is gonna have to wait.  I’m not ready to be a Madame yet.”

“So, Victoria,” she muttered, “you did tell me that the proceeds from slave sales only needed to balance out the limited cost of the special amenities and that everything else would take care of itself.  You were right!”

“Let’s see, … first I bought two corporate asset video editors.  They were kind of pricy and even though they work cheap, it’s still hard earned currency.  Then I got two general-purpose sex slaves at bargain rates to work the bar and lounge.  Holy shit, was Victoria pissed when I offered Holly and Molly contracts as corporate asset!  I thought she was going to turn on me, … whew!  She finally admitted that I was right cause all we were doing was banking half of the tips earned by the bartender whores for their retirement.  The other half of the tip money was ours and it really helps in our daily cash flow.”

“As far as PPCs go, … so far we’ve done six and sold four of them locally.”  Darlene looked at her recap sheet:

“Our biggest money makers are of course the corporate asset sales back to national businesses hungry for slave labor.  Yes, … the first big sale was that cute little real estate agent, Nadia Sarkozy, that we sold back to the national office of her chain, Regal Max Estates.  Let’s see, … yes, they paid handsomely for her, $3,600; leaving us a $2,700 profit after paying the Slave Sales Tax.  Oh, and Wilma Carter, … yes, she’ll be our biggest money earner.  We’ve already had an offer from Arabian Airlines, an international rival for her old firm National Airlines for a handsome payment of $3,700.  She’s top-notch material for an industry struggling to stay afloat.  Wilma will end up a corporate asset flying crappy routes all day and sleeping with different corporate officers every night.  No more flirty behavior for that busy slut unless it’s in the line of duty.”

Slave Conversions      Hair Color     Purchaser              Sales Price    Tax

1. Mary Beth Conlin  blonde         Eastlake SlutClub      $ 1,200       $  300

2. Colleen McDowell   redhead        Oklahoma Ponygirls    $ 1,600       $  400

3. Marlena Wilson    redhead        Oklahoma Ponygirls    $ 1,600       $  400

4. Nadia Sarkozy     black hair     Regal Max Estates    $ 3,600       $  900

5. Caryl DiGuilio      black hair     Mr. Mat DiGuilio      $ 1,700       $  425

6. Wilma Carter       black hair     Arabian Airlines       $ 3,700       $  925

TOTALS                                                       $13,400       $3,350

She giggled at the memory of the two slaves that had been sold into slavery as Ponygirls to Oklahoma Ponygirls.  “The look on Colleen McDowell and Marlena Wilson’s faces when they saw the stock trailer show up while they stood naked and hobbled at the curb, … precious, … wow!  I was lucky that we had two redheads in stock at the same time they needed a matched set for their downtown surrey service.  Wonder how the redheads like their new occupations?”

Darlene took one more glance at her recap sheet.  “Course the two I sold as Ponygirls were dreadfully under priced.  I never realized that the Arabs and Muslims are going nuts buying them on the international market.  It’s a shame Wilma isn’t a redhead cause we coulda got close to $5,000 for her.”  She shifted through her stack of notes again and mused, “Looks like the local meat market is complaining that we haven’t sold them anything.  The problem is, … they’re only paying about $8.00 a pound, gutted weight; less than a $1,000 a carcass.  And that’s if we do the killing and gutting so there is no $400 meat tax for a live meat sale.  Maybe we’ll get some conversions that are real dogs and not worth much more than meat?”

Darlene sat back in her comfy leather chair and decided that things were going well.  “Once we move Wilma out, we’ll have actually profited by $10,000 in slave sales.  The slave sales, in conjunction with the increase in lodging rates means we’re finally going to have a month with the bottom line in black ink.  Whew!”

The buxom hotel owner glanced over at her blank plasma screen and frowned in remembrance of what she’d seen on it last night.  “Victoria made Wilma’s breaking in a personal experience that was way too harsh, almost as if she was addicted to abusing the poor thing.  She’d better be toeing the line on her paperwork because there’s a lot riding on it.”  Darlene Pritchard took another sip of coffee and silently thought, “I’m a little worried about the way she PPC’d the flight attendant.”  Her hand holding the coffee cup shook nervously and she added, “Oh, girl!  I will not be taken and enslaved like those six poor cunts.  Victoria you be very careful!”

She picked up the phone.  “Spellbook Slaves and Games?  Good morning Ingrid.  Yes, … it is a beautiful day.  I’m glad you’re at work so early.  Yes, … I understand, … it’s not like you have to commute to work is it?  Can you leave a message for Mr. West?  Yes, … thank you.  Please tell him that I would like to arrange a courtesy inspection at his earliest convenience.  I want him to verify all our paperwork and the data entered in the SlaveMaster software he installed.  What, … oh, yes, we are very happy with the way Mike set up our little operation.  I just want to be sure that the County and State Slave Commissioners are just as happy.  Yes, dear, you have a good day as well.”

After she hung up, Darlene wondered if her fear of failure and enslavement was entirely rational.  “After all, Victoria Gibson is the identified agent in charge of the Magnus Hotel White Slave Act Program.  And, according to our contract, upon Victoria’s death, her 20% share of the hotel goes to her nieces unless I buy her out.”  She set her elbows on the table and then steepled her fingers.  “But, … if she is convicted of malfeasance or enslaved due to actions related to illegal business transactions, her property reverts directly to me as the potentially injured party.”  Darlene felt her nipples stiffen as her bra-encased boobs caught on the edge of her desk.  She glanced down and whispered, “Yes, you are a horny lady, Darlene.  Somehow the idea of the sultry and dominate Victoria writhing in abject fear is so beginning to be an arousing thought.”


Chapter 12 - Wilma Met the ‘Bitchbuster’

Wilma was in abject misery.  She had been certain that things couldn’t get any worse.  Her throbbing nose, aching nipples, and painfully swollen clitoris reminded her of the awful things that the evil Miss. Pritchard had done to her beautiful body.  Oddly, she was wistfully thinking of her husband, a man she previously considered a pussy and unworthy of her respect.  “Maybe that’s why I whore around,” she thought.  “Chris is just so unassertive.  He lets me cuckold him and limit him to sleeping with me only two nights a month.”  A sob became a hiccup and an odd choking sound escaped her still ringgaged mouth.  “Face it,” she cried, “Chris isn’t man enough to claim me back, and I’m just a caught slut.  No more pushing men around and having them follow me like little puppies.”  What really hurt Wilma was the realization that as a slave, she’d be the obedient little puppy following commands from any free men or women.  Wilma was also certain that her husband would make no effort to outbid the airlines to get her back.  She broke down again in silent, uncontrollable tears. 

The ex-flight attendant was shivering atop a two-foot by three-foot square of warm and comfortable sheepskin.  Unfortunately for Wilma, that was the only luxury she had been given.  She was trying to sleep in a mesh cage designed for large-size dogs.  Cold, air-conditioned air swept through the open mesh and kept goosebumps on her trembling form.  The only ‘clothing’ Wilma wore was her new slave collar, her ever-present ringgag, wrist and ankle cuffs locked in place with little golden padlocks, and a pair of cheap pink ‘fuck me’ heels locked on her aching feet.  Snaps held her wrists loosely together but left Wilma ‘free’ to curl up and press her hands against her stretched and abused pussy.

Wilma couldn’t help but revisit the final humiliations she had faced at Victoria Gibson’s perverted hands.  “She put rings all over me and then tattooed me.  Now I’m clearly marked as a slave.”  Wilma grunted in discomfort and tried to get comfortable.  “After Raul and Frank screwed my brains out, they left me tied across the couch, completely helpless to resist that perverted witch, Victoria.”  Wilma almost admired the woman’s ability to bring her down so low, so quickly.  “She acts like she has lots of practice piercing, ringing, and tattooing slaves.  I almost freaked out when I felt the buzzing and stinging of the tattoo gun.  And, … I foolishly thought she could never do worse to me than she already had done.”

“Even the tattooing didn’t convince me my fate was sealed; it was those hideous pink five-dollar shoes she locked on my feet.  That thieving shit!  I had an eight hundred dollar pair of Italian heels in my bag and she dresses me like a two-dollar whore!”  Wilma wouldn’t revisit the most humiliating aspect of her final torment by Victoria.  She buried it deep in her mind; she refused to admit it.

Victoria had mounted her largest strap on cock around RALPH’s waist and stood beside the bed with a carriage whip with six-feet of braided leather terminating in a knotted tip.  Wilma whimpered on the floor beside the bed; collared, cuffed, and her hands locked behind her back while she heard Victoria’s simple command.  Victoria whaled away with the whip until she obediently followed orders.  Victoria had commanded Wilma to rape herself atop the impossibly large cock.  Thousands of light whip marks covered Wilma’s form before she finished raping all three of her holes on the beastly dildo to Victoria’s satisfaction.  Hours later, she lay curled and shivering on her sheepskin bed with her cuffed wrists locked tightly against her torn vagina and rectum.

“I’m nothing but a sex-puppet,” she cried.

It was the longest night of her life.

Chapter 13 - Spellbook Slaves

Mike West finished reviewing the files that Darlene had laid out and sighed.  “Basically, Darlene, everything you’ve done in your hotel enslavement program is picture-perfect with the exception of the Wilma Carter conversion.  It’s clear to me that Victoria got greedy and went along with Barry Hamilton, the Person of Personal Contact sex partner.  The enslavement became more complicated, but it’s still a legal conversion with plenty of forensic evidence and sworn statements to prove the third vaginal penetration.  You’re lucky that you followed my advice and left Judy Wetmore, your Notary Public and receptionist, in charge of documentation ‘cause she wrapped up everything nicely.  She hates enslaving women and makes sure everything is done following legal guidelines.  Frankly, it shows in the first five enslavements: Mary Beth Conlin, Colleen McDowell, Marlena Wilson, Nadia Sarkozy, and Caryl DiGuilio are all textbook conversions.”  

Mike tried to lock eyes with the voluptuous hotel owner and couldn’t help but notice her heavy breasts that swayed with each move made by the blonde.  “Nice,” he thought, “Totally natural, … I’d like to wrap some bondage cord around those babies.  Hmmm, is she wearing a corset under that blouse?  Wonder what those lips would feel like wrapped around my cock?”  He tore his attention away from the plump lips on her face to hear what she was saying.

“Mike, please, … let’s focus on Wilma rather than the personalities of my employees.  What do you think the Commissioner will do?”

“Darlene, I think he’ll get around to conducting a review a week or so after the conversion and find that everything is in order.  Even though the courts clearly stepped away from sworn statements and prefer digital proof for sheer simplicity, nothing is better than a handful of sworn statements and forensic proof.  No, … this is a legal enslavement.  Plus, given M.J.’s enjoyment in catching women in stupid acts that warrant slavery, he’ll enjoy this case.”

Mike sighed once again.  “Darlene, I respect what you’ve done with your Lodging Incentive Bonus Program.  Frankly, it’s a brilliant scheme, even if it will only work as long as it remains a secret.  As to the enslavement process, the best thing you did was start off with professional advice and my SlaveMaster software; it’s perfect for your operation.”

“Darlene, part of your problem remains that you’re putting too much trust in Victoria and she isn’t the brightest bulb around when it comes to the details.  I promise that if you don’t make a personal quest of becoming expert on the legal trends and politics of PPCs, then I’ll be bidding on your chained and naked body at one of the county enslavement auctions.”  He controlled an automatic look of lust that would have crossed his features at the thought of her notice of offer for auction and he added to himself, “As much as I’d like to get my hands on you, I’ll keep you safe as long as you have me as a consultant.”

“M.J.?”

He took a deep breath to center his thinking before continuing in a level voice, “The County Slave Commissioner has no jurisdiction in adjudicating questionable conversions so M.J. himself will come to investigate Wilma’s conversion.  M.J., … Mortimer J. Samuelson, is the State Slave Commissioner.  You have two choices, wait for him to see the paperwork during routine review and hope he agrees with us about the enslavement.  Or, … you can invite him to come by, see your operation, and review the case now while it’s somewhat manageable.  Neither will be pleasant for you; he’s a nasty, corrupt son-of-a-bitch that will take every opportunity to let you screw yourself.  His only redeeming quality is that he genuinely believes in following the law as much as possible.  In fact, he may be a little too zealous about trapping women into enslaving themselves.  Consider this fair warning.”

“Well, Mike, … what would you do?”

“I’d call him right after breakfast.  Tell him the truth, … that the Magnus Hotel Enslaving Agent might have overstepped her authority and you want him to review everything before things get too far along.”  Mike grinned a rakish grin and added, “And, … Darlene, I’d scrub off your makeup, remove the tight yummy corset, put on a much tighter bra, and go for the dry, sexless dried up spinster look before he arrives.  After all, you don’t want to distract him from the issue at hand.”  

The thought of the melodrama that M.J. was capable of inflicting on naïve and unsuspecting women brought pictures to mind of free women coerced by the sleazy Commissioner into doing things they never imagined.  “No telling what that conniving snake will do here with Darlene, Victoria, and Judy,” he thought with more than a little bit of prurient interest.  

Mike grinned at the deep blush that grew across Darlene’s face.  He also saw that her nipples stiffened immediately, enough to visibly tent through her bra and blouse.  Mike walked to the door, turned to face the pretty forty-one-year-old blonde, and brought his fingers up to his own chest.  He pretended to pinch his nipples.  At Darlene’s look of extreme mortification, he winked and whispered, “What do you expect, I’m a slaver and you’re still a nicely stacked piece of ass.  Anytime you want to be put through your paces as a docile or reluctant slavegirl with me, just say ‘Mike, you’re off the clock’; otherwise, you can trust me, because I respect our business relationship.”  He stopped a moment and then added, “Course, you can always just stop by anytime and talk to Ingrid.  She is getting extremely efficient at processing voluntary enslavements and getting the new meat settled either in my torture room or the soft room.  Don’t forget to get your volunteer paperwork notarized first.”

The look of horror that flashed across Darlene’s face at the thought of becoming a permanent slave was too much.  “Just joking,” he said as he stepped through the doorway, “Just joking about making it permanent anyway.”

“Not a bad start for the day,” he thought as he strode past the reception desk where the perky Judy Wetmore sat.  He absently waved goodbye to the beautiful twenty-two-year-old blonde as he envisioned her boss grunting with half lust and half pain as he drive himself deep into her seldom-used mouth.  As the clear Oklahoma day greeted him, he began to whistle tunelessly.  “Yes, a nice start for the day.”

Mike was almost at the parking lot curb before he realized something.  “I was so distracted thinking of her lips sucking me inside that I forgot to tell her that Victoria never finalized the enslavement.  When I was logged into the Magnus Hotel SlaveMaster applications, the ‘Finalize Enslavement’ icon was still hot, indicating that the taxes hadn’t been paid to finalize the enslavement.  I bet Victoria didn’t read my manual and thought she had to wait for a review.  That was pretty stupid, it almost always takes more than seventy-two hours for the review.  Victoria doesn’t know it, but her seventy-two hour provisional enslavement period ended yesterday evening.”

He shook his head and muttered, “Serves her right.  The Magnus Hotel women better be very careful dealing with M.J., … yes, very careful.”


Chapter 14 - Agreeing to a Lunch Date

Darlene Pritchard slumped back in her chair with an audible whimper after Mike West left the room.  By the time the door clicked shut behind him, one hand was idly caressing her pubic mound through the silky fabric of her skirt and the bottom of her form-shaping corset.  The other hand was shamelessly pinching the aching tips of her bra-encased boobs that had betrayed her sexual interest to the slaver.  “Oh, shit, girl!  Get a hold of yourself!  I don’t know if it’s the excitement because he’s a slaver or because you really think he’s hot; doesn’t matter, keep your hands off him.  He’s dangerous!”

The hotel owner squeezed her full thighs together in frustration and reluctantly rose to straighten out the paperwork she’d placed on the conference table for Mike West to review.  “Sounds to me like the State Slave Commissioner is even more dangerous than Mike West.  I think I gotta get everything in order for M.J.’s visit.”  She was still a little breathless and realized that Mike’s observation about her corset was in fact correct.  “It’s so tight that I can hardly breathe.”  She glanced at her reflection in one mirrored wall of her office and admired the way the too-tight waist of the corset sucked her form into a voluptuous hourglass.  “Big hips and ass, fat hooters, and a tiny waist; it’s what men lust after,” was her comment at her one hundred-fifty-four pound, five-foot-six inch frame.  She sighed and muttered aloud, “At least I’m a natural blonde and every bit of this body is natural.”

She plopped back down in her comfortable leather executive chair, rummaged through her organizer for the number of the State Slave Commissioner’s local office, and picked up her telephone.  She was surprised when M.J. himself answered the phone.  “Mr. Samuelson,” she stammered, “this is Darlene Pritchard, owner of the Magnus Hotel here in Eastlake.  Yes, … yes, I know that you have a field office in town as well as in the capitol.  Yes, it is convenient when you want to meet holders of the federal slaver licenses that live here in the northeast corner of the state.  Well thank you, we do try to do a good job even on our very modest scale.  I know we haven’t had a chance to meet yet and that’s partially why I need to talk to you.  Since you say you’re in town today, can you swing by the hotel at your earliest convenience.  Yes, … if you want, … lunch in our dining room would be fine for our first meeting.  But, … while you’re here, … I’d like you to look at the details of our last slave conversion, we might need some help with it.”

At the end of the conversation, Darlene was a trembling, sweat-soaked mess.  She hadn’t liked the oily nature of his end of the conversation.  “Mike is right; M.J. acts like he’s always searching for a foothold, something that he can take advantage of.  Brrrr, he gives me the creeps.  Victoria might be in for an unexpected afternoon.”

Darlene picked up the phone again.  “Judy, book me a private room off the main dining area for 12:15.  Yes, … set the table for two and have a bottle of chilled Viognier and an unopened bottle of one of our better single malts, … how about the ’95 bottling of the Cadenhead Cask Strength Talisker.  No, Judy, … it’s not that kind of occasion, … it’s business so maybe have a box of the Cuban Bolivar Coronas there as well.  Good, … thank you.”

She looked at her watch and decided she better hurry.  “Oh, shit, it’s 10:30!  Thankfully, I live here at the hotel.”  Darlene stepped into the penthouse elevator, already undoing her blouse.  “What the hell should I wear and how should I act?”


Chapter 15 - The State Slave Commissioner

Mortimer J. Samuelson hung up the phone with a smile that masked his prurient thoughts of sexual domination.  “Nice husky voice, … I wonder, … what does Miss. Pritchard look like?”   

“Bebe, you shameless slut,” he barked into his telephone to his slave secretary in the outer office.  “Get your worthless ass in here; I have some work for you.”

Mortimer leaned his corpulent form back in his chair and admired the redheaded bimbo that tottered as rapidly as she could into his office.  The little five-foot tall woman was barely able to walk in the black six-inch stiletto heels that were locked on her tiny feet and her steps were severely limited by a short hobble chain attached to her ankle cuffs.  Bebe wore thigh-high fishnet stockings and bright red panties under a black leather mini shirt so short that flashes of the red covering her crotch and her ass flashed with each unsteady step.  The outfit constantly exposed the wide gap of white creamy flesh above the black thigh-high stockings.  Any semblance of normalcy in how the sex-bunny was dressed ended when Mortimer looked up to her obviously enhanced boobs.  The woman’s double-D cups were covered only by a two-inch strip of tight black leather, exposing the fat swell of her barely restrained hooters above and below the band.  A strategically located hole over each nipple left the brown nubbins of flesh, each pierced with golden ornaments, constantly on display.

Bebe’s pretty face was distorted into a look of permanent stupidity by the red ballgag stuffed into her mouth.  The black straps of the headgear locking the gag in place made her appear cross-eyed as well as retarded.  Mortimer knew that Bebe was terrified of him, it made his generously sized cock stir under his slacks.  “Bebe knows that my secretaries only last about six weeks.  They have a one-week training period, I work them hard for a month or so depending on my whim, and then they train their replacement.  Afterwards, they all disappear.  Yes, she’s fearful for her life.”  He laughed to himself, “Besides, every secretary I get is named Bebe, which freaks them out from the start.”

Bebe knelt beside him and submissively placed her head on his thigh.  Mortimer ran an appreciative hand down her silky hair and whispered, “Contact Oklahoma Ponygirls and arrange for a two-seater surrey to be outside my office today at 10:30.”  He slipped a hand up under her tiny skirt and traced the thin edge of her panties.  “Be sure that the Ponygirls are each redheads, … you know how I dearly love redheads.”  He laughed at Bebe’s sudden stiffness beside him, enjoying her shear terror.  “I want two travel kits ready, the one with files, forms, and my laptop as well as the one with my enslavement gear.  Find out who the chef at the Magnus Hotel is, I’ll want to meet them at say 11:15.  Oh, and tell Rondo that he’ll have to hold down the office because I want you kneeling on the floorboard of the surrey sucking me off while I drive.  Lucky you, … you get to see the historic Magnus Hotel.”

Mortimer spanked her taut ass as she hobbled away.  Soon he heard her typing furiously on her keyboard.  “Bebe is using her TTY to have a relay operator talk with Oklahoma Ponygirls.  Sometimes it’s a pain having a secretary that can’t speak, but I prefer her as helpless, scared, and silent as possible.”

He fired up his internet connection and reviewed the state slaver database.  “Hmmm, the Magnus operation is tiny, they’ve only enslaved five women, but it seems to have gone amazingly well.  The files say they’ve hired Mike West, … good move and they must be carefully following Spellbook’s guidance.  That’s kind of a shame, … I’m not sure how much slaver competition this town can afford, especially from female slavers.”  Mortimer intermeshed the fingers on his hands across his ample girth and contemplated the mandate that the White Slave Act of 2000 had given him.  

M.J. Samuelson was a crazy, but well placed political appointee.  He was well connected politically and his sexual appetites, and other perversions, fitted well with some extremists in the state.  Somehow, he had come to consider that he was on a quest from his own private Supreme Being, envisioned as an omnipotent Bondage Lord.  His heroic quest was to ensure that women found their proper role in the new world that the White Slave Act of 2000 had opened to men of power such as himself.  M.J. fully understood that some women needed to become wives and loving mothers.  He also felt that only special women, an absolute minority though, deserved to be in positions of economic and political influence.  “Any woman that leaves herself open to exploitation deserves it!” was his motto.


Chapter 16 - Oklahoma Ponygirls

M.J. Samuelson strode out of his office at 10:15, a bundle of black leather straps and chromed metal clanked at his side as he walked toward the two secretary stations just a few paces from his office entry.  His leather satchels were waiting at the front door as specified.  He glanced appreciatively over at his two Bebe’s.  The newest redhead had only been in the office for two days.  Not yet fully broken to her tasks, she was tightly strapped to her chair, dressed identically to every other Bebe he’d ever had.  He held still for a second to admire the tight stretch of red silk on her exposed crotch.  Bebe’s ankles were tied to the chair under her butt, leaving her with widespread knees and the traditional panty exposed.

A six-foot-six-inch mountain of muscular black flesh uncoiled from the sofa.  “Boss, you sure this is what you want to do?  Did I misunderstand that walking camel toe of a cunt you call a secretary?”

“No Rondo,” M.J. answered.  “This is what I want.”

“No disrespect boss,” Rondo’s deep voice rumbled.  “But, is it really safe to leave me behind?  You know I’m supposed to protect you from the fruitcakes we’ve got around here.  I’d prefer to drive in our regular vehicle, … at least it’s armored and I’ll be there, … armed and ready.”

“No, Rondo.  You stay here, Eastlake is much calmer and safer than the capitol, I’ll be fine.  Besides, maybe you can use the time to get Bebe loosened up a little bit more; her ass is still a little too tight.”  M.J. loved the look of horror that each of his Bebe’s exhibited at this comment because they weren’t sure which Bebe he meant and they knew that Rondo’s prodigious size was way too much for their tiny rectums.  

“Be sure to set up the video cameras before you get started.  Sales are up on the Breaking in Bebe DVD Series.  It’s time for another; after all, we can’t deprive our citizens of the screams of pain as Bebe’s tiny holes stretch and rip.  Hmm, … delicious.”

Rondo grinned back a huge mouthful of teeth.  “You got it boss.”

M.J. reached out the silvery snap of a metal leash and gently captured Bebe’s nose ring.  “Let’s go little one, time to show you the town.”  He turned and headed out.  “Be sure to get my bags.”  M.J. didn’t need to look back, he heard the uneven clicking of Bebe’s heels behind him and then the faint tug as she paused long enough to pick up a heavy leather satchel with each hand.

Already hitched at the curb was a two-seater surrey drawn by a matching set of Ponygirls.  M.J. loosely tied off Bebe’s leash to a seat rail and walked around the front to the two women hitched to the surrey, openly admiring them.  The redheads were lean and muscular.  They were, of course, harnessed up and virtually naked.  M.J. touched the tightly stretched corset around the right Ponygirl’s body, ran a fingertip up to the rigid support shelf that cupped the bottom of her fat breast meat, and he traced its round shape.  Next, he ran an appreciative hand down the same Ponygirl’s smooth tummy, crossed over the bottom seam of her corset, across her flat hairless pubic mound, and encountered a swampy pussy.  He brought the hand up to sniff the combination of female sweat, musk, and vaginal lubricant.  “Wonderful,” he murmured.  He swept his left hand down the Ponygirl’s muscular haunch and traced around the thick butt plug buried in her ass.  “Perfection!  You two were born for this and nothing else.”

Awed at the sight of the Ponygirls’ perfection, he ambled around to their front and gazed into two sets of matching green eyes.  Each of his hands crept down to a now trembling Ponygirl snatch.  “Smooth just like they should be,” he muttered to the two women moving their hungry pussies toward his exploring fingertips.  “Oh, … they keep you two sexed up, … even better.”  The Commissioner brutally buried three fingers quickly past the puffy labias guarding the pink cores.  Each of his thumbs played with the golden rings piercing the animals’ clitoral hoods.  The Ponygirls were now visibly trembling and hunching wildly against his fingers, already making panting moans through their ringgags, wriggling in anticipation of an orgasm.  M.J. responded by digging deeper into the juicy wet twats.  When the two Ponygirls’ vaginal muscles began to clamp tightly against his gooey fingers, the State Slave Commissioner only grinned more fiercely at his ability to excite the livestock.  

The lightweight surrey moved smoothly through Eastlake’s lesser-used side streets.  M.J. didn’t sightsee along the slightly hilly tree lined drives, instead he practiced moving the carriage whip over his head, enjoying the popping snap of the tip while his left hand easily controlled the reins leading to the luscious Ponygirl team.  Bebe made a particularly hard sucking pull on his cock, breaking his concentration on the hypnotic undulation of the long colorful plumes screwed into the team’s butt plugs.  Without glancing down, the Slave Commissioner knew that his ‘secretary’s’ knees were balanced in the tiny footrest between his legs with her body contorted in a severe hogtie.  Her ballgag had been replaced with a ringgag and she was attempting to get as much of him into her mouth as she could.  Bebe was able to balance herself only with her knees and the hard cock she was tonguing and suctioning as best she could.  Between her attempts to suck him off, and the forced swaying of her head by the bouncing springs of the surrey, the ride was most pleasant for the corpulent Mortimer Samuelson.  He always felt invigorated from the wondrous sensation of gliding so silently and effortlessly through his hometown with a gorgeous sex slave shamefully forced to fellate him publicly during the drive.

M.J. ignored his cocksucking secretary while he waited on his side street for a big opening in the North Denver Avenue traffic.  “Hiyahh, girls!  Hiyahh, … let’s go.”  He kept on popping his whip until the team moved into their fastest canter.  “Just a few blocks more to go on this main street,” he told himself.  “That’s it, … keep it up, girls!”  

He slowed the redheaded team as they approached their left hand turn onto Fifth Street.  At a lull in the South Denver Avenue traffic, he clucked a few times, snapped the whip, popping the team on their outside ass cheeks, and waited rapidly slipped onto Fifth Street.  The team smoothly accelerated to a fast canter in Fifth Street’s right lane.  “Nearly to the Magnus Hotel now girls,” he told his team.

Mortimer didn’t know, but the two perfect redheads pulling his surrey and identified by the oversize tattoos at the small of their backs as ‘Venus -- Oklahoma Ponygirls --’ and ‘Athena -- Oklahoma Ponygirls --’ were two travelers recently PPC’d at the Magnus Hotel.  


Chapter 17 - The Ponygirls

Two vivacious redheads had graduated together ten years before from Eastlake Central High and gone their separate ways on the east coast.  Bored in their pampered but restricted lives, Colleen McDowell and Marlena Wilson had conspired to meet back in Eastlake, Oklahoma for an impromptu ten-year reunion.  They chose the Magnus Hotel because of its old style grandeur and reserved a standard-sized room to share during their adventure.

Colleen told her husband the same story that Marlena told hers, “Since Colleen and I no longer have family in Eastlake, and since you guys aren’t from Oklahoma, we want to go alone and let our hubbies enjoy some extra golf time while we explore our old hometown.”  Then Marlena had cuddled up next to her husband and purred, “Besides, … think how hot we’ll be for each other when I get back from the long weekend.”

The two excited women flew in from their separate cities on a Thursday afternoon, met at the airport, and checked in to the Magnus by five.  They chattered on excitedly as they passed through the two-story white Doric columns that wrapped around the entire hotel.  In the lobby, the two excited women met an interesting, and handsome, fellow traveler who invited them to meet for cocktails and snacks at a private lounge on the sixth floor.  The chance for unlimited free booze without risk of arrest on a charge of public drunk was just what the two bored women needed.  Plus, after a couple of drinks, their new friend arranged with the front desk for their room to be upgraded to one of the most luxurious suites in the hotel.  They got wildly drunk and ended up in their special suite with the man they’d just met.  Soon they begin to act like wanton sluts, each flirting and then touching, caressing, and kissing their handsome friend.  The three were insatiable, fucking and sucking almost non-stop.  When he introduced them to RALPH, the sexual possibilities were almost too much; Marlena and Colleen were hooked on being held in comfortable bondage atop RALPH while their new friend took them in the hole left empty by the mechanical fuck toy.  He and RALPH tried out every hole they had.  The two women fought for turns on the artificial lover and learned to force the fuckee to suck them off during the wild sex.  Colleen and Marlena were hooked on double penetration and the girl-girl sex.  The threesome stopped only for bathroom breaks, to sluice off the stench from too much sex and exertion, and to gobble enough food and drink to keep going.  Thursday night, Friday, Saturday, and Sunday morning passed in a blur of sexual abandon as the three screwed in every room and on every item of furniture in the suite.  

Marlena and Colleen had felt safe together in a hotel, never imagining that their sex partner had a means of graphically recording his vaginal conquests over the four-day period.  While their lover was away arranging breakfast on the morning of their checkout, two security men had unexpectedly barged into their room and overpowered them while a smug, cold-faced woman looked on.  After being bound and gagged, the woman identified herself as Victoria Gibson, night manager of the hotel and holder of a federal slaver’s license.  The shocked women discovered that their lover had exercised his rights under a Person of Personal Contact clause of the White Slave Act of 2000 and requested their enslavement.  Victoria had then informed the astonished women that their lover was finished with them, that he’d exchanged them for two Star Credits in some sort of an ‘Incentive Program.’  

The two new slaves couldn’t believe that they’d been given to the smug and cold-hearted woman for disposal.  To their immediate horror, they discovered that Victoria Gibson had rewarded the two goons by letting them have the new ‘sex toys’ for full use until Monday morning.  Before Victoria left with a bellboy lugging the unfortunate women’s clothing and baggage, each of the security men already had a hard cock thrusting into sloppy pussies much more vigorously than then traitorous lover.  During the eighteen hours of use as unwilling fuck puppets with the twisted security men, Marlena and Colleen discovered that double and triple penetration wasn’t nearly as much fun if you were an unwilling cock sleeve and without any rights or consideration.

Sometime during the long night, the men forcibly took pee samples for drug testing.  Judy Wetmore discovered no trace of illegal drugs in their urine.  Victoria had already run the women’s names through the SlaveMaster software and determined that the married women were childless.  It was official, Mrs. Colleen McDowell and Mrs. Marlena Wilson were slaves, chattel to be disposed of by Victoria Gibson as she saw fit.  If the future Ponygirls knew that they’d been stupidly sold for less than half the market price by the inexperienced slaver, they’d have wept at the injustice of it.

Their very first afternoon at the Eastlake-based Oklahoma Ponygirls, Colleen and Marlena found themselves side by side, snuggly bound over low padded stools, elbows and knees roped tightly to the short wooden legs of the stools.  The Livestock Manager took long, humiliating minutes to minutely inspect their helpless forms, finally loudly proclaiming their Triple ‘P’ status, Prime Pieces of Pussy.  Each sobbing girl was shuffled about on their stool to get a front row seat of the bland, two-line tattoos placed just over their butts, across the bases of their enticing spines.  The first line of the tattoo was their new name in three-inch-high block letters.  Centered below the animal names was their carriage and surrey firm name, ‘-- Oklahoma Ponygirls --’.  Venus and Athena were reborn as the newest Ponygirls in Oklahoma Ponygirls’ large downtown Eastlake stables.

  Venus                            Athena

--                                -- 

Oklahoma                        Oklahoma

Ponygirls                        Ponygirls


Chapter 18 - The ‘Old’ Bebe

It felt as if every bit of pain in the world was centered on the tip of Bebe’s knees as the surrey bounced about on the street’s imperfect surface.  She fought to stay upright, knowing that the punishment would be far worse than her present predicament if her mouth let loose of the knobby cock in her mouth.  Bebe tried to keep the fat man’s long wide cock anchored as deep in her throat as she could and still breathe.  His bristly pubic hair made slimy from her constant drooling and the funky body odor wafting up from his crotch were minor nuisances that she completely ignored.  “Balance, … breathe, … suction,” was the mantra that kept her focused on her task and alive.  Bebe knew her future was limited and was more terrified with the passage of each second with her owner.  

“So little time left,” she had cried at the office while she waited for Commissioner Samuelson to come get her for the ride to the Magnus Hotel.  “When will he decide to dump me for the new Bebe?” she thought.  “How many Bebe’s have there been and what happened with them?”  When she heard the office door latch click and the door begin to open, her terrified eyes locked with the other Bebe.  They communicated, taught, and learned by typing instant messages through the office network.  The new Bebe knew all of the questions, and the fears, that the old Bebe had given her.  Each Bebe came to fear any break in the office routine, no matter how innocent or minor.  “Is this it?” Bebe cried to herself.

Despite her fears, Bebe tottered obediently to her feet and staggered after the Commissioner.  “Thankfully, the leash barely tugged on my nose while I got his bags.”  She had struggled with the heavy satchels to get them stowed behind the seat while her boss, and owner, played with the Ponygirls.  Bebe decided that she hated the pretty things with their flashy harness and colorful butt plumes.  “They have it so easy,” she complained.  “All they have to do is look pretty and walk around town.  Bitches!”

Bebe’s bitterness increased when her owner pushed her to her belly on the sidewalk and began to attach an X-harness to her wrist and ankle cuffs.  Her thighs and shoulders began to complain almost immediately and despite her weeks of bondage experience, she grunted aloud.  Immediately, her hateful boss had bent over to her ear and whispered, “For that, Bebe, you get it in the ass next time.  I won’t be gentle and it’ll be a dry fuck.  Then, if you’ve scratched my cock, I’ll beat you till my arm’s is too tired to continue.”

Bebe shuddered at his threat.  She knew that no matter how melodramatic it sounded, he meant every single word.  She shivered when he laughed at her shuddering.  His evil laughter was the last sound she heard because he began to jam wax-impregnated cotton into her ears.  Bebe knew from past experience that he kept a pouch of the stuff in a trouser pocket to keep the wax warm and ready to use.  “He hates it when slaves speak.  Deaf and dumb, that’s how he likes his sex toys.”

As a final humiliation before her trip to the hotel, Bebe was rolled over onto her back, and her familiar ballgag and harness was removed.  She never expected any relief, and the ringgag and harness that was slipped over her sweaty brow was not a surprise.  Bebe didn’t even have to open her mouth to accept the leather-covered ring; her long disused jaw muscles left her mouth trapped wide open, like a fish gasping for breath.

Bebe felt the surrey smoothly slowing down from a trot to a walk as Mortimer clucked and gently shook the reins.  The team moved in perfect unison as they high-stepped right up to the gigantic columns at the main entrance of the hotel.  Mortimer pulled her mouth off his still erect dick, turned to the waiting doorman and loudly commanded, “Send my two satchels in to Miss. Pritchard and arrange for a rubdown and watering for my team.  Be nice to them, they’ve done well.  Oh, … they can each have a single carrot and a single cube of sugar from their treat box under the seat.”

Mortimer pulled Bebe off the footrest with a grunt of effort.  At one hundred and nine pounds, Bebe was easily manhandled but the reach up to the surrey was awkward.  Bound as she was, Bebe could only relax and trust her owner not to drop her or hurt her.  Once clear of the footrest, she felt him grab the fattened four-inch section of leather-wrapped chain that connected her wrists and ankles in the hogtie and hoisted her into a carry position exactly like a heavy suitcase.

Bebe saw the white bases of the Doric columns as they slipped into the two-story shadow of the recess created by the ring of columns around the hotel.  She knew enough history of the old hotel to recognize the eighteen-story historic structure.

Bebe had no way of knowing, but M.J. Samuelson strode into the hotel lobby at 11:10.  At that point, Darlene Pritchard had been busily preparing for their 12:30 lunch date for about forty minutes. 

The passage into the grand old hotel was a new experience in humiliation for Bebe.  She did bless her boss for the single fetish she adored; his need for all the Bebe’s to wear standard bikini underwear, always red and always expensive silk.  “He likes to see the flash of red under our skirts when we move or sit down,” she’d read in an instant message when the old Bebe outlined his sexual demands.  Nonetheless, Bebe knew that anyone in the hotel lobby instantly knew that she was the sex toy of the ugly fat man carrying her.  If her skirt flipped up too high, she also knew that the faint outline of her hairless cleft was faintly visible through the wispy red panty crotch.  

“A nameless slut,” she moaned to herself.  “I don’t even have my own name anymore.  With this fake red hair and a new name, nobody even recognizes my old self.”  That was something else that the old Bebe told her.  The Commissioner was a cheap bastard, unwilling to even pay full price for the slave women of his dreams.  “He only buys short slaves with light complexions and decent sized, although floppy boobs.  The reason,” Bebe told her, “was that M.J. wants our breasts to still be natural feeling and soft after he makes us double D’s.”  Bebe had been correct, the Commissioner had a local veterinarian slide in breast implants, and the result was amazingly realistic.  A cheap dye job, the removal of her brunette pubic hair, also done by the veterinarian, and she was nearly the mirror image of the old Bebe, especially with the addition of the heavy hog ring through her nose, the nipple rings, and the ever present red ballgag.  The new Bebe often caressed her new breasts and thought they were nothing like the hard, plastic-looking hooters that she often saw on slaves throughout Eastlake.

