

Slaves of Magnus Hotel - II

- A White Slave Act of 2000 Story -

By:  Desert Dog


Copyright © 2013 Desert Dog

All rights reserved


Slaves of Magnus Hotel II:  Introduction

- The White Slave Act of 2000 Universe -

This story takes place in and around the historic Magnus Hotel in Eastlake, Oklahoma where Darlene Pritchard 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.

In this second volume, Darlene has been enslaved after her misadventures with Mike West, owner of Spellbook Slaves and Games and her assistant Holly has taken over the hotel.  Now, more women fall prey to the fine print in the White Slave Act of 2000 and lose control of their lives.  Read and enjoy the stories of their mishaps. 

This plotline exists because of Bondage Lord’s generous offer for authors to write stories that fit within the rich ‘White Slave Act of 2000’ story universe that he created.  The rules he set forth allow for amazing flexibility in creating diverse story scenarios around the intriguing prospect of a society where women are vulnerable to enslavement due to popularly enacted laws with drastic consequences for many.   

            Adult Fiction, slavery, bondage, non-consensual, humiliation, blackmail, romantic


Chapter 1 - Betrayed Wife - Enslaved

“Hell no!  There is absolutely no way that I’m going through with this!” Rick Pinkard growled.  He stood up and his commanding presence made both Holly and Judy Wetmore unconsciously flinch back into their seats.  The only woman in the room that didn’t seem cowed by the burly man’s obvious anger was his wife, Sharon Pinkard.

“This is freaking stupid!” He hissed directly toward Sharon; Rick looked as if he was ready to do serious violence. 

“Rick, sit down,” Sharon calmly stated.  “We’ve been through all this over and over again.  It’s already been decided and regardless of what you choose to do, I’m perfectly within my legal rights to volunteer myself for slavery.”  She took a deep breath that made her impressive breasts wobble.  “So, … you really have no choice.”

Ignoring her husband’s flummoxed look, Sharon stood up and began to unbutton her blouse.  “Come on, you adulterous wimp, let’s get this going!”  Despite her brave words, Sharon’s fright about her impending slavery manifested itself in the trembling fumbling with her buttons.  “Well?” she demanded as she shrugged her outer garment down her shoulders.  “Sign the paperwork!”

Judy interposed in a calm voice, “Sharon came in earlier and filled out a set of Voluntary Enslavement Forms.  They’ve already been notarized by an outside notary agent and they are ready for completion.  I have to formally notify you, Mr. Pinkard, that she has paid all the necessary fees for Magnus Hotel to execute her own self-enslavement in the event you fail to enslave your wife.  Further, on her Right of First Refusal Form, her only entry is "Deep Kiss Traders."  I do hope you realize that unless you sign her into slavery yourself, there is a very real risk that she will go to a slave enterprise that specializes in selling oral sex slaves locked up in kiosks for rental face fucking.  Either way, Sharon’s future is grim unless you do as she says."

Sharon had continued to remove her clothes as Judy spoke.  

Rick took a visible effort to tear his eyes away from his wife’s now exposed bra to pay attention to what Judy was telling him.  Sharon couldn’t wear any filmy eye-candy bras; hers were heavily reinforced and tightly encased her EE breasts which were one hundred percent natural woman.  The rest of her thirty-three-year-old body was also voluptuous.  Simply put, Sharon’s frame was built for sex with men who appreciated having a lot of woman to fondle.  Her surprisingly narrow waist flared out to wide hips with full meaty ass mounds and equally fleshy thighs.  A critical eye to slave flesh would have judged her to be a good twenty to thirty pounds over her ideal bodyweight; many others would have preferred her exactly the way she was.  Rick, a 6’1” 215 pound rugby player (both in college and in the local Eastlake clubs) was man enough to enjoy playing with every inch of her lush form during their six years of marriage.

Perhaps Sharon’s only failings that kept her from achieving a perfect Barbie fucktoy look were her naturally curly auburn hair and her lively, intelligent green eyes.  Most post WSA-2000 men would obviously have preferred a brainless, come-let-me-fuck-you, blonde bimbo.  Rick Pinkard knew better and he worshipped his intelligent wife and hated the situation that he’d been forced into.

Judy stepped forward and hesitantly offered, “Mrs. Pinkard, here’s a urine sample cup.  Please collect a sample while we process some of the other paperwork and then we’ll do the final drug and pregnancy test.  Unless you are pregnant, one way or the other, you’ll be enslaved within just a few minutes.  I’ve already run your information through the appropriate online databases and didn’t encounter any show stoppers.”

Sharon had by now stripped down to her black underwear and black bra.  A matched set, they were much more utilitarian than sexy.  She gulped and took the offered plastic cup.

When Sharon moved toward the bathroom, Judy kept up the initiative with Rick Pinkard.  “Mr. Pinkard, Sharon has been very helpful.  She’s already given us a copy of your birth certificates, Social Security Cards, current identification, and your marriage license.  In addition to a set of Voluntary Enslavement Forms, she’s also filled out a set of Husband - Wife Enslavement Forms.  All you need to do is start signing and take your check.”  