One other thing that the old Bebe told her about the contemptible Commissioner rankled; that he always placed a pre-bid on offerings at county slave auctions.  No other bidder ever exceeded his customary seven hundred dollar bid.  “He gets us all for the same price, only seven hundred dollars, and then he converts us to imitations of thirty-five hundred dollar redheaded sex slaves.”    

Bebe lost track of where they were in the hotel until the floor inches away from her face shifted from carpet to a dull, off-white tile.  The very faint clanking sounds and the industrial stainless steel feet of the cabinetry about her was the final clue.  “A kitchen, … why are we in a kitchen?  I thought we were meeting the hotel owner about a slave problem.”

Bebe shivered with her belly down on the icy tiles of the kitchen while her owner carried on a lengthy conversation with an old fat woman wearing white kitchen garb and a chef’s hat.  “Wonder what they’re talking about,” she thought.  “Please, … hurry, it’s cold in here.”

Finally, it looked like the fat man and fat woman concluded their business as each nodded their heads, she with a reluctant smile and he with an ear-to-ear grin of happiness.  Bebe wondered what kind of pressure that old bastard had used to get the chef to cooperate in whatever scheme he had ongoing.  After another short delay while the woman was gone doing something else, Bebe was picked up.

“Why is he setting me down here on the counter?” she wondered.  “It’s just as cold as the floor.”  She moved her head about and saw the woman returning with two younger male helpers carrying a long stainless steel tray.  “What is that for?” she thought.  A kernel of deep uneasiness settled in her stomach when the heavy tray was placed on the floor beside her.  While the bottom was flat in the center, there were a number of flat straps of stainless steel neatly arranged in pairs inches about the center.  The pan was probably four feet long with high edges, easily six inches.

Bebe watched in growing terror as the men each slipped a leather strap through a pair of the stainless steel straps at one end of the pan.  They started another set each about the middle of the tray.  She was helpless to resist as the boys effortlessly picked her up, rotated her in the air so her face was pointed up, and set her heeled toes close to the two back straps.  Unable to watch, Bebe only felt the hands busily undoing the locks on her heels, unrolling her hose, unbuckling her ankle cuffs, and then removing everything from her legs.  Bebe whimpered in real fear when her feet were guided into the rear set of straps.  “They’re tight now,” she cried inwardly, “Ouch, … the buckles are really tight now.  Ohh, … my knees, … they’re strapping my knees in place.  Oh, crap!”

The kitchen helpers efficiently stripped everything else off of her body except for her gag harness, her slave collar, and her locked wrist cuffs.  They even slipped her golden nipple rings, earrings, and pussy hardware off and handed them to the Commissioner who was standing by watching everything with a gleam in his eyes and a stiff boner in his pants.  Bebe saw this and tears started to flow heavily down her cheeks.

The woman chef grabbed her head and began to wrestle off the ring gag and harness.  Just then, the boys yanked her body backwards strongly and a very short chain was snapped to her cuffed wrists and to a steel loop on the tray bottom.  Bebe was now kneeling, arms stretched backwards, in a taut hogtie with her legs forced widely apart.  She gasped in pain as the chef began to tightly braid her red hair, yanking hard on her scalp in the process.  She could feel something, probably a leather strap, being woven into the ponytail that the chef was making of her below shoulder length hair.

The woman ran the leather strap down into the same loop holding her wrists tightly back and pulled evenly until Bebe’s head tilted back as far as it would go.  Bebe struggled to move her freed jaws and beg for an explanation of what was happening.  “Shit, no!” she thought, “I’d beg for mercy, promise him anything if only he doesn’t do what I think he is.  Oh, crap, … I’d happily be his sex toy for life, … just don’t kill me for meat!  Don’t eat me!”  She was unable to form any further coherent thoughts as another gag was forced into her mouth.  This was a first for Bebe, the outer part of the gag was rubber and covered inches around her mouth where an inch and a half hard plastic tube stuck up several inches and backwards into her mouth about the same distance.  A black leather harness slipped over her head and held it tightly in place, sealing her lips forcefully against the rubber. 

One of the boys clipped a snap lead to her hog ring and threw the remainder of the thin chain up into the air where it clattered across an overhead pipe.   He snugged up the chain and clipped the end back to itself, just inches above her own nose.  Bebe could now hear nothing and only see a little bit of what was going on about her.  A steel IV stand came into her vision from the side and one of the young men set it in the pan between her legs.  The other boy fed the end of an inch-and-a-half clear hose into the plastic stub sticking out of her mouth gag.  He hung the other end up by the hanger on the VI stand.

“What are they doing?” she thought blankly, unable to figure out what they were doing.  “Cook’s helpers.  What else do cook’s helpers do except prepare food.  Crap, … please help me, … I’ve been a very good slave.”

The chef returned with a large plastic jug filled with a gray slurried liquid.  She set the hook at the top of the jug over the hanger bracket on the top of the IV stand and then connected the free end of the hose to a red plastic valve at the bottom of the jug.

By now, Bebe knew what was going to happen.  The chef opened the red valve’s ‘T’ handle, and the gray mass slithered down the tube to Bebe’s open maw.  “Oh, shit!  Wha…”  Unable to resist the four foot of pressure in the tube, Bebe was forced to began swallowing the strange tasting goop.  After about five or six difficult mouthfuls, Bebe saw the chef hold a handwritten placard in front of her face.

“Bebe,” it read in neat block letters, “you get a gallon of this food every three hours, eight gallons a day.  It’s a blending of good clean kitchen slops from the dining room and heavy cream, so enjoy.  You only have one hour to finish each feeding; else you’ll be badly punished.”

The chef brought up a second placard.  Bebe gulped some more of the goop and then focused on the writing.  It read, “M.J. says your back and arms can be whipped as much as necessary.  Please cooperate.  You have two weeks to gain twenty pounds.”  The woman smiled nervously at her.  She squatted down in front of Bebe and picked up a small plastic tub of something that she slathered on her fingertips.  

Bebe was puzzled when the woman began to massage the cream into her boobs, spreading it thickly and evenly across the velvety flesh.  She even pinched her hard nipples to coat them with the white cream.  The chef loaded her fingers up again with the cream and began to repeat the application, only across the full breadth and depth of her belly.  The fingers even wandered down to her pubic mound.  Bebe grunted as her only means of communicating with the chef while the goop slithering down her throat.  She tried to wriggle her hips toward the woman’s hands but failed, the restraints were too tight.  “Anything,” she wanted to scream aloud, “I’ll do anything for you, … only help me!”  At the end of her unspoken plea, she added, “If not, … at least get me off, I deserve that at least.”

The chef’s face was only inches from Bebe’s face that was gripped in a far-back, tortured position.  The older woman blushed shyly and the slippery fingers began to caress Bebe’s labia.  More cream coated the fingers and the chef began to focus on her clit as well as the inner flesh at the top, inside of her vagina.  Well versed with a female cunt, the chef expertly found the bundle of flesh less than two inches inside her pussy.  She expertly massaged the ‘G-spot’ and the tiny nubbin of her clit.  When Bebe began to grunt in orgasm, the chef started to nibble at her ears and cheeks.

Exhausted from the unexpected sex, Bebe barely made the next gulp of food slither directly down her esophagus.  Bebe fought to keep from gagging and then noticed something peculiar when she saw the woman stand up.  “She’s crying,” she thought with amazement.  “The chef is crying.”  The woman wiped her tears away with a spotless white sleeve and then walked away.  She never looked back.  

Bebe grunted in real pain as something large was jammed into her ass.  She felt something placed behind her and then fingers began to feel around her sloppy pussy.  “Oh, oh.  Not there too!”  The pain was even worse than she thought it would be.  “They’ve catheterized me and put a shit tube up my butt.  I bet that thing under my cheeks is a waste pail.  Crap, … crap, … crap.”     


Chapter 19 - Darlene’s Lunch Date

Darlene Pritchard was finally ready for her lunch date.  She surveyed the results of over an hour of frenzied activity.  Her eyes were red and bloodshot and her face was puffy everywhere.  “The window cleaner in the face worked out fine,” she thought, “even though the ammonia hurt, … a lot.”  She checked out her hair and decided it looked realistically unkempt and not too limp and lifeless.  “I used just the right amount of greasy hair conditioner to kill the fluff in my hair.”  She shuddered as her next glance took in the dress she’d borrowed from Mrs. Gardner, the old widow living in the only other penthouse suite.  “She was perfect for borrowing a twenty-year-old-dress from on short notice.  Poor, fat Mrs. Gardner has lived in that second penthouse suite on the eighteenth floor for forty years, thirty of them alone after her husband died.”  

“The dress is hideous, … it’s wonderful.”  She twirled in front of the mirror and admired the horrid dress that looked as if an ancient brocaded couch had shed its faded upholstery to cover her now bulging figure.  “The round, almost pregnant tummy is also just right.  The duct tape was a good idea to hold the towels around my waist, although it was harder to tape two hand towels to each of my butt cheeks.  I look just like an old, frumpy woman.”  She tapped her shrunken chest, encased in more layers of flattening duct tape, and decided that her look was measured to kill any man’s interest.  “Hardly any tits, a bulging belly, a spare tire, a fat ass, a pair of old women’s calf-high stockings, and a face that’d frighten even my mother; it’s just the look I need.”

Darlene phoned down to Judy at the front desk and was satisfied that everything was ready.  As a final touch, she sprayed herself liberally with the rose and lilac scented perfume that Mrs. Gardner had found squirreled away in a cabinet.  “I smell just like my grandmother now.”  She practiced a few waddling steps as she strode out of her penthouse to the private elevator she shared with the only other occupant of the eighteenth floor penthouse level; it wasn’t too hard, the extra padding on her upper thighs kept her from walking normally.  She was ready for her lunch date.  “I just hope all this stays in place,” she muttered.

One of the wait staff escorted a corpulent man in a wrinkled seersucker suit into the private dining room.  Darlene instantly categorized the man and her notion of his character devolved from what she’d been led to expect.  The way his eyes widened in surprise at her appearance gave Darlene a slight sense of relief, although her hand felt soiled after he released their business-like handshake.  “He’s an oily, boss-Hogg kinda guy,” she told herself as she made busy work of opening her bottle of Viognier and his bottle of the expensive single malt Scotch Whiskey.  A waiter brought a small tray of Italian breads, crackers, cheeses, and steamed mussels in garlic butter sauce.  When the State Slave Commissioner lingered over his first sniff of the single malt Scotch and then smiled as he took a long, appreciative sip of the fiery brew, she felt another twinge of satisfaction, and more relief.        

“Tell me about this Scotch,” he suddenly demanded.  He almost glared at her as he took another, deeper sip.

Surprised at his abrupt outburst, Darlene hesitated and then stammered, “Mortimer, … it’s a Talisker, their Cadenhead Cask Strength is what they call it.  It’s made on the Isle of Skye and my sommelier tells me that it has a peppery, beyond smoky taste, almost like eating a campfire.  I know from tasting it that the sensation of heat comes from its very high alcohol content, 125.6 proof or 62.8 % alcohol.  I don’t like it because it’s simply too strong for me.”

He seemed contented with her answer and he started to smile again.  “Nice,” he drawled, “I just had to know if you knew what you were offering or if some toady picked it for you just to impress me.  Thanks, … it’s perfect.  Some folks like to water this down a little bit to taste like a regular proof.  I kinda think it’s like high-test gasoline; best the way it comes out of the nozzle - stronger, … fiercer than regular test.  Hmmm, … yes!”  He reached for the bottle and poured himself four full fingers worth.  He took another sip and asked, “Did you know that Robert Louis Stevenson mentioned this drink in a poem written in 1880, 'The Scotsman's Return from Abroad'?”  The Slave Commissioner seemed content to mumble a few words of the obscure poem while Darlene almost guzzled her first glass of her wine.

Their waiter brought out their salad.  The two talked pleasantly enough of innocuous subjects and soon it was time for their main entrées to arrive.  Darlene’s sense that things were going well was shattered when a clammy, pudgy hand settled heavily upon her skirt-clad knee under the tablecloth.  She froze in horror, and then jerked away when his hand started to caress little circles on her knees.  “Wait a minute, please, … Mortimer, I need to check on something in the kitchen.  Be right back.”

Darlene practically sprinted as she tried to get away and find a hotel phone.  She ran through the main dining room, entered the busy kitchen, and punched the number of the Executive Club Lounge into the nearest phone.  “Hurry, … hurry,” she hissed as the phone rang at the other end.

“Executive Lounge, this is Holly.  How may I help you?”

“Holly, this is Mrs. Pritchard.  No, no, I don’t have time for any of that!  I want you to listen carefully.  OK?  Yes, get someone to cover the lounge for the next hour, … then grab a customer you know if there’s nobody else, I don’t give a shit.  Find Molly and the two of you need to get down to the restaurant right away.  Yes, whatever you are wearing is fine.  Just freaking hurry!  I’ll be waiting in the kitchen.”

Darlene was a quivering mess.  “That horny bastard would even play with a defenseless biddy as ugly as I’m made up to be.  Heartless, self-centered bastard!”  She leaned back against a tiled wall and took several deep breaths.  While her heart was still hammering wildly, she noticed a big-titted redhead in severe bondage just a few feet away in a spot sheltered from much of the busy kitchen traffic.  Unnoticed from the rest of the restaurant staff, the hotel owner had a front row seat for viewing the end of Bebe’s first eating cycle.  “Poor thing, she’s getting force fed like the geese in France being raised solely for their livers; they have their webbed feet nailed down to the floor and several times a day, a handler comes by, yanks their beaks up in the air, and they funnel feed directly down their gullets.  I don’t understand, we haven’t had a girl roaster here in the kitchen in over a year except for special banquets.  Is something big going on that I don’t know about?  Yep, … she’s clearly being fattened up.  Shit!  Just one more thing going wrong today.  Why don’t I know about this girl?”

Darlene’s attention was pulled back with Holly’s breathless arrival.

“I got here as quick as I could, Miss. Pritchard.  Molly will be here in about three minutes.”  She stood respectfully for a second and silently absorbed her owner’s bizarre appearance.  “Ma’am, what can we do to help; it must be serious.”

The normally controlled hotel owner was on the verge of a total breakdown.  She gulped and spoke in a hushed tone, “Holly, I’m eating lunch with the State Slave Commissioner and want him to review a PPC action.  I need the two of you under the table.  Please, … get Molly to keep the Commissioner distracted; have her on her knees sucking him off.  I need for you to pretend to do the same with me.  You’ll see why, but the way I’m outfitted, it’ll be impossible to actually pleasure me.”  She took another barely controlled breath.  “I’m begging you not to reveal that this isn’t my body under the dress.  Please, … Holly, … please, … go along with it.”  Darlene was fully aware that her last words had quieted to a nearly silent whimper.  “I’ll owe you big time,” she whispered.

Darlene looked at her slave with trepidation.  She was surprised when Holly grabbed her in a quick hug and simply said, “Of course, Ma’am; after all, you’re the only advocate we have around here.  And, … you treat us with respect, slaves and corporate assets alike.  Bless you for managing us personally instead of turning us over to Miss. Victoria.  We’ll be there in a few minutes.”

Darlene wiped her already puffy face with her dress sleeve and nodded silently.  “Thank you,” she whispered and then repeated, “I owe you for this.” 

Holly hugged her again in an even stronger hug.  “Silly woman, … you owe me nothing.  Thank you for asking though, … you could have threatened us like others would have.”  She smiled and added, “By the way, you smell like my great grandma and look way worse; she’s been dead for five years.  Now, shoo, go back to your lunch with the Commissioner and wait for the cavalry to arrive.”

The hotel owner gave a wane smile to her lunch date.  Their main courses arrived, filet mignon for him and a crab-stuffed filet of sole for her.  Darlene had once again relaxed and as she nibbled at her food, she chatted about business in Eastlake, and how hard it was for smaller, family businesses to thrive.  Partway through the conversation, the unwanted hand returned to her knee.

Darlene looked up in hopeful expectation as her two lounge slaves sashayed into the private dining room.  Each wore a white linen tablecloth draped over their bodies like old-fashioned cloaks.  Just a few steps into the room, the girls simultaneously let the linen tablecloths loose to flutter to the carpet behind them.  Darlene heard an audible gasp from the seasoned Slave Commissioner at the twin sets of D-cups that the five-foot-three-inch women possessed.  Their big breasts were especially noticeable given that each was topless, wearing only a tight miniskirt, hose, and high heels.  The hotel owner had no way of knowing that the nearly identical one hundred thirty-five pound women had all the attributes the Commissioner lusted after; young tight bodies, short statures, big hooters for their frames, and light, creamy complexion.  Holly was also a natural redhead.

Holly put a hand on Molly’s bare shoulder and motioned her friend forward toward the salivating slaver.  Neither Holly nor Darlene noticed that M.J. Samuelson’s beady eyes avidly followed Holly’s every move, even as Molly knelt beside him and boldly began to unzip his trousers.  

Darlene was shocked that Molly engulfed the man’s rather generous cock in one fell swoop.  “Right out in the open, the shameless hussy,” she thought and then blushed in realization that she was responsible for this debauchery.  She froze when she felt a set of feminine hands lift her own skirt under the table and then shivered as the redhead’s silky hair traced up her thighs to just below her towel and duct tape bound crotch.

“Thank goodness,” she thought with an audible outburst of breath.  She grinned nervously at her luncheon companion and relaxed a little at his own broad smile of happiness.  “Our coffee and desert will be here in a minute, … so, …  I’d like to talk a little about why we needed to meet.”  At M.J.’s nod and his clenched teeth clearly heralding his fighting of a premature ejaculation, she continued, “You see, it all started when my Night Manager, Victoria Gibson, enacted a PPC for one of our guests.  There is no doubt that the woman had abandoned all sense of propriety and was truly whoring herself with any number of men, … there’s lots of high-quality video proof of that.”  She leaned forward and added conspiratorially, “M.J., the woman is a natural slave and a danger to herself if left freed.  But, … unfortunately, none of that really matters.  The provisional enslavement might have been illegal, with only two time-stamped videos as proof, thus making any subsequent investigation of her purported third act inadmissible.  I’m no lawyer, and I don’t pretend to be one, I just want to put everything honestly on the table for you to consider.”

When the Slave Commissioner didn’t respond, Darlene slid a single DVD across the table.  “This is the video recording of Wilma’s enslavement and of everything that occurred to her in the subsequent hours.  If everything was legal, then there are no problems with how the provisional slave was treated; otherwise, she received far harsher treatment and permanent markings that were unjustified for a free woman.”

Once again, Darlene held off saying anything else until M.J. responded.  Instead of any kind of reply, Darlene watched in amazement as the Commissioner set both hands on his cocksucker and began to skull fuck the young woman in earnest.  The approach of a waiter bearing their desert dishes didn’t deter the corpulent political appointee from yanking her head up and down his long, fat cock.  Only after the stoic waiter was gone did the corpulent man’s face turn red; his gasp of release announced the release of his cum.

“Ahhh, … refreshing, … thank you my dear.”

Darlene noticed that the thanks were addressed her way and not to the gasping slave kneeling beside the now relaxed Slave Commissioner.  “Of course,” she told herself dryly, “the slave has no rights and any pleasure she gave is through my generosity, not the slave’s.”  

“Miss. Pritchard,” the man wheezed breathlessly, “I’d like to give your girl a big kiss; if you’re through with her girly-girly massage that is.”

Darlene felt Holly stir under her dress and she stammered, “Sure, Mortimer, … that’s fine.  She watched the voluptuous redhead as she crept out from under the tablecloth and nearly gasped at the unexpected sight of her glistening face.  “How did Holly get her face like that, she only pretended to do me under the table.”  She watched fascinated as the Commissioner cruelly grasped the redhead’s hair in a clenched fist and brought the woman’s shiny face to his.  Darlene couldn’t believe it when he locked eyes with her and lewdly licked up the side of the redhead’s face, slurping up the shiny stuff.

The Slave Commissioner tossed aside the redhead and grinned lasciviously at Darlene.  “Just wanted to experience what you taste like; you’re delicious.  To me it’s important to understand fully how my friends, and my adversaries, act.  I think I’ve got enough information to proceed with an informal inquiry.  So, you can send away one of your sluts, I would like you to have the redhead, ahh … Molly, stand outside this room to run errands and messages as needed.”  He turned back to the hotel owner and added, “Oh, by the way, … don’t make it a habit of calling me Mortimer, … I go by M.J. except with my mother, … you two look kind of alike, but stop it anyway.”

Darlene realized several things in that moment.  First, her attempts to fool the canny Slave Commissioner had been very dangerous.  “He’s done nothing except test me since we met.  He’s looking for deception.”  The second thing she learned was that her slave, Molly, had probably just saved her ass.  “Molly must have been masturbating herself all the time under the table and lathering her own pussy cream on her face.  She’s amazing.”

The hotel owner nodded to her two slave girls to obey the requests.  As the two free people at the table watched the slave girls leave with their titties bouncing and their asses swishing in a well-practiced sexually provocative walk, Darlene also figured out that between her hopefully successful attempt to look dowdy to an extreme and the way Molly both hid her deception and masterfully pretended to suck her during the long lunch, that Mortimer J. Samuelson’s predatory attention might now be diverted, perhaps to her Night Manager.  She surreptitiously heaved a nervous sigh of relief.  


Chapter 20 - Darlene’s Inquiry

Darlene Pritchard sat silently as the State Slave Commissioner completely ignored her and dragged their table away from where she sat.  He ended up with his back to the wall and the almost empty linen covered table between them.  M.J. Samuelson picked up his two satchels, set them down on his chair, and heaved everything up.  He waddled over to the wall side of the table.  Once there, he began to empty items out of one satchel and arrange them on the table.  Soon, folders, papers, a blank notepad, pens, a small polished gavel, and a wooden gavel block were organized neatly on the table.  

Darlene couldn’t help but notice that beside the man’s water glass was the bottle of Talisker from the Isle of Skye and another half full tumbler of the fiery single malt.  The bottle was now only a little over half full.  The remainder of their lunch dishes had already been removed by their busboy.  M.J. removed her water glass and set it aside.  He appeared to study everything as if to ensure he was ready.

He sat down primly, set his elbows on the table, and then stared at her for a moment or two before he abruptly picked up his rosewood gavel and slammed it down hard on the matching wooden block.  Darlene jumped in surprise at the clamor.

“Miss. Darlene Amber Pritchard, you have given me information that indicates an initial, informal, investigatory hearing must be held.  Please straighten your chair and sit properly upright.”

M.J. once again banged his gavel down.  

“What the hell,” she thought, “he had my entire name ready to use.  He reviewed our files before he come over today.”

“By the power vested in me as the State of Oklahoma’s Senior Representative on the State Slave Commission, I hereby convene an informal investigation into certain actions taken by the Holder and any Executors of the Magnus Hotel Federal Slaving License.  I will admonish you once, and only once, that if you do not follow absolute silence and decorum in this hearing, and only reply as directed, that you will be punished by me to the full extent of the law.  Now, raise your right hand!”

Darlene was completely taken aback by the instantaneous change in M.J.’s demeanor.  Abruptly, she realized that she had already unconsciously complied with his command; she even had her right hand up with her open palm toward the Commissioner.  

“Do you promise to tell the truth, the whole truth, and nothing but the proof?  If so, … answer, I so swear or I so affirm.”

“I so swear.”

“Darlene Pritchard, do you swear or affirm that everything you have relayed to me regarding the provisional enslavement of a Mrs. Wilma Carter of San Francisco is true to the best of your recollection.”

“Yyes, sir, it is all true.”

“Are you holding back anything, or are you attempting to deceive me as to any details of the case or your role in the case?”

“No, sir.”  Darlene was beginning to regain some control of her emotions.  “I’m still scared shitless,” she thought.

“In that case, Darlene Pritchard do you have anything else you wish to add?”

“No, sir.”

She watched the fat man lean down with some effort and grab some items from one of his satchels which he threw with a clatter onto the table.  She blanched at seeing the items.

“Move your table to the wall over there, sit down, and cuff each of your ankles to the front legs of your chair.”  He threw two sets of handcuffs to Darlene.

Already beginning to quiver in fear, Darlene froze and looked at the Slave Commissioner’s face.  Reluctantly, she complied, hearing the clicks of the cuffs tightening around her ankles as if they were nails being driven in her wooden coffin.  She looked up in time to catch a blue ballgag that was offhandedly thrown her way.

“Put that on as well while I go talk with your slut outside the Hearing Room.”

Busy with the gag, Darlene never saw the huge grin of satisfaction spread across M.J.’s face.  He was well pleased with how his farce was going.

Darlene had of course used gags on slaves before, but she’d never even contemplated putting one in her mouth.  “Thankfully, the gag only has a single leather strap,” she thought, “and not a complete head harness.”  She opened her mouth.  “Hmmmf,” she muttered as the gag refused to enter her wide-open mouth.  She was surprised at the pain in her jaw hinges as she forced the too large object into her mouth.  

Holly stepped inside the room with M.J. Samuelson, her thin and tight blouse once again somewhat modestly covering her healthy breasts.  Darlene locked eyes with her empathetic slave and heard his gruff voice, “You understand that because I have no other agent here, you are to act as my Bailiff to the best of your ability.”

“Yyes, mmaster.”

“Good, … because if you fail in any regard to conduct yourself exactly as I command, I will have the skin flailed off your back in a public whipping.”  He turned to the table and picked up a short riding crop that he handed to the clearly reluctant slave.  “Given that we are only interviewing women in this investigatory hearing, this should be sufficient for you to exercise your authority.  You have my authority to use this as I direct and as you see fit.  Keep in mind that your every act is bound by my order for confidentiality.  If you ever speak of your role in this hearing, or how you handled free women, I will have you lowered alive in a boiling pot of cooking oil.  Deep fried turkeys are not the only dish we prepare with that technique.”

Darlene saw Holly visibly shudder at the prospect of being cooked alive.

“First task, go to the front desk and find Miss. Judy Wetmore.  Tell her to get your Security Officer to report here immediately and that she, Miss Wetmore, is also to report to you outside this room.  I’ve already told you what to do with them.”

While Holly was off performing her tasks, the Slave Commissioner strode over to Darlene, and cuffed one of her wrists before yanking it behind her back to join her remaining wrist.  Silently, he returned to the table where he picked up a black pile of cloth.  Darlene was mystified until he unfolded it and revealed that it was a black cloth bag.  She was once again terrified as the sack slipped over her head and covered her entire bound body on the chair, reaching all the way to the carpeted floor of the private dining room.  She was somewhat mollified to realize that she could see through the loose weave of the material around her head.

“It’s a security sack to protect certain kinds of witnesses in inquiries,” she heard.  “Normally I use more stringent bondage on witnesses; but given your instigative role in this investigation, I’ve waived that need.  Keep in mind that I do carry a taser with gas-operated electrode darts.  It’s effective to a range of twenty-five feet; I’m sure that you’re already familiar with the device; it’s an excellent means for subduing insolent or violent slaves.  If you make a scene, I will subdue you before I determine your punishment for contempt.”

Darlene could only sit in relative comfort and watch as the Slave Commissioner returned to his seat.  A few minutes later, someone knocked at the door and she saw Holly hesitantly walk up to the table that was serving as a judge’s podium.  They whispered together and Holly started moving some of the other table’s chairs around.  Two were dragged to position immediately to Darlene’s left, aligned along the wall in a row.  The fourth, and last chair, was centered facing the table, clearly a position for a witness to occupy.

A few moments later, Darlene was surprised to see Holly using a chain dog leash to bring in a woman bound in a humiliating slave body harness.  “Holly must have put her in bondage outside the room.  If it weren’t for her clothes, she’d look the perfect slave.  Oh, … Holly’s carrying a big pile of folders as well.  Are those our slave files?”

The woman Darlene referred to was her young front desk receptionist and hotel notary, Judy Wetmore.  The twenty-two-year-old blonde was wrapped in a body length arrangement of bondage straps, somewhat akin to a body-size straight jacket made of leather straps.  Rings of the thick, two-inch-wide black leather straps surrounded her form from knees to her neck.  Vertically, more leather straps were sewn over the horizontal ones, forming an inescapable net.  In a sign of how tight the ensemble was, Judy’s flesh from her slender form bulged around the leather.  Judy’s young breasts had been strategically located within one of the openings in the slave harness and the tight straps emphasized her boobs in a most agreeable way.  Her arms were held vertically under the bondage gear and she also wore a ballgag with an attachment loop protruding from the ball.  

“Judy is clearly scared to death; her eyes are bulging from her red face.  Poor thing!”  Despite her thoughts of pity, if Darlene hadn’t been gagged, the sight of the bound girl precariously balanced in front of the witness chair, forced to testify but unable to sit in the witness chair or to speak, would have brought a smile of mirth to her face. 

“Are you Miss. Judy Wetmore?  Nod if you are.”

Judy fearfully nodded above the strict body harness.

“Very well then; Miss. Judy Wetmore I hereby notify you that as Adjudicator of a lawfully assembled Investigatory Hearing, you are called to testify as to your role, and to explain any possible improprieties that may have occurred under the guise of operating a federal slaver license.  You are also hereby admonished that according to federal law, you are now under my judicial control.  You will comport yourself with appropriate respect at all times or face the full punishment I can impose.”

“Do you promise to tell the truth, the whole truth, and nothing but the proof?  As you cannot raise your right hand, nod your head if you so swear or so affirm.”

Judy nodded her head and Darlene saw a single tear run from the corner of an eye.

“Judy Wetmore, I have before me your notarized depositions regarding the provisional enslavement of a Mrs. Wilma Carter of San Francisco.  Is everything you have written and entered into your records true to the best of your recollection?”

Judy once again nodded her head.

“Are you holding back anything, or are you attempting to deceive me as to any details of the case or your role in the case?”

Her head swung side to side in the negative.

“She’s starting to calm down,” Darlene thought.

“In that case, Judy Wetmore, do you have anything of a factual nature that you wish to submit for this investigation.  Factual events do not include exculpatory comments intended to explain your guilty actions in an attempt to mitigate any punishment.  Those comments will only be necessary at the end of this hearing and with only those parties judged to have broken federal or state slave laws.  So, to be clear, do you have additional facts that you wish to present.”

Judy clearly hesitated for a long moment before slowly shaking her head to the negative.

“In that case, you are temporarily dismissed.  I will now take some time to familiarize myself with your files.”  He turned toward Holly’s position guarding the room’s entry.  “Slut, get this woman covered and seated beside the other witness.  Then get me that man, Raul I think his name is, the hotel day security man.”

Holly quickly and efficiently maneuvered Judy’s harnessed form toward a seat beside Darlene.  Judy had to walk in tiny mincing steps because her legs were only free below the knee and even then restricted with a short hobble chain that Darlene didn’t notice before.  

“She’s still scared shitless.  Oh, crap, … I guess I am too.”

Darlene and Judy sat for a long time waiting to see how the next steps in this unexpected investigation might affect them.  During the long wait, M.J. Samuelson and Holly wandered in and out of the room several times.  The stack of reviewed folders grew and each worried at the amount of notes taken by the State Slave Commissioner.  At one point, M.J. opened his laptop computer and spent some time reviewing DVDs.  

Darlene recognized her DVD from the case she’d put it in.  “He stopped reviewing DVDs after he looked at mine.  M.J. is a stoic son-of-a-bitch; I can’t read his face at all.  Is this going well for me or badly?”  

“Whore!”

The man’s shouted command woke Darlene from the fitful nap she’d unconsciously drifted into.  “It’s been hours since he started,” Darlene complained to herself.  She saw Holly once again dart across the room from her position guarding the entry and listen as M.J. whispered into her ear.

Holly led another woman into the room by what would have been know only as a dog leash before passage of the White Slave Act of 2000.  “Now it’s normally called a slave leash,” Darlene thought with a shudder.  “It’s amazing how much the world has changed for women in the five short years since that law went into effect.”


Chapter 21 - Victoria’s Interrogation

Victoria Gibson had come down from her seventeenth floor apartment to her office in the hotel’s small business suite.  She and Darlene each had a small private office and they shared an office manager.  “I came down early to get my paperwork finished before the night shift starts up.  Thankfully I have Judy Wetmore to help with the enslavement paperwork or I’d be up to my chin in backlogged work.  I simply can’t get used to all the drudgery of business; I hate the paperwork!  And our office manager, … why she’s only a glorified secretary, she hardly knows when to make a fresh pot of coffee.”

“Hmmm, speaking of paperwork, the files on Wilma Carter seem to be gone.  Maybe Judy is doing some cleanup on the files.  Hmmm, … well, … while it’s quiet here I think I’ll check on my online sales.  Let’s see, … online sales, … userid and password, … there.  Whoa nice, I sold Wilma Carter’s Italian dress heels already, … and the final bid price was $650.  Not bad for less than an hour’s total work.  All I had to do was do a quick web search on the value, take a digital pic or two, post the info on the auction site, and box them up to be ready for shipment.”

“Let’s switch to a recap of sales for my auction avatar, DomBitch.  Yes, … I was right, … all the Awareness Timepieces and the various data terminals have sold.  Thank you National Confessor for that awesome article on the hidden ‘Active Woman’ feature programmed into the planner on most high-end data assistants.  I might be making more off the online sales from the slaves’ possessions than the hotel is from selling their whore slut bodies.  Electronics, shoes, sex toys, clothing, and luggage; these women travel with first class, like-new merchandise.”

“Darlene, I hope you don’t figure out this goldmine I’ve got personal control of now ‘cause it’s all profit, … pure profit, … my profit.”

The phone rang.  “Yes, what is it?” she growled, angry at being disturbed before her regular shift began.”  She listened for a moment and replied with clear annoyance in her voice, “Alright, … alright, I’ll meet you in the restaurant.  Yes, … Holly, I’ll find you waiting by the women’s restroom.”

Victoria carefully exited from DomBitch’s account on the online auction site, closed her web browser, and locked her computer screen.  She made sure that file storage room in her office that was filled with the converted slaves’ unsold items was securely locked.  Ready, she straightened her jacket lapels, smoothed her skirt, and strode out of her office.

At the restaurant, everything seemed to be normal, although this late in the afternoon, the lunch crowd was winding down.  Raul and Frank her security lackeys were standing outside one of the private dining rooms.  She barely spared them a glance as she headed to the nearby alcove for the restrooms.  “They’re hot for my body,” she thought with smug superiority.  “All I have to do to keep them puppy dog loyal is to give them a newly converted slave every once in a while for a break-in session.”

“What is it Holly that’s so important I had to come right now?  Better be good ‘cause you’re not in the lounge doing whatever it is that you bar sluts do.”  Victoria was pleased with her ability to keep the help, and the slaves, in line at all times.  

“Miss. Gibson, … ” Holly started in a nervous voice.

“Oh spit it out cunt!”

Holly seemed to gain some inner strength from this interchange and Victoria wasn’t sure that she liked seeing that occur.  She watched Holly lift up a piece of paper.

“Miss. Victoria Gibson,” Holly began reading from her notes, “I hereby notify you that you are Summoned by the Adjudicator of a lawfully assembled Investigatory Hearing.  You are to present yourself immediately.  In my role as Bailiff, I am required to ensure that you present yourself properly.  You are also notified that according to federal law, your welfare and actions are now my responsibility.  You will comport yourself with appropriate respect at all times.”

Victoria took a deep breath to begin a vicious tongue-lashing.  Just as she was ready to begin screaming, she was surprised to notice that behind her, both of her very serious-looking security men now blocked the narrow exit from the restroom alcove.  She snapped her open mouth shut and whispered, “Oh, shit.”  Victoria looked about for either an escape route or some sort of aid.  With nothing in sight, she turned back to Holly and quietly said, “Holly, what’s going on, … this better not be a joke or I’ll nail your cunt lips to the sides of a sharp-topped wooden beam.”  From long experience with her anger, Victoria knew well that by now her face was bright red and she was on the verge of losing control.

“I can only tell you that the Commissioner has some questions for you,” Holly replied with respect.  “I will also tell you that all three of us have been threatened with a public flogging if you are in anyway treated with disrespect.”  Holly took a deep breath herself and she continued, “Miss., you are to hold your hands tightly at your side while we strap you in a harness.  The Commissioner demands that all witnesses be so restrained so that a proper level of decorum is maintained.”

In shock at the unbelievable development, Victoria stood mutely and perfectly still as Holly raised a heavy leather harness body net up her front and settled the top over her shoulders.  She was jostled about a little as the men behind her began to match straps and buckles.  The first real tightening was around the fattest part of her butt.  One man worked down and the other worked his way up.  “The bottom strap is just below my knee, almost like a hobble as well as a restraint,” she thought.  “Analyzing?  Victoria, you’re bound unwillingly for the first time in your life and you’re analyzing this.  Shit!”

She swayed to maintain her balance as the last strap over her shoulder was tightened.  Holly returned to face her and two sets of men’s hands steadied her body from behind.

“Miss., raise your chin up and don’t say a word.

Victoria found she had obeyed automatically.  The touch of something cool around her neck and the deep click of a lock engaging brought her chin down fast.  

“It’s a Magnus Hotel slave collar Ma’am and it’s set on the most sensitive ‘no voice’ mode.  It will tolerate no speech at all.  The shock setting will hurt, … a lot.  Please cooperate.”

Horrified, Victoria tried to look down to see the collar.  “No use, … I can’t see anything except my tits.  The harness makes them look much bigger than my B-cups.”  Suddenly she realized that she was crying silently and tears were streaming down her cheeks.  

“It’s alright,” Holly reassured her.

“Bitch,” Victoria thought, “I don’t need some low-life slut like you to try and comfort me!”

Then things started to occur too fast for Victoria to process.  Somehow, one of the men pinched her jaw joints - opening her mouth, the other slammed in a ballgag and tightened it far too tightly, and Holly was leading her by a leash attached to her collar.  Victoria began to hyperventilate in fear as she began to take uneven little baby steps after her temporary Mistress.  “I’ll personally slice your tits off, marinate them, and pan fry them for dinner if you humiliate me one iota more than is necessary,” she vowed.

The scene in the private dining room was even less reassuring than the order which she’d just been subjected.  A fat, slimy man mouthed a lot of self-aggrandizing words.  “All I picked up is that he’s the State Slave Commissioner, he’s looking into the Carter enslavement, and there are two women already here, hooded and probably bound like me.  But, Wilma’s a whore, … I enslaved her, … and we’re gonna sell her to the airlines.  What the fuck is there to investigate?”

The banging of the gavel interrupted her mental haranguing she was practicing on using against the Slave Commissioner once she was freed.

“Miss. Victoria Gibson!” the man’s strident voice said.  

Victoria fought to clear the cobwebs from her brain.

“I have reviewed the facts in the case of the enslavement of Mrs. Wilma Carter under the PPC clause of the White Slave Act of 2000.  I have determined that the ‘record’ as created under the federal slaver license of Magnus Hotel is extensive when it comes to this enslavement.  As such, it is not necessary to swear you in as a witness and interrogate you unless you have facts to present that were withheld from the official record.  Do you, Miss. Victoria Gibson, have information you have withheld that you wish to present?”

“Withheld?  What is he talking about?  I didn’t hide anything.”  Victoria was trying to figure out where this was going.  The gag left her no option to question the Commissioner, so she shook her head in the negative.

“Very well,” the Slave Commissioner responded with an oily smile of satisfaction.

He looked around the room and said, “Bailiff, sent the security men for the slave in question and then seat Miss. Gibson.

Victoria felt Holly loosen the straps across her ass and then she was led over to the last chair.  Her harness was still so tight that she could barely breathe as she sat.  “The bar slut is adding an additional strap to hold me in the chair,” she hissed to herself.  “I’m getting tired of this slave touching me!”

Movement at the entry was Raul and Frank guiding a cloth-covered food service dolly into the room.  They positioned the cart in the middle of the room and left.  Holly moved forward and yanked off the covering, exposing the sweaty, muscle-wrenched form of the provisional slave that had been Mrs. Wilma Carter.

Even in her uncomfortably harnessed position under the witness security sack, Victoria drank in the sexy sight of the beautiful slut and the torment she was undergoing.  Victoria had forced the slave to climb up on the serving cart and skewer her own ass on the biggest cock she owned, a bludgeon almost six inches across at the base and thirty-six inches long.  The position Wilma was in forced all of her weight on three resting points, her two knees and the cock speared into her ass.  If she relaxed, the inhumanly large dick threatened to rip her rectum open or puncture her intestines.  Her only choice was to try and lean forward to keep her balance off the cock as much as possible, a move that tugged strongly on twin sets of chains ending in her clitoral and tittie rings.  Victoria had set the length of the chains short so that Wilma could only protect herself from an anal disemboweling by suffering endless pain in her sensitive flesh and simultaneously endure relentless burning of her thigh muscles.  Adding to her torment, Victoria had cuffed her hands helplessly behind her back and run a set of chains up from the cuffs, through her head harness, and to hooks set deep in her nostrils.  The result was that her head was pulled strongly backwards, her gag-filed mouth pointing straight up to the ceiling. 

Victoria felt a strong surge of disappointment as Holly began the delicate process of undoing the chains going to the distended clit, the outstretched nipples and breast meat tugged far to the side of her body, and the flared nostrils.  A loud squelching sound filled the room when Holly pulled the exhausted slave forward and up, off the monstrous cock.  The entire thirty-six inch length was coated in thick, gooey layers of Wilma’s juices.  Raul stepped forward to untwist the fake pillar of cock and remove it from the serving cart.  Wilma sagged down in fatigued relief.  Holly unbuckled the head harness and pulled out the ballgag.

Holly was wiping the woman’s face off with a damp cloth when the commissioner spoke up once again, “Mrs. Wilma Carter, I know you cannot speak, but nod if you are the provisional slave PPC’d by a lover, Mr. Barry Hamilton.”

Victoria watched as her latest victim tried to shake off her fatigue and concentrate.  She nodded her head in confirmation of her identity and then kept trying to wriggle her jaws, to little noticeable effect.

“The bitch is hoping for a chance to beg for mercy,” Victoria hissed to herself.  “Fat chance, she’s a slave.”

“Please give me your undivided attention, Mrs. Carter.  I have reviewed all the facts in your case, as evidenced by a wealth of information from video and audio tapes to forensic evidence and much more.  It is my determination that your provisional enslavement was fully legal.”

Wilma seemed to sag limply down at the verdict.

M.J. glanced down at his laptop computer.  He looked up and locked eyes with Victoria.  “The problem is Mrs. Carter, … you haven’t been officially enslaved yet.”  He tapped his finger hard down on a key.  “In fact, the Magnus Hotel has only enslaved five women, they made an error tattooing the number six on you.”  He paused once again and added with a malicious bit of happiness.  “I just paid the taxes, the slut is mine.  Victoria, … you’ve just lost a slave.”

Victoria was stunned at the verdict.  “No,” she screamed inwardly, “we already have a gentleman’s sales agreement with Arabia Airlines!”  She almost missed the next words in her surprise and anger.

“So, Mrs. Wilma Carter, … you are now officially my slave.  I have to point out that while not really significant to the legal tangle of your enslavement, I still want to point out that the record fully demonstrates that you are an incorrigible slut with no chance for redemption.  My review found records of scores of vaginal penetrations with dozens of different sexual partners.  Welcome to my kennel where I sure we can slake the fires in your crotch with lots of sex.”

M.J. turned to find Holly.  “Holly, take this whoring slave to the kitchen and bind her next to my other slave that is getting fattened up for skewering and barbequing in two week’s time.”  With another smile and more than just a hint of maliciousness he added, “They should take pride in knowing how importance their roles in that party are to me.”

Victoria would have smirked at Wilma’s fate except for the fact that she and the hotel had just lost the profit from a substantial sale.  “The stupid bimbo is trying to say something.  She’s had a gag in her mouth for thirty-six hours.  There is no way she can speak.”

Wilma was still trying to move her jaws when Holly slammed a ballgag back into her mouth and signaled one of the security men to help move the woman toward the kitchens.  


Chapter 22 - Victoria Submits

Victoria sagged in her chair with some relief.  She hardly noticed as Holly rushed about getting Wilma out of the hearing room.  “The man is not only a mean bastard, but he is one powerful son-of-a-bitch.  Is that it?  Are we done?”

Mortimer J. Samuelson was busily writing on one of his legal pads.  He paused occasionally to mull over a phrasing or two and then set his pen back to scratching furiously on the paper.  Finally, with a grin of satisfaction, he beckoned Holly over and in a long whispered huddle, reviewed everything with her.  Victoria saw a look of surprise flash across the slave’s face before she nodded.

Next up before the stern looking Slave Commissioner was young Judy Wetmore who stood trembling before his gaze.  Holly stood behind the terrified woman, steadying her swaying form, and still holding Judy’s folded witness security sack.  “Miss. Judy Wetmore,” the man began.  “You are to be commended for your role in documenting and notarizing events related to the enslavement of Mrs. Carter as well as the other slave files you have maintained under the federal slaving license granted the Magnus Hotel.  You are dismissed.”

“Thank goodness,” Victoria told herself.  “This is almost over.”

With Wilma and Judy’s role in the case resolved, Victoria was left to sit beside the silent form beside her as the Slave Commissioner once again began writing copious notes on his legal pad.  Holly was also gone for much more time than seemed necessary to get Judy released and on her way.  “I have no idea how long this charade has gone on,” she muttered with clear irritation.  “My bladder is ready to burst.  Damn, I need to pee!  Hurry up!”

Holly rushed into the room with a sheath of paperwork in her hands.  She slowly fanned out the various forms before M.J.  He carefully examined each one and finding no fault, nodded his approval.  Holly rushed over to pull Victoria up onto her feet.  As the transparent veil of the security shroud was pulled away from Victoria’s face, she locked eyes with Holly and saw her flushed and sweaty face.  “You better be afraid you hussy,” Victoria vowed, “I will make someone pay for this afternoon’s humiliation.”

Next, Victoria felt the gag in her mouth loosen.  Like Wilma, her jaw was too stretched and frozen to move right away.

Victoria stood waiting for the Slave Commission to pronounce the farce complete so that she could leave.  When he locked eyes with her, Victoria couldn’t help but feel a little of her normal confidence creep back in.  Unable to smirk because the ballgag had frozen her jaw muscles, Victoria nonetheless felt disdain for the fat skunk of a bastard in front of her.

“Miss. Victoria Gibson, I have reviewed the facts in this case and have several findings.  First, … Victoria, you let more than seventy-two hours pass since your provisional enslavement of Wilma.  Perhaps you expected to receive a notification of review before you pressed the ‘Finalize Enslavement’ option in your SlaveMaster software.  Yes, … of course I know what software you use.  I commend you on your choice; it’s just a shame that you either haven’t read the manual or you are too ditzy to use the software.”

“Second, as a result of your failing to finalize the enslavement, … basically what resulted was an illegal kidnapping.  After you let the seventy-two hours pass, it was essentially open season on an unfinished PPC; I took advantage of that by paying the taxes for you and getting the slave.  Unfortunately for you, my taking the slave did not change your deed of kidnapping.”

“Third, … and this hardly bothers me at all given the final disposition of the slave and your other legal problems, … you knowingly and intentionally inflicted unnecessarily painful punishment and permanent modifications on the body of a kidnapped woman.  In short, you illegally tortured Mrs. Wilma Carter.”

Victoria was shocked almost mindless by the rulings.  She stood shell-shocked.  

“As usual, Miss. Gibson, I believe in swift justice and my motto in determining the appropriate punishment is ‘You shall reap what you sow.’”

He sat up straight and tapped his gavel.  “Miss. Victoria Gibson, I repeat that I have no authority to impose sentence as this is purely an administrative hearing.  However, I will give you a single chance to escape a humiliating trial and certain death.  If you voluntarily submit to enslavement and a one-year ‘corporate asset’ contract of my devising, … you will not go to trial for kidnapping and torture.”  

The blazing line down the inside of her legs was from her bladder empting itself.  The stench of hot urine filled the room and a dark stain spread outward from her crotch.  Victoria never even noticed; instead, she was wholly shell-shocked at the pronouncement.  

“You have only two minutes to accept this generous offer.  I am a busy man and I have a luscious slave to prepare for her ride home.”

Victoria felt a small bit of empathy with Wilma as she fought to get her own jaws moving enough to speak.  Finally something croaked out of her throat, “Hokay, … Hi haree who wayhent.”

“Do I understand that you are saying, ‘Okay, you agree to enslavement?”

“Hess.”

The Slave Commissioner grinned lasciviously at the bound woman, slammed his gavel down hard, and said, “Done, … Miss. Victoria Gibson, you have agreed to become a slave and accept my ‘corporate asset’ contract for a period of one year.  Since I am the party you are volunteering to for enslavement, young Judy Wetmore can notarize your volunteer statement.  Also, she has already typed up the ‘corporate asset’ contract.”

He slammed the gavel down once again.  “I pronounce this special hearing concluded.”

Holly seemed to be following some sort of orders because she strode forward with the cart that had brought in Wilma, set it aside, and jammed the ballgag back into Victoria’s slack mouth.  Then she began to unbuckle the harness assembly from the openly sobbing woman.

Judy Wetmore stepped forward with a pile of paper.  “Please sign this one, … it’s the volunteer statement that says you want to be enslaved and that you are not legally a mother.”   

Victoria confirmed that’s what the form was and she wearily signed each of the two copies.

“That’s the final humiliation,” Victoria thought with resignation when she saw that Judy had prepared one of her personal checks; it was made out to M.J. Samuelson for exactly two hundred dollars.  She signed the check with a shaky hand and felt like poking the ridiculously happy girl with the sharp end of the pen.

“OK, then,” Judy said in a bright voice that Victoria hated with a deep passion, “that’s it from the slave, including her reimbursement to you Mr. Samuelson for her own enslavement.  Mr. Samuelson, next is the standard enslavement form.  This only needs to be signed and stamped to be legal.  After that, it’s only the matter of us doing the drug and pregnancy test.  We’ll get a good urine sample in a few minutes.  By the way, I’ve already run her information through the appropriate online databases and didn’t encounter any show stoppers.”

Judy pointed to a final stack of paper on the table.  “Sir, here are two copies of the ‘corporate asset’ contract with all the performance paragraphs included per your notes.”  Barely containing a grin at her boss’ fate, Judy skipped out of the room. 


Chapter 23 - M.|J.’s Slave Contracts

Everyone was gone from the dining room except for the still bound hotel owner and M.J. Samuelson.  M.J. took a long sip of his drink and stared beady-eyed at Darlene.  “Here’s the deal with your employee and the slut,” he started in a slightly slurred voice.  “I have two demands that must be met and then I’m willing to deal with you on them.  First, I have a big party in two weeks.  I will use both of them as ‘featured entertainment’ at the soiree.  You keep them here till then.”  He paused to collect his thoughts, took a deep breath, and then continued, “Since I haven’t seen either in action, I want each slave tested to be sure they’re of sufficient quality for my guests.  You will get a qualified evaluator to test them.  If they are insufficient in any skill needed by an A.J. slut, at least a nine in every category, then you will arrange remedial training, even if you have to use an outside obedience agency.  If you want, … you can get the funds from Victoria’s accounts; it doesn’t matter to me.  Afterwards, my security manager, Rondo, will come by prior to the party to verify that the cunts are ready for my party.”

“Second, after this month’s party, I’m willing to share so that we can each profit from this deal.  Get with Wilma’s airline and get them to agree to a leave of absence.  Tell them she’s now a ‘corporate asset’ and that they can offer her a greatly reduced salary.  I’ll bet she loses her seniority and any perks, but she’ll at least have a job at basic entry pay.  That’ll give her incentive to work and make money for all of us.  Then contact her husband to finalize their divorce, it’ll be automatic once he files a simple form.  Lastly, you need to convince him to buy into our contract.  That way we’ll have three-way ownership of the slut.  He gets a slave while she overnights there and one third of her salary.  We share the remainder of the airline salary and your hotel gets a slut-slave while she overnights in Eastlake.  I get her at my monthly parties for a period of forty-eight hours.  The contract will be open-ended.  No reason to let the silly slut out of her contract anytime soon.  Oh, … only you and I will have the right of revocation of the ‘corporate asset’ contract.  Her ex-husband will have no say in that regard.  It’s all in the notes that I gave Judy Wetmore.”

“As for Victoria, … after the party, I’ll sell her to you if you use the salient paragraphs I’ve already given to Judy to work into a one-year ‘corporate asset’ contract.  Here’s the deal, … I get her once a month the same as with Wilma.  They can serve at my party as I see fit.  She’s a pretty uptight bitch, so I envision her working every Friday night in your lounge, side-by-side with Holly.  I sense that’ll get under her skin in the worst way.  Further, I’d like Holly to be the one that evaluates Victoria’s performance.  If she fails, she pays for her own remedial training.  The third time she fails to perform up to Holly’s standards, you’ll revoke her ‘corporate asset’ contract and she’s mine once again.  Victoria is a little long in the tooth, but nonetheless, she’ll cook up fine.  She can end her days on a spit over one of my party barbeques.”    

“Oh, Victoria and Wilma will appear at my monthly parties naked except for slave collars and full discipline hoods.  You see, all my party slaves have other identities that I want to protect.  People flock to my parties because of two things.  The first is because I have the exclusive contract with A.J.’s sluts for their well-known first class bitches.  The second is a rumor that is little believed because of the quality cunt at my parties; it’s whispered that one or two of my ‘girls’ are actually free women.  So, some people actually try and guess the identity of the slaves.  It’s a waste of time; but between the two, I get people calling me all the time, desperate for a party invitation.” 

He glowered at Darlene as if to challenge her to defy his judgment through her gag.  “OK, then, … unless you want an argument, that’s how it’ll be.” 


Chapter 24 - Wilma’s Kitchen Nightmare

Wilma was naked, bound, and freezing in the hotel kitchen.  Even her hotel slave collar had been removed to get her ready for pickup by her new owner.  Her only ‘clothing’ was her gag and the hogtie gear.  She shivered from the cold and the realization of another possible fate.

“I’ve already gotten a new master!” she cried in despair.  “First I’m forced into slavery, then tortured for days, and now I find I’ve got a new master that eats his own slaves.”  She was terrified to the point at which she thought she might lose her mind.  The staff had left her lying on her side in a strict hogtie with a clear view of a young woman atop a roasting pan.  “Is that a feeding tube?” she thought with horror.  She studied the woman’s milky breast flesh that was so pale that her blue veins clearly showed through the perfect flesh.  Below the oversize hooters, she saw that the woman’s belly had swollen from being overfed, almost as if she were months into pregnancy.  Her own position on the tiles, and the redhead’s provocative posture, gave her a clear view of the slave’s swollen pussy lips and the slimy puddle below it on the stainless steel tray.  “Her sex is actually dribbling.  She acts as if she’s in heat.  What a bimbo!”

Wilma heard someone walking up on nearly silent cushioned soles.  “A chef, … oh shit!  Here comes the chef.”  She cringed in fear as the woman approached.  The portly chef removed the empty feeding container above the tortured slave and hung another in place.  Nearly retching in disgust, Wilma observed a thick, grayish substance begin to ooze down a transparent tube to the feed gag worn by the slave.  While the woman began to eat, with some difficulty because of her feeding gag, Wilma saw the chef lower herself unsteadily to the other side of the roasting tray.  

“Is the chef crying a little?”  She watched every move the chef made as she opened jars of cream and used the contents of the first to coat the fat boobs and swelling tummy of the slave.  The caressing and touching seemed to be far more intimate and long-lasting than necessary.  “Must be cream to keep the flesh supple while it expands.  I had a friend that used a special cream like ten times a day to keep her belly from getting stretch marks while she was pregnant.  Wonder what the other cream is?”

The chef closed the first jar and wiped her hands.  She felt into a deep pocket on her cook’s apron and pulled out a single glove that she slipped onto her right hand.  This time, the woman teasingly ran her cream-covered fingers around the slave’s outer lips.  Wilma saw the lips almost immediately begin to redden and swell with blood.  The questing fingers continued until they opened the glistening sex enough to get to the equally plump inner lips.  Within just seconds, the two sets of lips swelled enough to block her view of the flashes of pink interior Wilma had seen.  The lips had taken on an eerie appearance as they swelled, almost as if the slave had gained a new set of small butt cheeks around her vaginal hole.

Wilma also saw that the chef’s face had taken on a look of arousal and lust while the slave moaned piteously in clear need of an orgasm.  A strong aroma of female arousal wafted across the meat tray to Wilma’s nostrils.  The fingers playing with the slave’s pussy returned to the jar for another dunking.  When they returned, the chef jammed three fingers deep inside the woman’s cunt, causing an instant squeaking moan of excitement from the slave, and creasing the fat labia as they were forced aside by the fingers.  A thumb with a short-cropped fingernail covered in clear nail polish began to swirl about the grunting slave’s clitoris; first languidly, and then more and more quickly.  

“Her clit is the size of one of my little fingertips.  Holy shit!”  She saw the slave’s entire body begin to quiver in clear response to a long-drawn out orgasm.  More liquid dribbled out the spasming pussy as the slave’s orgasm wound down.  

Finished with encouraging the meat slut’s cunt filet to grow fatter and meatier before cooking her, the chef glanced up and focused for the first time on Wilma.  She grinned at the bound girl and Wilma shuddered at how homely looking the chef was.  

“Fat and ugly; bet she doesn’t pick up many men with that face.  And her age, … she must be at least sixty.”

The chef waddled around the big steel cooking pan and rolled Wilma onto her back.  The pain of being hogtied and lying on her limbs on the unforgiving floor brought tears to Wilma’s eyes.

“Aren’t you curious why my little piglet squirmed around so nicely while I was fattening up her cunt filet?”

“Cunt filet?  OH! … MY  GWAD!  She’s talking about, … OH! … MY GAWD!”

Wilma hardly noticed that the chef had knee-walked up toward her head until knees jammed into her shoulders and her ears were locked painfully inside the chef’s plump calves.  She shuddered when the woman’s dress and apron covered her head and she smelled aroused pussy and cinnamon.  At the thought that her own puss was going to feel the thickening treatment, she whimpered.  “Hop!” she moaned aloud.  “Ho hay!  Hop, … hease!”

An unseen mouth whispered, “I understand gagspeak quite well.  The piglet in the pan is the spitting image of a wonderful subbie slut that I locked in my bedroom for years before the White Slave Act of 2000.  For years, she only spoke to me in gagspeak.  So, … no I’m not gonna stop and, …,” the woman stopped to grab one of her nipples in a deathgrip.

Wilma moaned in very real pain.

“… I don’t want you trying to tell me ‘no way,’ cause I’m gonna do as I please.”  The hard edge of the voice broke up into a single sob before continuing, “I miss her so much.  She died, … of cancer, … and I’ve never been able to afford a replacement.”

A hand edged its way under the skirt that enveloped her in darkness and as it brushed past her face, Wilma was almost overwhelmed by the odor of cinnamon.  “There must be cinnamon oil in the cream and she uses it herself on her puss.  Eiwww, that’s gross.  How fat are her lips?”  Wet slithery sounds told Wilma that the woman was frigging herself with the aromatic cream just inches away from her nose.  

As the horny woman fought to play with herself, and maintain her balance at the same time, her free hand fell forward onto Wilma’s flat pubic mound.  Wilma could do nothing except lay there helpless until the woman finished her business.  

“At least her funky pussy stench is overcome by the more pleasant smell of cinnamon.”

The frigging hand left the pussy and Wilma moaned in despair as the front edge of the woman’s skirt tightened around her neck while the crotch above her sunk closer to her upturned face.  “Ho!  Ho!  Hease, … ho!”  She heard a chuckle at her resistance and the slimy lips of the chef rolled across the round ball of the gag protruding forward of her teeth.  Wilma sucked in a deep breathe in an attempt to keep from being suffocated on the grossly distended pussy lips.  Her own mouth lips began to burn from the cinnamon oil covering the chef’s pussy and the aromatic oil burned its way down her nose to her lungs.  She forgot everything else as she fought to keep from suffocating while the rank sex ground expertly against her ballgag.

At some point into this next horrifying ordeal, Wilma was aware of her own denuded pussy being spread by slippery fingers and her own sex began to itch and burn.  “Scratch me!  Oh my, … it hurts, … burns, … and feels so good all at the same time.  Please scratch my itchy pussy!”  Wilma realized that she was humping her hips up into the air as far as she could in her bondage.  When she shook her head in angry complaint at the denial, she heard a voice say, “that’s it, … keep wriggling that ballgag against my cunt and you’ll get pleasure too.”

Wilma took that as her cue to continue wriggling her hips and her head.

The fingers by her burning cunt speared inside her, eliciting an instant moan of approval.  Wilma gave up all signs of resistance when the chef hissed something about, “how sexy her wriggling worm looked as it fought to get her ‘hooked’ fingers deeper inside her own pussy.” 

“I’m a slave, … but why do I always seem to draw the attention of women?”  Wilma knew that Raul and Frank had raped her; but then, so did Victoria, Holly, and the chef.  “A sex puppet,” she thought with a quiver of revulsion, “I’m doomed to be a sex toy for the pleasure of men and women.”  With a deep flush of humiliation, she also realized that eventually each of her ‘lovers’ had made her cum like a slut in heat.  The fact that she’d been able to get some pleasure out of each rape or unwilling sex act was a source of deep mortification.


Chapter 25 - Victoria’s Secret Business

The nightmare inquisition that Darlene was partly responsible for starting was finally finished.  Darlene found herself unconsciously rubbing her wrists where the unyielding steel of the handcuffs had bruised her during the long ordeal.  She shivered from the realization of how vulnerable today’s women were and that Victoria’s fate awaited many of them, young and old alike.  The warmth of her coffee mug was somehow reassuring in the harsh light of the modern reality.  

After she was released, and she saw the clearly inebriated State Slave Commissioner to his Ponygirl team, Darlene had fled back into the hotel office suite and ended up in Victoria Gibson’s office.  She had curled up in her partner’s comfortable leather office chair and collapsed in weariness and relief from the traumatic stress she had undergone.  Her sympathetic office manager had immediately brought in a cup of her favorite black coffee topped with a steamed frothing of milk.  

Eventually, Judy Wetmore peeked inside the door and asked, “Miss. Pritchard?  May I come in?  I have some files that need to be put away.”

Darlene had only been able to nod in near exhaustion and then silently watched the efficient woman put away all of the files that had been perused during the long administrative review.

Finished, Judy turned to her and whispered, “Are you OK, Ma’am?”

The normally outspoken hotel owner could only nod slightly, as if to portray her uncertainty about how she felt at the moment.

Judy slowly approached the front of Victoria’s desk and continued in her whispery voice, “Ma’am, … I’m not sure that the Commissioner could force us to be bound and gagged during his review.  What do you think?”

The absurdity of the question roused Darlene from her stupor.  She slowly sat up while trying to build an appropriate answer to the question.  Finally, she set her arms on the table and answered in an almost normal voice, “Judy, … I realize that you, more than any of us, know most of the nuances of the White Slave Act of 2000 and the resulting state and federal implementation guidelines.  But, … how stupid is it to stare into the wide-open fangs of a pit viper poised to bite you while you stand still and argue with it whether that specific breed is indigenous or not?  Judy, the point is that he is a cruel and powerful man, … you possibly could have legally refused today but found yourself in his backyard with a barbeque skewer already a foot inside your intestines.  Would you then try and argue the best way to cook an overly analytical slavegirl?”

The questioning answer did not elicit an immediate response from Judy.  Darlene watched the girl’s self-confidence wither as she considered the danger that they had been in.  “It could have been any of us, … is that it?”

“Yes, Judy, that’s why I chose to look as dowdy as possible in the hopes that he’d set his sights on someone else.  Victoria was vulnerable anyway since this was legally her conversion.  But, … had the bastard wanted a receptionist, a bookkeeper, or an office manager, … Judy, then I think he would have twisted things about till you ‘volunteered’ to be one of his party girls.  Then you’d probably have the same fate that poor Victoria will find in her slavery.”

“Ma’am,” Judy timidly interrupted, “you don’t need to feel too sorry for Victoria.”  She paused and then continued, “I can’t be certain because she was so secretive, but I’m not stupid.  She had a lot of mail packages in her office wrapped and arranged for express delivery.  I think she was selling the enslaved women’s personal effects.  Once I think I saw Victoria hiding a key on the side of her center drawer.  Perhaps that key will unlock her personal closets that I’ve never seen the inside of.”

After Judy had gone, Darlene took a final sip of her now cold and bitter coffee before reaching a tentative hand out to the drawer pull in front of her.  The drawer slid open noiselessly and way in the back, on the left side, Darlene saw a single silver key dangling from a nail stuck in the wooden drawer.  The first thing of interest that she noted inside the closet was a fat ledger listing every sale that Victoria had secretly made. 

“I had no idea that business travelers carried so many expensive electronic items, … and jewelry, … and clothing.  Crap!  Victoria was making more off the slaves than I was.  That thieving bitch!”  Later, Darlene found a cashbox that contained every cent that Victoria had made from the hidden sales.  “I know just how to spend some of the money,” Darlene told herself smugly.

Finished for the time being in Victoria’s old office, Darlene paused with one hand on the door as she was leaving.  With a grin, she headed back to the phone atop Victoria’s desk.  “Hello, Judy, … yes this is Darlene.  Look, I want you to go into the kitchen and retrieve the new slut, Wilma.  Yes, just put her on a food delivery dolly and get her to Victoria’s apartment.  O.K., thanks.



Chapter 26 - An Unexpected Interlude

Judy was happy to fulfill the task she had just been given; after all, she felt sorry for the poor slave. “They treated her so harshly,” was the comment that kept going through her head. “And that other poor wretch, … the one tied so brutally there in the cold and sterile kitchen, … oh my!”  She shook her head in wonderment at the cruelty of her fellow man. Judy had rolled the serving cart close to the bound slave on the floor and motioned for the two kitchen helpers to lift her onto the top of the serving cart. Judy Wetmore drew a heavy white linen tablecloth over the shivering slave and pushed the cart across the kitchen tiles.

She headed toward the bank of private elevators.  One elevator went only to the penthouse level where there were two spacious and luxurious suites.  Darlene Pritchard, the Magnus Hotel owner lived in the largest and most opulent one and a much older woman, a widow named Mrs. Gardner lived in the other.

The second elevator went only to the seventeenth floor where a small number of private, full-time-occupancy residences were arrayed. Victoria Gibson lived in one of them.  The elevator dinged at the seventeenth floor and Judy pushed the cart toward Victoria’s apartment. 

Judy left the loaded cart mired in the thick carpet of Victoria’s living room and strode into the luxurious bathroom.  She closed the oversize tub’s drain and let steamy water churn in from the gold faucets mounted in the icy granite surrounding the tub.  She randomly selected a colorful jar from the surprising selection displayed on a glass shelf beside the tub and poured in a generous amount of the aromatic bath salts.  Lastly, she found a fluffy, oversize towel and set it beside the tub. Happy to be doing this type of task, the young receptionist found herself humming as she returned to the miserable slave imprisoned atop the serving cart.

Before beginning the process of loosening up the wretched slave’s bonds, Judy carefully locked a slave collar about the woman’s neck and confirmed that her remote was properly programmed for the collar.  The slave twitched instantly when Judy touched the punishment button on the remote and an encoded digital radio signal energized a low-power chastisement wave from the high-tech device designed by Spellbook Slaves and Games. “That Mike West is sure a genius,” Judy thought with both admiration and a twinge of fear. 

Like most post-WSA2000 women, Judy felt the intrusive affects of the wide-sweeping law upon most aspects of her life.  “I live in constant fear that I’ll do something stupid or illegal that’ll get me enslaved. Working for a slaver doesn’t make it any different.  Look at poor Miss. Gibson. Sure, she was a bitch, … but did she deserve torture and enslavement just for a minor administrative mistake.  Shit! It’s the same kind of mistake I could make!”  She shivered at the thought of joining the hordes of other enslaved women and hurried up her task of temporarily freeing Wilma.

“Wilma,” she whispered as she unbuckled the restraints on the woman, “you better consider yourself amazingly lucky.  Miss. Pritchard is very angry right now at slave Victoria.  Darlene, err - Miss. Pritchard, thinks that since slave Victoria is the one that processed you so brutally during your in processing, she can use you to get back a little more at Victoria.  While she is being punished and processed in her brand new dungeon, she will know that you, a mere slave, are lounging about her apartment in luxury.”

Judy grunted as she somehow lifted the unresponsive slave from the cart and staggered toward the bathroom.  She set the ex-stewardess down on the chilly surface of the tub and let her naked form slip into the foamy, hot water.  Wilma’s eyes flickered open and she whispered a hoarse, “Thank, you.”

“Wilma,” Judy whispered back kindly, “I only have a minute, so you better pay attention.  You’re wearing a state-of-the-art waterproof snuff collar containing an explosive charge.  If you try to leave this apartment, the thin shaped-charge that curls around the inside of the collar will cleanly cut your head off.  Do you understand me?”

The widening of the slave’s eyes indicated her understanding just as much as the slow head nod which followed.

“Good,” Judy continued, “Miss. Pritchard says you’re to have free rein of Vicki’s, whoops - - I mean slave Victoria’s apartment.  The only thing is, … you can’t wear any clothing except lingerie and it better be the skimpiest you can find. So, enjoy the respite, it might be the only one left in your slave life.  I have no idea how long you’ll be here.  If you need food, the kitchen will deliver fresh slave chow, you are not to touch any human food in this apartment.  Be warned, Miss. Victoria has this apartment wired for complete audio and video coverage; so remember, no human food or clothing!”

Judy returned to the now empty cart and looked around the formal living room that Victoria Gibson had lovingly furnished herself hand-picked antiques.  At one end of the room was an oversize cabinet unit originally designed for holding clothing in the long ago era before closets.  The old double doors swung open smoothly and revealed a number of leather hand bags and one steel box that looked as if it held tools.  Judy had seen Victoria in action and already knew which bags she would need.  The steel box held slave processing implements and it was the first one to be set onto the cart.  Three of the leather, top-opening, carpet-bag style bags joined the steel box.  Judy then shook the linen tablecloth with a snapping motion and lowered it over the top of the cart hiding what she considered ugly implements.

Humming, the young woman set off toward the private elevator bank.  All the way at the bottom of the polished brass control panel was a brand new keyed buttonhole with a bold and cursive letter ‘D’ beside it in black lettering.  Judy set an all-black key into the lock and twisted it.  “The workmen just added this stop to all the private elevators today.  I’ve never even been down in the Dungeon that Miss Pritchard was building.” 

The elevator doors hissed open, revealing nothing except unrelenting darkness. Judy Wetmore had no idea what was in the dungeon and had no idea what Victoria’s status was; she only knew that the slave had been sent down to the unused hotel dungeon and that she needed some initial processing.  Judy shivered and remained in the lit elevator while she fumbled within Victoria’s unwholesome slave processing box.  Even though she was slowly getting better at using its many implements, she disliked the box with a passion.

Judy gave up trying to find a flashlight in the box and she tentatively stuck her head out of the elevator door and into the stygian gloom of the dungeon.  Darlene had told her that Victoria had built the entire dungeon without a single electric wall switch.  The few electrical components in the extensive cellar complex were either well-hidden or controlled by a series of remote controls.  At the moment, Judy had no idea where the devices were.  She eventually found a small table beside the elevator and fumbled about until she got a candle lit.  She set more candles and a lighter on the cart and began to drag everything behind her as she carefully worked her way across the uneven stone flooring.

Darlene had told her to look for a deep alcove with rows of tiny slave kennels built into the stone walls.  Judy finally encountered the correct stone-lined hallway and saw that there were four or five barred kennel doors on either side of the gloomy cave-like tunnel.  She also discovered four gas-feed torches set into the stone walls and realized that she’d probably passed a number of other gas torches as she explored the dark dungeon.  A small dial at the base of each torch lit the gas flames atop each one.  The flickering light revealed five kennel entry doors located on either side of the twenty-foot deep cavern. 

Judy’s vivid imagination had told her that she would find a limp and resigned Victoria in the final throes of a long, drawn out rape.  She’d expected to find her former boss getting double-penetrated; her sweaty and cum-encrusted form being thrown about by the vicious thrusts of the two security men.  On the way to the dungeon, Judy had noticed that her stride had changed as her thighs attempted to rub together in response to her horniness.  “I can’t help it,” she thought, “The idea of haughty Victoria lying atop the Cuban while Frank bottomed out in her mouth is just awesome.  I can almost hear the fucking threesome grunting and wheezing at their exertion.”

The reality she discovered was almost a disappointment.  Judy followed a faint whimpering sound and found Victoria clutching eagerly at the chainlink door of her three-foot-wide cell.  There was enough light from the flickering flames of the torches to clearly see the lean and haughty woman was naked, collared, and wore a whiffle-style ballgag.  Her face was red and puffy from hours of crying alone in the darkness.

“Scared?” was the simple greeting that slipped from Judy’s mouth at the sight. Somehow, she was not outraged to see her former boss’ treatment as a slave.  “You better be, Miss. Pritchard just found out about your sideline business.  She’s pretty pissed at you for hiding the profits from her.”

Judy grinned at the widening eyes of the slave cringing before her.  “Sexy,” she thought, “it’s kinda sexy to have control over someone who deserves this treatment.”

Judy glanced up to her eye level and saw two placards attached to the metal links of the kennel door.  “Procedures for Processing New Slaves,” she read aloud, “and signed by Miss. Victoria Gibson.”  She looked down at the slave before her and was rewarded once again with a fearful widening of the eyes.  “Oh, yes, … you are to be processed by your own rigid standards!  I doubt you’ll enjoy the irony, but you know how much I hated the way you were so mean to new slaves.  Now the collar is on your neck.”

She returned her gaze to the second placard and read it silently.  “Oh, boy!” she whispered.  “Guess, it’s official now,” she added in a louder voice, “your new name is vicki, … slave vicki.  You outta consider yourself lucky it’s not something much ruder.”  Judy knelt down before her former boss and whispered, “Not to rub it in, … but if it were my choice, your name would be something much more descriptive.” 

Judy held out the collar remote for vicki to see and added, “Guess you know the drill? It’s your procedures after all.”  As the cringing slave squinted her eyes closed in preparation for the pain, Judy activated the remote, triggering a strong punishment shock.  Before the woman could collapse all the way to the floor, Judy activated a second shock.  The stench of urine came from the unconscious slave as the third, and final, shock twisted her frame in pain.  The receptionist pulled vicki’s limp form out onto the stone floor and efficiently handcuffed her hands behind her back and locked a set of steel ankle cuffs with a one-foot hobble chain onto her legs.

Vicki was left in her shocked state while Judy wandered off looking through the dungeon for a rubber-wheeled punishment cart to drape the slave across.  She lit more torches and left the flames flickering on a low setting, providing enough light to more and more quickly explore the labyrinth.

Finally, Judy began her tattoo skills once again, this time on her former boss’ rump.  “I’m getting pretty good with the tattoo needle,” she thought.  “Vicki,” she added aloud to her quiet subject, “it’s pretty ironic that you not only get a Magnus Hotel tattoo on your ass, but you are now listed officially in our hotel book of slave conversions.  As you know, we have many hotel-owned slaves, but only seven have officially been enslaved under our federal license.  You, little vicki, are number seven.”

As the red outline around the Magnus Hotel logo began to form, Judy added conversationally, “I don’t know why the card listing your in processing instructions said to hold everything except the tattoo and urine sample for later.  Maybe Darlene will come down in the morning and shave you, start the piercings, and do everything else.”

The young lady stopped her ass artistry to shake cramps out of her fingers.  Taking advantage of the break, she spread vicki’s labia out widely and found the little nub she was looking for.  Without warning, Judy jammed a catheter deep inside the tender hole and set a sample jar below the squealing woman.  “As I said,” she whispered, “vicki, you now get to enjoy the fruits of your own perversity!”


Chapter 27 - Victoria’s Dungeon: Night One

Victoria clenched at the icy-cold steel woven mesh door of her cage and shook it once in a faint-hearted attempt to dislodge it.  She knew the try was more than futile.  “I designed every bit of this dungeon myself,” she thought with resignation.  “Three walls of the kennels are rough-faced, twelve-inch structural-grade concrete block filled with number six rebar and four thousand PSI concrete.  The kennel doors are one and a half inch schedule eighty pipe with imported Australian high-tensile galvanized wire woven  into a one-inch-square mesh.  Nothing I can do will break that 180,000 PSI strength twelve-gauge wire.”

She slumped down on the hard rubber mat of the kennel floor.  Victoria Gibson also knew full well that the heavy kennel door wasn’t merely hung on a few simple hinges.  Victoria had designed a clever electronic latching mechanism that ‘gripped’ the two sides of the pipe in six places when latched in the locked position.  The door was strong enough to hold the strongest felons securely in the barren cell.  ‘Vicki’ also had the kennel dimensions, and everything else in her dungeon, committed to memory.  “Thirty-six inches wide, forty-eight inches deep, and seventy-two inches tall.”  She groaned once and added aloud in a whisper, “Twelve square feet of cold ground surface in a kennel unadorned by anything except a rubber mat, a scratchy burlap blanket that smells like mildew retardant, and a piss-pot with a plastic lid.  I’m so fucked!  I thought about designing special escapes throughout the dungeon and decided against it.  You are a stupid shit, Victoria!”

The Magnus Hotel Night Manager and partner to Darlene Pritchard had personally designed and then overseen the construction of an extensive dungeon below the hotel that contained a labyrinth of faux-stone tunnels winding through a maze of seven dungeon caves of various sizes, a large lounge area with a central slave exhibition stage, a kennel with ten slave cells, and separate locker rooms for Masters and Mistresses.  Every wall and ceiling in the complex, except for the kennels, was built of a faux-stone finish over cast-in-place reinforced concrete wall.  The tunnel ceilings were a claustrophobic eight-feet while the dungeon caverns and the lounge area had twenty-foot ceilings.