“Can’t we stop this?  I think that Sharon is out of her mind.”  Rick tried a last effort to plead for his wife’s freedom.

Judy shook her head to the negative.  “Her self-enslavement information is already loaded in our SlaveMaster software.  You have thirty seconds to sign her into slavery or I’ll execute the ‘Finalize Enslavement’ option on her self-enslavement and the State Slavers Database will irrevocably show that we own Sharon.  Then, we will honor her final wishes as a free woman.  She’ll be in the hands of Deep Kiss Traders.  In the event she self-enslaves, your purchasing her back as your personal slave is not an option.  Sign, please.  We’d like to have Sharon among our hotel stock. ”

Rick shook his head ruefully and began to sign the forms that Judy efficiently laid out.  Each was taken up and placed in a folder as they were signed.  Judy wordlessly slid an already signed check across the table toward the disconsolate husband.  He looked at the amount on the check and shook his head in disgust at being unable to stop this nonsense.

There was a brief knocking at the door and a black face peered into the room.

“Ah, Frank, perfect timing.” Judy said brightly.  “We’ve got a new slave in the bathroom doing her piss test right now.  You can begin her processing in just a minute or two.”

Frank slipped silently into the room.  He immediately sensed the somber mood and didn’t mind that Judy and Holly didn’t make any further introductions.  He knew that he was a valuable member of the hotel staff and was proud of the fact that he did double duty as Night Security Manager as well as a Slave Handler.  Frank and his partner Raul had dream jobs in that they had lots of access to both luscious slave flesh and randy free women while working.

Rick’s face clearly reflected his deep sadness at the transaction.  Unfortunately Sharon took that moment to hesitantly enter the room.  She was now totally naked and self-consciously held her warm urine sample cup forward as an offering in nerveless fingers.  Her full bush of pussy hair was on open display along with two huge bobbling breasts that were far too large for Sharon’s petite hands to hide even had she bothered.  She knew it was too late for modesty.

Without a word, Judy took the plastic cup and Frank stepped forward toward the naked woman.  Holly quietly stood up and surreptitiously stuck her right hand into a pant pocket.  She was ready with a taser to subdue either the husband or his wife if things got out of control.

Frank first gently took the shell-shocked woman’s wrists in his big black hands and efficiently twisted them behind her and clicked a set of stainless steel handcuffs in place.  For a huge and scary-looking black man, he was unexpectedly gentle with most of the slaves he handled.  The exceptions were those that somehow upset his normally genial disposition; arrogance, bad manners, and crudity were high on his list of unacceptable attitudes in a slave.

Rick started to rise and Judy was quick to gently push him back into his chair.  “Stay calm, please.  After all, this is what she wants and it’s better than the alternative.”

The black security guard and slave trainer locked a steely gaze with Rick, clearly challenging him, and then, satisfied that he would not interfere, stuffed a red spongy ballgag into Sharon’s unresisting mouth.  He locked the bulky gag in place by wrapping a leather strap quickly around her head and tightening the buckle.  

Sharon whimpered in fear at the realization that she was no longer in charge of her destiny.  Her husband’s affair with her sister had set a sequence of events in motion that were now unstoppable.

Sensing that things were under control, Judy stepped up behind Sharon and snapped a hotel slave collar on the new slave.  Frank took her place behind the ex-wife and wrapped his left meaty hand around the cool steel cuffs securing her wrists and possessively wrapped the other arm around her chest where it took control of her left tit.  His look clearly challenged Rick to object.

“I’m gonna check your gag now,” Frank announced to the room as he rolled her left nipple experimentally between his right forefinger and thumb.  He brutally squeezed and twisted her sensitive titty button, eliciting a muffled grunt of pain and surprise from Sharon.  Surprisingly, Rick remained seated with a sad look on his face during this perfunctory tit torture of his beloved wife.

“I think you have a phone call to make, Rick,” Judy announced into the room’s quietly uncomfortable atmosphere.

Rick reluctantly pulled out his cellphone.  Self-consciously, he looked at Sharon.  Both reassured and unnerved by her defiant look above the ballgag, he dialed a number.  “Hey babe,” he whispered, “is this a good time?”  

A woman’s excited voice responded.

“Yes,” Rick answered quietly, “it’s done.  Sharon is enslaved and she now belongs to Magnus Hotel.  Everything has gone just as we planned.”

The woman’s muted voice rose into very happy shrieks easily heard in the room.  After a few moments, she quieted down and once again began to loudly interrogate Rick.

“Honey, she’ll probably be rented out to hotel guests for use as a sex slut.  Yes, … but how she is used is entirely up to her new owners.  Well, … I know that you think it’s a fitting end, … yes, of course I’m feeling a little uncomfortable about this, … it’s only natural don’t you think?”  Rick continued to listen while his new girlfriend spoke.