“At least that chit of a receptionist left some light behind,” she grudgingly credited Judy Wetmore’s charity.  Judy had left a single torch lit in the kennel run; even if it was set to lowest position of flame.   The hotel’s newest slave had cringed when her tiny kennel door clanged shut in the dim light and then almost burst into tears when the heavy grillwork entry to the kennel itself had thumped shut as well.  A tiny electronic touch pad located in the ‘hall’ outside the kennel controlled the entry door as well as each of the ten smaller kennel doors.  “There is no way to escape,” she reminded herself.  “Only someone outside the kennel with the correct code can open the doors.”  She fingered her only adornment, her collar, and ruefully thought of the impossibility of removing it.

Like Judy, vicki was curious as to why she hadn’t yet been processed.  She shivered in remembrance of her fear of the coming brutal rape as her personally-trained henchmen dumped in into her own dungeon.  “They didn’t do anything except strip me and throw me into the kennel.  Why didn’t they rape me like the normal New Slave Protocol I designed?”  She glanced around in fearful paranoia and added, “I know they’ll be here soon; I’ve been here for what feels like days already.”  Her right hand rubbed across her tender butt and she thought, “The only pain I have is from the tattoo and my poor urethra where the catheter was jammed in.  Owww, … wish Judy had simply let me pee out my urine sample.”

Unable to sleep, vicki tossed and turned all night in her uncomfortable cell.  At more than one point during the seemingly never ending night, vicki moaned, “The first slave, … I’m the first slave to be used in my own dungeon.  Oh, shit.” 


Chapter 28 - Darlene Succumbs to Temptation

Darlene woke slowly.  She was practically glued to her lover from the night before.  Her breasts and tummy had adhered to his hard flesh as the sweat from their exhaustive coupling dried.  Her first word of the morning was a long incoherent grunt of discomfort as her crusty pubic mound tried to raise itself off her lover’s morning woodie.  She turned to her most faithful of lovers and winced.  “RALPH, you are tireless, but surely I can do better than you.”  She ran an appreciative hand down the grossly inflated cock and shook her head, “Course, … I might not be able to find anyone so accommodating.  Your cock is everything I could ask for.  If I want big, I just hit the inflate switch.  If not, you start out nicely sized and softly erect.”

She was fully aware that her motion across her bedroom toward her bathtub was more a hesitant waddle than anything that could be described as a sensuous glide.  “Note to self,” she whispered in her scratchy morning voice, “don’t get so carried away at Victoria’s predicament that you program yourself for two hours on RALPH.  Even my wrists are sore from pulling back on the headboard.”  Darlene slipped two fingers in her openly distended gash and added, “And, Darlene, try not to turn his cock into a freaking baseball bat next time.  Ouch.”  She felt the outline of her pussy lips and thought, “Right now, if my last human lover were to walk in the penthouse right now and dry rape me as hard as he could, I don’t think I’d feel a thing.  It’s bad enough to fuck yourself on a baseball bat, it’s another thing to pass out on it and sleep all night long with it inside me.”

The foamy water beckoned and she gratefully slipped into the soothing depths.

Later in her office, Darlene reviewed the status of the recent slaves.  “Wilma is still recovering in Victoria’s room and is eagerly awaiting a chance to see the breaking in of Victoria.  My plan is to let her see the video feed from the new dungeon.  Raul and Frank are sure much more agreeable to deal with now that they have a chance to vent some of their surliness upon vicki.  Guess that’s how Victoria bonded them to her, by offering them defenseless new slaves to molest and abuse.  Well vicki, guess that works both ways, … cause a man’s cock doesn’t seem to have much loyalty when faced with some fresh cunt to abuse.”  

“Let’s see, … this will be the second day of vicki’s ‘softening up’ and I still haven’t let Raul and Frank have her.  I’m waiting till I can find a local service that can give me a formal appraisal of Wilma and Victoria’s worth and their sexual skill levels.  Maybe it’s best if I turned this entire chore over to Judy, she seems to know a lot of slave contacts in town.”  Silently she reminded herself that cost was not a factor as she’d use the huge stash of cash that Victoria had hidden from her online auction sales.  “That’s plenty of money to pay for appraisals, training, and unexpected miscellaneous fees.” 

With that seemingly difficult chore taken care of, Darlene idly opened her e-mail and found that she’d opened a new note to Mike West of SpellBook Slaves and Games.

“Mike,” she typed.  “That ‘itch’ you saw the other day has gotten worse.  How about forty-eight hours?  We can set up a meeting as soon as ‘you’re off the clock.”  She signed it with her own first name.  Deciding to give in to an immature impulse, she added her teenage nickname in parentheses, ‘Cuddles’ after her name with the hope that he’d realize she wanted an evening or two of pampering like a treasured little pet.  Taking a deep breath, she typed over the forty-eight and replaced it with a seventy-two.  “I really need a break from the pressure,” she thought with a fond image in her head of being ‘forced’ to service the dominate slaver.  “After all, he was staring at me as if he’d love to jump my bones.  Hmmm, yessss, … delicious.” 


Chapter 29 - A Slaver’s Answer

The cover note gave Holly very specific rules for the meeting.  The bartender slave had to read the whole thing three times before she understood exactly what her role in the affair was.  “I don’t like it,” was her immediate response.  She thought the whole thing decidedly odd, but hoped that Miss. Pritchard and Mr. West knew what they were doing.  Underneath the cover note was a three-ring binder that contained numbered tabs, each of which held a sealed envelope taped below the tab.  The part that sent chills of fear down her spine was that the cover note to Holly was signed ‘Lilly’.  “I know about her from watching The Torture Channel.  From the things that she’s done to her fellow slaves, … Lilly is clearly a twisted bitch.  I wonder if Miss. Pritchard ever watches reality shows like ‘Spellbook Slaves on TTC?  Has she ever even heard of The Snuff Channel.”

The hotel slave glanced over at the large cardboard box and knew from the instructions that it also contained individual boxes marked with numbers that corresponded to the tabs and envelopes in the three-ring binder.  Shaking her head at the predicaments that horny women can put themselves into, Holly followed the instructions on the cover note and carefully opened the envelope at Tab One.  Inside was another, smaller, envelope with the name ‘Darlene’ written across it in bold cursive script.  “Obviously written by Lilly,” Holly thought dryly.

Holly picked out box number ‘one’ and walked out of her room with the envelope and box.  “Time to find Darlene,” she thought grinning sadly at the thought that she was already beginning to imagine her owner as a slave herself.  “Hope this ends well,” she thought without too much hope.


Chapter 30 - Darlene Becomes Cuddles the Slave

Darlene stared inquisitively at her bartender standing in her doorway.  “What is it Holly?”

Holly didn’t answer, she just handed the note she’d brought to Darlene and watched silently as the woman opened it.

Sweet little cuddles,

I understand that you want to come ‘play’ with us at Spellbook Slaves and Games.  Good, because seventy-two hours gives us plenty of time to have some exciting sessions.  To get your playtime, just tell Holly that you ‘agree’ to be her good little slut pet and to obey her every command.  She has all the instructions you’ll need.  Seal the deal with the ‘necklace’ that she’ll give you.  Hurry, I have everything arranged!

Lilly

Darlene grinned in anticipation.  Her pussy twinged at the thought of play acting as Mike West’s little plaything.  “Three days, … purrrfect.”  She glanced up to see Holly holding an unfamiliar slave collar and looking very serious.  Darlene couldn’t help but make a nervous giggle.  “It’ll be fine Holly, think how much fun I can have.”

Her slave’s answer raised her hackles, “Miss., are you out of your freaking mind.  He’s a slaver!  If he encouraged you it was only because he saw your glistening lips, … your fat hooters, … and your wide ass as places he could stick his cock or wrap some bondage cord around.  He’ll dominate you all right, … he’ll dominate your stupid cunt all the way to a slavers’ auction.  Think woman, … don’t let your horny pussy enslave you.  If he seemed to like you, it’s only because of your potential as blonde, big-titted stock.”

“Shut up Holly.  What do you know, … you’re only a slave.  Besides, … I agree to be your good little slut pet and to obey your every command!  There, … it’s done, now, … give me the collar!”

Darlene was completely unaware of how petulant and childish her voice sounded as she insisted that her slave reduce her Mistress to the slave of a slave.

With a smirk of self-satisfaction, Darlene placed the heavy metal collar around her neck and fumbled about until the tongue and recess were aligned.  The collar snicked shut with a sound heralding the irrevocable agreement.  “OK, what’s next?”

“Well cuddles, since you’re my obedient pet until we get to Spellbook Slaves, I’ll tell you one last time that this is a bad idea.  There are a lot of men, and some women, who’d buy you just because you’re perfect as a MILF example, … older, blonde, pretty, big torpedoes, a cushiony ass, and a pussy that’s still tight from lack of proper use.”

“Holly, I told you to shut … Eiiii”

“No, cuddles, you shut up!  Why do you think you have on a slave collar?  Speak respectfully and call me Miss. Holly.  Better get used to it now, … Lilly won’t put up with a sassy-mouthed slave.  I want to get you ready to survive this ordeal.”

Darlene groaned where she’d collapsed on the floor.  “Shocked,” she thought dazedly, “Holly used the slave collar to shock me.”  She struggled up to her knees and hardly understood the words she heard.

“Good, cuddles, stay down there on your hands and knees.  Now, … get your clothes off and crawl into the bathroom.  We have some grooming changes for you.”

Just minutes later, Darlene shivered in lust as her temporary mistress stroked a razor across her blonde bush.  Part of her was angry to lose the most intimate badge of her blondeness, her wispy thin and almost transparent blonde bush.  Another part of Darlene was unabashedly aroused by the forbidden act; another woman was teasing her way around her throbbing cunt with a shaving blade that traced tickling whispery strokes across her rapidly denuded flesh.  She squirmed her way through a mini-orgasm without any intentional stimulation from the redhead. 

Holly had to shock her twice more before she more or less willingly participated in her next cosmetic makeover.  “The bitch,” she moaned to herself, “she dyed my hair and my eyebrows black, … jet black.  Why?”  Still weak-muscled from the two back-to-back harsh electric shocks, Darlene let the woman finish the final rinse and manhandle her head about like a mannequin as she toweled her dry.  

Her hair was still damp and unruly when the young redhead clipped a lead to her collar and dragged her back into her bedroom and out into the formal living room.  “Mmmff,” she moaned when the woman thirteen years her junior stuffed a ballgag into her mouth and tightened the headstrap.  “I didn’t even have time to ask her what the plan is,” she complained to herself.  

Still somewhat shell-shocked at the rapidly unraveling simplicity of her plan, Darlene quickly signed a series of documents that Holly placed before her on the coffee table.  Everything was covered up except for the signature areas; being ballgagged kept Darlene from making any interruptions.

Deciding to keep from getting any more of the painful shocks, she compliantly let herself be led naked across her living room to be draped across the overstuffed arm of her sofa.  She was somewhat surprised when Holly wrapped bondage rope around her knees and tied them off to the sofa legs.  She was even more surprised when the ropes were drawn about her wrists and then pulled strongly across to the opposite side of the couch.  She was tautly tied bent over the padded arm with her naked ass and denuded pussy slit widely exposed for anyone to see.  Darlene’s cunt throbbed at the thought of her lewdness and the helplessness of her position.

A soft blindfold was slipped over her eyes and she heard Holly whisper softly in her ear, “Cuddles,” she heard, “you stay put while I deliver a note.  While I’m gone, you need to ask yourself whether Lilly has actually told Mike that you’re coming over for some quality time.”  The unseen woman ran a short-clipped fingernail down her back and across her sensitive ass.  Her final words were, “Remember, cuddles, this is what you asked for.”     


 Chapter 31 - More Tasks For Judy 

Judy had already picked up the slave processing box from where it was stored in Victoria Gibson’s apartment.  She inherited the unwholesome box from the former Night Manager upon her enslavement and hadn’t yet found a place where she wanted to store it.  She was getting better at using its many implements but still disliked the thing as if it were toxic.  

While in Victoria’s hotel apartment, she hadn’t been surprised to see Wilma the slave lounging on Victoria’s living room couch like some pampered pet.  Even though Judy had been the one to bring the whimpering slave to the apartment, and she’d relayed to Wilma that Darlene told her she could relax in the apartment, she still averted her eyes from what the slave wore.  It was undoubtedly the sexiest lingerie she’d ever seen.  “How can Victoria have ever even bought such a thing,” she’d whispered as she flushed beet red and hurried out of the apartment, mortified to hear the giggles of the slave behind her.  “Wilma is still a bit too uppity,” Judy thought as she hurried to accomplish her errant.  “I think the little slut was actually trying to seduce me!”  Judy was already beginning to feel harried as a result of the extra workload required since Victoria’s conversion to slavery.  The pressure and lack of sleep were beginning to affect her judgment.

Judy Wetmore actually had no idea what was going on with Victoria; she only knew that she’d been relegated to the unused hotel dungeon.  In her mind, a limp and resigned Victoria was getting brutally double-penetrated by a gang of men.  Judy imagined her sweaty and cum-encrusted former boss being thrown about by the vicious thrusts of the two security men.  Judy noticed that her own stride had changed as her thighs attempted to rub together in response to her horniness.  “I can’t help it,” she thought, “The idea of haughty Victoria getting pussy-raped by the Cuban while Frank skull fucks the bitch is just so sexy.  I can almost hear the fucking threesome grunting and wheezing at their exertion.”

As Judy slipped into the elevator, she remembered the bright red Magnus Hotel she’d tattooed on vicki’s ass.  “I’m getting pretty good with a tattoo needle.” she thought.  “It’s also ironic that vicki not only has a Magnus Hotel tattoo on her ass, but she is now listed officially in our hotel book of slave conversions.  We have many hotel-owned slaves, but only seven have officially been enslaved under our federal license.  Victoria is lucky number seven.  Hmmm, wonder if she thinks she’s lucky?”  The thought left Judy with a smile and she fidgeted while waiting for the elevator to arrive at the right floor.

Using her passkey, the receptionist and hotel Notary Public entered and found her subject bent over an upholstered chair, tightly secured with red bondage rope.  Unlike the other hotel slaves that she’d been pressed into processing to the new standards imposed by Victoria Gibson, this slave was dressed in a well-made and clearly expensive French Maid’s outfit.  Since nobody else was home, Judy decided to get right to work.  She moved her enslavement cart onto the carpeted floor beside the slave, opened up Victoria’s slave box on the cart’s top, and pulled a folding stool out from the lower storage area of the cart.  

Judy started her work by neatly pinning the short ruffled French Maid’s black skirt high up the back of the slave, exposing a tautly stretched pair of brilliant white silk panties.  A few deft tracings along the seamed edge of the panties with a black marker left working arcs indicating where the panties covered the slave’s ample rump.  Judy simply reached up and dragged the panties down in one long tugging pull, exposing a very wet set of labia denuded of any hair.  She pursed her lips and thought, “I’m not really sure why anyone wants to hide their slave’s brand under a set of panties.  We usually do the tattoo or brand in the hollow of the rump’s side for better presentation.”  Judy ran a fingertip across her abundant canvas and decided there was plenty of room for the standard Magnus Hotel tattoo.

Judy was a reluctant participant in administrating the Magnus Hotel’s federal slavers license.  She had gone on record with both Darlene Pritchard, the hotel owner, and Victoria Gibson, the ex-hotel night manager, that she, “didn’t like being part of a White Slave Act conversion.”  Unwittingly, Judy seemed to play a more important role every day in managing the hotel’s federal slaver license.  She’d been tattooing, tagging, and drawing DNA samples for the hotel’s newly expanded slave database for several days now.  It was Victoria’s mandate that even the lowly kitchen slaves get the basic Magnus Hotel tattoo, cunt and mouth lip identity tattoos, an electronic identity chip at the base of their necks, full-hand fingerprint scans, DNA samples from drawn blood, and full body and facial photos.  Victoria had an almost paranoid need to ensure that their slaves were never rustled without ample evidence of their true ownership.  As a result, Judy’s tattooing skills had improved significantly.  

While Judy had been daydreaming about how she’d been dragged deeper and deeper into WSA-2000 enslavements, her slave had begun to hyperventilate.  Judy frowned and felt forward to where the French Maid’s mouth was.  She encountered a brutally tight ballgag jammed into the small opening of a black discipline hood and gooey runnels of snot partially blocking her nostrils.  Muttering at how irresponsible some owners were with their slaves, Judy fumbled in a box of slave paraphernalia for a set of dental blocks.  She leaned over the back of the slave and reached around her head to loosen and remove the ballgag before she slipped the rubber dental blocks deep back against the molars of the gasping slave.  “Can’t have you vomiting into your lungs now can we?” she whispered reassuringly to the slave.

Remembering her own unexpected arousal at the sight of Wilma showing off her mostly naked form, Judy remained draped across the back of the slave long enough to slip both hands around the slave’s big boobs.  “Hmm, nice, hooters,” she whispered in the slave’s ear.  “Big and soft.”  Judy sniffed deeply at the slave’s neck, finding enough scent from an expensive perfume to get even further aroused.  Then, ashamed at taunting the poor woman, Judy blushed hotly and slipped back down to her stool.  She realized that she was totally conflicted by her emotions about slaves.  “I hate the whole idea of slavery and want the whole hideous concept to go away.  But, … I’ve never played with one, … and the idea has me hot and excited.  What should I do?”

Judy shook off her unprofessional feelings and slapped a tattoo template hard against the just sanitized ass of the slave.  With a last lingering look of fading lust at the black seams of the woman’s thigh-high stockings and the swollen pussy of what was clearly an excited bondage slut, Judy shook her head and began to work the vibrating needle across the once virgin white ass flesh.  The line of reddening flesh began to take on the clear aspect of the circle surrounding the Magnus Hotel logo that would be added next.  Momentarily exhausted from the tattooing, Judy leaned back to admire her work.  The bright red “Magnus Slaves” of the common brand was nicely centered within the darker, magenta of the oval around it.  “Nice,” she murmured with a smile, “your tattoo looks perfect, you little vixen.”  The aroma from the bound slave was even more noticeable.  Judy couldn’t help tracing one fingertip along the swollen outline of an arousal-slick and puffy labia.  Even bound tightly, the slave twitched in clear arousal.  “Yes!” she whispered back to the trembling slave, “you’re a real slut, … a real bondage slut.  Bound, … gagged, … and helpless and you’re still in heat!”  Judy surreptitiously sniffed at her wet finger and added, “Clearly you were made to be an owned slut; it’s in your nature.”

As a means of resting from the tedious work of the first tattoo, Judy pulled out her wireless notebook and accessed the hotel slave database.  As she’d been doing with each of the low-level hotel sluts during the long day, she created a new entry for the slave.  “I have to ask Miss. Pritchard where her papers are for this slave,” she mused.  “I’m having a tough enough time getting everything databased when it comes to the slaves already owned by the hotel when Miss. Pritchard took over and got her federal slaver license.  She must have folders stashed around her penthouse someplace with all their paperwork.”

Finished creating the database entry, she set a plastic bag, containing a sterilized injector already loaded with a single tiny transponder the size of a grain of uncooked rice, on the slave’s newly decorated rump.  When she ran a chip scanner over the bag, the permanent radio-frequency identification (RFID) microchip responded with an identity code which Judy digitally copied into the appropriate field of the database.  The uniquely coded microchip was easily injected under the loose skin at the nape of the slave’s neck.  Judy smiled as the slave never even felt the needle enter her skin; she’d merely tugged on the bitch’s hair just before injecting the chip.  “As soon as I finish this slave’s data entries, I’ll update the national database and she can always be found and identified anytime she is scanned.

She drew a blood sample which would be analyzed cheaply at a local lab and then the test results and DNA data would be fed into the database.  Next was a special glove that Judy drew over the slave’s right hand.  The glove clicked softly when her wireless notebook activated the scanner which copied every whorl and seam on the slave’s hand.  With just a few taps on the notebook’s touch pad, the images of the slave’s finger and handprints were copied into more fields of the database designed by Victoria Gibson.  Judy reminded herself once again that, “All this work is just because Victoria was so paranoid that one of our slaves would escape or be stolen.  At least all this effort is cheap, even if it causes me tons of headache and work.”

The implement that Judy next pulled out of one of the slave processing boxes was similar to a set of light-weight ‘vice-grips’ except that the gripping surface was almost three inches wide and lined with a thin layer of rubber.  Judy set the grippers against an outer labia lip already pulled taut by her other hand’s fingers and clicked the tool shut.  A piece of surgical rubber around the end of the handle pulled the tool against the slave’s thigh and tugged the labia away from the vaginal opening it protected.  Judy worked a loose knot in the tubing.  Working freehand now, Judy stuck the tattoo needle into the sensitive inner flesh of the labia and began with a capital M, a period, an H, another period, a dash, and then the slave’s pet name.  She’d already looked up in Spellbook Slaves and Games’ SlaveMaster software and had found no other slave already registered with the designation “M.H. - cuddles” anywhere in the national archives.

“Cuddles, … you won’t enjoy the tattoo I’ll put inside your lower mouth lip either.”  A moan of either agreement, pain, or lust came from ‘cuddles’ the slave.  “I’ll have to come back another time for your facial and body photos.  For some reason, Darlene, … I mean Miss Pritchard, wants you left in your discipline hood.  Did you piss her off or something?”  Judy was just passing time, amusing herself while she worked; she no more expected the slave to answer her rhetorical questions than a dog owner would have expected her pet dog to respond verbally.

“Yes, … just a little bit more and we can start on your other lip.  Hmmm, no rest for poor Judy, … just more work, … a never ending pile of slaves to deal with.”  She sighed and pulled out another bottle of black tattoo ink.


 Chapter 32 - Darlene’s Grooming Session

Darlene was in a tizzy.  She’d never felt so empty-headed and out of control in her entire life.  “It started as soon as Holly shocked me after I collared myself,” she mentally whispered.  “That’s something I certainly never expected; it kinda fried my brain and I stopped being able to focus for hours.  Right after getting shocked, … it got really confusing, … I remember getting my sex hair shaved off, … I kinda liked that.”  She blushed in remembrance of how much of an understatement that was.  “Well, … I guess I orgasmed at least once while she was shaving me.  But, … then she shocked me several times as she dyed my hair and eyebrows black.  After all that, … I remember signing documents, … but can’t remember if I read them or not.  Surely I read them, … right?”

The stinging on the inside of her left labia reminded her that this whole ‘pretend’ slave idea wasn’t going at all as she expected.  “Judy is processing me like a regular hotel slave!  Why?  And, … the freaking needle stings like crazy and my jaws hurt too,” she thought with indignation.  “As for this stupid French Maid outfit, … I can’t hardly believe that Holly made me put it on much less that she took me out of the room on a long tour of the hotel dressed in this humiliating outfit.”

Darlene had remained tied naked over her couch for hours with her slippery and funky-smelling gash pointed up into the air for anyone to see.  “So, when Holly finally returned after leaving me along for so long, she showed up with a French Maid outfit that she forced me to put on.  It was so humiliating,” she thought, “She led me cuffed and gagged through my own lobby with nothing to protect my identity except for this awful black leather hood.  I know my white panties were exposed the whole way and my boobies bounced about in this too loose bra that barely covers my nipples.”  She took a deep breath and added, “It made me look like some sort of slut!”

Even the stinging humiliation of getting tattooed by Judy didn’t blunt the mortification of what occurred while outside the hotel.  “Then Holly dragged me back to the penthouse by a leash, dug through the outfits in my closet, and dressed herself up like some sort of high-power businesswoman.”  Darlene gasped in humiliated remembrance of her next stop.  “She took me to a grooming salon!”  Staid and proper Darlene would have spit the words out if her mouth hadn’t been locked open with the dental blocks.  “I can’t believe that she left me for hours with my leash locked to a grooming stand after she told the attendant that she had an important business meeting and wanted her pet taken care of while she was out.  Then, I had to wait for that ditzy attendant to cut my hair and do my nails.”  Darlene flushed with shame at what she would never acknowledge, that she’d also orgasmed while locked atop the grooming stand like some pampered little house pet.  “That cunt nearly cut all my hair off!” she complained as a means of skipping over her arousal at being handled by the stranger at the salon.  “She gave me some sort of punk hairdo.  My own mother wouldn’t recognize me with short black hair all spiked up like some teenager!”

More degradation awaited her at the grooming salon.  “They yanked off my panties like a common slut and tied me with my legs wide open.  A Brazilian wax job was something I’d never considered in my life.  Even freshly shaved, it hurt like hell!  Plus, they waxed off everything, … every piece of sensitive flesh, … even the cleft between by butt cheeks, … even across my rectum!  That’s something I’ll never do again!”

The more than faint pain remaining from the piercing of her clit brought more remembered shame.  “That bitch at the salon enjoyed seeing me wiggle before she stuck that needle in my clit!  She called me a ‘hot little whore’ when I orgasmed after she squeezed my clit with her fingers.”   

Darlene belatedly realized that all the remembered events of the long afternoon had made her lose control of her breathing as Judy worked on her exposed ass.  The tattoo needle was silent now and Darlene was gasping out of control as her heart raced with abandon.  She felt a slight sting on her left ass cheek.  She didn’t have any way of knowing, but Judy had just put some of her Slave Management Class skills to use.  When she’d realized that her slave was hyperventilating out of control, she’d quickly filled a syringe with a heavy dose of Diazepam and slapped it into cuddle’s ass.  

No longer protected with human rights, slaves were increasingly treated by veterinarians rather than the more expensive doctors licensed to deal with human problems.  Further, federal slaver licensees, like Magnus Hotel, had a lot of leeway for dispensing basic medications to slaves.  Judy’s slaver kit had a number of drugs available for dealing with slave issues.  Diazepam was only one such drug. 

“Shhh,” Darlene heard between her deep breaths, “this’ll make you calm down and you’ll feel much better.  You will be able to rest soon, … a heavy shot like this won’t wear off for at least six to eight hours.”


Chapter 33 - A Surprise Guest Checks In

Judy Wetmore, the Magnus Hotel Day Receptionist, was busy; she’d had a harried couple of days.  “First I had to attend that horrible hearing; then I had to process Victoria, one of my bosses, as a new slave; then Miss Pritchard decides to get a new penthouse slut and I have to tattoo her; and now, to top everything off, Miss. Pritchard announces she’s taking the rest of the week off.”  She muttered a few curses under her breath, a clear sign she was under way too much pressure.  “Plus, Miss. Pritchard made me start databasing all the slaves owned by the hotel.  Then, … the oddest part,” she inwardly complained, “is that she elevated Holly from a simple Corporate Asset bartender to a position as C.A. in charge of all hotel slave affairs.  Strange.”  She shook her head in wonderment as she undated the guest registration logs on her computer.  “So, … now we have a hotel whore taking over some of the duties of Victoria and Miss. Pritchard.  Meanwhile, … I’m both Day and Night Manager, … working my ass off without any additional help.”


Judy’s work, and her inner musings, were interrupted by the approaching clicking of women’s heels on the polished granite floor.  She looked up and her mouth dropped open in shock; the sight before her was mesmerizing.


“Hun,” a deep and sultry voice purred, “I’d close that mouth before someone shoves something in it.”


Even the apparition’s voice wasn’t enough to break Judy’s captivated stare.  Only the clatter of a well-used red ballgag, and it’s scuffed black leather restraining strap, as it bounced toward her across the counter brought her back to life.  Her gaze flickered fearfully to the ballgag on the counter, invoking a shudder, before she refocused on the Mistress and her entourage standing before the reception desk.


She’d seen nothing in her young life to compare with what she now saw.  The alluring voice belonged to a veritable mountain of muscular womanhood covered from shoulders to toes in skin-tight black vinyl.  “My Gawd!” Judy accidentally muttered aloud.


Six foot of one hundred percent woman smiled at her response.  “Dear,” the black-clad form whispered conspiratorially as she leaned forward over the counter and somehow managed to grab her forearm in an iron-tight grip, “if you want to put that wide-open mouth to use, just slip on that ballgag and we can play anytime.  In fact, … keep the gag, it’ll remind you of the kind of fun we might have.  Better yet, if you want, … we can invite Missy to join us.  Course, … you better be really good at pleasing me, cause Missy does get a little bit jealous sometimes.”


Judy felt the blood drain from her face as she glanced at the woman standing beside the Mistress.  She was only slightly reassured when she was able to free her forearm from the Mistress’ grasp.  From Judy’s perspective, what she saw were two Valkyries from legend come to life; each in skin-tight black vinyl standing before her.  Without looking, Judy was certain that each wore high-heeled boots in the same glistening black material.  “The second woman is a slave and a Slave Trainer herself,” Judy thought as she took in the woman’s mountainous breasts and the hand-tooled silver conches set into her wide black leather slave collar.  Judy shivered once again as she recognized that the conches on the collar beautifully depicted the silhouette of a kneeling slave with pendulous down-hanging breasts.  “You can even see that they’re gagged,” Judy thought in fearful appreciation of the loving artistry and the expense of such a custom-ordered gift.


The ‘Slave’ held three leashes in a meaty paw.  Judy’s eyes followed each leash.  The three kneeling female slaves were hardly of any special notice except that two were naked save for collars and the briefest of loincloths that essentially just covered their mons and the crack of their butts, while the third slave wore an ugly gray slave smock.  Judy could only guess at the appearance of the third slave because her unruly hair covered her down-looking face.  “She’s fat,” Judy observed critically.  “Why does her Mistress tolerate a fat slave?”


“Yes,” the sexy voice whispered.  “Two of them are beautiful, aren’t they?  Of course, the funny thing about almost naked, collared women is that they usually gain an inner glow of loveliness.”  


Judy shuddered as the Mistress leaned forward once again and whispered quietly, “The most amazing thing is that not every ‘slave’ that I see about me is properly enslaved, … yet.  Why, I bet you’ve often wondered what it might feel like to ‘play’ the slave.  Don’t worry, most little fluffy toys like you have secret fantasies of being ‘forced’ to service others.”  The black-clad woman grinned and licked her lips.  “It’s my business to make expert lovers of the toys I train.  Anytime you want to watch us in action, you’re free to watch, … or, … do anything else you please.”


“One of these,” and she stopped talking to point behind her to a severely gagged slave with thick blonde hair, “is a toy belonging to a respected housewife here in Eastlake.”  She once again leaned forward to whisper at Judy, “Gossip has it that the wife ‘bought’ the husband’s mistress by promising her a single one million dollar payment if she enslaved herself and completed five non-stop years of unrestricted servitude.”  The Mistress once again pointed, this time to the harsh and painful reverse prayer that her hands had been forced into behind her back and the precise whip patterns across her shimmering womanly form.  “Course, she has no safeword as a slave and my instructions are to teach her to be the wife’s worshipful body servant.  I’m sure that she’ll have a harsh five years with lots of chances to slip up and renege on her contract.”


The woman next pointed generally in the direction of the other female slave that was bound identically to the first except that she had a black leather discipline hood locked upon her head.  “This one has an interesting story.  A horny slut in town ‘enslaved’ herself to a prominent businessman that she was having an affair with.  Unfortunately, the wife didn’t take too kindly to having a new slave in the house and knowing our reputation, specifically asked for Missy to break the new bitch’s spirit in a long training regime; supposedly her intent was to deliver a good little slut to the husband and ensure she knew how to please women as well.  Course, the stupid cunt of a wife didn’t plan on her husband’s intervention.  He kinda switched their roles, … the new slave is now  ‘number one’ in the household and the wife is kneeling before you as the lowest household slave.”  Her face showed no sympathy at all for the ex-wife as she continued in a teasing voice, “Poor baby,” she cooed, “she still has four months left to go on a fully-paid six-month training regime.  The husband clearly wouldn’t allow any meddling in his sex life!”


“By the way, … I’m Mistress Angel Raven,” the woman abruptly announced as she threw an oversize business card down on the reception counter.  “You may call me Mistress Angel or Mistress Angel Raven, … either is fine.”  


Judy shivered at the look of pure lust that the woman directed at her.  The next comment from the domineering slave trainer didn’t reassure her.  “Course, I deal with slaves of all kinds, … even those belonging to men, … it’s just that I prefer to deal with the ‘ladies’ who own the slaves and ‘help’ them out at the same time we train their slaves.  I have another card that I use to hand out to men.”  


The purring nature of the Mistress as she spoke of working with ‘ladies’ scared Judy.  “Careful, girl,” Judy told herself, “this one’s dangerous!”


“I’m here to check in and I’ll need kennels for the slaves.  Please hurry, the poor dears haven’t been watered or allowed to pee for hours.”


Judy saw Missy’s face contort in a feral grin at the reference to the female slaves’ torment.  Shaking herself to break her attention away from the women’s plight, she looked up to Mistress Angel and replied, “Ma’am, are you sure that this is the right hotel, I haven’t seen your name on a reservation list.


The woman identified as Missy strode forward two steps and slapped a letter down on the counter before Judy.  “Read this!” the woman growled in a voice that told of barely restrained fury.  


Judy reevaluated her description of the two women, “One is like a black-haired Valkyrie alright, … but the other is more like a blonde barbarian queen captured in battle, … still dangerous and acting like she’s in enemy territory.”  She forced herself to unfold the letter and barely trusting herself to look away from the two began to read: 


Mistress Angel Raven,


I’m so glad that we were able to come to agreement regarding the relocation of your highly suspected business to our hotel.  My Night Manager and Slaver Agent, Miss. Victoria Gibson, will be briefed on our plans tomorrow.


Please give me a few days to ready things for your arrival.  You’ll have a spacious apartment on our seventeenth floor and you can take over the unused Dungeon that Victoria has been building.  There will be plenty of room to house and train our slaves as well as your outside projects.  As we discussed, you will train our slaves at a 50% discount rate and we will receive 25% of the fee you receive for training or selling your slaves.  Otherwise, there are no additional costs for the use of your apartment, the Dungeon, or sharing our Federal Slaver License.


With warmest regards,


Darlene Pritchard


Judy looked up at the still smiling Mistress and her scowling alter ego.  “Welcome, Ma’am!  I’ll have our staff ready your quarters and show your Slave to the Dungeon.”  Judy slammed a fist down on the bellhop bell and wondered, “Where in the hell are they!”


A large hand covered her noticeably sweating wrist.  “It’s OK, dear.  I understand that Darlene probably hasn’t finished our arrangements.  It simply wasn’t convenient to wait until she got everything ready.”


The young receptionist was still somewhat dazed as the Barbarian Queen led her slave coffle after one bellboy while the Mistress and her ‘housecunt’ followed another bellboy.  The valets at the curb were busy bringing in more trunks and bags to join a growing mountain of baggage near the concierge desk.


“So the hotel now has a resident Slave Training Mistress,” Judy told herself wearily.  “Oh, boy!  Great mounds of roped tits!  This just means more work for me.  Yes, I know, … more work, … more work.”



Chapter 34 - Mistress Angel Raven is Restless

Mistress Angel Raven was restless.  “Missy is busy getting our trainees settled in the Hotel Dungeon, … I doubt I’ll see her before morning.”  She glanced across her new apartment to the imposing mound of trunks and suitcases.  “Angelita is going to be a busy housecunt all night as well.  She’ll have a rough morning if we aren’t moved in by the time I wake up.”

She leaned forward and smoothly rose to her full six foot of height plus the added three inches from her black vinyl boots.  “Too bored!  Just, too bored to stay in here alone,” she muttered as she opened her door to the hotel corridor.

Once in the private elevator that had, until recently, serviced only the lobby and the seventeenth floor, Angel cursed and punched the lobby button, her only option as the Dungeon level, a brand new buttonhole identified with a single bold and cursive ‘D’ required a special key.    “I was going to get a drink in the lounge that I’ve heard so much about.  Now, … I think that’s for later.”

Angel found Judy Wetmore still working the reception desk and noted the tired look on the young woman’s face.  She told the weary receptionist what she was looking for and watched her wander around behind the desk, looking for the envelope that Darlene Pritchard might have left.  Finally, with a tired grin at discovering the small package, Judy brought it over to the tall receptionist counter and handed it through the lowered cutout for registering guests.

“Hmmm, nice earrings,” Mistress Angel Raven purred as she took the opportunity of Judy leaning forward with the package to grasp the young woman’s earlobe and pull her slightly forward so that she was forced to rise to her tiptoes and set her hips against the backside of the counter.  Judy had to balance herself with both hands flat against the countertop to keep from falling flat on her face.

“Mmistress, … ow, that hurts.”

“Yes, thank you for acknowledging that I’m a Mistress.  But, Judy, your earring is just so pretty that I had to see it up close.”  She continued to hold the ear and leaned forward, almost cheek to cheek with the nervous woman.  “Judy, I don’t see my business card or ballgag here where I left them.  Why, … I bet that you put them in your purse behind the counter.”  

The fearful stammer of, “Nno, … no, of course not,” was deliciously sexy to the Mistress as her pussy twinged at the thought of playing with this juicy twenty-two-year-old morsel.  She sniffed the woman’s pleasing perfume from just beside her cheek and answered, “Oh, you blondes are just so airheaded; so, it’s a bet, and I know I’ll find them in your purse.”

When the young girl kept nervously flicking her head slightly to the negative, indicating that she didn’t have the ballgag and business card, Mistress Angel Raven leaned back to retrieve a linked-chain dog leash she kept folded under a loop of vinyl at her waist.  She snicked the snap end of the slave leash to the dangling earring and wrapped the far end about a purse hanger out of sight under the countertop.  Leaving her pretty prey trapped by her own jewelry, the tall Mistress strode wordlessly around to the end of the counter and began opening cabinets.  With a little cry of success at finding the purse open with gag and card openly in sight, the black-clad Mistress slipped beside the receptionist and lightly settled her arm across her back in a conspiratorial side-by-side hug.

“Darling,” she purred to the aghast woman, “you owe me a kiss for the lost bet and a penalty for the lie about denying that you kept the ballgag.  You can make arrangements with my Number One Slave, Missy, to repay your debt.”  At the blonde’s silence, the Mistress lowered her arm about the girl and squeezed one of her slim ass cheeks, easily engulfing it in one broad hand.  “Well?” she demanded as she squeezed the butt meat even harder.

“Yyes,” the girl squeaked.

“Yes, what?” Angel growled back.

“Yes, Mmistress,” Judy stammered.

“Good, … now give me Darlene’s package and get back to work.  Oh, … and you better get a good night’s sleep, darling.  The kiss will be repaid in public, as if we are much more than long-lost friends greeting each other for the first time in ages, and the penalty, … well, let’s just say that will be a private one.”  As she walked away, completely ignoring the bewildered girl, she didn’t see Judy’s pretty lips silently curse Victoria for her stupidity in becoming a slave and Miss. Pritchard for taking vacation while there was no trained backup to work the front desk.  She was willing to blame her bosses for her reacting so poorly to the taunts of the Mistress.

Once in the opulent private penthouse elevator, Angel sorted the two keys she’d just been given and inserted the shiny one into a key slot beside the eighteenth floor.  Humming happily, Mistress Angel got a final glance at Judy trying to undo the snap of the slave chain and free herself from the trapped position she’d been left in.  “Better not renege on our little wager,” she whispered, “it’s better to keep me as a friend than an enemy.”  The elevator started upward; Mistress Angel was eager to meet her new partner.