“Honey, we already talked about this.  You can come down here to be sure it’s finished if you want and then we can have that celebration that we talked about.”  He glanced guiltily around the room and added in a whisper, “Baby, I’m so ready for some hot sex.  Sharon has been very cold and angry since she found out about us last week.  This has been a very bad week for me.  So, … come on, … I’ve got a nice suite and we can party.”  Clearly uncomfortable with holding the intimate conversation in front of his softly weeping wife and the hotel staff, Rick did his best to hurry up and finish the difficult conversation.  Finally, he hung up and announced, “She’s calling a friend that has access to the State Slave Database to confirm that Sharon Pinkard is now enslaved.  Then she’ll be coming by here to personally inspect Sharon.”

“Well, I’ve already explained the rules about that to both of you.”  Holly announced in a no-nonsense voice.  “Rick, it’s our hotel policy that you won’t be allowed to watch any part of Sharon’s initial training because you’re such a reluctant participant in her enslavement.  However, her sister, Glenda Gallup, is welcome to watch or participate when she gets here, depending on what fee she negotiates with me.  Basically, the money she is willing to offer is what will limit what the hotel will allow.”  Holly grinned and added in a nasty tone, “Besides, it’ll give me a chance to see what your new love interest is like.”

“Please,” Rick whispered, “have mercy on her.  I love her very much.”

“Which of the two women are you talking about?” Judy said snidely.

“I’m afraid what happens with Sharon is none of your business now Rick,” Holly interjected before her employee started squabbling with the customer.  “You better start thinking about her as a sex slave and I suggest that you go wait for your girlfriend in the hotel bar.  Frank will take over from here.”


Chapter 2 - A Jealous Sister

Judy and Frank left Holly’s office; Judy to finalize the in-house paperwork on the new slavegirl and Frank to the bar for a stiff drink to calm his nerves after the unnerving process of enslaving his own wife.  Holly moved to get face-to-face with the ex-Mrs. Sharon Pinkard as soon as the door closed.  Frank was experienced enough to know to keep a tight hold on the new slave; her white breast meat oozed through his widespread black fingers.  His grip was inescapable.  Sharon looked wild-eyed at Holly as she approached.

“I’m going to set you straight on a few things right now so you get started on the right track here at Magnus Hotel.  Earlier today, our business interests coincided.  You needed to become a slave and we are a licensed slaver.  You lucked out in that we have a diverse staff of in-house slaves and I immediately envisioned you at work here in the hotel pleasing our clientele and improving our profit line.  Plus, … it was a nice side benefit to us that you let yourself get sold by your husband so cheaply.”  Holly’s face hardened and her tone changed from matter-of-fact to something much more serious.  “The fact that you better immediately accept is that as of a few minutes ago, your personal dreams, hopes, goals, and yes, … even your petty schemes of revenge became immaterial.”

Holly paused and without warning slapped Sharon hard, … very hard, …leaving a vivid red handprint glowing on her left cheek.  Frank kept the stunned slave from collapsing; tears flowed out of Sharon’s eyes and drooling snot began to wheeze in and whistle out of her nostrils as she fought to keep her airways clear.  Holly’s right fist flew forward and grabbed a handful of Sharon’s lustrous hair.  She yanked back hard and snarled in her face, “Cocks and cunts, you’re now a whore, … that’s the holy mantra that better start being the very center of your being.  Your sole reason for breathing now is to make our hotel clients very happy.  That means getting the men, … and yes, the women as well, to lust after you, … to believe that their time here will only be completed by renting your luscious body for sex or sex games, … and the experience better be earth-shattering, mind-bending, and amazingly memorable for all of them.  That explains the ‘cocks and cunts, you’re now a whore’ jingle.  Fail to achieve perfection, and you are nothing but meat to us.  Meat means reclassification and we’ll recoup our investment by selling you to someone else, … if that happens, it’s not likely that you’ll survive a week where you’d end up without getting gutted or tortured to death.”

“Frank is going to take you to one of our in-processing rooms.  I better hear that you’re on your best behavior and completely attentive to what he tells you.”  Holly dismissed the sobbing woman by simply turning away and seating herself back at her desk.  Frank ushered the woman out of the room.  Holly couldn’t resist a smirk as she saw Frank’s hands shifting around the woman’s voluptuous form in clear enjoyment of her lush curves.  She muttered, “Unless I miss my guess, she’ll soon be getting a taste of not only her first black cock, but also the largest cock of her life.”  She sighed and added in a quieter voice, “Lucky girl.  I get stuck doing the paperwork and then babysitting later tonight while she gets hard dick all afternoon.”

Holly picked up her coffee mug and grimaced at the sour taste of the cold brew.  “Yeach!”  She set down the coffee as undrinkable, … sighed, and opened up the latest accounting spreadsheet for the hotel to try and make sense of the volumes of data and what they meant.

After less than an hour’s concentration, her office door slammed against the doorstop, interrupting her work.  Holly frowned as a young woman traipsed into her office, obviously having just sweep past Holly’s secretary.

“Hey,” the woman asked, “you Miss. Pritchard?”

Holly bristled at the brash interruption and hesitated to respond, wondering if the woman had the common sense or the hint of manners to realize that she’d just rudely barged into another person’s sanctum.  “It’s not gonna happen,” she told herself.  Aloud she finally responded, “I am.  I’m also the Manager of Magnus Hotel.”  Then in a dry tone, she added, “And you must be Sharon’s younger sister, … Glenda.”

Glenda Gallup pouted and responded, “I don’t know how you’d know that.  It’s obvious that I don’t look anything like my cow of a sister.”  As if to prove the point, Glenda performed a pirouette, smiled widely, and sashayed her ass in a quick bump and grind.  The brassy young lady had a right to be proud of her well-toned body.  She was sassy, sexy, and young.

Holly groaned inwardly and plastered a pleasant grin on her face.  She clicked a selector switch to power up a large plasma display on the office wall and offered, “This is Sharon’s in processing and work schedule matrix.  It’s updated in real time.  Right now, she’s getting her initial handling but she’ll be ready for general rental by the time you and Rick get back from your show and then dinner.  I’ve reviewed our standard rates for certain activities and adjusted the prices for your use of our latest acquisition.”

“Oooo!” Glenda suddenly yelled.  “Hey, I forgot!”  She began to wave her left hand toward Holly and it was clear that she was now wearing an engagement ring on her wedding finger.  “It’s my mother’s and it’s been in the family for generations,” she gushed.  “I’ve been waiting years to get this ring and couldn’t have it because it only goes to the eldest daughter.”  She beamed at Holly and it was clear that Glenda now considered herself the eldest daughter and that Sharon had lost the right to wear the ring along with her enslavement.

“Well, congratulations, girl.  Way to go,” Holy answered, trying to put this bouncy, air-headed client at ease.

“Holy shit!” Glenda yelped suddenly.  “That’s a picture of Sharon naked on the corner of the screen.”  She gave an evil chuckle, “Ha!  Whatta bimbo.  Look at all that jiggly flesh!  She makes a perfect slavegirl.”

“Glenda, we make photos and statistics of all our hotel slaves freely available to hotel guests.  Every slave from the lowest sex sluts bondage bimbo, maid, laundry room girl, kitchen help, server, … even office workers are all available for rent through the online menu available via the in-house network.  We keep dozens of current photos, etc in the database and you can access them through the television and remote controller in any guest’s room.  See, … Sharon is shown with almost every service option marked as available.  Use this remote and check your choices for tonight; of course, I’ll have to look up the pricing schedule since hers isn’t posted yet.”

After a few minutes of intense scrutiny and happy little grunts of pleasure, Glenda completed an array of choices.

“Well, it looks like Sharon is going to be a busy little slavegirl tonight,” Holly commented dryly.  “Ok, then, … first off, I understand you want to watch her inprocessing up close and personal, .. then later tonight you’ve opted for having her delivered naked and in chains along with one of our brass auction display poles.  That’s a pretty basic choice, and an inexpensive one I might add.   Let’s see, … twenty-four hour usage, … whipping with belts, canes, a leather flogger, … light torture with alligator clips, … obviously tight bondage, … ahh, and yes, sex in any hole you can find.”  Holly typed a few entries on the wireless computer keyboard on her desktop, nodded at the results, looked up and brightly offered, “Glenda, I’ve totaled those fees and we’re prepared to let you use your older sister under these conditions for $4,500.  How will you be paying today?”

“What?” was the incredulous reply.  “I can buy three top-notch slaves for that price!  What the hell is going on?”

“Glenda, calm down,” Holy said soothingly.  She set her elbows down on her desktop and steepled her fingers in front of her face.  “Let me be honest with you.  I’m not yet prepared to chance losing your sister if you get carried away and she dies from your lost control with whips or canes.  You are a little too emotional about this and I intend to get a lot of use out of our newest slave girl.”

“Wait,” Glenda interrupted with a pout.  “She’s nothing but slave meat.  If she dies then you can easily replace her.  What’s the big deal?  Why rip me off?”

“Oh, well, … OK, I’ll admit that I’m a businesswoman and I know I can charge you more because your target has to be Sharon, your sister,” Holy admitted.  “But, I’m willing to let you take her out of commission for up to three days, possibly even a week after you finish using her.  It’s just that the hotel should be reimbursed for her downtime and I’ve already booked her next weekend for a big event.  Of our stable of girls, she is by far the most qualified and we expect to make a lot of money on that deal.  You might be interested later on in seeing if you can witness that event as well.  I promise, … you will find it very, very interesting if you want humiliation and pain for your sister.”

“Even so,” Glenda muttered, “that’s way too much money.”