Ignoring the doorbell and the ornate brass knocker on the nine-foot entry door, Angel opened Darlene Pritchard’s penthouse with her new key and strode in unannounced.  The opulence of the old-world luxury in the two-story entry took her breath away.  “Wow!” she muttered, “How well the rich have it, … whew!”  She couldn’t help but softly whistle in profound admiration.

Angel’s attention immediately shifted in response to a faint whimpering moan that followed her low whistle.  She stepped cautiously into the ornate formal living room and caught sight of her favorite thing.  “A punished slave,” she whispered as she approached the frilly white panties stretched tautly over the rump of a bound French Maid.

The commanding form of the Mistress ran a surprisingly gentle fingertip up the back of the exposed thigh and then dipped her fingernail under the tight white silk edge of the panty.  Intrigued, Angel watched her finger move under the fabric toward the crotch of the softly whimpering slave.  She hesitated and drank in the ankles bound together with red bondage cord, the thigh-high stockings with fake black seams, the short skirt that no longer concealed the panty-covered butt of the bent-over slave, and the black hair cut short and coiffed in a punk, spiky manner.  Angel grinned at the other red bondage cord that gripped the slave’s wrists and pulled her almost too tautly toward the far side of the overstuffed sofa she was bound across.

Mistress Angel moved her fingers the last inch and she encountered a set of very bare labia slick with feminine arousal.  “Yes!” she whispered, “A real bondage slut.  Bound, … gagged, … helpless, … and she’s still in heat!”

With nobody about to stop her, Mistress Angel used both hands to slip under the miniscule skirt and grasp the top of the frilly white panties.  She couldn’t help but grin in lustful anticipation as the creamy, unblemished flesh of the full ass was exposed as the panties were tugged down to the slave’s knees.  

The black-clad Mistress couldn’t resist; she leaned forward and took a deep sniff of the slave’s arousal.  Ignoring the swampy pussy, she traced the bright ink of the new tattoo on the French Maid’s ass. 

“No number on your hotel tattoo,” she mused.  “Honey, you must not be a very cherished slave since you don’t even have a personalized brand on your ass.  I wonder, … what did you do to piss off Darlene?  Did you break something valuable?  Are you her private toy?  Hmmm.”

The Mistress frowned as she realized that the woman didn’t have a mark on her unblemished skin except for the brand-new tattoo.  “Ohhh,” she whispered in real disappointment, “you haven’t even received your first ritual punishment yet.  You’re tied up like you’ve been a bad little girl who’s awaiting punishment, … but maybe Darlene got called away.”  She left the slave for the moment and strode quickly through the rooms of the penthouse.  “No Darlene anywhere, just the abandoned slave in her penthouse.”

Finding the spacious penthouse deserted, Angel Raven tentatively looked into Darlene’s bedroom.  “Hmmm, … I’ve been looking for some bondage toys so I could play with the French Maid, but, … nothing so far.”  Disgusted at the hotel owner’s seemingly nonexistent supply of slave gear, she yanked open a bureau drawer and grabbed two black nylon stockings.  “These will do in an emergency.  Next time I wander about this hotel, I’ll be better prepared.”

The athletic Mistress settled her two hundred and twenty pound weight easily on the couch in front of the French Maid’s head.  She looked into the woman’s tranquil eyes and decided that the calmness bespoke of a well-trained slave, long used to handling by her betters.  “We’re gonna have a little fun down in my new apartment,” she whispered to the woman as ran the fingertip still ripe with the slave’s musk across the girl’s lips, tracing the line of the fat ballgag still plugging her mouth.  “Well, … at least, … I’m gonna have some fun.”  Grinning in anticipation, she hurriedly untied the long section of red bondage rope that had gripped the wrists tightly across the length of the couch.  To replace the red cord, Angel Raven spun the length of doubled black nylon about the slave’s wrists and knotted it off. 

She once again knelt behind the bare ass of the slavegirl.  The shorter length of red bondage cord around the slave’s knees had been removed and thrown aside along with the wrappings from her ankles.  The Mistress tugged the panties off the rest of the way and took up the longest section of red bondage cord.  She bent it in half, fed the bent middle around the slave’s waist to a point close to her belly button, and ran the two free ends through the bend.  It took both hands and a mighty tug, but Angel Raven settled the cord deep into the narrowest portion of her prisoner’s waist.  Keeping everything snuggly tight, Angel Raven fed the long end between her plaything’s legs, carefully guiding the two red ropes squarely across the open inner pinkness of the woman’s drooling pussy.  Moving faster now, she ran the cords up under the belly loop and back down toward the girl’s crotch.  This time, she split the bondage cords so that one ran on the outside of each puffed out labia.  Finally, the almost used up rope ends were fed under the belly band and tied off with two half hitches on each end.  Satisfied, she slapped her temporary servant hard on an ass cheek and wickedly announced, “I had to give your hot pussy something a little harsh to think about as we head back to my apartment.  I can’t have a slavegirl cumming before I do.  A hot little thing like you needs to be reminded of her place.  It’s gonna be all about me, little girl, … not your hot and funky cunt!”

The Mistress easily tugged her slavegirl upright and watched in amusement as she tottered about as she fought to regain her balance on her four-inch heels.  Angel Raven had used a final short piece of the bondage cord as a red leash tied to the nylons imprisoning her wrists and pulled her toy toward the elevator.  “Oh, … slavegirl, … whatever your name is, … I left a message for your Mistress, she can have you back in the morning.”  The slave hobbled after as quickly as she could with her ankles joined with twelve inches of slack cord and the high heels to hinder her movement.


Chapter 35 - Missy Finds a New Toy

Missy was pleasantly surprised by the spacious dungeon that she discovered beneath the hotel.  She’d been told that it was only seventy feet by sixty feet and expected some sort of dingy, cheap imitation of a dungeon.  “Instead,” she murmured in appreciation as she ran a hand across the rough wall of the ‘tunnel’ she was currently walking through, “the natural stone faux finish is first class work.”  She came to the first intersection and began to turn left in the dim torch light and added, “If I didn’t have the map that Miss. Pritchard mailed to Mistress, I would have wandered the wrong way.  It’s not so large that I’d get lost, … it’s just, … well, … it looks so real.”  Even the hardened slave shivered at the thought of being held against her will and tortured down in the cold, dark dungeon.  She shook herself and thought with a grin of anticipation, “Wonder how long it’ll be before I can get Mistress Angel Raven pissed off enough to play with me down here?  Ohhh, … I can’t wait!”  Only sheer obedience kept her from stopping to play with herself; she knew it was forbidden unless Mistress let her.

She peeked into a spacious cell to her right that was locked with a heavy barred door and saw ominous shapes scattered about the room.  A few sparkles of light reflected off segments of chain hanging limply from the invisible ceiling.  “A regular amusement park,” she whispered to the two slaves she led.  “And, apparently it’s fully equipped, … as promised.”

Just before her turn to the kennels, Missy halted in amazement at the sight of the raised exhibition stage in the middle of the largest cavern in the dungeon.  Four of the torches were lit enough for her to see tables and comfortable overstuffed chairs surrounding the stage.  “Well, imagine the fun that we’ll have here, girls.  Mistress will be more than pleased at what we can do privately and publicly in this dungeon.”

Missy halted before two heavy steel doors that barred her way to the kennel entry.  “I can see the kennel through the bars, … but, … where is that keypad?”  On the right side of the door she found a simple numeric keypad set in the stone above a six-inch by nine-inch computer screen.  She tapped in one, five, nine, … paused and then tapped in three, five, nine, … stopped to think and finished with a zero and the pound sign.  The barred doors beside her audibly clicked open and the blank screen below the keypad flickered on, exposing a kennel layout with a number of colorful icons scattered across it.  Missy had just entered her Mistress’ access code into the dungeon computer system and had been given full access to the dungeon.

“Well, well, well, … what do we have here?  I was told the kennel was empty and the computer system claims that the right middle cell is locked and occupied by a heat source.  Did somebody leave us a surprise?”

Eager to see what was going on, Missy dragged her two slaves into the kennel and looked at the middle run.  Crouched behind the three-foot-wide cage door was a kneeling black-haired slave naked save for her collar.  Missy grinned at the look of sheer horror on the woman’s face.  “New meat,” she whispered, “I can tell instantly when I see freshly enslaved cunt.”  She glanced up to the top of the wire mesh on the cage door and saw two prominently mounted placards.  It was too dark to read the signs; Missy reached to the nearest torch and cranked the gas feed up higher.  With a faint hiss, the warm flicker of torchlight brightened in the kennel.  “The left card is simply rules for new slave handling, but the right card, …”

Missy had been too astonished to react at what she’d read.  Instead, she’d hurriedly unbound each of her slaves and then thrust them into a waiting cell, demanding that they piss by themselves, slammed their doors shut, and walked out of the kennel, eager to get ready to play.  “What a night!” she gushed happily, “Mistress will be so pleased!”

As promised by the placard at the adjacent bay, the twenty-foot by twenty-foot cell across from the kennels already had a leather-covered vaulting horse, without the traditional wooden handgrips, centered in the room and several bags of bondage toys arrayed beside it.  Missy dug through the bags and found several appropriate items.

Back at the kennel entry just a few feet away, Missy paused after she unlocked the center cell and remembering the left placard, twice triggered the slave’s collar, releasing bone-jarring electric shocks.  Missy had no difficulty dragging the limp form of the slave out of the cell.  She stiffened her right thumb and jabbed it fully into the woman’s dry ass, simultaneously sliding three fingers from the same hand into the  much moister depths of her cunt.  The ‘bowling ball’ grip settled, Missy grabbed the slave’s two wrists in her left hand and heaved her almost effortlessly up into the air.  She manhandled the one hundred thirty-two pound former night manager to the smooth leather of the vaulting horse, keeping most of the limp form’s weight supported by the three fingers snugly mashed against the inside of her pubic bone.  The thin layer of tender skin quickly bruised from the harsh treatment. 

At the vaulting horse, Missy shifted her hold on the naked slave so that the limp form draped across her shoulders as she leaned the slave’s ass against the middle of the horse while she knelt down.  There were two ankle straps waiting on the stone flooring to lock the woman’s feet in a far-spread position dictated by the legs of the horse.  Wrist straps hanging from chains dangling from the ceiling next stretched the woman upright, her ass now tightly backed against the leather of the horse because the chains bowed her body backward, exposing her front to Missy.

The five-foot-eight-inch Slave Trainer strode around the horse to stand beside vicki.  She grabbed a handful of black hair and yanked the slave’s head back, close to her own leering face.  In her contorted position, vicki was much shorter than Missy who whispered quietly into vicki’s ear, “Did anyone tell you why you’ve been left alone down here practically unmolested for two days?  Your owner must be pissed off at you cause she left detailed and gruesome instructions on what to do with you before I call in your two security boys for a little free play.  A final point, … some guy named Rondo is coming down here in three days to test your sexual skills.  If you don’t satisfy him in every way imaginable, it’ll reflect poorly on me and I’ll torture your worthless carcass till you wished you’d never been born.  Begging for mercy or death won’t sway me one bit.  In fact, … I’ll prove to you how heartless I am in the next few hours.  You have the look of a haughty bitch that will have a hard time learning her place.”

Missy walked around to stand between vicki’s wide-stretched legs and looked critically at her black pubic hair and lack of pussy adornment.  “I forgot,” she abruptly announced.  “My name is ‘Missy’, formerly Mellissa Elizabeth Stone, loved property of Mistress Angel Raven.  Yes, … that’s right, … the former high and mighty Victoria Gibson is soon going to whimper and beg to pleasure another slave in order to escape her initiation.”  

She reached up and leisurely trapped one of the forty-three-year-old’s tight little B-cup nipples and then abruptly yanked the nipple away from her chest wall.  Satisfied when the woman only whimpered, Missy continued, “Good, I like that in you, vicki.  You see, … I know all about you and your training methods.  In fact, I’ve held you in high esteem because I think we agree on how to treat new slaves.  Course,” and her voice shifted to one of concentrated anger, “if you disappoint me and begin howling for mercy too soon, I’ll know you’re either lying about submitting or that you were a fake all along.  Neither will amuse me.  The only way to shorten your pain will be to accept it for as long as possible.”

Missy let vicki’s head loose and reached down for something beside the vaulting horse.  She waved the massive Bitch Buster that Victoria had recently used on Wilma in front of her face and told the horrified woman.  “Yes, vicki, we know all about your joyful reaming of new slave pussy, ass, and mouths with this monster.  As soon as you’re ‘softened’ up, the only mercy you get from me will consist of this beast being jammed all the way up your dry ass.  If you were smart, you’d start encouraging your pussy to lubricate itself cause maybe some of that funky lube will dribble down across your ass.”

Unlike vicki’s usual practice of starting her slaves’ first beating by thumping away with her heaviest five-foot leather strop, Missy circled her prey while loosing up her arm with a carriage whip consisting of a leather-wrapped bone handle holding six-feet of slinky braided leather terminating in a knotted tip.  She grinned back at vicki’s fear-filled eyes and cracked the whip expertly in the air, just inches away from vicki’s head.  Satisfied by the woman’s reflexive attempt to evade the tip that flew faster than the eye could possible follow, Missy drew back theatrically for another whipping motion.  This time, the tip crackled against the underside of one of the firm little tits.  Speeding up, Missy struck an identical blow to the adjacent tit.  Already sweating from her highly focused effort, Missy swung again and a three-inch welt appeared as if by magic on the inside of one shapely thigh.  Missy stepped sideways, swung expertly, and grinned when her next blow struck in the exact same spot on the other leg.  She paused only long enough to enjoy the drawn grunt of pain that the woman barely restrained behind her gagged mouth.  Missy took a deep breath and swung again.

Long minutes later, Missy stopped to catch her breath and wipe the runnels of sweat streaming down her face.  Despite the chill in the dungeon, it was hard work whipping hundreds of strokes in precise ways across her now much abused canvas.  “Besides,” Missy told herself, “Mistress will beat me within an inch of my life if I get sloppy or cause serious injury to this slavemeat.”  She examined the slave carefully, taking in vicki’s tear and snot covered face as well as the bright red welts on most of her exposed flesh.  Missy made a show of glancing at her wristwatch and grinned lasciviously at the pain-wracked slave.  Dawn isn’t for another six hours.  I’m so proud of your holding back, … it’ll make your submission all the sweeter!”

Vicki’s clear look of pain-filled horror once again made Missy’s pussy twitch.  “Just a little longer,” she told herself, “soon vicki will be between my legs eating away as if her life depended upon it.  Course,” and she grinned happily, “her life does depend on her new skills and satisfying me comes highest on the list of her job requirements as slave.”

“Now, dear,” she added aloud.  “I think it’s time we found that five-foot-long leather strop that you like so much.”

Vicki let out her first muffled howl for mercy before the strop completed it’s first roaring swing through the air.  Nobody else in the hotel was even aware of the long, drawn out shriek of agony that followed.  Her resistance finally broken by the heavy leather strap, her inhuman yowls of agony began in earnest as Missy continued.

Except for Judy at the front desk and cuddles and Angelita servicing Mistress Angel Raven in her new apartment, the hotel’s occupants were sleeping peacefully.  Even Frank the night security man and Fernando the night bellhop and porter were fast asleep.  Not that anyone in the hotel would have cared about the screams of a slave being broken to her new role in life.


Chapter 36 – The New Mistress’ Surprise

Mistress Angel Raven lounged in her aromatic bubble bath and eyed the slave servicing her with a critical eye.  “She’s pretty enough,” she thought as the kneeling slave gingerly ran a soapy cloth down her legs.  “She’s got completely adequate breasts and, for her age, she’s got a dynamite ass, especially given the weight she’s carrying on her five-foot-six-inch frame.  I’d guess her age at mid-30’s and her tits as full, natural, meaty D-cups.  But, … she acts like such an inexperienced dunce.”  Angel Raven spread her legs and beckoned with a fingertip toward the juncture of her legs under the thick layer of bubbles.  The woman’s clear reluctance to explore between her legs both excited and exasperated the experienced slaver and trainer.  “It’s almost like she’s new to all this.  Surely Darlene used a juicy tidbit like this in her bedroom and bath.  I can’t believe she let this hot bitch languish cleaning linens in the hotel laundry.”

As the coarse fibers of the soapy cloth grated their way across her bare labia, Angel Raven fought to concentrate on beginning an interrogation of the big-titted woman crouching beside her in her enticing French Maid outfit.  Momentarily distracted, the Mistress grinned in remembrance of how awkwardly the bare-assed slave had waddled out of the penthouse.  “That rope cinched up inside her pussy crack sure cooled her ardor,” she thought with an inward chuckle.  “She walked like she had a walking stick stuck up her ass.  And her expression when we walked almost to the reception desk before turning around for the other private elevator, … priceless.  It’s as if the silly cunt were actually embarrassed at being out in public.  That’s ridiculous!

“It’s about time I found out your name!  What are you called!” she abruptly demanded.

“Cuddles, … Mistress.”

“Hmmm, a most appropriate slave name, … I like it.  Maybe later on we can see how huggable you really are.  So you belong to Mistress Darlene?”

“Well, … uh, … yes, Ma’am.”

“I’m confused, and I don’t like slaves ‘beating around the bush.’  You either are owned by her or not.  Which is it!”

“Ahh, … actually, I’m officially owned by Holly who is owned by Mistress Darlene.”

“Hmmm, so what exactly is your job here in the hotel then?”

Mistress Angel Raven observed cuddles blush furiously and look down toward the floor before answering.  “I’m, … I’m pledged as Holly’s little sex slut and have to be one hundred percent obedient to her.”

“Hmmm,” Mistress Angel Raven responded once again.  I keep hearing you refer to yourself as ‘I’.  Is that because you are allowed that privilege, or have you been collared so recently that you haven’t yet learned your place.”

As expected, cuddles once again looked down at the bathroom floor as she stuttered, “Yyes, Mmistress.  This sex slut hasn’t yet become fully used to its new position at the hotel.”

The Mistress kept her face still as her brain raced to interpret the slave’s clearly reticent responses and her shiftiness that belied the truth of her words.  “If I didn’t know better,” she told herself, “I’d have her pegged as a blonde, empty-headed bimbo.  If that were true, and she were my slave, I’d have to have those D-hooters enhanced to something much bigger, like I did with Missy.”   

“Alright then, cuddles, … strip!  I want to see what Darlene and Holly have hidden under your outfit!”

Mistress Angel Raven smiled in lust when she saw cuddles’ rock-hard nipples as her filmy black bra slipped off her big breasts.  “Just as I observed in the penthouse, … cuddles, you are definitely a natural slave.  Those nips look like they’re hard enough to cut glass.  Even with that tight and painful crotch rope, you’re still in heat!”

Without saying a word, the Mistress gestured for cuddles to join her in the large tub.  She pulled the slave across her body, letting her own soapy DD breasts battle against the generous mounds of natural breast meat that cuddles had.  Angel Raven let her hands explore across the smooth skin of cuddles’ back and each hand took possession of a meaty butt.  Having six inches in height and almost seventy pounds in muscle over the smaller woman, the Mistress moved the slave about easily, allowing no resistance to her wants.  She used her hands to properly maneuver cuddles’ butt so that her own cunt found the perfect spot to scratch against the crotch rope before she began to fuck herself against the woman’s bound cunt.  Satisfied with the sensations from between her legs, she slipped her tongue into the slave’s mouth and began a long and enjoyable kiss.  When cuddles moaned in reluctant lust, Mistress Angel Raven’s pussy spasmed.

The slight grimace of pain on cuddles’ face as Angel Raven fucked herself against the crotch rope also fueled her lust.  She renewed her mouth rape and grunted as she got her first petite climax. Eager for better service in her new bed, Angel Raven cast cuddles aside with a splash and climbed out of the tub.  The only thanks that cuddles would receive from being used as a sex puppet by the stern Mistress was her terse, “Follow me in five minutes,” command as she slipped a floor-length terrycloth robe over her wet frame and strode out of the bathroom.

The new Magnus Hotel Mistress slowly typed her access code into the hotel database and stared intently at the screen as she maneuvered her way awkwardly through the unfamiliar system.  When she found the entry for ‘cuddles’, she pursed her lips and stared thoughtfully at the screen.  “Judy Wetmore hasn’t finished all the data entry on this one,” she thought.  “Cuddles’ digital pictures are missing as well as her social security number, date of birth, original name as a free woman, and her enslavement data.  Oh, … nice, … I see they tattoo their slaves here with mouth and cunt identification and it says they implant chips as well.  I’ll have to have cuddles show me her hidden tattoos.”

Something about cuddles’ body language in the bathroom and the missing entries in the hotel slave database still piqued her interest.  She idly opened up an internet browser screen and typed in a search engine website address.  Much more familiar with the internet than the hotel’s system, Mistress Angel Raven rapidly typed in her search criteria, changed over to an image search, and began selecting the thumbnails resulting from the search one by one.

“There’s old man Pritchard,” she observed as a posed head and shoulders shot of the elder gentleman popped up on the screen.  “He must have been pretty old when he died.  I guess that Darlene is his granddaughter.  Hmmm, … I’ve never met her, … what does she look like.”  A recent full-figure view of Darlene Pritchard in a business jacket and skirt standing outside the hotel’s easily identifiable two-story white Doric columns filled the screen.  “Ohhh, a blonde, … and with nice big tits.  She’s just the way I like them, enough meat on her frame so that she can take a little rough treatment.  Yesss, I think I’ll enjoy working with Darlene.”

Something about the way Darlene stood in the picture clicked in her tired brain.  She finally made the connection and it all made perfect sense.  “Angelita!” she yelled, “You useless sack of suet, get your worthless ass in here now.”  She quietly barked a series of commands to the cringing fat slave.  From long experience, Angel Raven knew that all she had to do was lock her creamy jade green eyes on the short, dumpy slave and she became nearly incoherent as she whimpered with her burning need to do anything her Mistress demanded.  She took off as fast as her corpulent body would allow. 

Mistress Angel Raven lounged in an overstuffed chair as the no longer naked slave cringingly crept into the living room from the master bedroom and bath suite.  “Looks like ‘lita did a great job,” she smirked to herself as cuddles stopped in the entryway to the living room.  “Nice red wig slut,” she remarked, “it suits you well.  Go on, … you know what to do.”

Angelita had feverishly rushed through the hotel to get to Darlene’s penthouse.  When she returned, she clutched a pile of clothing in her hands as well as a framed portrait of the hotel owner.  Back inside her Mistress’ apartment, she grabbed two wigs, one red and one blonde.  Giving the blonde one to her Mistress, along with the portrait, to hide behind a cushion in the chair, Angelita almost leapt to the bedroom and slammed the door behind her.  Mistress Angel Raven had burst out in quiet laughter as she heard three or four loud slaps of flesh against flesh as Angelita reminded cuddles of her status in life.  “I’m sure she got dressed much more quickly after getting slapped around a bit by little ‘lita,” she observed aloud as she waited for cuddles to make her fully dressed debut.

“Tthis sslut’s nname is cuddles,” the distraught slave stammered to Mistress Angel Raven as her eyes shifted fearfully from each of the video cameras that Angelita had set up just a few feet on either side of the seated Mistress.  Cuddles tried to continue on with something close to the script that Angelita insisted she follow.  “Cuddles is here because she’s a helpless little sex slut and needs to service you.  Pplease, … please, Mistress, command this useless slut.”

Grinning at the slave’s humiliation at being filmed, the pleased Mistress purred, “Of course, … you redheaded little slutbunny.  First though, … what does a total slut like you have under your skirt.  Show me and describe it.”

Cuddles whimpered but leaned down to grasp the skirt that hung to her knees.  Raising it to her waist, she exposed her stocking tops and then her bare pussy.  “I don’t have panties.  Mistress just commanded me to go ‘commando’ to be ready for sex.”

“Nice,” Angel Raven commented.  “But what about your hidden tattoos? Show me what’s there in that dirty hole between your legs.”

Holding the skirt up with her elbows, cuddles slowly let her freed hands creep down to her pussy.  She tugged out one pussy lip and whispered, “This slut’s left labia lip is marked with an M and an H followed by a dash and cuddles.  That’s because cuddles is a slave belonging partially to Magnus Hotel.  Her owners are Mistress Darlene Pritchard and Holly the bartender.”


“Nicely done cuddles!  Now, I’d like you to strip for me and then dance.  But, leave those heels on; they make you look so much more like trailer trash.”

Angel Raven gestured for Angelita to leave the video cameras that she’d carefully aimed at cuddles and to lie down on a patch of carpet just a few feet before her Mistress.  Shedding her ugly slave smock, Angelita reclined on her back halfway between the slowly dancing form of cuddles and Mistress Angel Raven.  

“Enough dancing, cuddles!” she commanded after just a few minutes of awkward dancing without music.  “Before I consider if you’re good enough to service me, … I want to see you make ‘lita there erupt in climax.  Start pleasuring her with your tongue!”

Now naked save for her collar and the red wig, cuddles was clearly displeased at the command.  One wave of a collar remote control and cuddles immediately began to knee-walk between the widespread legs of the more than pudgy slave.  Cuddles seemed fascinated by something between Angelita’s legs.

“It’s a labia corset, stupid!” Mistress Angel Raven said with exasperation.  “I’ve sealed her pussy closed with a black vinyl seal that is strung through the six rings on each side of her outer labia lips.  None of my girls is allowed to cum unless I authorize it.  Undo the bow knot by her clit with your teeth and then undo the vinyl.  Use your lips, tongue, and teeth only.  Bet that without even trying, you get ‘lita to pop off at least three times before you get your tongue inside her snatch.”

While cuddles began to struggle with the task she clearly found repugnant, Angel Raven uncoiled herself from the chair she was resting in and stood behind a camera to zoom in on cuddles’ tongue and teeth fighting to undo the stiff vinyl strip.  She narrowed the field of view to fit only the slave’s face and the slimy looking cunt she was servicing, carefully leaving out the red wig.  “Yes,” she muttered with satisfaction before continuing under her breath, “that slave is very obviously Darlene.  What the hell kind of mess has she gotten herself into.  I mean, … it really doesn’t matter to me, … cause I’ll edit these two videos and she’ll have no choice, … her ass is mine now!”

Sure enough, the sex-starved fat slave that lived only to service her Mistress (a Mistress that only held her in distain), exploded in at least three orgasms even before cuddles was able to open her gash widely and settle her sucking lips against her swollen clit.

Mischievously, Mistress Angel Raven clicked the two remotes she held simultaneously, resulting in both of the two slaves writhing in pain on the floor from the high punishment settings on the remote.  She then threw the blonde wig toward the stunned black-haired slave wearing the red wig and commanded, “Put on the blonde wig and beg to lick my feet.  If you are good enough, I will stop shocking you and let you work your tongue up my legs.  Else, … I hit the shock button every sixty seconds until I’m satisfied with your worship.”

Knowing the video cameras were capturing every detail, cuddles cringed in misery as she settled the blonde wig over her black-dyed hair, miraculously transforming herself back into a naked Darlene Pritchard.  “My name is Darlene,” she whispered after Mistress Angel Raven held up one of her portraits in silent recognition of her real identity.  “My alter ego is cuddles, a shamelessly horny bitch who craves the cock of a man in town.  To get a romantic interlude with him, I had to promise to obey one of my slaves.  Please, … have mercy, … I’m not really a slave.”

Mistress Angel Raven triggered the remote twice more, shocking the cringing woman senseless with bone-wrenching pain.  “You look like a slave, … you act like a slave, … in fact, you smell like a slave in heat.  What are you to beg for slut?” she said in a voice filled with lust.

Darlene fought to regain a position on her hands and knees.  She crawled forward several steps and once again whispered, “Mmistress, this stupid harlot begs to clean your feet.  Ppplease Mistress, … I’m not really a slave.”

Angel Raven lazily signaled the woman to approach with a queenly crook of a single finger.  She spread her robe open, simultaneously spreading her knees wide apart, exposing her own hairless and needy slit with the swollen nubbin of her clit openly visible at the top.  “No girl, … slave that is, … I’m in a hurry, … go straight for the gold!  If I don’t cum in two minutes, I’ll strangle you right here and now.  NOW MOVE!”    

Without a choice, Darlene, aka cuddles the brainless twat, dove forward and sucked blood engorged lips into her mouth while her tongue delved for the clit.  Mistress Angel Raven moaned loudly in lust.  “Yessss, … just like that!”


Chapter 37 - Vicki Submits

Victoria Gibson knelt absolutely naked and completely cowed on the cold stone floor.  She knew she was ready to ‘volunteer’ to do something that she could never retract.  “I can’t help it,” she thought.  “When I saw that humongous-titted Slave Trainer flex my heaviest whipping strop like a weightless willow branch, I gave up on thinking that the breaking-in session was just some easy, amateurish effort to break my will that I could simply withstand.  No, … even though the whipping was way worse than I ever expected it would be, … it was the thought of that, … ‘AMAZON’ whirling that polished leather against my sex, boobs, and inner thighs that broke my will.”  

Victoria risked a quick flickering look to the glowing red lights of the video cameras focused on the raised exhibition stage in the middle of the largest cavern in the dungeon.  She shivered and cursed the boon of technology that was going to record her humiliation in high-definition video format.  “At least the room is empty except for HER,” she thought as her eyes hastily scanned the room once again to be sure her humiliation wasn’t going to be personally witnessed by anyone else.  “It would kill me to have to do this in front of witnesses.”   

Even in her present predicament, Victoria blushed hotly at the thought of how loudly she had begun to shriek for mercy and how she had promised anything for a lull in the beating she received.  “She didn’t cut me any slack,” Victoria thought bitterly.  “No matter how much I screamed, she knew I could take more.  I think she stopped just before I would have gone out of my mind from the torment.  The absolute worst was the final blow of the strop squarely on my cunt.  Oh, shit!  It was way worse than the heavy blows across my titties.”  The whispered taunts of how inadequate her ‘little girl mounds’ were had been nothing to the blazing pain from the leather strop.  Victoria had no idea how many times the most damaging weapon in her slave punishment arsenal had been used on her shrieking, writhing body. 

She looked at the blonde that had punished her so hard with as much theatrical lust as she could summon on her face.  “Hope it’s enough,” she thought.  “If she turns me down, … or if I’m not good enough, … it means another full round of punishment.  I know, cause she promised I’d get only one chance to prove myself.”

Victoria Gibson, former Night Manager of Hotel Magnus and a stern taskmistress when it came to slave treatment, raised her torso up to an upright kneeling position and shimmied her shoulders from side to side.  “Please, … please titties, sway from side to side,” she begged silently, “do your part in making me look the horny harlot desperate for some cunt.  I have to be able to fool everyone about actually submitting as a slave.”  

The new slave was going through the motions to obey the very basic instructions she’d been given by Missy, Mistress Angel Raven’s slave and also a Training Mistress in her own right.  Victoria was cowed by the whipping, but everything about Missy scared her.  “First,” she thought, “Missy is about an inch taller than me even before she puts on those high-heeled boots.  Then, she must have about seventy pounds on my one hundred and thirty two pounds.  Finally, … holy shit but she has huge hooters!  Those things must be H-cups at least.”  She flushed in embarrassment because she knew that in just a few minutes, she’d be intimately familiar with how each felt, weighed, and tasted.

“It’s also unfair because naked like she is now, … it’s clear that she’s had body modifications to make her a blonde bimbo version of a real Mistress, …gigantic tits, blonde hair, tattoos, and piercings galore.  And, … she is so vicious as a Slave Trainer.”

The naked woman she’d been examining with such a critical eye looked directly at her.  It took everything Victoria had to keep from voiding her bladder at the steely glare.  “Mmistress,” she stuttered.  “The new slave is eager to start.  Please, … please, let a new slave pleasure you.  Command me!”  Inwardly she cringed as she waited for a response.  Like lightning, her memory reminded her, “The Amazon offered to hold the ‘bitch buster’ session in abeyance until after this ‘little audition’ as a pleasure slave.  Just let her forget about that one.  Those fake cocks ruin pussies and asses, they rip them to shreds!  I know cause I’ve done it.”

Missy smiled at Victoria and whispered, “Little vicki, are you up to the challenge?  You know what the consequences of failure are.  Right?”

Victoria shuddered but nodded her head in false eagerness, “Yes, Mistress!” she spoke with far more confidence than she actually had.  “Everything this little slut has is at your service.”

When Missy smirked and nodded her head in the slightest of nods, Victoria clambered up onto the two-and-a-half-foot raised stage.  She lowered her bare breasts to the stage, leaving her ass up in the air, and began to crawl toward, dragging her nipples across the stage.  Proud and strong Victoria licked her lips in an obscene gesture of lust and stopped just inches away from the outstretched toe of the Slave Trainer.  Victoria expected to leisurely begin to mouth Missy’s toes.  She gagged in response to the sudden forward jerking motion of Missy’s leg that fully stuck the big toes along with two others forcefully into her open mouth.  Finding the big toe with her tongue, ‘vicki’ began to suck and lick for everything she was worth.  

In her tormented mind, she saw miles of Amazon flesh to tongue and worship before she found the woman’s aroused sex where she knew she’d linger for hours.  She couldn’t help but shudder at the statement that Missy made about her getting her own labia ringed with at least a dozen labia rings.  “A labia corset,” she thought, “she said her Mistress would probably want to padlock my pussy shut with a steel bar running through at least eight rings on each outer labia lip.  She shivered again and opened both closed eyes to see the sex she’d been thinking about.  Framed behind Missy’s slick sex, Victoria saw the woman’s unimaginably huge mountainous breasts topped by rock-hard nipples. 

The incongruous words of a mangled poem popped into her head, “Miles to lick before I rest.”  With a silent sigh, Victoria began to caress the foot she was tongue worshiping with both hands.  “She has to find this acceptable!”       


Chapter 38 - Darlene’s Miserable Morning 

Darlene’s mouth was in agony.  She’d never imagined that wearing a huge ringgag for an extended period of time could be so painful to her jaws.  She was also disgusted at the long strings of saliva that seemed to constantly drool out of her mouth, hanging down in thick ropes to slowly fall upon her naked breasts.  The pungent musk of another woman’s sex covered her face, her hands, and much of her body; the stale odor of pussy even seemed lodged in her nostrils.  It was nearly dawn and Darlene Pritchard’s entire body ached from the contorted positions she’d been forced into while she made vigorous love to Mistress Angel Raven’s body during the never-ending night. 

She grunted in discomfort as Mistress Angel Raven wound another wrapping of rope about her naked torso.  She was sitting backward on one of the kitchen chairs in the new Hotel Mistress’ apartment and wrapping after wrapping of white bondage rope held her tummy tightly against the upright back of the chair.  Mistress Angel Raven seemed utterly calm and in complete control as she spun another wrapping of rope around her.  “She’s got everything below my boobs wrapped against the chair.  I can only move my legs and my arms are already tied loosely behind my back.” 

As if in answer to that shortcoming, the black clad Mistress took possession of one of her feet and dragged it up and back, settling her calf against her thigh in a forced frog tie.  Darlene couldn’t help but mew in protest at the hard tugging motions made by the domineering Mistress.  She was not reassured by the answering grin of the woman as she finished tying off her second leg, also tightly against a thigh.  Darlene belatedly realized that not only was she bound irretrievably to the chair, but she had no purchase against the ground.

A hungry tongue slipped through the opening of her ringgag and her lips were completely blocked by the horny Mistress’ wild kisses.  Darlene ignored the raping tongue until a hand pinched her nostrils shut in punishment; then, she began to kiss back feverishly.  Darlene was feeling faint when Mistress Angel Raven finally stopped her long kiss.  The former hotel owner gasped in much-needed breaths while the Mistress taunted her with another peck on the lips.

“Getting better with that tongue, cuddles!” the Mistress observed happily.  “Yes, … and, I’ll expect even more improvement in the future.”  

Darlene hated the condescending way the woman patted her on the head like an obedient pet.  She hated even more that what the woman told her next was true.  

“Cuddles, you were wonderful last night!” the Mistress gushed.  “I don’t ever remember cumming so many times.  You must have sucked a gallon of juice out of me.  Plus, I feel so wonderfully refreshed.”  She took a deep satisfied breath and added, “Consider yourself lucky, I don’t usually let my little bed sluts touch my bare cunt.”

“I’m not so refreshed,” Darlene complained silently, “she kept my tongue busy all night, … even when she fell asleep.  All night, … she’d grunt and moan, … obviously cumming in her sleep while I licked and sucked.  Yuch!  The woman is insatiable!”

Darlene lost her train of thought and panicked a little as the woman began to manhandle her chair.  Helpless, trapped in the chair, she feared falling down and becoming injured.  Once again, Darlene was slow to recognize the plans that Angel Raven had in mind.  With her head facing the kitchen tabletop, Darlene felt her chair tipping forward toward the thick edge of the wooden top.  As she got close, the Mistress snaked a hand forward to tug her breasts so that they ended up resting on the table.  Darlene felt her chest under her breasts tugged hard toward the table and realized that ropes already under the table were being used to force the chair against the kitchen table.  Within seconds, Darlene’s leaning chair was locked tightly against the table, her breasts splayed across the glistening wood.

The Mistress was humming happily as she disappeared from sight.  Darlene’s eyes bulged in disbelief when she saw the items that the Mistress laid across the table with obvious pride.  She shook her head and yelled, “Hooo, … hooo, … hop hit!” through her ringgag.

The vinyl-clad Mistress merely grinned back at her dismay at seeing tattoo supplies laid across the table.  “Hush, hun,” the woman whispered, “I liked what you did last night so much that I decided you deserve a special treat.  You get my personal tattoo across one of those luscious tits.  Since you won’t get to watch, … cause I don’t want your nasty saliva dripping germs everywhere, … I’ll tell you what I’m gonna do.  A four-inch tall black raven is going to adorn that jiggly breastmeat and burned into one wing of the bird will be a large red capital ‘A’ indicating Angel, … Angel Raven, … your Mistress if I can manage it.”  

“When I get finished,” the woman continued completely ignoring Darlene’s angst, “the bird’s long black beak will point directly at your eyes.”  Darlene felt the hated ‘good pet’ caressing of her head before the Mistress continued, “That’s cause if you cross me, Angel Raven WILL pluck your eyes out!  My slaves stay trained, … or else!”

A gentle slap across her face interrupted her moment of absorbed self-pity.  “Hey, cuddles!  Pay attention!”

Darlene fought to focus on what the woman held just inches away from her face.

“They’re nostril hooks, … so, you better keep that head back nice and far while I tighten these up.”

Her nose yanked her head back, bringing tears to her eyes.  Darlene felt the thin line tied to the nose hooks cross her forehead, trail down her back, and then invisible hands began to fasten the end to her cuffed and chained wrists.  “Ahhh,” Darlene cried through her ringgag as the line tugged too hard on her nose, narrowing her eyes’ field of vision to the ceiling of her penthouse.

Now unable to see what was occurring, Darlene’s forehead began to glisten with perspiration brought on by her fear.  Fingers teased her nipples lightly and a deep voice whispered in her ear.

“Do you want my tattoo?”

Darlene carefully shook her head from side to side.  The move was enough to bring renewed pain in her stretched nostrils.