“OK,” Holy smiled, “I’ll make a compromise with you.  I’ll drop the price to $800 and extend your use period to 60 hours, … that will cover your rental for two nights followed by a mid-morning check out on the third day.”  Holy held up her hand when it became clear that Glenda was going to interrupt once again.  “Hold on, … in return I’m going to demand that you provide an iron-clad Surety Agreement or Guarantor Bond that will kick in if Sharon can’t go to work on the third day following your use.  It won’t be a problem if she’s a little bruised for a few days because we have lots of uses for a basic sex slut.  Anyway, that’s my compromise offer.”

“Alright,” Glenda shouted excitedly, “now we’re talking!  We have a deal!  Now, can we hurry?  Remember I want to watch the silly cunt go through her in processing.”

“No problem, Raul is waiting for you outside my office.  He’ll go over the few restrictions that we have on witnessing a slave’s conversion.  Remember, we aren’t one of those big slaver operations with observation booths and such.  Our girls are processed in a much more personal manner in a smaller room.”  Holy smiled and added, “I’ll have your rental and surety agreements finished by the time you get back from your visit with Sharon.  Enjoy, … Raul will take good care of you, he’s one of our best.”

Happy to be done with the headstrong girl, Holy turned her attention back to her desktop.  “So much work to do,” she thought in misery.  “I wish I had more help running this place.”


Chapter 3 - Eager to Humiliate Sharon

Glenda was a little surprised to see that Raul was Hispanic.  Her inner prejudices had envisioned him as a lithely handsome European.  She sensed immediately from his facial characteristics that he was probably of mixed Native American Indian and Mexican descent.  In actuality, Raul was Cuban and had both European Spanish ancestors and black African slaves.  However, despite how she inwardly sneered at his inferior bloodlines, his sheer, overwhelming size intimidated her to the point of being initially cowed into submission by his presence.  After a brief introduction, she gasped quietly when she saw the outline of a long fat cock hidden under his loose black trousers.  When he twisted to the side, Glenda saw two enormous balls shift around above the dangling fat sausage of a cock.  “Holy shit!” she told herself.  “He’s jiii-normous!”

She forced herself to pay attention to what he was saying as they entered a small office down the hall.  “As I was saying, when you walk into the training room, you will see your sister.  She will be naked and tightly strapped down on top of one of our slave processing stands.  You can get as close to her as you want but no touching, no talking, and no letting her know who you are.  We don’t want her attention diverted away from her trainer by your gloating.”

Glenda nodded impatiently.  She only let the Hispanic brute ramble on because of his size.  “I freaking know what to do,” she thought in irritation.  Aloud she quietly said, “Yes, … of course.  I understand.”

“Interestingly, Sharon’s sexual history indicates that she’s still an anal virgin.”  At Glenda’s look of surprise he quickly added, “Yes, I know how unusual that is nowadays.  We’ve found that the more sexually active women focus on oral and anal sex as a means of reducing the possibility of enslavement through too much vaginal sex with a male partner.  To me, … the new morality is a win-win deal.  As a man, Glenda, … I can tell you there is nothing like a cooperative piece of hot and tight ass milking your dick.  Plus, the real sluts have amazing oral skills that can recharge a cock for multiple rounds of fucking.”

Glenda quickly looked around the austere room they were in, embarrassed a little by the straight-talking workman.  “After all, … he’s a stranger,” she told herself.  The room held little distraction; it held only a small computer workstation with a chair and a white privacy screen in the corner.  Something Raul was saying brought her attention back quickly.

“Did you just say that they are leaving Sharon’s ass alone and breaking in her mouth and pussy with a staff member with the second largest cock?”

“Yes,” Raul answered emphatically, “Frank has a pretty big dick and he’s the lucky man that will explore her pussy and mouth.  My guess is that after a little pep talk with your sister, he’ll be holding a wooden paddle to encourage her best response to his dicking.”

“I don’t get it,” Glenda said with a look of puzzlement.  “If she’s going to be a sex-slut, why not go straight to breaking her in with the biggest cock on the staff?”

“Well,” Raul said with a big grin, “remember that many of our new bitches have mostly unused twats.  Frank is big enough so they really feel the unusual size of his tool and he’ll start stretching them open for even bigger cocks and sex toys with customers and he’s small enough to keep from creating any vaginal tears.  After he cums in her cunt, he’ll finish with a nice, brutal face-rape.  Besides,” he added with an even bigger grin, “my cock is too big to fit inside the ringgag holding her mouth stretched wide open.  As big as Frank is, … well, he’s smaller than me, … so his dick will at least squeeze inside the ring.”

“Oh, my,” Glenda thought with a grin of anticipation.  “I wonder how big Raul’s dick is?  Hey, does that Holly bitch know I’ll be getting Sharon’s anal cherry tonight with my big, trusty strap-on.  I wonder, … .”

“Here take this and go behind the screen to change.  I’ll wait here for you.”

Glenda moved to the privacy of the screen and opened the box.  “Hey, what is this?” she demanded.

Raul had seated himself and quickly turned on the monitor atop the small computer workstation.  He saw a high-quality video feed of Glenda standing behind the privacy screen holding up one of the very short, almost transparent Magnus Hotel slave tunics.  Her look of concern was amusing to the slave handler.

“Ma’am,” he answered with a repressed grin of glee, “please remember what I told you as we came in; you’ll be impersonating a hotel slave so that Sharon won’t be distracted by your presence.  I also have a standard form for you to peruse and sign before we go in to see your sister.”  

Apparently mollified at the explanation, Glenda shrugged and quickly stripped off her dress and underwear.  

Raul watched in rapt fascination as Glenda exposed her perfect breasts.  Tight and fat-free, the young woman’s body didn’t jiggle a bit as she moved about.  Raul wondered how tight her twat would feel around his bat of a cock.

“Oh, I forgot,” Raul loudly explained, “you can leave the shoes on; they’re close enough to what some of the best sex sluts in the hotel wear.”  Raul snickered softly at the look of indignation that swept across Glenda’s face.  He heard some muttering and picked out something about, “… no way their sluts can afford freaking $800 imported Italian shoes!”  He grinned and avidly returned his full attention to the crisp images of the young woman donning an abbreviated slave smock that was made of a gauzy, smoky gray color.  It barely came down to the nonexistent crease below her luscious ass cheeks.  “I bet that she freaks when she sees the next couple of items in the box.”

“Is all this really necessary?” Glenda asked quietly from her protected position behind the screen.

The high-quality monitor showed Glenda quizzically holding a gleaming set of stainless steel slave hobbles and cuffs.  “Ma’am, I admit they aren’t normally used as part of the pretend slave routine we go through with clients that like to watch the initial processing of a new girl.  But, … given your well-known antagonism with Sharon, Holly thought they were necessary.  Besides,” he added, “the hobbles are almost twenty-four inches and the wrist chains are twelve inches.  They’ll be plenty comfortable and give you an almost unrestricted range of movement.  Really, they are just for appearances sake,” he tried to mollify the concerned girl.

Glenda shrugged and leaned down to attach the leather-cuff ends to her shapely ankles.  The move exposed her sculpted thighs and the tantalizing gap between them.  Raul almost smacked his lips at the sight of the lush petals of outer pussy lips protecting the entry hole to her cunt.

“Hey,” you’re right,” Glenda said.  “This isn’t so bad.   The wrists go behind my back, right?”

Raul had enjoyed watching the stretching and contortion that Glenda went through to lock the wrist cuffs on and feed the chain behind her back.  The advertised twelve inches of slack allowed the woman to chain herself easily.  Finished, Glenda confidently walked out from behind the screen.  She was proud of her sexy body and was not embarrassed to let a man see it.  Raul barely tore his gaze away from the monitor to power off the screen before Glenda appeared beside him.

Cameras in the room controlled by the hotel security system continued to track and record the client’s every move.  Holly had opened a small viewing window on her own desktop screen and, like her slave handler Raul, decided that Glenda was potentially a valuable piece of slave flesh.  “Unfortunately, that’s not on the agenda,” she thought wistfully.  I should be happy that we got Sharon for only four hundred dollars.  She insisted that her husband only get the bare minimum as a penalty for discarding her for her younger sister.”

Raul envisioned the younger sister bouncing on his horny cock and pleasing throngs of eager men.  He decided that Glenda would make a perfect sex slut for the hotel.    

Glenda stood in front of the aroused slave handler and almost hungrily stared at the noticeably bigger bulge hanging down between his legs.  Clearly enjoying herself in her familiar role as temptress, she giggled and said, “Lets go.”

Raul frowned and reluctantly said, “No, … hold on.  You have to sign a release statement and pay.”  When she held up her cuffed hands behind her back as explanation, he sighed and added, “OK, I’ll charge your room; this portion of the service is only thirty dollars.  But, I still have to let you read and sign the safety release.”

Glenda was visibly appreciative of the nominal charge for watching her sister get humiliated.  Her appreciation increased when the hulking man leaned over her back to lay out the safety waiver.  His turgid cock nestled between her butt cheeks as he quickly recapped the paperwork.  She completely ignored his explanation and instead, fought to keep from pushing her butt back against his hard-on.  “I’m not some cheap slut that jumps into bed with anyone,” she lied to herself.  “Besides,” she added silently, “he’s just some lackey, and not even white at that.”

Glenda signed and then freaked out when he held a leather-covered ringgag in front of her face.  “Whoa!” she protested, “this is too much.”

Raul ignored her protest and instead backed her against the wall.  Pinned in place, Glenda could do nothing as Raul gripped one of her perky nipples through the slave smock and twisted.  Her yelp of pain was truncated by the neat popping of the leather-covered ring into her protesting mouth.  Raul spun her in place with a practiced move and pushed her boobs into the wall while tightening the buckle of the gag behind her head.  “Damn, girl!  Calm down.  I covered all this when I briefed you on the safety waiver.  You’ll be anonymous and silent while you observe your sister; it’s the rules.  Next are your mask, collar, and leash.  Then we can go.”

“Hmmmph!  Ho!”