“OK, then,” the voice purred, “if you can keep from cumming for three minutes, … then you get your wish, … no tattoo.”

The unseen fingers began to lightly tickle their way around her sensitive nipples once again.  The voice teased her with quiet taunts, “Your nips were already hard as a rock, cuddles.  You are such a slut.”  Darlene easily bore the first seconds of the nipple torment; but then, the woman’s other hand found her long-ignored pussy.  “I’m so sorry that I didn’t let you cum last night,” the whispery voice continued.  “Why, I bet you’re so ready for a little cum yourself after all the great ones you gave me.”

“Oh!” the voice exclaimed into her ear in a louder tone, “you are wet, … shameless hussy, … can you feel my fingers rimming your slippery hole, … yes, cuddles you are a horny thing.”

Darlene felt several fingers force their way up into her sex.  The unmistakable aroma of her own cunt juices overcame the hours-old residue of pussy smell that lingered about her face.  She couldn’t help but whimper a little through her gag as a finger found her ‘G’ spot.  “She’s right, … I bet she came fifty times and she never once touched me.  Plus, she commanded me to not touch myself.”

“Ahhh,” Darlene moaned aloud.  “Hease, … hore!”

The fingers expertly massaging her sped up; the wet squishy sounds got louder.   “Yes,” Angel Raven taunted again, “your almost unused DNA Dumpster is gonna be mine soon!  I’ll padlock that Holy Grail so no errant dicks can use that Cock Socket.  If I have my way, … you’ll not pleasure another man for the rest of your life.”

The evil words triggered some bestial memory in Darlene’s buried psyche; she orgasmed hard.  Darlene humped her hips the minuscule millimeters that her bonds allowed and extended her climax on the fingers frigging her.  It was only when the first pricking of the tattoo needle across her breast brought her to her senses that she realized she’d lost the challenge.  “I can’t believe she even made me cum,” Darlene wondered in denial of her easy arousal at the hands of another woman.

“What’s next?” she thought as the buzzing needle continued to mark its way across her formerly milky and flawless breast mound.


Chapter 39 - Darlene’s Morning Gets Worse

Darlene felt the impact of her last twenty hours as if she’d been run over by a truck.  “It started when one of my own slaves, Holly my barslut, shocked me with a collar after I put it on my own neck.  Guess that wasn’t the smartest thing you’ve ever done, Darlene.  Promising to obey her in conjunction with my plan to see Mike West wasn’t so brilliant either.  But, then Holly processed me like I was actually a real slave and took me to that horrifying salon for slaves.  She claimed it was all necessary to give me skills to ‘survive’ my ‘ordeal’ at Spellbook Slaves.  As if something bad could happen between Mike West and myself.  Hah!”  Darlene shook her head in disapproval of Holly’s misplaced protective stance.  “Besides, … it’s all arranged with his girl, Lilly; she’ll make sure that I have a good time.”

After a few moments of silently mocking the seemingly overprotective bargirl, Darlene continued, “Somehow, the Slave Training Mistress that I just hired got a hold of me in my own penthouse and mistook me for a bedwarmer.  That would have been bad enough, but she must have been a genius to figure out who I was.  Now there’s all that video tape of me servicing her along with that slug of a personal slave, ummm, … yes, Angelita is her name.  And now I’m tattooed on the ass with my own hotel slave logo and this big black raven on my boob.  Plus, Holly shaved me and dyed my beautiful long blonde hair black.  When I get this all sorted out, … I’m gonna have to destroy all that evidence and kick some ass around here.  I’m gonna show Holly and this Angel Raven who’s boss around here!”

The formerly blonde hotel owner glanced up from examining the red, irritated flesh around the large tattoo on her breast and glanced about Mistress Angel Raven’s new apartment.  Darlene had ordered it furnished and decorated to get ready for the Mistress’ arrival, but had never actually seen the place until now.  Her intestines rumbled and she wondered when she’d be freed so she could shower, eat, and then get ready for her adventure with Mike West.  “They all went downstairs to eat breakfast over thirty minutes ago.  Where can they be?”

Darlene stretched her sore muscles and then tugged woefully on one of her two remaining bondage items.  “They cuffed one ankle to a floor anchor in the living room with about fifteen feet of chain.  At least I can move about, even if I’m still naked.”  She ran a forefinger around the unyielding and heavy slave collar around her neck.  “This son-of-a-bitch gives a helluva wallop,” she muttered.  She resisted the urge to examine herself in a nearby floor length mirror.  “Don’t like looking at myself decked out naked like some harem slut,” she muttered in irritation.  “Plus, my hair looks like shit and my face is all blotchy from being wet all night with Angelita and Angel Raven’s juices.  Yeach!”

Loud and heated voices outside the apartment door interrupted her musing.  With nothing to wrap around her naked form, Darlene did what most new slavegirls would do in such a situation, she crouched down and attempted to cover as much of herself as possible.  She’d just positioned one arm across her boobs and covered her sex with the other when the door opened and an angrily arguing couple tromped into the apartment followed by a heavily built blonde and the cringing Angelita.

“What the hell do you think you’ve been doing here!” Holly shrieked at the Mistress that topped her weight by at least ninety pounds.  She glared toward Darlene’s cringing position and set her hands angrily on her hips.

“None of your fucking business, slave!  I know who you are, despite the way you’re dressed up as if you were some sort of businesswoman; you’re just Holly the slut in charge of the hotel lounge.” 

Holly reddened and blustered back, “Whoa!  Hold on!”  She continued proudly, “Yesterday Darlene freed me and put me in charge of Hotel Slave Affairs.  So, … I guess that makes it my business.  What are you doing with my slave?”

“Huh,” Darlene though dazedly, “I freed her and put her in charge?  Wait, … why is she wearing my clothes?”

The Mistress sucked in a deep breath and Darlene realized that, with the impossibly tall heels on the thigh-high boots she wore, the six-foot tall woman was easily the same height as the nearby six-foot-eight-inch doorway.  Plus, already knowing intimately that under the woman’s black vinyl bustier top, her full DD breasts were expanding outward with the deep breath; Darlene waited for a verbal explosion.

“She’s not your slave,” the Mistress answered in a surprisingly calm voice, “she belongs to the hotel.  Besides, … I just borrowed her for the night.”

“Well then, let her loose!  She has an appointment.”

“No!  I don’t want to,” the Mistress shot back.

“Hey!” Darlene shouted to the two women.  “Let me loose, eiiiiii!”

Darlene rolled over in agony as the collar about her neck released waves of high-impulse electrical charges.  Beside the unexpected pain, she cringed at the thought of being watched by four women while she writhed about on the floor.  “Angelita isn’t even looking.  But, that big-titted blonde with the attitude, … she’s enjoying this.”

“How did you get that remote?” Holly demanded.  “I only had one programmed for her collar.”

“Holly,” the Mistress smirked, “don’t you realize that Darlene gave me full access to the hotel computer systems as part of my job?  It was kinda simple to access the right database by entering in the collar serial numbers and getting the remote settings.”  She stopped and waited for Holly’s response.

“Well,” Holly blustered again, “it doesn’t really matter.  Give me the remote and unlock the slave.  We have to go or we’ll be late.”

“No!” Angel Raven repeated herself with a mocking tone this time.  She pointed the remote toward the still writhing Darlene and announced, “Poor dear.  You do realize that these are also snuff collars, don’t you?”

“You wouldn’t dare!  She’s not your slave!  You can’t hurt her!”

“Oh, are you sure about that?  After all, I’m the Hotel Slave Trainer now and maybe I felt the naked little slut needed correction and she got carried away with sassiness.  Sad, … but she had to be snuffed for her absolute rudeness.”

“Wait!  You can’t!  She’s not really a slave!”

“Oh dear,” Mistress Angel Raven answered with a big grin.  “Guess you haven’t checked your own hotel slave database.  The information there clearly says otherwise.  “Cuddles’ is listed as your personal, private slave; not as a hotel slave.”

“Then, stop!  I demand you give me my slave!  My personal slave!”

“Oh, stop the act!” Angel Raven snarled.  “She’s either a slave or she’s a free woman pretending to be a slave.  She’s either Darlene Pritchard or she’s cuddles, a nice little bedslave with a very talented tongue.”

Each of the two angry women stared at each other with angry faces.   The secret was out in the open.  They were arguing about Darlene Pritchard, their boss and the owner of the hotel they were standing in.

Darlene saw a flicker of understanding cross the big blonde’s face and Darlene groaned as more people discovered her plight.  “OK, now that that’s out in the open, release me!” she demanded in a fast flurry of words.  “I demand it!”

“Oh, shut up!” a chorus of three voices instantly demanded.  Only Angelica refrained from getting involved.

“No!  Let me loose!  Eiiii!”

“Damn, you’d think she’d learn by now,” Angel Raven muttered disgustedly.  She turned squarely to face Holly and added, “I understand, now.  You want her too, don’t you?”

“Yes, I do!” Holly shot back defiantly.

“Well, cuddles,” Mistress Angel Raven demanded, “do you want to belong to either of us?”

Darlene shook her head vigorously in the negative.

“Guess that complicates our plans, Holly.”  The Mistress abruptly changed the subject.  “So, the two of you had some sort of meeting or appointment?”

“Yes, … kind of.  I might as well tell you.  Darlene made arrangements to spend three days with Spellbook Slaves and Games as one of Mike West’s toys.  Afterwards, I’m to buy her freedom and return her to the hotel.  Then things will go back to normal around here.”

“Well, if that doesn’t beat all,” Mistress Angel Raven whispered.  She looked at the sweat-streaked form balled up beside them and said, “So, she’s really not a slave right now?”

Holly waited a moment and reluctantly replied, “Well, no, … er, yes, she is a slave.  Lilly agreed to her absurd request only if she made all the arrangements and Darlene promised to go along with them.  I had to promise as well; so, it’s too late to back out now.”  She paused and added, “Darlene already signed the slave volunteer form and Judy Wetmore notarized it.  Darlene also authorized $200.00 from petty cash to pay the federal slave tax on her own enslavement to Spellbook Slaves and Games.  She approved a lot of other things without really knowing what was going on.  It’s all part of Lilly’s plan.”

“Whoa!” Angel Raven interrupted, “you mean this silly bitch is enslaving herself to them.  I mean, I admire Mike West and all, … but he is a busy man and is strictly driven by his cock and the bottom line.  If it’s not about profit, … he’s not interested in a little pussy from an older woman like Darlene.  Plus, he’s way over stock with slaves right now.  I simply don’t believe it.”

The tall Mistress walked over and nudged Darlene with her boot toe.  She wasn’t amused at all.  

“She thinks it’s romantic,” Holly interjected.

“Crap!” was the Mistress’ succinct response.  “I spoke to Lilly on the phone the other day about some training.  Right away, I knew that she’s not only bright, she’s canny.  She’s only doing this to increase Mike’s profit line and protect her own ass.  As long as she keeps up with good ideas, she stays off the spit.”

“Well, that’s true,” Holly whispered back a little bit chagrined.  “Keep in mind, this isn’t my idea.  Lilly is making Hotel Magnus pay all the expenses for an off-the-books video crew that Wendy recommended.  The idea is to edit it down to four one-hour segments that Lilly wants to sell to the network.  She was cagey about the details, but said we might have to pay for a couple of tortured and killed slaves as well; guess the project will be hard on a couple of slaves, but might be a big money maker.  If the National Media Group likes the idea, Lilly’ll split the profits fifty-fifty between Hotel Magnus and Spellbook Slaves and Games.  She was excited about making money and getting rid of some of their surplus stock at the same time.  In any event, Darlene didn’t care about the details; she only wanted her seventy-two hour fling at Spellbook.”   

Darlene listened to all this with disinterest.  All the talk of Mike West had made her horny again and she surreptitiously began to finger herself with a hand hidden under her crouched form.  “Wet,” she moaned silently, “oh, shit, … I’m so ready for a good fucking!”

Suddenly her ass exploded in fiery pain.  “Bad slut!” she heard.  “Bad slut!”  She scrambled onto all fours and tried to escape.  Her ass got another fiery stripe across it from the horse crop that the big blonde swung with awesome strength.  Mistress Angel Raven got into the act as well by triggering another punishing shock to her collar.  Darlene fell fully onto her face, completely drained by the shocks and the surprise whipping.

“I’ve got it,” Mistress Angel Raven exclaimed.  “When it’s time to pick cuddles up from Spellbook, we’ll flip a coin.  Heads I get her, tails and she’s yours.”

“That still doesn’t address the issue of her not wanting either of us.”

“OK then, we do two coin tosses.  The second will determine how she joins us.  Heads and she’s a free woman, tails and she belongs to one of us fully and completely.  Either way, she won’t really have choice about belonging to one of us.  She has to agree right now that if the coin toss frees her, then she has to marry whoever won the other coin toss.  After three months, she can sue for divorce.  Plus, her assets will be protected by a prenuptial agreement.”

Darlene heard all this with dismay.  It seemed that no matter what, she lost in the deal.  “Fuck this,” she snarled as she started to rise onto two feet.  Abashed, she settled back down on all fours when three unsmiling faces and a collar remote control faced her.

“Darlene,” the black-clad Mistress began, “do you promise to abide by our coin toss rules?  If not, then I will ensure that you are left permanently at Spellbook Slaves and Games and they can decide what to do with you; after all, you’ll belong to them.  Maybe Mike will fall in lust with you and keep you as a pampered pet.” 

Darlene listened to the increasingly snide tone of the woman as she made what was clearly an ultimatum.  Even horny and romantically naïve as Darlene was, she knew not to trust any slaver too far with her freedom.  Mutely, she nodded.  “I think I just got screwed,” she lamented miserably.  “Only a fifty-fifty chance at freedom.  Can this day possibly get any worse?”


Chapter 40 - Victoria’s Testing

Victoria was finally alone down in the dungeon.  Missy had left about an hour before and told her that it was almost dawn.  “She used me all night long like some kind of cheap whore,” she muttered bitterly.  “At least, she didn’t use my ‘bitch busters’ on me.  Maybe that means she was satisfied with my ‘performance’ last night?”  Victoria Gibson’s inner voice had already retained much of its haughtiness.  Being alone and not beaten to a pulp had built up her confidence.  “That blonde bimbo was too busy enjoying her orgasms to realize that I was faking everything.  Jeez, it’s easy to act the cowed slut; just turn off your brain and simper like a love struck puppy.  I’m positive that I fooled her.”  She paused and reflected, “Easy, yes, … but I hated every minute of it.  How will I survive this ‘corporate asset’ crap for a whole year?”  

The, “hokay, … Hi haree who wayhent,” comment that she’d made to M.J. Samuelson, the State Slave Commissioner, haunted her immediately as she reminded herself of her one year commitment.   “Okay, I agree to enslavement, … how can I have ever said those words?”  That day, her gag had just been taken out and the horrid gagspeak that resulted, due to her stretched and stiff jaws, was to Victoria one of the most demeaning things about slavery.  “I made me sound, … so, helpless, … so, brainless, … so, inhuman, … so animal-like.”

“And Judy Wetmore,” she thought with anger, “that perky bitch practically pranced around the room kissing everyone’s ass to get my paperwork done in record time.  She won’t act so perky if I ever get my hands on her!”

She shivered, and not because of the gloom or cold in the dungeon.  Naked and completely defenseless, she crouched in a ball and wondered fearfully about her future with M.J.  “He’s an odd one.  I hafta admit it; he scares the hell out of me.  There is no doubt that he has a lot of carefully hidden secrets and he will have no mercy on some lowly slave that finds them out.  Victoria, be very careful, this man does not want his perversions exposed.”

Victoria felt the urge to pee and decided that she finally had to get up and look for a slave pot to piss in.  She rolled over on the bare mattress and the clinking of chains reminded her of her present bondage situation.  Victoria’s bondage was both painless and fiendish.  She had cuffs on her ankles and her wrists and a chain circled her waist.  The bondage was simply a pair of short lengths of chain that connected an ankle to a wrist after running loosely though a ring attached to the waist chain.  To get her hands as high as her breasts, Victoria had to kneel back, getting her ankles as close to her waist as possible.  She couldn’t walk upright and she couldn’t reach for anything higher than her breasts.

At the edge of the mattress on the raised pedestal, Victoria discovered something else.  “I can’t knee walk on the rough stone, it’ll rip my knees to shreds.”  With a little experimentation, Victoria discovered that she could either crouch down low to the irregular floor and duck waddle or turn over on her back and crawl ‘dead cockroach’ style’.  Feeling utterly foolish, she slowly began to waddle her way from the exhibition stage past one of the cameras that had recorded her night’s debauchery with Missy, and into the short corridor leading to the slave kennels.  “The piss pot and water bowl are in the kennel run,” she thought as she approached the heavy steel-barred doors at the kennel entry.  She stopped with a shoulder next to a door and leaned heavily against it.  “It’s stuck.”  She pushed again, and the only result was a quiet creaking from the door hinges and a metallic rattling from the deadbolts in the door frame.  The chamber pot and water just inches away were completely inaccessible.  

“She locked me out,” Victoria hissed.  “That bitch!”  Answering moans from within the dark recesses of the kennels indicated that her hissing had awakened the slaves within.  Uncaring about their circumstances, Victoria turned away from the entrance.  Already knowing it was futile, Victoria tried to stretch upright to reach the electronic keypad beside the door.  “Not even half way!  And, … I can’t even see the keys, they’re covered by an opaque cover that slides upward.  So, … a carriage whip can’t be used to enter the codes.”  She slumped down, her butt touching the cold wall, and realized it was pointless anyway.  “They must have changed the codes already,” she muttered.

Victoria crept over to a dark corner with a few waddling steps and she let her bladder go.  Even being careful, some pee dribbled onto each inner thigh and there was nothing to dry herself with.  She did have enough slack in the chains to dry herself somewhat with her left hand.  Afterward, she looked at her glistening hand with disgust.  “I’m covered half in smelly pee and half in slimy cunt cream.  Yeach!  Victoria, how can your pussy be aroused by this, … you shameless slut!”

She stepped as daintily as she could around the huge wet spot on the stone floor and slowly began to work clockwise around her dungeon.  As she had feared, each cell, each private and public playroom, the elevator, the changing rooms, … every place she could have tried to find a tool to use as a means of escape, were locked tightly.  She could only pause at each entryway and glare through the bars of the doors at each room’s contents.

“If I could get loose, I’d make a run for it,” she thought defiantly.  “I’m smart and have a lot of money and identity papers hidden away; I could escape to another country.  They’d never catch me!  It doesn’t matter about volunteering for slavery; neither jail nor slavery is for me!”

Far too quickly, Victoria ended up back at the large exhibition area.  With nothing else to stay warm upon, she crept back up on the mattress the contained only a single black linen sheet stretched tightly over what felt like a rubber or plastic shield to protect the mattress room bodily secretions.  She glared at the comfortable, warm-looking overstuffed chairs and couches surrounding her in the exhibition room.  “If I could only get up on one of the couches,” she thought miserably, her confidence and haughtiness waning, “I could have curled up nicely.”  The other thing that caught her attention was the clipboard hanging enticingly on a nearby wall.  “Missy made a lot of notes on that after her night of fun.  I bet it’s all about me.”  Her inner voice became very quiet and it added, “Victoria, you better hope she only wrote good things about you.”

With nothing else to do, Victoria curled up on the mattress and began to doze fitfully.  She was exhausted from the night’s debauchery.

Hours later, Victoria heard heavy boot steps approaching from the direction of the elevator.  She crouched upright and curled down as far as she could; partly to shield her naked form from observation and partly in hope that she’d escape notice.  A huge form entered the exhibition room dressed in casual clothing.  “He’s black!” she told herself with distain.  “I won’t have a black person ordering me about!”

It was carefully shielded by her haughty and proper attitude, but Victoria was deeply prejudiced against anyone not born white, American, and privileged.  Given her upper-class status in life, she had managed to ‘tolerate’ the presence of ‘foreigners’ about her, developing an excuse that ‘they were necessary’ for the economic strength of the nation.  The fact that America led the world in formally establishing the White Slave Act of 2000 had never bothered Victoria Gibson because those enslaved were clearly inferior.  More than once, she’d seen formerly proud and sometimes rich women reduced to cowed, whimpering, and spiritless slavery and decided that, “They deserved it, regardless of their background.  Rich or poor, they are just trash and should be enslaved!”  As to foreigners and non-whites, Victoria mentally categorized them all as mindless slaves, males and females alike.

The confident black man ignored the cringing slave and strode immediately toward the clipboard.  He didn’t know the woman on the mattress and therefore saw no irony in Victoria’s attitude; cringing slaves deserving their lot in life.  After long minutes of reading and absorbing Missy’s comments he turned toward Victoria with a look that would have made her pee again except that nothing was left to void.

“Your slave evaluator determined that you have an amazingly talented tongue for pleasing women,” he noted in a deep, rumbling voice.  

Victoria took some satisfaction from knowing that she had done so well in pretending to worship Missy’s body.

“Yes, … you are good at making women happy.  But, … how are you with men?  I guess I’ll find out.”

The man’s leer and the distain in his voice immediately put Victoria’s hackles up.  She barely restrained from lashing verbally back at the lout.

A black hand nearly the width of her head extended a cock-sized finger and tapped harshly against the papers on the clipboard.  “The problem is,” he told her, “the evaluation clearly indicates that you are faking everything, … that you are unaccepting of your position, … and just acting, even if it is very good acting.”

The words froze Victoria in place and shocked her beyond speechless.  It took long moments for her to even realize what was going on around her.  “She knew?” she sputtered silently, “How could she have known?   I was sure she was just a bimbo thinking about the holes between her legs.  Oh, shit!”

When she looked back towards the hulking brute, she saw that he’d already unbuttoned his heavy workshirt, exposing rippling muscles across his abdomen and bulging pectorals.  His biceps looked impossibly large and were swollen with ominous strength.  A holster and gun already hanging on the hook that had held the clipboard drew her attention.  “A gun,” she whispered aloud.

Horrified that she’d spoken, she glanced at the man’s face.  He smirked back at her and said, “Honey, that gun is the last thing you have to worry about.”  She gasped audibly when he lowered his trousers and underpants in one sweeping movement and a fully erect black cock popped up and wavered about, pointing in her direction.

“My name is Rondo,” he said displaying a mouth full of perfect white teeth.  His huge right hand grasped the cock between his legs and he announced, “This nameless snake is certified to be ten-inches of cunt breaking meanness.  Now, … lots of folk might tell you they got a ten-inch dick, but they fulla shit.  I’m here to prove to you that this is the real deal.”

“His fingers are huge and they barely go all the way around it.  Oh, crap, it’s not as long as my ‘bitch busters’ but it is at least as fat around and that’s what rips flesh.”  She unconsciously whimpered and crouched lower into the mattress.

He grinned and advanced, completely naked.  For the first time, Victoria noticed the short riding crop he held at his side.  “No, … please,” she begged.

If anything, the grin became wider.  “That’s what I’m gonna change,” he announced.  “When we’re done in about three days, you gonna beg for it; in fact, you gonna beg to do anything to make me happy.  You wait and see; you’ll have a real ‘proper’ attitude” by then.

He settled heavily down on his knees beside Victoria and whispered, “This is a continuation of your worthiness test as an A.J. Slut candidate.  So far, you are failing miserably.  If you flunk my test this morning, … it’s remedial training or death, … doubt you want that last option, so you better do well.  Your first exam is on cocksucking, … get to work slave.”

“Owww!” Victoria complained as the crop struck her ass with a splat.

“Get to work.”

Victoria tentatively ran her tongue across the swollen black glans that was certainly as big as her dainty fist.  She grimaced and let her lips touch the meat, praying for lots of saliva to ease her task.  Trying hard to get a hand up to jack off the big dick, she failed because of the chains.  She looked up and whispered, “Free my hands and I can do much better.”

She watched his face light up with pleasure.  His answer was not what she expected.  

“Bitches like you just don’t understand the program.   I told you to get to work and I meant with your lips, tongue, and mouth.  I just changed my visualization of you from a willowy black-haired slut to a platinum-blonde, huge-titted bimbo with an I.Q. in the neighborhood of 88.”

Victoria’s mouth hung open, aghast at the thought.  “I’m no blonde,” she started say when his open hand came out of nowhere to thump against the side of her face.  The blow rolled her on her side.

“Yep,” he started conversationally, “I had you pegged right.”

Victoria struggled to gain her senses when another blow whacked her on the other side of her head.  She fell back down on the mattress.

“Cunts like you look at me and see only a dumb black man, probably from some inner city slum.”

Still reeling from the last blows, Victoria dimly heard his calm discussion.  She tried to shake her head in negation and thus never had a chance to dodge the roundhouse blow that struck her ass as his tree trunk-sized leg somehow whirled about, parallel and low to the mattress, hitting her with the energy of a freight train.

“Then you see my gun and instantly think, ‘He’s not only black and stupid, but also a thug.’”

Victoria rolled to the edge of the mattress from the blow.  She tried to form words of protest in her mouth, but was too shocked and pained from the sudden change in his demeanor.  The whistling crack of the riding crop squarely between her open legs, the sound registered in her shocked brain long after the pain blossomed across her cunt.

“What you don’t realize is that I’m actually your worst nightmare, vicki.”

The crop whistled again and just clipped the tip of a nipple.  “Eiiii!” burst from Victoria’s lips.

“When I was in veterinarian school about eight years ago, I had my fill of prejudiced white folk like you who didn’t have the brains to even think about success in business.  Instead, you all sneered at poor folk struggling to better themselves.”

Finally, Victoria’s brain processed the basic information that she was going to get a beating and a lesson in manners at the same time.  She belatedly tried in futility to get a chain-constrained hand up to cover her other nipple.  “Eiii!” she cried again as the expertly aimed business tip of the crop whistled across her other nipple.

“I opened my practice here in Eastlake back in 1998.  Little did I know what it meant for a black man to open a small animal vet clinic.  Eastlake was no worse than anyplace else in America, but it was just about impossible to succeed.”

Victoria cringed again in expectation of another painful blow.  His laughter at her expression was almost as painful as the blow that didn’t land.

“Yep, you see, most people coming in to my clinic saw that I was black and simply turned around and left.  Those that stayed for the visit rarely came back.”  He eyed her softly whimpering form and deliberately aimed the crop at the nest of black hair between her legs.

“Eiiii!”

“Then, my life changed.  You see, I met Mortimer, … M.J. Samuelson that is.  He told me in no uncertain terms that drastic changes were going to occur very soon here in America.  I discovered that M.J. was quietly backing a grassroots effort to introduce white slavery.”  Rondo stopped to take a couple of relaxed breaths and to organize his thoughts.  Without effort, he swung a quick flurry of crop strokes against the soles of her squirming feet.  “He knew all the reasons, … economic, biological, the statistics, … everything.”

“Nooo, owwww!  Please stop!”

“He convinced me it was going to happen.  I sold my veterinarian practice, sold my house, and emptied my savings.  Everything I owned went to M.J. and his lobbying efforts to get the White Slave Act passed.  He was a true visionary, … we invested millions in getting the law drafted and submitted.  Then, we both stood in Jefferson Davis Clinton’s White House office that fateful day that the White Slave Act of 2000 was signed into law.”

Victoria had ended up on her back with her wrists stuck at the rings on the chain around her waist.  Belatedly, she realized that her legs were widely spread and she was giving a ‘beaver’ shot to Rondo.  Horrified that a black man could look up into her cunt, she pulled her arms up to roll over.  The move simply forced her heels up against her thighs and splayed her thighs even wider.  She watched in horror as the man knee-walked up to place himself between her legs.

“No!” she cried.  “You’ll kill me with that thing!”

Rondo smirked as his cockhead thumped against the fur-lined opening she hoped to keep from him.  “Wait till your precious black hair is blonde, then your badge of womanhood will cry out to everyone that you are a simple airhead bimbo slave.”

Victoria grunted as his cock popped audibly into her vagina.  “Please,” she groaned, “stop, it really hurts.”  She began long groans of pain and humiliation as his cock began to stir around the outside of her pussy; dragging her waist about limply as his fist guided the fat glans in circular movements.  “Besides,” she repeated plaintively, “I’m not blonde or a bimbo.” 

Rondo kept up the painful stirring motions as he continued.   “I should get back to our introduction,” totally ignoring her quiet protests about becoming blonde.  “You ought to realize that I’m six-foot-seven-inches of pissed off black man.  I weigh two hundred and seventy-five pounds and none of it is fat.  I love the howls of stuck up bitches like you.”  As if to punctuate his comments, Rondo leaned down on Victoria with every bit of his weight.  “I don’t hate whites, … just conceited, prejudiced whores like you.”

Victoria’s screams of agony continued long past the forty seconds it took to settle all ten inches into the unused recesses of her cunt.  Rondo flexed his lower back muscles and rolled his hips about, now dragging her entire body about as he stirred the full length of his manhood around inside her burning cunt.

Her head thumped back on the mattress as Victoria lost any ability to control her muscles.  The grinning visage of his ecstatic face brought the full humiliation of the situation to her when her eyes took in the glowing points of light that indicated the room’s three video cameras were recording her first black rape.  “Ccameras,” she stuttered.

Rondo paused in his slow fucking motions and spoke again in a calm manner that infuriated Victoria.  “Have you figured it out yet little vicki?”

Victoria could only grunt senselessly as the pain in her cervix overwhelmed any other throbbing from between her legs.  “Hhurt,” was the simple comment that barely made it from her lips.

“Well, I’ll tell you.  After the law was signed, it was a shoe-in that M.J. could have any job in the state, even that of governor.  But he knew the best job was as State Slave Commissioner.  In fact, it was his idea to create the position in every state and he was the very first one appointed.  Both the governor and Bill Clinton came to his swearing in ceremony.”  

Rondo once again paused to withdraw his long cock in a steady pull that seemed to tug at Victoria’s guts.  The head popped out with a loud farting sound from the air trapped within.

Victoria immediately began to scream, “NO!” at the top of her lungs as the slime-coated head brushed across her ass.  She almost sobbed in relief when her cunt burned once again as he seated just his cockhead inside her cunt.

“Now, as to the reason I’m your worst nightmare come to life.  Not only am I a black man from a dirt-poor farmer’s family in Alabama, … not only am I a veterinarian certified and approved to treat slavemeat like you anywhere in the state of Oklahoma, … not only am I a gun-carrying bodyguard that can legally whip your ass in an instant, … not only am I the confidant and advisor to one of the most influential men in Oklahoma, … no, … on top of all those things, I’m your MASTER and I’m gonna fuck you to death!”

With that said, Victoria once again began to wail in agony as Rondo ignored discussing her fate and focused on a fast and furious fuck, pumping every bit of his fat cock in and out in wild raping lunges.  She dimly remembered his balls thumping heavily against her butt and his increased breathing as the huge man pumped every bit of his energy into raping her.  The last words must have been misheard because Victoria could have sworn that Rondo murmured a prayer of appreciation at her tight pussy.  She could have avowed he said something like, “Oh, holy Bondage Lord!  What a wonderful piece of cunt!”

Victoria collapsed into unconsciousness long before he pumped long ropy lengths of cum into her torn sex.


Chapter 41 - Victoria Fails her Sex Exam

Rondo pulled his spend dick out of the unconscious slave vicki with a grin.  “That went well,” he thought.  While the woman was still comatose, Rondo began a critical exam of her body.  He checked her joints, her skin, and especially her breasts and ass; he’d already sampled her pussy and her mouth.

Judy Wetmore had dutifully entered slave vicki’s statistics in the hotel slaver database and left a printed copy on the clipboard.  Rondo was able to read the data and compare them with her inert form.

“Hmmm, she’s nice and tall at five feet seven inches and fashionably slim, only one hundred and thirty-two pounds.  I think a three-week exercise regime and a controlled diet will make a world of difference on her upper arms and tummy, her legs and ass are already wonderful.  It’s her age, tiny tits, and the black hair that are the big issues to deal with.  Obviously we can get a mobile pet grooming team down here to bleach her hair, eyebrows, and cunt hair.  Platinum blonde is what we want, that’ll be easy.  As for her tits, … they’re only B cups so with a little inframmary incision I can slip in 400 cc implants subglandularly, … that should yield nice full D cups.  Yes, that’s straightforward; we’ll do it once she regains her full mental faculties in about three days and basic recovery is only a week.  She’ll be fine for just about any activities at M.J.’s party unless someone wants to hoist her up by her new D cup tits.  The age is just something we’ll have to risk; after all, forty-three is pretty old for an A.J. Slut.”  He shook his head and muttered, “It’s not likely that she’ll survive anyway no matter how I prepare her, she’ll piss someone off with her attitude and die with a roasting spit driven through her torso.  She’s plenty big enough to make a roasting pig.” 

He ran a fingertip absently around the black thatch of hair growing wildly around her pussy.  “This will have to be trimmed down quite a bit; perhaps we’ll leave a long rectangular ‘landing pad’ that’s big enough for the bleaching action to show off her new blonde look.  The grooming service can take care of that.”

Rondo expertly rubbed an alcohol-impregnated cotton swab across one plump ass cheek and then stuck in a hypodermic full of Demerol.  “This will calm her down for the next step,” he told himself.  “This is kinda drastic, but it is the only way she can even begin to qualify mentally and change her reaction to sex, and then she might be able to perform up to A.J. Slut standards.  This bitch simply has too many inhibitions to let herself loose.”  With a sigh at the risk he was taking with such a nice-looking slave, Rondo prepared the next two hypodermics with doses of Thorazine and Hydergin.  He waited fifteen minutes before injecting the final two drugs and then he hurriedly broke an ammonia capsule under her nose.  He slapped her face, hard, to waken her and called her name.

When vicki’s eyes focused, Rondo began his explanation.  “Pay attention, vicki because we only have a little time.  First, you’ve completely flunked your sexual performance exam with me.”  A scared widening of her eyes confirmed she was still mentally aware.  “I wasn’t joking when I said you needed to be a blonde bimbo.  When you fully awaken in about three days, you and I will review the many hours of kinky video tapes you are about to willingly participate in with your horny security crew.  Your new platinum hair and big hooters will be there to greet you when you become aware of yourself.  You’ll find that you’ve been a very naughty girl doing things you never imagined you could do.  How, you ask?  It’s partially the bimbo factor I was telling you about.”

Rondo ran a hand reassuringly down her long black hair and nodded as she appeared to calm quickly under his touch.  “I’ve given you a cocktail of drugs to help you.  No use going into all the details, but Demerol is going to keep you calm and then two powerful drugs are going to give you what is essentially a temporary lobotomy, masking some higher brain functions and making you completely indifferent to certain distasteful (at least to you) physical activities that you will be participating in.” 

Rondo kept his voice calm and caressed her head softly to calm the woman as she digested what he was saying.  She appeared to struggle mentally to complain and he interrupted her.  “Don’t worry, you won’t be a zombie or anything; it’s just that your inhibitions will be completely gone and you’ll lose a bunch of I.Q. points for a few days.”

She snorted in fear under his touch and he added, “I won’t lie, these drugs are dangerous and you might suffer long-term consequences if the drug regime continued more than a few months.  But, after you come out of the drugs’ effects and see how you responded in the videotapes of your coming fuck-a-thon, your choice will be to keep letting your inhibitions loose with your Masters and Mistresses or face long-term drug treatment while you’re an A.J. Slut.”      

Vicki’s eyes clouded a bit and Rondo raised his voice, “Try and ‘go with the flow’ vicki because you’re the most willful and stubborn thing I’ve run across in six years of treating slaves, and the very first to need this drastic approach.”  Rondo sighed and leaned back while the two antipsychotic drugs mixed together in her system and began their work.  “Damn dude,” he told himself, “you’re sure a softy to feel sorry for a conceited, prejudiced slave like this one.  You’ve just never been able to accept that some slaves just can’t make it.”

Rondo removed the two lengths of chain and the waist chain from vicki’s now limp form.  He arrayed her on her back with her arms and legs spread, and left her briefly to ‘borrow’ a slave from the nearby kennels.  Beside the kennel door keypad was another box with a gray opaque plastic cover which flipped up to reveal a mundane looking phone without a dialing pad.  He waited patiently through four or five ringing tones before it was picked up.

“Front desk, Judy Wetmore, how may I help you.”

“Judy, it’s Rondo, M.J. Samuelson’s deputy.  Yes, … it is a beautiful day in Eastlake.  Look, what I need is to borrow one of the Magnus slaves for a few hours.  I saw a couple down here in the dungeon.  Can I use one of them?”

Rondo stood patiently while Judy checked her computer database and then made a call to Mistress Angel Raven, the owner of the two slaves.

“Rondo?” Judy’s voice asked.

“Go ahead, Judy.  I’m still here.”

“Mistress Angel Raven said no problem with either slave down there servicing vicki.  She recommends ‘Bee’ a slave she is training versus ‘Aay’ who Missy is breaking in.  She only asked that you lock a chastity belt on the one you chose before Raul, Frank, Manuel, and Fernando get there this evening.”

“I know who Raul and Frank are (the day and night hotel security men), but who are Manuel and Fernando?”

Judy giggled softly and said, “Well, … when the word got around that Raul and Frank were going to get almost three days playtime with Victoria Gibson their old boss, … half the hotel staff started arguing about joining in on the fun.  Holly, the woman Miss. Pritchard appointed to be in charge of Hotel Slave Affairs before she left on vacation, created a simple lottery by job descriptions.  The bellhops and porters were drawn and boy you should have heard the groans from the cooks, waiters, gardeners, and so on.  Manuel and Fernando are the day and night bellhop chiefs so they get in on the first action with Raul and Frank.  My guess is that they’ll all probably sell slots to take vicki on once they get tired of fucking her.”  Judy laughed nervously and added, “Sorry, … it was just such big news that an uptight woman like her volunteered for slavery.  Wow!”

“It’s alright, Judy.  Can you open the kennels for me?”

“Oh, sure just give me a second.  And, Mistress Angel Raven says the chastity belts are in a bondage box in an empty kennel.  I’ll remotely unlock all those doors now.  When you close them again, everything will automatically lock again so be careful.”

Within minutes Bethany Gillam, the blonde ex-mistress who sold herself to her lover’s wife for a five year slave contract and a million dollar lump sum payment afterwards, was eagerly slurping away at vicki’s cum-filled pussy.  “Bee,” Rondo explained, “you keep going on vicki here until you’re relieved by a man named Raul, the hotel security manager.  He’ll put you away in your cell.  The chastity belt you’ve got on will keep them off of you.”

Bee looked at Rondo with what was clearly a look of mild rebuke before she dutifully sunk down to suck one of vicki’s plump labia into her mouth.  Both her hands slipped up to caress and pinch vicki’s breasts and nipples. 

Vicki moaned weakly and her hands drifted toward Bee’s blonde head.

Rondo rubbed Bee’s ass and noted the eager butt wagging she gave in response.  “Bee, do a good job and next time, I’ll see if I can sneak you an orgasm or two.”

“Yeth, … hease,” came the muffled reply.

Satisfied for now, Rondo stood up and gathered his things.  “See you in a few days, vicki,” he whispered as he strode out of the exhibition room and headed to the elevators.