Raul spun the girl around once again so that she was facing him.  He opened a stainless steel slave collar before her eyes and held it for her to examine.  “Pay attention!  See the blue letters on the inside ring.  They say ‘INERT – NO EXPLOSIVES – NON-FUNCIONAL TRAINING DEVICE.’  That means there are no explosives and no active electronics in this collar.  In fact, we certify those facts to you in writing in the waiver.  The only functional attributes of this collar are that it looks like the real thing, lets us hang a leash onto the attaching point, and it latches shut.  If you had paid attention while I explained our process, you’d know that the Safety Waiver clearly states that if you are hurt or killed by a functioning collar while in our hands, we are fully liable to your estate for one million dollars.  Your signature on the Activity Agreement and Safety Waiver also indicates your full agreement to wear this gear and abide by our rules.”  He snicked a leash onto the collar and grinned.  “Let’s go!  You’re eager to see your sister and I’m eager to see your response to her situation.”  He leaned down to take a long, exaggerated sniff at the long slit in the outfit between her boobs.

Only after they were in the hall did Glenda realize what the last remark and the long sniff from breasts to belly button meant.  “He smells me,” she thought in amazement.  “Surely I’m just horny because I’ll see that bitch Sharon get her long-delayed comeuppance.  I’m not excited from pretending to be a helpless slave at the hands of some low-level flunky at a hotel.  I’m not, … am I?  No, … definitely not!”


Chapter 4 - Slave Sharon’s Processing

The scene that greeted Glenda when she stepped into the processing room was one that engraved itself into her memory for life.  As expected, her older sister was indeed naked and strapped down over a leather-covered holding rack.  What her imagination had not anticipated was the brutal extent of Sharon’s bondage; the sets of two-inch thick straps around Sharon’s ankles, calves, thighs, and the small of her back were ratcheted so brutally tight that her ample flesh oozed out around the edges of the leather.  The next detail that she noticed is that while Sharon’s legs were now vertical, her mounting stand had individual leg pieces that hinged, allowing the slave’s legs to move outwards.  Further, a chain strappedo going to the ceiling overhead forced her spine in a downward slope so that Sharon’s face was at mid-thigh height.  Long tendrils of saliva stretched from the ring in her widely distended jaw to a large stain on the concrete floor.  Her face was also red and tear-streaked.  “That ring is huge,” she told herself with fascination.  “How can any cock be too big to fit inside that thing.  Oww!  It must hurt like crazy.”

Sharon’s ass faced the door and her torso ran at a forty-five degree angle away from where Glenda stood, exposing most of the girl’s side profile to view.  Two cameras mounted on tripods were aimed at the unfortunate woman.  Glenda laughed at the thought of her prim and proper sister bound and humiliated in front of cameras while her hucow-sized hooters swung about in plain view.  “They look biggest swinging down like udders,” she smirked to herself.  Behind Sharon, a slave girl in a costume identical to Glenda’s knelt on a cushion.  She looked over her shoulder and gestured toward a second cushion beside her.

Glenda stiffened in outrage as Raul’s body pressed up tightly against her back and a hand snaked across her torso to possessively cradle one of her breasts.  He urged her forward and pressed her down on her knees beside the slave girl.  Still snuggled behind her and also on his knees, Raul whispered in her ear, “Look at her bare pussy.  It’s hard to tell from behind, but her snatch and mound are completely hair-free now.  Sharon bawled like a baby when the slave beside you shaved her.  Course, … she really shrieked when Frank gave her the first round of twelve cane stripes just to remind her who rules her life now that she’s just slave meat.  That’s why her legs are together right now; she’s just been caned.  Soon, you’ll get a ringside seat for her first slave jewelry, a clit ring and some matching pussy lip rings.”

The younger sister almost moaned in lust at the thought of her big sister being shaved bare like a little girl.  As advertised, the evidence of the savage strokes of a cane was prominently lined across her full butt cheeks.  Glenda was only sorry that she missed the caning.

“If you want me to be quiet or to stop touching you, just shake your head,” Raul whispered.

Glenda was of mixed feelings; she was sure Raul was taking way too much familiarity with her body given she was a customer, but she desperately wanted to know the details of what was happening.  Glenda kept her head still.  Raul’s hand left her boob and shifted down to her hip.  His fingertips softly caressed her flesh under the edge of the slave smock, exposing her entire hip and a side view of her pubic mound to the nearest camera.

“The hot cunt next to you is Kat, she belongs to Frank, body and soul.  She was Mrs. Kathrine Keirn, a trophy wife that ended up being enslaved by her husband to protect himself from some legal issues.  But, … well, … that’s another story.  Since then, we’ve discovered that Kat is not only a natural submissive, she’s also quite artistic, so she does a lot of the slave tattoos and piercings here at the hotel.  She, … well, actually Frank, makes some nice side money on that talent.”