Chapter 42 - It’s All Disgusting to Judy

Judy Wetmore was becoming irritated at the ceaseless stream of hotel workers that flowed in and out of the private elevator.  “This is getting absurd,” she huffed under her breath.  “They’re all going down to ‘mess’ with Miss. Gibson, I just know it,” she told herself with growing anger.  “I bet that those MEN are selling chances to humiliate the poor woman.”  For at least the last hour, Judy watched with increasing agitation as the mix of eager employees to sample slave vicki’s charms shifted from all males to all females.  Each time the doors hissed open to fill or discharge a load of giggling women, Fernando the Night Porter was there manning the elevator as if he were an old-fashioned elevator operator.  “It’s just not fair what they are doing.”

The young receptionist wasn’t even aware of the drastic shift in her attitude toward her former boss.  Only hours before, she had been gleeful about Victoria’s fate and now she was beginning to resent the entire system for what she identified as unnecessary abuse.  “They’re treating her worse than an animal,” she muttered.  “Even Darlene was incredibly angry at Victoria before she left for vacation.  That bit with quietly selling off PPC’d slaves’ belongings for her own profit must have been the final straw.  Guess that I expected more restraint from Miss. Pritchard in breaking in a substandard or resistive slave.”

Finally having enough, Judy strode toward the bank of elevators in exasperation.  She stood tapping her toe in clear impatience while she waited for Fernando to arrive back at the lobby in response to her repeated punching of the call button.

“Let’s go,” was her only comment to the startled volunteer elevator operator.  He’d never seen the perky young woman as anything but cheerful and completely considerate.

Upon arriving at the dungeon level, Judy stopped immediately after stepping into the cave-like entry.  The elevator swished shut behind her and abandoned her to the gloomy chill in the artificial stone labyrinth.  A large poster board illuminated by a portrait lamp drew her attention.

Rules for interacting with vicki the slave:

This is an ‘orgy’ to overwhelm vicki with pleasurable sensation

Condoms are required for all male organs and penetration

Rough sex is acceptable

However, no pinching, slapping, hitting, or torture is allowed

No detractions from ‘maximum orgasms’ on vicki’s part

No bondage is allowed, she is fully complacent

“Hey, this isn’t too bad,” Judy thought.  “Maybe that Rondo character isn’t such a bad guy.”  Uncertain about where to proceed to find the hotel employees and her former boss, Judy carefully followed the dim gaslight from torches hung on the faux rock walls.  Once she found the exhibition room, it took Judy long seconds of watchfulness to figure out what was going on at the bright-lit raised platform in the middle of the room.  

“Oh, shit!” she gasped. 

“They’re peeing on her,” was her next thought.  By peering in between the crowd of chanting women egging on one of their co-workers, Judy finally saw a naked woman on her tummy munching away between vicki’s legs while their friends took turns pulling their panties down and pissing in the defenseless slave’s face.  “She’s enjoying all the attention,” Judy observed in disgust.  “Yeach!”  Quick glances around the exhibition area revealed that no men were in sight.  “Where are Raul and Frank?” she thought.

With no answer as to the men’s whereabouts, she couldn’t help glancing back at the action on the stage.  “From the obscenely tight chastity belt that naked woman is wearing, she must be the slave Bee that Mistress Angel Raven agreed to loan to Rondo, Mr. Samuelson’s assistant or whatever he is.”

An obscenely fat cook dropped her tent-sized white panties on the stone floor and waddled up onto the raised platform.  When she raised her apron and dress about her hips and crouched shamelessly down over slave vicki’s face, Judy turned away and began to walk aimlessly back to the elevator.  “Nasty,” she muttered.  “You’d think the women would at least have some empathy with Victoria.”

Part way back to the elevator, a long grunting groan distracted her from the corridor she was following.  Judy peeked anxiously to the left and discovered that an alcove was hidden within the gloomy dark.  Fascinated, Judy watched as an appalled voyeur as Raul relentlessly hammered away between the legs of an unidentifiable woman.  All Judy could see was a thin roll of black skirt rucked up to her waist, naked widespread legs, and Raul’s pistoning butt.  The slurping, slapping sounds of speeding up sex told her that Raul at least was approaching his climax.  “She must be on the restaurant wait-staff,” she mumbled to herself as she turned away. 

An undulating, “Fuck meeeee!” followed Judy as she stumbled away, still seeking the elevator to escape the madhouse she’d discovered under the hotel.  The twenty-two-year-old couldn’t care less who the mystery woman was that was getting boffed in such a crude and public manner.


Chapter 43 - Judy Pulls a Fast One

Judy Wetmore sat with relief on her tall stool behind the safety of the reception counter.  Just as she felt her heartbeat was returning to normal, the new Hotel Mistress swept past while jabbering away on her cell phone.  The sight did nothing to reassure Judy that women could manage slaves any better than every-horny men. 

“Why the hell can’t you transfer the money,” Mistress Angel Raven snarled at whoever was at the other end of the conversation.  “That’s crap!  I just deposited a one hundred and fifty thousand dollar check in that account just yesterday.  Yes, that’s right, … so, what the hell is the problem with giving me a certified check or a money wire transfer to Spellbook Slaves and Games for a measly five thousand dollars?”

“She’s paying five thousand dollars to Spellbook Slaves and Games.  What on earth for?” Judy wondered. 

“That’s the stupidest policy I ever heard of,” the Mistress retorted with barely controlled fury.  “Just because I made a deposit from out of state doesn’t mean you should hold back on transactions for five days.  What’s wrong with accounts in the Caribbean?  Crap, … it’s only five thousand dollars!”

Fascinated at the conversation and the sheer annoyance in the woman’s voice, Judy turned away from Mistress Angel Raven far enough so that she could still see the angrily pacing woman in her periphery vision.

“You don’t understand!  I have an end-of-business-day deadline today.  I need that money!  Oh, cockless bastard!  He hung up!”

When Mistress Angel Raven strode away steaming, Judy smiled cattily and picked up the phone.  “Ingrid, good afternoon, it’s Judy Wetmore over at Magnus Hotel.  Yes, thank you, … I think I am going to have a good day.  Do you have a minute?  I have some questions about a purchase Mistress Angel Raven is making this afternoon.”

Judy listened with interest as Ingrid began to excitedly tell the story of what was going on with Mistress Angel Raven’s attempt to buy a slave from Mike West.

“You mean to tell me that she put in a $5,000 bid for some slave named Jane, sight unseen?  I thought maybe she was bidding on matched sets of slaves for that much money.”

“She got a picture off your website?  And all she had to go on was your initial summary evaluation notes?  What on earth was she thinking?”

“I don’t care if you think that Jane is a nicely put together woman with cute perky tits.  Who pays that much for a slave?  What, … Hill’s inspector graded her as ‘Grade A’ with a Live Roaster endorsement, … and he agreed to the $1,500 ‘Reserve Price’ option?”

“Wait a minute, Ingrid.  How did the bidding jump all the way up to $5,000 from $1,500?  This Jane better be a hot slave to draw this much attention.”

“Yes, … yes,  oh, … so this other Master kept bidding up over Mistress Angel Raven’s bids until it finally hit $4,000.  Oh, … that is interesting.  You say the Master had fallen out of the bidding war before Mistress Angel Raven jumped all the way to $5,000 in a desperate attempt to have her?  But you say she’s twenty-seven, that’s kinda old.  No, Ingrid, … I’m only twenty-two and to me, Jane is a little over the hill, … I mean, … she’ll be thirty in a few years.”

Judy talked for a few minutes more about the slave and, getting the beginnings of a possible plan, interjected with, “Ingrid, you say the deadline really is this afternoon?  Yes, … I understand how so much inventory can cause a real problem when there’s so little space.  Ingrid, why should I care if her tummy pouches out in the cutest way?  What about her tight thighs?  Are you trying to sell her to me?  That’s ridiculous, she’s way overpriced.”

Busy doing two things at once, Judy had been feverishly logging her reception desk workstation into an internet screen while cursing her slow computer.  “By the way, I’m look at your SlaveBay website now Ingrid and even though she is a ‘nice perky piece’ as you said, those are clearly not really D cups.”

“Well, then Mike’s tape measure either slipped or he can’t do the math on what it takes to confirm that a couple of D cups on perched atop a small frame like Jane’s.  Besides, Ingrid, I think her ass is also one of her best features.”

“No, Ingrid, … I’m not getting interested in her as a ‘fluff’ piece for my house.  And I don’t necessarily think that blondes make the best slaves; after all, I’m blonde myself.  Besides, I live in a hotel apartment, not a home.”

“No, Ingrid, I’m not trying to change the subject!”

“Ingrid, it’s not worth arguing about the size of her tits.  Well, I agree she does have a sexy little blonde patch on her mons.  Ewww, no, … Ingrid I don’t think she’s ‘cute enough to eat.’  What on earth are you thinking?”

“Well, yes, … I might consider a little wager on her breast size.  I don’t know about that.  Wait, … if her tits are less than a full D-cup, you’ll knock $500 off her price?  Yes, that means you’d sell her to me for $4,500, that’s $500 more than the last legitimate bid you received.  So, … if Mistress Angel Raven can’t get her cash there by 5:00, then she’s mine.  I’d like Spellbook Slaves to throw the delivery in for free.”

“What do you mean Mike West would never go for free delivery.  Oh, … I see, … tight-fisted with his money.  Even with an overload of slaves?”

Judy was fidgeting while she tried to think about what to do.  She was getting ready to bail out of the whole absurd conversation when something Ingrid said finally sunk in.  “Wait!  Ingrid, what did you just say?  Why isn’t Jane there at Spellbook?  No, I had no idea you had two locations.  What the hell is an “Ultimate Ride’ machine?  No, I haven’t watched much cable television lately; I’ve been kinda busy with all the personnel shortages here at the hotel.”

Judy’s heart felt like it would explode from the sudden fear that overwhelmed her.  “Lilly has her?  Oh, crap!  Ingrid, if you can get her off the evil machine and out of that, … that crazy woman’s hands, then it’s a deal.  My bank has plenty of time to courier a cashier’s check to your office by 5:00.”

Judy hung up and immediately wondered, “What in the hell have you done girl?  You’re not slave owning material.  Besides, the stats on Jane say she might not be much of a well-rounded slave.  Mike West only threw her on that ‘Ultimate Ride’ machine because he had a feeling that she’d end up a live roaster and a functioning brain isn’t too important when they get spitted.”  

Judy stared for long minutes at the full-body shot of the naked blonde woman.  That’s kinda funny, … even with the age difference, the three pounds body weight, and her four inches more height, … the two of us look almost like sisters.  That’s how I knew those weren’t D cups.  Mine are only B’s.”

“Hmmm, this might be interesting.  I’ll pick Jane up first thing in the morning.”


Chapter 44 - Judy ‘Rescues’ Jane

Judy woke early.  She was excited about picking up the slave that’d just cost her way too much money.  Rather than being depressed about her expensive spur of the moment purchase, the twenty-two-year-old was thrilled about the prospect of rescuing Jane from the hands of the merciless and deadly Lilly.  “I know the rumors,” she told herself with fervor.  “The slaves that end up downtown with her usually die off painfully if they’re not sold quickly.  She has the imagination of the devil when it comes to torturing women!  One of my friends in the media business said that Lilly is a ‘hidden crown jewel’ at the National Media Center because of the way she and Wendy have brought such innovation to torture and snuff video features.’”  Judy shivered at the thought of how ‘cold-blooded’ those two women must be.  “All the more reason to stay out of their hands,” was her heart-felt whisper of advice to herself.

She called down to the concierge desk and told Manuel, the head day bellhop, that she’d be ready to meet the limousine in fifteen minutes.  “It’s about time that I started to use some of the perks around here,” she thought as the car glided smoothly toward their downtown destination. 

“Ma’am, we’re at the National Media Headquarters, … by the Spellbook Slaves and Games entrance.”

Judy looked up to inspect the media conglomerate’s building.  “Somehow, knowing what’s inside makes the building look ominous, even if there’s no outward sign it’s anything except a large office complex.”  Then she added, “I didn’t even feel the limousine stop.  I’ve been so distressed worrying about Jane’s condition after being tortured on that ‘Ultimate Ride’ thingamajig.”

“Wait for me, please,” she murmured toward a hidden microphone.  “I might be as much as thirty minutes.”  Before she slipped off the soft leather seats, she picked up a small gym bag.

Once inside Spellbook Slaves and Games, Judy was a little put out over how little attention she got.  “It’s almost as if they didn’t care about one measly slave,” she thought with a huff.  “The girl at front just had me sign a slave transfer receipt and a pickup form and shuffled me down the hall to her holding room.  I never even saw Lilly.”

Left alone in the hallway to fend for herself, Judy counted doors and opened the one where Jane was supposedly kept.  “Oh, shit!” was her immediate comment.  Centered in the otherwise empty room were two of the glistening machines that Judy quickly realized were the ‘Ultimate Ride’ torture and snuff machines that Ingrid had told her about.  Both machines were blessedly silent; however, one was still occupied.  Judy heard a faint whimper and ran to kneel beside the sweat-drenched woman mounted belly-down on the machine.  Fearful of touching the awful device, Judy limited herself at first to lightly touching the naked slave on her arched back.  The kneeling slave, still held in a submissive ‘doggy’ position, was beautiful despite her obvious mistreatment. 

“Shhh,” she murmured, “it’s alright now.  I’m here to get you out of here.”

The slave didn’t respond to her voice and Judy looked about in horror at the complex attachments that still held the woman onto the device.  A fiendish clamp arrangement held Jane’s tongue extended far from her retracted lips, exposing all her teeth because of the machine’s painful grip on her tongue that pulled her chin unnaturally forward.  

“How does the clamp around her head come off?” she wondered as she hesitantly touched the cold steel circling the woman’s head.   Afraid of hurting the softly moaning woman, Judy darted quick glances about the contraption, noticing a control panel located on the forward section of the machine.  “All the lights are off, … guess that’s a good sign.  What do the labels say?  Oh, … Rest Cycle – Torture Cycle – Stimulate Only – Snuff, … how sadistic!”

Gathering her wits about her, Judy turned an adjustment knob on Jane’s forehead and loosened the heavy band enough to remove it.  A red circle on either side of her head were exposed where the band had somehow irritated her skin.  Unable to determine what caused it because Judy was completely unaware of the HCE option on the ‘Ultimate Ride’, Judy clucked her tongue in disgust and looked to the way the machine held Jane’s tongue.  

Runnels of drool had chapped the flesh at the corners of her mouth, but the surface of her tongue was as dry as a sheet of sandpaper.  “What’s the tongue gripper holding onto?” she wondered.  “It’s huge and covers the whole end of her tongue.”  Finally, her questing fingers felt a recessed button and holding her breath, she depressed it.  The tongue gripper slipped easily off the end of Jane’s tongue and Judy carefully shifted the heavy device forward into a storage niche. 

Furious about Jane’s treatment, but also fascinated by the intricacies of the diabolical machine, she couldn’t help but touch the still-distended tongue and wonder at the ring that was recently driven through the meaty tip.  “Did the machine do this or was it done by hand just before she was tortured?” Judy wondered.

Smaller versions of the tongue gripper also covered the areola of each of Jane’s breasts and covered her belly button.  Stretched and distended from the tit stretchers, the woman’s breasts no longer looked perky and cute.  This time, Judy was much quicker to discover the release mechanism and almost fell over backward when the rubbery teat rebounded once released.  Perched at the very base of each swollen nipple was a heavy barbell-shaped stud.  Unlike the tongue, the much fairer and tender flesh of her areola clearly indicated bright red puffiness from what could have been burns surrounding her nipples.  

“Poor girl,” she murmured once again while soothing her back.  She smiled at the slight movement and faint groan she got in response.  “I think you’re gonna live,” she awkwardly reassured her.

The belly button torture mechanism was also easily released now that Judy had discovered the trick of release.  That’s when Judy found the third of the studs obviously inserted by the ‘Ultimate Ride’.  This time, she also discovered another of the features of the machine.  Each ‘gripper’ she’d released had a clear section of plastic that left an observation point to the studs driven into the victim.  “Why do they want to see the studs?” she wondered as the discovery left more questions unanswered than clarified. 

“Now for the straps,” she noted.  “There are arm and thigh straps and then the contraption that follows her spine.  Plus, … there are LED lights on the straps, … but no obvious sign of what they do.”

Lastly, Judy reluctantly felt down by the girl’s vagina and traced her fingertips around the fat cock skewered deep into her sex.   Judy pulled back abruptly when Jane murmured something as her fingertip accidentally brushed her still erect clitoris.

“Hore,” was what the faint, hoarse voice whispered.

“Shhh, it’s almost over,” Judy whispered back reassuringly.

“Ho!  Honce hore!” was the louder response.

Puzzled, Judy sat back and tried to figure out what Jane was asking.  The dry tongue had by now partially retracted into her mouth, but it was far from capable of functioning for communication yet.  She dismissed the words as nonsense coming from a shell-shocked torture victim and felt back along the coating on the cock shaft to find a release.  The base of the cock terminated abruptly at the stainless steel shaft that served to fuck into the victim as well as thrust the long shaft through the pig’s torso during the killing stroke.  She froze as the shaft loosened with a loud click.  Relieved that she’d not killed the slave, she began to gingerly guide the massive fake cock out of Jane’s cunt.  

Almost freely crouching over the machine now, and held in place only by the fake cock, Jane was showing more signs of life.  “Ewww, she’s humping back at the machine,” Judy thought with disgust.  As her left hand pulled at the cock, her right wrist inadvertently tapped Jane’s clit, triggering another weak humping motion.

“Hessss,” was Jane’s immediate response of appreciation.  “Hore!”

The cock plopped free with a viscous sucking sound and Jane immediately complained, “Hoooo.”

“What a slut,” Judy thought, “she wants more.”  Then she flushed as she realized that Jane was only dazed and confused from the long hours she had spent on the fiendish machine.  Giving in to the confused slave’s ever louder grunts and incoherent demands, Judy moved her right hand back under her belly to cup under the woman’s mons while the fingertips on her left began to stimulate her labia and clit by reaching in between her ass cheeks.  The humping action intensified and Jane groaned louder, clearly in appreciation for what Judy was doing.  Flushing with mortification at what she was doing, Judy frigged faster to get the woman’s orgasm over with.  “Just get this over with, girl!” was Judy’s whispered comment.  “Come on, … cum for me.”  Judy stoically knelt beside her new slave while Jane humped her greedy slit furiously against her owner’s hand.

Eventually Judy decided that she was unable to manhandle the exhausted and completely fucked-out slave from the building and she had reluctantly flagged down two leather-clad men to assist her.  The way one leered at her while the other carefully examined her ownership documents for slave Jane and her own identification papers made her blood boil.  Unwilling to piss off anyone in the hell-hole she found herself in, and somewhat fearful of being forced to join in Jane’s fate, young Judy Wetmore bit back any snide comments she might have made and patiently waited for the two men to decide that Judy actually was a free woman who owned the bedraggled slave Jane.  After a seemingly interminable wait, the two black-clad men dragged the limp woman out toward the waiting hotel limousine.  At the Spellbook Slaves and Games exit, Judy averted her face and darted to the outside of the two burly men when she recognized Holly the ex-barslut and Mistress Angel Raven dragging in a somewhat reluctant slave.

Judy first noticed the expensive clothing worn by Holly and couldn’t help but wonder when she’d managed to find time to go out and buy designer clothes.  “Miss. Pritchard only freed her the other day.  She must have saved a lot of money whoring on the side in the lounge to afford that clothing.”  Only belatedly and briefly did she glance at the slave leashed between the two women.  The look of stupidity on the older woman’s face from her bulging cheeks and punky black haircut restored Judy’s muted temper.  “Now that’s a slut,” she told herself heatedly.  “Big swaying hooters under a revealing slave tunic, … and that haircut, … it does go well with the cow-like look caused by the big red ballgag.”  As she edged away anonymously from the two fellow workers at Magnus Hotel, she was unaware that she’d just circled one hundred and eighty degrees from her anti-slavery stance of just minutes before.  That she could be so outraged at her new slave’s treatment and unconcerned with another’s fate was an ironic twist that she was oblivious to.

Arriving uneventfully back at the hotel, Judy swept past Manuel with her normal cheerful greeting and nicely asked him to bring ‘babe’ in from the waiting limousine.  “She’s my sister Jane’s slave.  Please be gentle with her, Jane’s just finished a grueling training session with the poor dear and she doesn’t really want a man’s touch to set back her training.”  Pleased that her ‘rescue’ was completed, Judy stopped by the front desk to be sure everything was going well.  She hardly noticed when Manuel and another of the bellhops brought in Jane from the limousine, hooded in a black head sack to hide her identity.   Her hands were cuffed properly behind her back and the bellhops saw nothing odd in handling a hooded slave with nicely exposed curves under her slave tunic.  After all, since passage of the White Slave Act of 2000, beautiful slavegirls were commonplace in Eastlake, Oklahoma.

“Now,” Judy explained to the desk clerk, “my sister should be here any time.  She looks much like me, … only blonde and a little bit taller and older.  So, be on the lookout for her and be sure and pass the word that she deserves first-rate service.”  Judy didn’t bother to explain that Jane’s breasts were a bit fuller and more enticing than hers.  “After all,” she told herself, “a girl doesn’t have to reveal everything.”


Chapter 45 - Holly & Mistress Angel Raven

Holly felt a wave of nausea sweep through her body. Bleary-eyed from the tears flooding her eyes and disoriented from blood rushing out of her brain, she saw a nearby sofa as an oasis of safety and lunged for it on tottering legs. She fought the urge to vomit and held her head down between her knees until she could get a little blood back to her brain and control her weeping. Holly was experiencing exactly the physical feeling she got when a blood donation went wrong and her body rebelled with fear and horror at being pricked endlessly by the needle.

"Are you really that much of a pussy?" The mocking question came from the tall woman standing beside her. "Do you always collapse under a little pressure? If this is how you’re going to act, … I doubt you're cut out to own a slave and properly train her."

Holly brought her thoughts into focus and realized, "Darlene, … oh shit! I've just dropped Darlene off at Spellbook Slaves and Games. No telling what horrors she's going to be going through soon."

A hand shook her shoulder roughly. "Pull yourself together! I need to get back to the hotel. Missy and I have quite a crowd coming into the dungeon tonight and we have lots to do; after all, it's a Lady's Night and they've really been picking up in popularity."

Still feeling miserable about leaving Darlene to get the treatment she'd foolishly set herself up for, Holly muttered angrily without looking up, "Oh, just leave me alone! Why don't you take the limousine back to the hotel! I’ll be along later." 

Holly shivered again at the thought of what must already be happening to Darlene Pritchard, the owner of Magnus Hotel and her boss. She ventured a glance out the glass lobby entry of the National Media Headquarters that was reserved for the exclusive use of the downtown office of Spellbook Slaves and Games and saw that the woman beside her had already left without saying goodbye. "That"s it," she thought nastily, "just walk away twitching that black-clad ass of yours. What I wouldn't give to have you sitting in Darlene"s place right now!"

Mistress Angel Raven, the domineering six-foot Mistress that Holly thought had "wormed her way" into a relationship with Magnus Hotel, was striding purposefully down the concrete walkway. Even from the rear, the vinyl-clad Mistress' big DD breasts swelled out past the sides of her torso. "Right now I'd like to kick your ass," Holly muttered. "What on earth persuaded me to 'allow' you even a remote chance to own Miss Pritchard?" 

Holly tried to remind herself that Darlene was the one fully responsible for her own predicament. "It doesn't work," she muttered quietly, "even if Darlene set herself up with Lilly, and signed all the slave paperwork, she really was just letting her horny pussy run her life." She shook her head ruefully, "You'd think a forty-one year old that's a natural blonde, a successful business woman with money and property, beautiful, and big-titted as well would be able to control herself." Holly started to sputter in anger but continued, "Why, … just thinking about a seventy-two hour fling with Mike West made the slut finger herself openly in front of three witnesses. That's when Mistress Angel Raven got that idea of hers."

"When it's time to pick cuddles up from Spellbook, we'll flip a coin. Heads I get her, tails and she's yours," is what a gleeful Angel Raven had suggested. 

Only after Holly complained that Darlene didn't want either of them to own her did the plan change. "OK then," Angel Raven offered, "we do two coin tosses. The second will determine how she joins us. Heads and she's a free woman, tails and she belongs to one of us fully and completely. Either way, she won't really have a choice about belonging with one of us."

Angel Raven had further stipulated that if the second coin toss left Darlene free, she'd still have to marry whoever won the first coin toss. "So, if she's not our slave, then she has to marry whoever won the other coin toss. After three months, she can sue for divorce. Her assets will be protected by a prenuptial agreement."

Darlene only agreed to abide by the results of the twin coin tosses after the black-clad Mistress threatened to find a way to abandon her at Spellbook Slaves and Games forever.

Holly interrupted her quick mental review of how Darlene came to be delivered to Spellbook Slaves and smirked when she saw the Mistress standing still on the street-side sidewalk openly ogling a young businesswoman that'd just dropped her briefcase. The bent-over position of the woman trying to recover the spilled contents of her briefcase left her grey skirt tightly cupped over her trim ass. Further, the shortness of the skirt left the black decorative tops of her hose exposed. Only chance kept the crotch of her panties tantalizingly out of sight. "Clearly, Angel Raven is trying to see up her dress. Whatta pussy hound!" Holly complained.

"Course," she added under her breath, "only a blonde would expose herself like that, giving the whole world a clear shot up her dress." From her vantage point in the lobby, Holly saw more of the scene than did the wholly distracted Mistress. Just feet away from the two oblivious women, the side door to a family van slide open. Two masked young girls leapt gracefully out of the dark interior, each held a gun pointed directly at Mistress Angel Raven. When the Mistress' body shook and fell twitching to the ground, Holly gave a cry of fear and thought the woman had just been assassinated. Only when the shooters' accomplishes helped yank the woman's two hundred and twenty pound frame into the dark safety of the van did Holly notice the twin pairs of almost invisible electric lines gleaming in the sunlight. 

"She's been tasered," she realized belatedly. Astounded by what she'd just seen, Holly sat frozen for long seconds after the abduction. Belatedly she realized that the van sat there innocently until the blonde bimbo that so shamefully exposed her butt casually walked to the driver's door and glanced back toward Holly's hidden spot inside Spellbook Slaves and Games. The blonde winked and Holly was stunned once again. "Sheila!" she thought horrified. "What the hell is Sheila doing here in Eastlake kidnapping a Mistress?"

Horrified at her own callous response, Holly found herself calmly searching through her purse. Incongruously, instead of a cellphone to dial 911 with, Holly held up a shiny William Jefferson Clinton dollar coin in her hand. "Heads - I win! Tails - you lose!" she thought as she spun the shiny coin up into the air. Just as a wave of dizziness began to overwhelm her, Holly muttered vengefully, "That'll teach you to try and take my cuddles!" 

"Cuddles, … did I just call Darlene by her old nickname as if she was my girlfriend?" Then, just as the dizzy spell started to become blackness, she had time for a final woozy thought, "No, … I couldn't have said that. No way!"


Chapter 46 - An Unexpected Awakening

The insistent ringing of the telephone woke Holly from a tormented sleep.  After banging groggily on the alarm clock in a misguided attempt to stop the unwanted intrusion, Holly belatedly realized the shrill ringing was from the phone, and she picked it up on what felt like the hundredth ring.  Her head was throbbing and her sleep-swollen tongue was barely able to get out a scratchy, “Wwha, … what do you want?”  Only after the voice began to stridently and too loudly speak into her ear did Holly realize that she it was very early in the morning and she had just been wakened from a very bad dream.  She was also in her temporary luxury quarters; the penthouse of her former owner Darlene Pritchard, who was now possibly the ex-CEO of Magnus Hotel and currently a woman stupidly self-enslaved and left at the mercy of Spellbook Slaves and Games.  

“Stop,” she commanded in a crabby voice.  “Yes, yes, Judy, I understand that you are sorry for waking me.  Start over again and please calm down so I can get back to sleep.”

“Well Ma’am,” Judy responded in a slightly calmer voice, “You have to come down to Miss Pritchard’s, … I mean, … your office.  We have a problem, … well a serious complication at least about an enslavement and I need your help.”

“Shit, … OK!  This better be important and you better have a cup of coffee, black – no cream or sugar, waiting for me.  Shit!”

Holly slipped her legs over the edge of Darlene’s king-size bed and tried to focus on the glowing red numerals on the alarm clock’s face.  “Two o’clock.  Oh, boy!”  Naked, she gingerly set both feet down on the floor and hesitantly moved through the dark master bedroom to Darlene’s dressing room where her previous day’s clothing was scattered about.  Grimacing at her dirty underclothes on the floor, she rummaged through Darlene’s clothes and muttered something about having to bring up some of her own clothing.  

Given that Darlene was far more voluptuous by a good twenty pounds and thirteen years over Holly’s petite one hundred and thirty-five pound frame topped with very generous natural D hooters, picking appropriate clothing in the woman’s dressing room was difficult.  She finally found a set of lavender panties that cupped snugly across her ass without slipping off her waist and gave up looking for a bra.  Toward the far end of what had to be a span of at least a hundred dresses in the well-organized closet, Holly found a simple navy sheath that managed to hug both her breasts and ass.  As her hands slipped down across the snug-fitting back of the dress, Holly commented softly, “Guess Darlene’s butt hasn’t fit in this for at least fifteen or twenty pounds.  It’s a little longer to the knee than I’d choose; but after all, she is taller than me.”  She fluffed up her heavy boobs and held off on congratulating herself on her foxy look when her disheveled hair and puffy, sweaty face were revealed in the floor to ceiling mirror.  “Crap!” she muttered, once again angry at being disturbed in the middle of the night.

Just minutes later, Holly strode into Darlene’s office, grabbed the steaming mug of coffee off her desk blotter, and sunk gratefully into the comfortable leather executive chair.  “Well!” she demanded after a sip or two of the coffee, “what the hell is going on?”

As she asked the question, Holly quickly assessed the three women in the room.  First she saw the indispensable receptionist, Judy Wetmore, standing beside her desk looking distinctly uncomfortable.  Holly decided that despite the unholy time of day, the twenty-two year old blonde was looking far too crisp, fresh, and chipper.  The second woman was older, “Possibly forty-ish,” Holly decided, “and she looks like she’s seen better days.”  Holly also observed that the rumpled look of her cheap clothing indicated that the woman was either a slob or she had been wearing the same clothes for several days.  The third woman was a marked contrast.  “Hmm,” Holly’s internal radar responded, “dressed prim and proper and likely a spinster to be.  She must be an accountant, … or a librarian.”  Only after initially dismissing the woman as a thirty-ish, frigid workaholic did she spot the muscle tone and power in the lady’s calves and biceps as the woman shifted positions on the couch.  The new position exposed the swell of full breasts hidden under the conservative suit jacket and also just slightly raised the hem of the skirt, tantalizing Holly with thoughts of what might be at the end of the tiny gap between her legs.

The ‘accountant’ on the couch leaned forward as if to answer the question and Judy stepped forward, cutting off the woman before she could get started.  “Boss,” she said, “a few hours ago we processed what was apparently a straight-forward husband-enslavement of his wife.”  

Both the other women looked as if they wanted to interject something at this point and Holly irritatedly commanded, “Hush and wait for your turns!”  She took a little satisfaction at the open-mouthed way each woman stayed silent, especially the slightly sulky look the ‘accountant’ subsequently gave her.  Something about the woman grated on Holly’s nerves.

“Well,” Judy continued hesitantly, “the husband came down to the front desk and told me he wanted to enslave his wife.  He had their original marriage license, both their birth certificates, and plenty of identification.  I did the necessary database searches and everything tracked out perfectly; no criminal entries on either one and their social security numbers were tied together as a married couple with no children.”  She took a deep breath to calm herself and added, “Holly, I tried to get him to wait for morning, but he offered up a $500 bonus to the hotel if we did the conversion right away and to his specifications.”  A quick look of panic swept across Judy’s face and she hurriedly added, “Course I explained to him that we can’t accept gratuities and that the ‘bonus’ and any additional taxes due on that gratuity would have to be added to the sales price of the slave.”

After a nod of understanding from Holly, Judy continued, “Anyway, I did a fast drug and alcohol scan on him and he was clean.  I explained the taxes and fees he would have to pay in order to assume immediate ownership; he already knew that once converted, the enslaved-wife becomes the property of the federally licensed slave agent until they sell her back.  Next, I did a fast appraisal of the woman at $1,200 dollars and then increased her book value by adding in the $500 ‘incentive’ for speedy processing.  He agreed to pay all the fees and taxes contingent upon her passing the pregnancy test.  All the paperwork was executed correctly and we did the deed.”

Judy took a moment to compose herself and glanced worriedly at the two women Holly hadn’t yet met.  She continued with a hesitant, “Boss, I’m positive that everything was done exactly by the book, but he did insist on a pretty brutal enslavement.  We all charged into their hotel bedroom and when she sat up naked in bed, I shot her right between the tits with one of our twin-headed, 625 thousand volt taser guns.  Both heads drilled right into her breast meat and before she finished twitching and pissing herself, he jumped forward and cuffed the woman, yanking her into a strict hogtie.  She was piss-wet enough that a fast swab test was able to confirm her non-pregnant status and just to be sure, I took a blood sample as well.  But within seconds of completing the transaction, he was whaling away between her legs with a wicked leather strop.  She was really hurting.”  She stepped back and her shoulders slumped.  “Actually, … that’s it and all the paperwork is on your desk, including printouts from digital camera shots of the married couple, computer screen captures from the database searches that I did, and copies of the marriage license and identifications presented.”

Holly held her hand up to keep either of the other two women from interjecting anything and then softly added, “Thanks, Judy.  Please sit down while I go through the paperwork and then we’ll let the two ladies here explain to me what the hell they think the problem is with this enslavement.”

The paperwork looked perfectly acceptable to Holly’s relatively uninformed scrutiny.  Darlene’s investment in Spellbook Slaves and Games software made enslavement nearly idiot-proof and Holly was certain that the ever-efficient Judy had done everything by the book.  “OK,” Holly mused aloud, “it appears that fifty-three-year-old Mathew Keirn married twenty-six-year-old Kathrine, the slave in question, in January of this year.”  Holly looked at an unflattering close up image of the blonde’s tear-streaked face taken seconds after her enslavement and thought, “Course she’s a bit-titted blonde and at only about half his age, likely a trophy wife.”  Even Holly winched a little at the last image showing the just-enslaved wife in a strict hogtie; a strap ran between a gag and head harness to the cuffs holding feet and wrists together behind her back.  Red welts were clearly visible from the whipping underway.

Only one thing about the paperwork startled her; it was the signature of the federally licensed slaver that completed the transaction - Mistress Angel Raven.  Seeing that Darlene’s signature wasn’t on the paperwork forcibly reminded her that Darlene Pritchard was no longer at the hotel.  “In fact,” Holly reminded herself miserably, I brought her to Spellbook Slaves and Games myself, just this morning.” 

The three other women in the office watched mystified as Holly ignored them to scavenge through Darlene’s center desk drawer where she found a dollar coin.  None of them realized the significance of the, "Heads - I win! Tails - you lose!" that Holly muttered as she spun the shiny coin across the desktop.

“Just a dream?” Holly thought.  “It was just a dream where I saw my college friend Shiela kidnap that arrogant bitch?  Course it was, … still, … it’s just the sort of thing that crazy cunt would do.  More importantly, I wonder how Darlene managed in her first day with Spellbook?  I’ll have to go see her in the morning.”  She shook herself slightly to clear her head and addressed the two women seated on the couch.  “So, Mathew converted his blonde bimbo wife to slavery.  Who are you two and why the hell are you bothering me for in the middle of the night about a rather routine transaction?”

The ‘accountant’ stood up, straightened her skirt with an unconscious bit of nervousness and said, “My name is Louisa Hauff and I’m the attorney representing Mrs. Annabelle Keirn, Mathew’s one and only legal wife.”  As she spoke the last bit, she pointed to the dowdy blonde seated beside her in the rumpled clothing.

Before Holly could even begin to think of a reply, Louisa continued, “We have documentary proof that Mathew and Kathrine’s marriage is illegal and therefore Kathrine’s enslavement is a criminal act.  I realize this is confusing, but with your cooperation we can end this tawdry sham and I assure you, if you cooperate, Hotel Magnus will not be bothered with any civil or criminal litigation for aiding Mathew in his scheme to illegally enslave Kathrine and deprive his real wife of her share of the family assets.”

Holly was dumbfounded at this explanation.  She looked to Judy for guidance and burst out with a, “Come on, … give me a break!  Wife enslavements are routine, it’s the easiest PPC connection, and it doesn’t even require proof of vaginal penetration.”

Louisa smiled primly and nodded.  “Yes, that’s right.  Mathew Keirn could have easily enslaved his ‘blonde bimbo’, to use your picturesque terms, by simply proving three sex acts within the last thirty days.  Had he done that, the enslavement would be legal and binding.  But, … and this is very important, … Mr. Keirn converted Kathrine to slave status using their marriage standing, not because of any proof of vaginal intercourse.  Thus, while he could have easily enslaved Kathrine as a lover, he used the sham of an illegal marriage to do it instead.  Mr. Mathew Keirn has been legally married to my client, Mrs. Annabelle (Weshler) Keirn for over twenty years.  These certified documents clearly indicate the truthfulness of my client’s claims.” 

Holly was out of her league and she knew it.  The papers given to her by the now spunky lawyer seemed to bear out the story.  However, the previously reserved little lawyer had an attitude that grated worse on Holly’s nerves every time she spoke.  She really didn’t want to help out Louisa Hauff and Annabelle Keirn.  Unable to come up with a sharp response, Holly looked toward Judy.

“Ma’am,” Judy jumped in to help, “I told Miss Hauff and uhm, … Mrs. Keirn that the enslavement was legal, binding, and finalized with nearly instantaneous filing over the internet.  They claimed that it would be too slow to go through the courts to get Annabelle’s divorce finalized and the estate split up.  They want our help in pressuring Mr. Keirn.”

“Wait a minute,” Holly interrupted and gave the two sitting on the couch a hard look, “are you two trying to use this enslavement to leverage a divorce and a monetary settlement from Mr. Keirn.  Not only is it bad business for us to harass a guest in this hotel, but your entire situation belongs in a courtroom.  Lastly, your thinly veiled threats against our hotel aren’t going over well at all; I firmly believe that any judge reviewing Katherine Keirn’s enslavement would find we met all the legal requirements in attempting to verify the veracity of the data presented by Mr. Keirn.  You two have no further business in this hotel and should leave.”

Holly stood up and looked toward the two as they gathered their things to go.  She was pleased to see the look of flushed indecision on the lawyer’s face and the dejected look on the abandoned wife.  The paperwork she’d just seen claimed that Annabelle Keirn left her husband in 1995 and that her repeated attempts at divorce had been stymied by her ex-husband.  Further, she’d received no support at all from him during the previous eleven years.  Annabelle and her lawyer were clearly ready to blackmail Mathew Keirn.  Something else clicked in Holly’s head.  “Wait a minute,” she demanded.  “That’s it isn’t it?  You’re broke and your sleazy, ambulance-chasing lawyer is going to get a cut of whatever deal you force Mathew into.  Louisa, you’re afraid that a court process would burn up too much of Mr. Keirn’s cash leaving little for a final settlement.”

The look of consternation on their faces made Holly laugh.  “You two are screwed.  This shoestring blackmail attempt is your inept way of maximizing your settlement profit.  Why, … I bet Annabelle hasn’t a dollar to her name.  Has she even paid you a retainer?”

The two women stood dumbly; caught in their plot.

“I have an idea,” Holly said with a gleam in her eyes.  “Why don’t you two sit back down in the couch and be prepared to do everything I say.”

Judy walked over to whisper into Holly’s ear, “Holly, another problem they might have is that Mathew might try to enslave wife number one if she starts a messy court battle.  After all, once she publicly claims to be the one and only true wife, then that very claim opens herself up for enslavement.”

Holly began to feel a little better about being awakened in the middle of the night.  “OK,” she demanded, “give your purses and the attaché case to Judy.  While she’s looking for recording devices, you two can strip down to panties and bras.”  When they hesitated, Holly commanded, “Now!  Or you can kiss your settlement goodbye!”

While the two red-faced women were slowly undoing buttons and zippers, Holly jotted a quick note that she passed to Judy.  After confirming the purses and attaché case were free of electronics, Judy hurried out of the office.

Under the conservative grey skirt and jacket business suit, Louisa wore an expensive white blouse and matching camisole top.  However, the woman’s bra and panties were decidedly different from the conservative outer clothing and the prim, almost prudish, manner of the lawyer.  Holly couldn’t help mentally drooling at the bright red color and almost transparent laciness of the matching panty and bra set.  “Guess you’re a true redhead, just like me,” Holly observed as the lawyer finished undressing.

She shifted her attention to the blonde wife and couldn’t help observing, “Honey, that is some really funky looking underwear.  Plus, you obviously aren’t a natural blonde like your younger competition, the other Mrs. Keirn.”

While the two stood awkwardly waiting in their underwear, Judy returned with two bags.  She gave one bag to Holly and then bagged up all the discarded clothing, including shoes.  Seconds later, Judy left with the women’s clothing and their purses.

“Alright, since there are no recording devices, I think we can begin.”  She threw Louisa her leather attaché bag and commanded, “Dig out your agreement with your client and all the paperwork you must have already prepared for Mathew to sign.  I want to review it all.”

Holly smirked inwardly, the pretense of taking clothes and purses away to be sure they weren’t wired had been a great way to keep the two off balance and trapped in the office.  Her outward grin became even more pronounced as the paperwork confirmed what the two were attempting.  “OK, Louisa, if I have this right, your agreement with Annabelle is that if settlement is reached, you are guaranteed thirty percent off the top plus all expenses you’ve incurred.  And, … the research you two have conducted shows that in addition to the house, his retirement plan, and his stock options, Mathew has almost three hundred and fifty thousand in cash and easily liquidated assets.  The amount on the final paperwork is still blank, … what amount were you two looking to get?”

“Well,” the blushing redhead lawyer started, “since the non-liquid portion of Mr. Keirn’s holdings far exceed the three hundred and fifty thousand dollars, we felt it was a rather generous offer to accept that amount, plus a promissory note for eleven years of unpaid alimony, along with Mr. Keirn’s new slave.”  The lawyer almost whispered the last bit about getting the newly enslaved Kathrine Keirn as part of the divorce agreement.”

“Holy shit!” Holly whispered as her fingers flew across a desktop calculator, “I see that at four thousand a month, the eleven years alimony comes to $528,000 without interest.  So, that means that after tonight the greedy lawyer gets at least $292,666 and the abandoned wife more than $585,333.  Wow!  I’m in the wrong profession!”

The lawyer and the wife didn’t offer a reply.  

“OK, pay attention ladies,” Holly demanded, “you’re in my hotel and here’s how it’s going to go.”


Chapter 47 - A Marriage is Ended

At promptly three-thirty in the morning, Holly knocked on door 806.  She had just finished using her cell phone to awaken the guest inside but it still took several tries at knocking before a muffled voice spoke through the door and the latch clicked open.

Holly’s initial impression of Mathew Keirn wasn’t very positive.  Like Holly at her unexpected awakening, Mathew’s hair was a mess and he looked wrung out.  Pudgy and acting cagey, Holly took an instant dislike to him.  At least his initial blusterous anger quelled quickly when the entourage Holly led entered his room.  As the crowd entered, the room seemed to shrink and Mathew retreated to sit on the side of his bed.

“Mr. Keirn, as I told you on the phone, I’m Holly the acting hotel manager and we’re here to talk to you about your new slave,” Holly said as she pointed to where Mathew had thrown the bed’s comforter over the foot of the bed to hide a quietly whimpering form.  As she spoke, Holly was flanked on her right by the hulking form of Frank, the hotel’s night shift security and slave handler, and on her left by Fernando, the night bellhop and porter.  All three of their faces were frozen in serious and unfriendly looks.  

“You’ve placed us in a very awkward position by bringing your adulterous domestic problems under our roof.  I hope you realize the penalties for the false data submitted on Kathrine Keirn’s enslavement certificates; the federal and state statutes call for harsh penalties, especially the quid-pro-quo for false imprisonment and the exorbitant settlements for pain and indignities suffered.”

“I don’t know what you are talking about!  Everything I certified is true, so is all the paperwork that I …”  Mathew’s flustered attempt at rebuttal ended abruptly when his first wife Annabelle entered the room.  “Ah, … Annabelle, … what are you doing here?”

“Getting ready to see your ass thrown in jail, you miserable worm!” Annabelle asserted with remarkable poise.  The disheveled and mousy blonde that Holly had first met downstairs was gone.  The slaves working in the hotel salon had been hurriedly brought forth from their kennels to do their magic on the plump and previously unnoticeable woman.  Holly grinned inwardly at the remembered sight of the naked woman moaning in discomfort as the first corset she’d ever worn was pulled fiendishly tight across her fleshy form by a giggling swarm of hotel slave girls.  The full-length corset that compressed Annabelle’s hips and upper thighs, her belly and waistline, and thrust her big boobs up and out was designed for function, not appearance; it was capable of significant body shaping.  Black patterned hose for a slightly exotic look, high heels to lend shape to her slightly too pudgy legs, and a figure-emphasizing dress from the hotel boutique completed her clothing ensemble.  Annabelle’s makeup and hair were perfect, hiding the flaws of age and years of not taking good care of herself.  The $2,500 emergency salon work and clothing fees were already meticulously detailed on Mr. Keirn’s bill; he just didn’t know it yet.

The rest of the encounter was almost anticlimactic.  Mr. Keirn was so afraid of immediate arrest and incarceration that he didn’t even think to call his lawyer for advice.   Further, his eyes kept being drawn in wonder, and more than a little lust, to his first-wife with her tiny waist and big breasts.   Her new habit of slightly panting with shallow breaths, a consequence of her incredibly tight corset, fired his lust in a way that puzzled him.  Confused by the sensory overload, he signed everything put in front of him, not even balking when he realized that in addition to the cash settlement, he had to sign his new slave over to Annabelle.  The hotel staff provided witness signatures where needed and Judy quickly notarized the official paperwork.

Holly’s plan had proceeded flawlessly.  Fernando the bellhop escorted the former Mrs. Annabelle (Weshler) Keirn to a room on another floor of the hotel along with the lawyer’s attaché case filled with the signed documents that she’d fought for years to conclude.  Somehow during the document signing, Fernando’s experienced hand had found its way possessively to Annabelle’s waist.  Mr. Keirn noticed the move and his snarl of anger clearly indicated his feelings about the Hispanic man touching his wife.  Annabelle almost simpered at the unexpected male interest, and Holly merely sighed at the perverseness of human nature.  “Perhaps Fernando will get lucky tonight,” Holly thought, “He likes the older ones that aren’t used to attention.  Good thing he doesn’t know about the camera system in the hotel cause he’ll be performing for an audience.”

Frank’s job was to deal with the broken slave girl.  When he whisked off the comforter hiding her at the foot of the bed, a thick musk of sex, sweat, and fear roiled out and soon filled the room.  Holly was repelled by the clear signs of uncontrolled abuse that Mathew had vented upon his second wife and she almost changed her mind about the next step of the plan.  “Stay professional,” she reminded herself against her better judgment.

“Are you always this way with your slaves?” Holly asked dryly.  “Or, is this how you treat women in general?” she added with a little more bite.

Mathew watched the intimidating form of Frank freeing Kathrine from her bed bondage only to be collared and cuffed with Hotel Magnus gear.   “The bitch stopped acting like she enjoyed sex with me,” he huffed. 

Holly held in a laugh at that comment, because he was clearly of far less sexual interest than even his dowdy first wife, and instead, let the man continue.

“For the last month, she’d do anything I wanted, but she’d either lay there like a frigid ice queen or she’d laugh at me afterwards for being too quick to satisfy her.  Finally I gave up and decided to change things in our relationship.  I guess I took out a lot of hostilities on her for acting like a cold fish.”

Even Frank paused to take in the markings of the slave and gave Mr. Keirn a look of distaste.

“Don’t give me that look,” Mathew crowed with a little renewed backbone, “it’s not like you don’t beat slaves here, I know all about your bondage dungeon and that man-hating bitch Mistress Angel Raven.”

Frank leaned toward the older businessman and whispered fiercely, “The difference is that we are always in control of our slaves and we usually have a training agenda in mind.  This is not a torture and snuff establishment.  Besides, at least we don’t let our wives or slaves make pussies of us.”  With that said he rose and easily hoisted the slave onto his shoulders.  Standing easily under the load, he added with a bit of malice, “Besides, Angel Raven and her girls could kick your wimpy ass up and down their dungeon without breaking a sweat.  If you don’t believe me, book a session down there and get in the way of their action; you’ll go down whimpering faster that any of the new slave wenches.”  Finished he strode out of the room.  He threw a, “Meet you downstairs, boss,” over his shoulder as he disappeared into the corridor.

Now alone with the man, Holly once again asserted himself.  “Mr. Keirn, I am truly sorry that these events had to occur in our hotel.  We expect more of our guests and prefer to stay in the role of providing comfortable lodging and entertainment.”

When Mr. Keirn stayed sullenly silent, Holly continued, “At least you took care of business and didn’t try to protract this unpleasantness, … and for that I thank you.  I noticed that your stay was originally for another couple of days.  Was this supposed to be some sort of mini-vacation with the misses?”

“Yes,” he replied, “I lined up some show tickets and the treat of this hotel to get Kathrine to come.  She knew I came frequently to Eastlake and stayed at Hotel Magnus.  This was our first night here.”

As the conversation remained pleasant and non-threatening, Mathew relented some and admitted that he was glad the whole mess with his first wife was over.  “I was married for years and when one of my young and exciting field reps showed interest in me, I dumped her and later on, … well, I was too embarrassed and stubborn to do the right thing.”

“Good,” Holly said, “and to remind you that we want your future business I have an enjoyable incentive you might really appreciate.  First though, do you have thirty dollars?”

Mystified, Mathew opened his billfold and gave her the money.

“Now, please sign this rental agreement.”

Mathew raised his eyebrows in question but quickly scanned the form and much more eagerly signed it with a flourish.

“Here’s the ground rules Mathew.  I’m renting you one of our brand new sex bitches for the duration of your stay, be it one day or the full period of your planned vacation.  You are allowed full leeway in using her except that I want no marks above her collar bone and any piercings or tattoos you want will have to be performed at your expense by our hotel staff.”

Mathew’s eyes lit up in excitement at the possibilities and his fingers quivered in anticipation of getting a hold of a new girl.

“Further,” Holly continued, “since you have already purchased theater tickets, you are free to either take the woman with you or leave her at the hotel during shows.  She only comes with panties and shoes, so any clothing you need will have to be purchased from one of our shops.  The staff will be happy to run up and take any necessary measurements as well as delivery merchandise catalogs.  Anything not carried by the hotel can quickly be brought to you by the concierge.” 

At Holly’s command, a member of the hotel staff dragged a reluctant woman, dressed in almost nothing, into the room.  The woman’s long red hair and nearly invisible tiny red bikini were faint things compared to the full-body blush of mortification that she wore.  Incongruously, her perky tits were topped with rock-hard brown nipples.  Holly wondered if this was from the cool air conditioned atmosphere or some kind of long-hidden lust.  Then she actually giggled when she saw that someone had rouged the woman’s nipples, bringing them to immediate attention.

“This one is new to the profession,” Holly said truthfully with a smile.  “She’s guaranteed to be a virgin in every way and just dying to become a woman.”  After a theatric pause while Mathew drank in the sight of the trim and fit slave girl, Holly drying added, “Tonight is a night of cherry-popping for this one; it’s definitely a night of many firsts.”  Holly added silently, “Yeah, as in the first legal case won in her career, her first cash settlement, the first time she’s used her body to succeed in business or life, and the first time she’s ever whored herself for cash.”

The outwardly cringing slave girl was Louisa Hauff, Annabelle’s lawyer.  When Holly outlined her plan, Louisa was exuberant when she found out that Holly intended to help them get the settlement and divorce finalized, and she was eagerly supportive at the idea of Annabelle’s makeover.  Thus, the letdown was even more satisfying to Holly when her voice rang out with a pronouncement that killed everyone’s enthusiasm.   “The problem is,” Holly said, “I refuse to take advantage of a guest without some form of compensation for him and our hotel.”  After Holly looked around the room and drank in their looks of dismay, she added, “Perhaps we can let him use a sex slave for the rest of his stay.”

“Yes, yes!  What a great idea!” was Louisa’s reply.  Annabelle echoed her approval of the idea.

“So, you all agree that my plan will work?” Holly smiled at everyone’s positive reaction.  “Well, the only remaining dilemma from my point of view,” Holly added, “is that while I see how Annabelle clearly deserves her divorce and the settlement, not only is Louisa getting a hell of a lot of money for very little work, but I’m getting nothing for making it all happen.  After tonight, you have no chance of getting Mr. Keirn to cooperate with you.”

Louisa’s face pinched up in one of the looks that Holly disliked about her and she peevishly replied, “Well, I’m the legal professional here and without my research and preparation of the documentation, none of this could occur.”

“I understand that.” Holly replied with an evil grin at Louisa, “but here’s my final proposal to get this show on the road.”  Holly knew she had them and enjoyed the next scene.  “First, I want one-third of the ambulance-chasing lawyer’s take, that’s something like $97,500 to go to Hotel Magnus as a consulting fee.”

As expected, Annabelle was all for that, given it wouldn’t cost her a cent.

“If that’s the case,” Louisa snapped in anger, “then make the soon-to-be-divorcee pay for the sex her ex-husband will enjoy thanks to the hotel’s soft-heartedness.”

“Ah,” Holly smirked happily at how easily Louisa capitulated and gave up almost a hundred thousand dollars, clearly signaling her greed and the futile nature of pursuing the case in court.  “That’s the rub.  I can clearly see that as a young lawyer, your education has been remiss.  You simply don’t understand the business world and I intend to remedy that.”  At just that moment, a gentle knocking at the door disturbed them.

“Yes, that would be two essential players we need for our upcoming drama,” Holly whispered.  “Please come in,” she called out.

Frank, the night shift security and slave handling man entered first, his huge black form triggered instant intimidation for the two white women clad only in their underwear.  Fernando’s entrance passed almost unnoticed because of the horrified squeals and attempts to cover up already underway by Louisa and Annabelle.

“Judy, please take Annabelle to the salon for her makeover.  The rest of us can handle the final arrangements.”  Annabelle snatched the robe away from Judy and quickly wrapped up her voluptuous form.  Before leaving she admonished Louisa, “We’ve been working on this for a long time, don’t you let things get screwed up at this point.”

After the women left, Louisa found out that Holly’s plan included the lawyer as the ‘sexual treat’ to placate the disrupted guest.  She screeched in negation and lunged at Holly.  Frank easily intercepted the light-weight woman and managed to cop a few unhurried caresses of her lingerie-covered breasts and cunt in the process further humiliating the infuriated woman.  Louisa’s wide-eyed look of consternation was enjoyed by all as Frank stood behind the slim lawyer with one arm around her shoulder tightly cupping a tasty bra-covered tit in one hand and his other arm snaked down her ass where his other hand easily covered an entire butt cheek.  Fernando, already privy to the plan as informed by Judy, readied some gear to secure the blushing maiden.

Still angry as hell, Lousia agreed to the plan only to balk again at having to fill out a detailed sexual history form and to sign a declaration of non-prostitution.  At her questioning glance, Holly simply gestured toward the papers and Louisa hurriedly signed.  The unusual agreement acknowledged that Louisa was a ‘tolerated nuisance’ allowed on hotel grounds only if she agreed to conduct all of her paid prostitution activities off of hotel grounds; essentially, she admitted being a slut and proclaimed her desire to interact with customers as ‘unpaid eye-candy’.  While the agreement had absolutely no legal standing, it did serve as a potentially damning proclamation by Louisa Hauff that while she might dabble as a paid whore elsewhere, she would not accept money from hotel guests for personal services.

Holly couldn’t help but chuckle when she discovered that Louisa’s sexual history was completely nonexistent.  After Frank and Fernando fitted wrist and ankle cuffs on the woman and gave her a pair of black high-heel shoes, they locked her wrists behind her back.  The men held her tight while Holly came up to the lawyer and whispered in her ear, “Last chance my little whore lawyer.  Say no at this point and you lose your first case, your first client, and about $195,000 in fees.  So, the question is, are you willing to act the whore to get your money, plus a measly thirty dollar whoring payment, or are you gonna chicken out.”

At Louisa’s sneered, “No, we proceed.  Let’s get this going and over with,” Holly signaled the men to proceed.

Louisa’s face lost its haughtiness quickly when a bright red leather-padded ring gag slipped into her mouth and a leather strap locked the fiendish device tightly in place.  Holly then kissed the woman’s neck and clicked a very real slave collar on her neck.

Louisa immediately began muffled vocal and strong physical protests, but the men easily controlled her.  “Remember Louisa, I have a legal agreement where you agreed to keep from whoring here at the hotel and without the rental agreement I’ll get Mathew to sign, you are without protection from the PPC provisions of the White Slave Act of 2000.  However, if you keep Mr. Keirn fully satisfied as his ‘loaner slut’, you are safe.  Under the conditions of the rental agreement between you and your first john, Mr. Mathew Keirn, he will daily inform me of your performance.  If unsatisfied, I’ll be forced to return that day’s rental.  Only you and I will know that means you’ve just had a night of sex as a free woman with a man since Mathew will assume you are a hotel sex slave.  I promise that if you disappoint my guest three days in a row, I’ll inform him of your real status and he will be very grateful for the chance to PPC you on the spot, especially if I offer you for his free use during any future stays at the hotel.  As a real slave under my supervision, your life will be very, very miserable.”

As a reminder of her status, Holly yanked the cups of Louisa’s filmy red bra down off her breasts and pinched one of her hard nipples while she briefly mouth-raped the bound lawyer through the ring gag.  It was a real turn-on to abuse the sexy lawyer while held by two strong men.  Holly watched with amusement as the reluctant whore was taken from the room, topless and mincing with difficulty on the five-inch heels of the black ‘fuck-me’ shoes.  “Show time,” Holly whispered as they headed upstairs to Mr. Keirn’s room.

Mathew had by this time approached the woman he was to possess for the next three days and Holly’s thoughts returned to the present.  “Mr. Keirn, this slut is so new that she doesn’t even have a name yet; so, feel free to assign her one if you so wish.  Also, the whore’s performance is guaranteed and I want you to report to me each morning whether the bitch was satisfactory.  Please feel free to keep her performance standards high.”

Holly grinned at the slight moan of fear that escaped the ring gag in Louisa’s mouth.  Mathew misunderstood the sound and chuckled, “Looks like our little bitch is eager to get started.  I say let’s finish up quickly so I can make tonight memorable for the two of us.”

Louisa moaned again and Holly locked eyes with the woman.  Louisa’s horrified look back confirmed that she understood the ground rules.  She better be a first-class sex companion or she would certainly have to pay an irrevocable penalty for three nights of vaginal lust with a man.  As a closing blow, Holly whispered into her ear just loudly enough for Mathew to also overhear, “Babe, I sure hope you’ve set yourself up with good birth control.”  Louisa’s snort of fear gave her all the answer she needed.  “Guess you never figured that men don’t wear condoms when breaking virgins in for their debut as professional whores.  Good luck!”

As the door shut locking Louisa alone in the room with Mathew, the lawyer prayed that she could act the part of a wanton, cock-hungry whore while somehow keeping any fertile eggs tucked safely away from the millions of sperm soon to flood her system.

Holly went down to her office and tried to make a few notes reflecting how the early morning adventure had progressed and made a memo reflecting receipt of the profits from the Keirn project.  Fully satisfied at the near $100,000 windfall, she was just deciding how much sleep to allow herself before heading over to Spellbook Slaves and Games in the morning for her visit to Darlene when Judy stuck her head into the office.

“Boss, … we gotta problem down in the dungeon.  It’s ladies night down there and it’s somehow gotten outta control.  Mistress Angel Raven needs you right away and she’s in a REAL crabby mood!”

“Shit!” was Holly’s simple reply as she gathered her meager remaining reserves of energy before heading to the next crisis.  


Chapter 48 - Frank’s Relaxing Break

Holly entered the employee lounge without knocking; she’d been told by the reception desk that Frank was there on a coffee break.  Instead of silence, she was met with the unexpected sounds of sex.

“Ughh, … yes, … Oh God!  Ughh, … yes, … Oh God!” seemed to be the simple-minded mantra of lust coming from the very aroused woman being openly fucked in the middle of the room.  The shapely white woman’s bare ass was pointed toward the door as she was vigorously bounced up and down a glistening ebony cock.  Each “Ughh” was forced from the woman as her entire body-weight thumped her clasping pussy down onto the coke-can-sized shaft that Holly knew from personal experience was almost twelve inches long and hard as steel.  She couldn’t help but flash back to her own occasional session with Frank during her stint as hotel slave; time spent half as hotel bartender and half as all around sex worker.  Holly stood mesmerized by the sight and her memories.

Frank was standing facing Holly with his trousers and underwear pooled around his ankles.  Kathrine Keirn, Mathew Keirn’s newly enslaved trophy wife, jiggled about like a ragdoll as Frank’s oversize hands easily threw her petite form up and down his dick; essentially beating off with her body.  Each up rise of her voluptuous form was punctuated by Katrine’s guttural “Oh, God!” and each pubic-jarring downward fall wrenched out the “Ughh!” - a sound halfway reminiscent of agonizing torture and half uncontrolled lust. 

Frank’s slow, deliberate fucking pace was only possible due to the monstrous length of his prodigious rod; a veritable bludgeon fully as thick as Holly’s wrist that appeared far too large to fit inside the small-waisted slave’s tiny pussy.  Instead, each downward lunge fully seated the man’s sex inside Kathrine, sending ripples through her meaty ass and muscular thighs from the jarring impact.

After watching entranced for almost a full minute, Holly shook herself in order to stop the flood of her own remembered orgasms from the giant security guard.  “Fuck, Frank!  Don’t you ever get enough pussy?” she demanded in a peevish tone that caused embarrassment and mortification as a clearly jealous tone became apparent in her voice. 

Frank’s white teeth flashed over Kathrine’s shoulder in a huge smile as he continued his almost brutal thrusts up into her limply bouncing body.

“Christ, … no Holly!” he replied easily despite the sweat beading on his brow from the sexual workout.  “Besides, this is some tight cunt.  That puny-dicked Mathew never reamed his woman properly and I’m betting her backdoor is almost virgin as well.”

At the mention of being violated in her tight anal hole, Kathrine moaned even louder and changed her mantra once or twice to weakly add, “Yes!   Fuck your slave anytime you black son-of-a-bitch!”

Holly’s own pussy spasmed in uncontrollable reflex and she had to force herself to focus on business instead of ripping Kathrine off the beckoning dick and climbing up to take her place.

“Well, please finish up.  I need some help downstairs.”

Frank began to visibly speed up and Kathrine’s arms and legs began to flop about so lifelessly that Holly would have sworn she was unconscious except for the words that were now almost shrieked out of her hoarse throat, “Oh, fuck me!  Oh, fuck me!  You black bastard, fuck meee!”

The wet, sloppy sounds of sex increased and Kathrine’s wailing lost any pattern or cadence related to the blurring movement of the shiny rod into her distended twat.  Finally, just as Kathrine finally became quiet in apparent orgasmic bliss, Frank let out a single, drawn out grunt and contorted his face.  He held themselves tightly locked at the groin and Holly shuddered in a mini climax of her own as pearly drops of Frank’s sperm began to leak through the tight seal of Kathrine’s whitely-stretched pussy lips, proof of the enormous pressure inside her battered vagina from the copious amounts of jism pumped inside her.

Frank tenderly laid the fucked out woman on the large break room table and securely locked a chain between her slave collar and a heavy steel table leg.  Holly also knew from personal experience that despite his stern appearance and mammoth size that Frank disliked abusing slaves unless dictated by necessity.    

When Frank playfully pointed with a grin toward his slime-coated, semi-erect cock, Holly shook her head and said, “No way!  Since you’ve screwed the bimbo unconscious, you can clean it up yourself.  Now, hurry so that we can get downstairs.”

Frank decided to mention that he was at that time in his life when a nice slave could help him fill a void in his life.  “Holly,” he asked hesitantly, “could you be my intermediary in negotiating with Annabelle?  I don’t have a lot of money, … but Kathrine sure is a sweet piece of ass and I’d like to have her fulltime.”

Holly stopped abruptly in the doorway and looked back at her co-worker with a grin.  “You know, Frank, … we might be able to get a good deal on the whore if Manuel is sexing Annabelle half as well as you did Kathrine.”  Then, remembering why she was in the lounge, she added, “Let’s get going.  It’s getting toward dawn and I need some rest.”


Chapter 49 - The Trustfund Wife

Even before the elevator door opened, Holly felt the deep, pulsating beat of drums.  When she was not immediately assailed by loud music, Holly knew that the thick faux stone walls of the dungeon were muting raucous music from the far-away exhibition area.  Immediately in front of them, two large female bouncers appeared out of the dark dungeon entry.

“Hold it!” One woman growled as her beefy hand thumped into Holly’s breast.  The other muscle-bound female bouncer confronted Frank by pushing him back and hissing, “Even if he’s consented to be cut, he’s not getting in.  It’s Ladies’ Night, .. they shouldn’t have let a steer into the elevator.”

The sneering tone of the two women pissed off Holly from the start and she decided to turn Frank loose on them.  However, before she could respond, Frank rabbit-punched the woman recommending his castration and then smoothly slide sideways to wrap a meaty fist around the hand pressing between Holly’s breasts.  Seemingly effortlessly, Frank bent the bouncer’s wrist back, forcing her to her knees with a grunt of pain.  As her face approached his groin, Frank’s knee flashed up, thumping audibly into her bent-down forehead.

The dainty cashier, clad solely in a complicated arrangement of black leather straps and gleaming rings that accomplished nothing except leave pert titties and a hairless sex on open display, nearly fell in shock at the treatment of the two bullish women.  “Mmma’am,” she stammered with deference, “The cover charge is $150 for Mistresses and $10 for slavegirls, real or pretend.”

Holly leered at the confused girl and snaked a hand out to grab a plump nipple in an unforgiving grip.  “Honey,” she purred, “which are you?  Real or pretend?”

When the almost naked cashier just stood there silently, Holly and Frank strode past with Frank unnecessarily terrifying the fake slave with a whispered, “We’re going to see Mistress Angel Raven as she called us, so hold back your pet dogs or I’ll collar you and the other two bitches and get some men to fuck some respect into you!”

Holly and Frank forcibly pushed their way through the throngs of partying women crowding the passage toward the exhibit area.  The sheer number of black-clad Mistresses and hordes of mostly naked slavegirls crowding the dungeon were a huge surprise to Holly.  She shouted toward Frank’s ear just inches away, “I’m impressed!”

The subtle throbbing that met them at the elevator door grew louder and they began to hear the music accompanying the hypnotic beat.  The sound became overwhelming as they turned the corner and Holly and Frank saw the packed exhibition room.  Holly lunged toward a momentary gap in the throng of women and got her first look at the all-women band playing on the stage.  Intentionally dark and gloomy, the room seemed to be an empty pit except when one of the rotating spot lights momentarily revealed dancing black clad Mistresses or the glistening nakedness of a writhing slave or submissive.  At the moment, all the display stands were empty; although, even in the confusing swirl of moving lights, the leather padding was wet with recent sweat and straps, ropes, and bondage toys were strewn about.  

Luckily, Mistress Angel Raven saw them, no doubt helped by Frank’s masculine face that towered above the surrounding women.  They all moved through the jostling crowds to the quieter alcove on the other side of the kennels.

Holly spoke first, “Angel-Raven, I’m impressed.  This is a huge crowd!”

The tall dominate grinned down at Holly, “Our Ladies Nights are by far the most profitable so we do them each Friday and Saturday night from dusk till dawn.  Monday through Thursday nights are open to all attendees and we do a steady business from ten at night till four in the morning.  But, those nights are nothing like this.  Sunday is our only down day and we stay closed to the public until ten Monday night.  Course, the kennels are full Friday through Monday with girls waiting for specialized training sessions, … so we bring in money even during the day.”

“Wow,” Holly observed, fully impressed despite her initial predisposition to dislike the assertive Mistress.

“We’ve got about a hundred dominants in here tonight and at least one hundred fifty slaves and submissives.  The cover fees alone are over sixteen thousand and we’ll easily do that same amount in liquor and food; not to mention the thriving business we do on specialty gear and clothing.”

“So, why are we here?” Holly asked, “Everything looks to be going smoothly.”

“Yes, … as you can see,” Angel Raven complained, “we are wildly busy and it’s certainly a crazy night.  But, I’ve had a distraught wife nagging me for hours to enslave her and I simply don’t have time to mess with her silliness.”

“What’s the problem with that?” Frank said.  “We can process her in just ten to fifteen minutes.”

Intentionally snubbing the only male present in the dungeon, Angel Raven replied directly to Holly, “It’s complicated.  The silly cunt wants some legal documents worked up and it sounds like she wants a pretend enslavement to escape a husband.  She claims to have plenty of money to compensate us for the trouble, … but, like I said, it’s too complicated to deal with.  Anyway, I want you to take care of it.”  Interrupted in mid-thought, the Mistress held a hand up to one ear and cupped it over a hidden ear-microphone.  “Crap!  Both my bouncers are down; one with a broken nose and the other with a bruised sternum and maybe broken ribs.”

Holly held Frank back from confronting the Mistress about her workers and she shouted over the din, “Stupid bitches had no manners!  They deserved it, especially since they were incompetent!”

Mistress Angel Raven drew up to her full six-foot height and snarled, “I’ll make them rue the day they claimed they could take on any men attempting to crash Ladies Night.”  Before she strode away to take care of her inept help, she pointed them toward where the woman they had been discussing was waiting.

Moments later, Holly and Frank squeezed into a tiny office hidden among the rock walls and each sighed in relief as the shutting door cut off the almost overwhelming music.

A slim brunette in a conservative black dress, a bright red silk top, and dark hose sat waiting silently in the room.  Holly judged her to be in her mid-twenties, slender with round little A+ cup tits, and long models’ legs.  “She doesn’t belong in a dungeon dressed like that,” Holly thought.

The woman quickly recapped her story, “I’m Mrs. Ashlee Wansley and my husband Lance is upstairs, bedding our recently acquired slut toy, Roslynn.  He’s thirty-two, I’m twenty-six, and the insatiable whore is twenty-two.  We got her a month ago as a graduation present when I got my Masters Degree in Computer Science.  The stupid man is letting his dick get led around by a conniving slave with a talented pussy.  I found enslavement paperwork in his satchel a few hours ago and it’s clear he’s going to convert me to be their toy while trying to steal my inheritance.”

Holly quietly responded, “Yes, … Ashlee, … that’s up to him; WSA-2000 laws clearly allow husbands to assume ownership of a wife’s possessions upon conversion.”

“Well, not quite,” Ashlee answered with a grimace.  “If he converts me, then everyone loses out because my inheritance reverts to a charitable trust as provided in my aunt’s will.  You see, … it’s a life-long trust fund that pays me six thousand dollars each month, a total of seventy-two thousand a year unless I’m enslaved.  My aunt was afraid that without needing to work for a living, I’d act irresponsibly and get arrested and enslaved.  She felt the threat of completely losing the inheritance would keep me focused and safe.”

“Look,” Holly injected with an edge to her voice.  “It’s late and we’re tired, let’s mess with this after a little sleep.”  In fact, her head was suddenly aching from the lack of sleep and the madness of the night’s events.

“Wait!” the woman replied desperately.  “I need you to protect me as a pretend slave and Lance will give up on his stupid plan and leave.  There’s a substantial fee for you if you help me out.”

Holly yawned and tiredly responded, “Faking slavery is a fraudulent act and he probably has prepaid an agent to handle your enslavement.  Frankly, he’s probably got everything lined up already.  If you claim to be a slave, they’ll already know the lie from the national slave database.  So all he needs to do is file your enslavement papers and swear out a warrant on you as an escaped slave.  You’re fucked girl!”

When the young girl slumped down on defeat, Holly started to get ready to leave when Ashlee sat up and blurted out in desperation, “Wait!  You can enslave me until you prove to him I’m already enslaved and then free me when he goes home.”

“No, that’s also fraud.  Plus, you said the trust reverts to a charity when you’re enslaved.  As Ashlee had spoken, something about the slim woman triggered a twinge of lust in Holly, reminding her of how unfulfilled she’d been recently.  Plus, she was already horny from the act of taking Kathrine away from her husband and watching Frank sex her upstairs.  She looked at the trim woman in a new light. 

“Hmmm,” Holly mused aloud, “we have a staff lawyer that can explore whether a ‘corporate asset’ contract would get around the proviso you mentioned in the trust.  It’s an accepted form of employment and not seen as absolute slavery, at least depending upon the contract itself.”

“Yes!  Perfect!” Ashlee crowed.  “I’ll sign a one-week contract with you and pay one half of my next year’s worth of trust payments in return, that’s $36,000, ample reward for your help in keeping me free and protecting my assets.”

It was Franks turn to intercede.  “Wake up bitch!” he growled.  “One week is a transparent joke that would open us all up to legal charges or civil litigation from your husband.  No, … a year is the minimum contract we do at the hotel.  Course, … you can wait till morning and try and find a shyster slaver to try another approach, but you’ll either be already enslaved by then or the slaver will rip you off and spit your carcass to end any complaints.”

Holly smiled at Frank’s perfect setup line and added, “Ashlee, if you’re serious about saving your ass from true slavery and the loss of your inheritance, you’d better strip down and let me see what the hotel will be getting for the next year.  I need an administrative assistant, an all-round gopher, and a bed warmer.”

“Bbbut, I’m not a lesbian.  Aand, … we don’t have a legal opinion yet on the ‘corporate asset’ twist.”

“Honey,” Holly said with a leer, “that first little distinction only applies to free women which you will cease to be in just a few moments.  As to the ‘corporate asset’ offer, it’s the best anyone has come up with yet.  Better hurry with those clothes before I change my mind!”

Frank spoke up from where he’d been busy for the last few minutes working at the office computer terminal, “The slave database shows an inquiry was just made against the social security number of Mrs. Ashlee Wansley.  They haven’t yet entered her as enslaved.  Does your husband already have a licensed slaver on retainer or would he use the hotel service?”

Suddenly pale, Ashlee whispered, “No, … he bought Roslynn in our hometown from another slaver; that’s who he’d use.”

Holly took the standard Magnus Hotel Corporate Asset enslavement contract that she’d already pulled from a desk drawer, signed the mostly blank form, and threw it to Ashlee.  “Sign this,” she commanded, “we can finalize the details later.”  As an aside she added, “And keep stripping, Frank won’t validate the contract in the database until you’re naked and on your knees.” 

It was almost comical to watch the well-educated woman as she furiously stripped while trying to read the standard boiler plate on the contract.  Completely naked, Ashlee signed the still-blank contract with a whimper and settled to her knees.

Frank clicked the mouse several times to seal the enslavement and identify Magnus Hotel as the holder of her contract.  Holly began to whisper as she lifted her butt off her chair to tug her panties down over her hips, “Frank, for once we’ll do the alcohol, drug, and pregnancy screening later as well as any notarizing, … for now, just make sure everything pertinent is in the system and it’s finalized.”  She turned to the kneeling shell-shocked woman on the dungeon office floor, “Ashlee, get your nose in between my legs while I tell you what your duties will be and how it’ll be worded on your contract.”

Holly sighed and settled back in the chair with her legs widely spread as her new assistant hesitantly began to lick and nibble around the cleft between her legs.  Almost immediately relaxing, Holly groaned in pleasure as the woman found her labia and tugged on them.

Finished with the data entry work on the slave database, Frank’s eyes lit up with pleasure when Holly silently beckoned him toward Ashlee’s naked ass which was sensuously waving about as her other end began to suck her pussy in earnest.

“Perfect!  Absolutely perfect!” Holly moaned as Ashlee’s face began to thump rhythmically against her sex due to Frank’s careful plunging of Ashlee’s cunt.

Almost overcome with the wonderful feelings flowing outwardly from between her legs, Holly struggled to focus on establishing the terms of the contract.  “So, Ashlee, … ohhhhh, yesssss.  We’ll keep this simple.  For the next year, you’ll make monthly payments to the hotel for half your trust amount.  Eiiiii, … so good!  That’s three thousand dollars a month to cover your room and board and you’ll have to pay for any required salon treatments and clothing.  Your salary during that period will be ten dollars a day for services rendered.  The basic terms of the contract will be that you give up all rights, just as if you were a full slave, and will perform any tasks I direct.  However, Magnus Hotel agrees that at the end of a year, your physical and mental condition will be such that you can easily transition back to full freedom.  Further, during that year, you can’t be sold, killed, or physically altered such that you can’t return to freedom.  There are no limitations on punishment for infractions as long as the proviso about your release at the end of a year is maintained.  That’s as good a deal as you’ll get, … and in any event, … it’s too late because you’ve already signed the contract.  Yesss, there, … just a little harder!  Nice tongue!  Yes, … Ashlee we’ll get along fine.”

“Oh!  I forget.” Holly whispered.  “I can’t have a personal bimbo unless she’s blonde.  We’ll take care of that in the morning.  Yes, that’s it!  And, Ashlee, … have you thought what DD implants would look like on your lovely trim frame?  Ohhh, … ahhhh, … yes!  I understand they are quite reasonable cost-wise, … especially if we have the work done by a local vet.”

The End of Volume 1 of the Magnus Hotel

Please read Volume 2 of the series to find out what happens to Ashley, Darlene, and other characters in the stories.
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