The slave girl in question had just freed a locking lug on the stand’s legs and yanked out hard, moving one of Sharon’s leg out sideways to a forty-five degree angle.  Glenda was surprised at how easily Kat was able to manipulate her sister’s legs.  Once Sharon’s second leg was moved outward, Glenda had a much better view of Glenda’s newly bare sex.  Kat poured a clear liquid onto a cotton gauze pad and liberally rubbed down Sharon’s labia and clit.  Sharon moaned in complaint and Glenda could only imagine the stinging pain caused by the aromatic alcohol as it sterilized Sharon’s body’s most sensitive flesh.  Kat took a clamping vise with three-inch grips, positioned it over an outer labia lip, and then locked it in place with a metallic click.  She took up a second clamp and carefully aligned it parallel to the first, only on the opposite cunt lip.  Once clamped and locked like the first, the two heavy tools dragged Sharon’s pussy lips downward.

Raul’s warm breath touched Glenda’s sensitive neck again.  “Sharon has the nicest rack of pouty cunt lips that we have seen in some time.  Holly decided the best way to show them off is to ring them with a line of ten gold rings on each lip that are just a little too small and set a little too far back from the labia edge for the fat mound of flesh that they circle.  Watch Kat, she’ll have Sharon ringed to perfection in just a minute or so.”

Glenda watched mesmerized as Kat tugged downward hard on each of the clamps at the same time, “Probably to be sure the holes line up from side to side,” Glenda told herself.  She gasped as Kat took up a thick needle and evenly stroked the tip through ten holes in one clamp, one after the other.  Kat then released a latch on the clamp and the hole guide fell off, leaving sets of fingers that still held the cunt lip tightly, but now allowed access to the fresh holes.  Ignoring the blood seeping down on the clamp, Kat used a tool to feed loop after loop of glistening gold wire through the fresh holes.  She tightened each loop so the locking ends clicked into place, setting the glistening gold deep enough in the soft flesh such that they were barely visible.  Kat completed the opposite side and Sharon now had a chain of twenty gold rings, each creased deeply into her fat labia, making symmetrical indentations down its length.  Glenda was fascinated by the zippered look that the rings gave to Sharon’s newly decorated cunt fillet.  “It’s a work of art,” she told herself then she moaned in lust as she imagined Sharon’s utter humiliation at having the slutty look seen while servicing client after client.

Glenda was only marginally aware that one of Raul’s hands was now up under her slave smock and caressing her bare breasts while the other was rubbing her lower stomach.  She only knew that she felt wonderful and she desperately wanted to see more of Sharon’s debasement.

Kat grabbed and pierced Sharon’s clit in a series of maneuvers so fast that Glenda was almost disappointed.  However, the heavy gold bar that protruded out horizontally through the erect clit was fascinating.

The ex-trophy wife quickly cleaned her tools in alcohol and put them away.  Kat coyly glanced over at Glenda.  “Want to see it better,” she whispered and pulled Glenda’s face over to just inches behind the puffy cunt meat.  “Now watch this,” she added with a little bit of malice.  “The tightness of the rings pulls the cunt covering back just far enough so that her inner core is now much more easily accessible.”  She matched the words by packing the five fingers of her right hand into a tight cone and setting the tip of the hand-spear at the middle of the thin line of pink that heralded the entry to Sharon’s fuck hole.

Glenda gasped as the hand drilled quickly into her sister until the bony knuckles of the slave’s hand were knocking against the twenty gold rings surrounding the hole.  Squishy sounds came from the hand and cunt as Kat rocked the hand in and out of the helpless slave’s sex.  “This bitch is one hot and sexy slut,” Kat whispered mockingly to Glenda.

Glenda saw Sharon’s ass cheeks tremble and she wondered if it was due to lust, pain, or humiliation.  She smirked and told herself, “Bet the bitch is feeling all three emotions.  What a slut!”

In any event, Kat’s hands became quickly coated with feminine slime and the movements became increasingly liquid.  Kat murmured something and suddenly her hand popped all the way into the slave.  Even with the tight bondage, Sharon went wild.  Only the grunting, whimpering slave knew whether her body’s spasming muscles were an attempt to get free or a struggle to feel more of the hand now raping her cunt sheath.

Raul gently pushed Glenda’s cheek in closer to the raping appendage.  Kat’s slime-covered hand was now pistoning alongside Glenda’s face and the stench of aroused cunt was strong.

“Enough,” Frank commanded from Glenda’s other end.  “Kat get back to work; we still have a lot to do.” 

Raul pulled Glenda back upright and before she could complain that she needed to see more, Kat was already back to work.  She’d taken another gauze pad covered with alcohol and vigorously scrubbed Sharon’s haunch.  In just seconds, a tattoo needle was buzzing away in Kat’s hands and she set to work on the new tattoo.

“She’ll actually do the hotel slave brand on Sharon’s butt completely freehand.  As I said, Kat is a true artist.” Frank commented.

Glenda watched mesmerized as the needle slowly but surely began to churn its way across the previously flawless butt of her sister.  As the color was added, Glenda’s own pussy clenched at the permanent indication of her sister’s new status.  “Serves, the cunt right,” she told herself.  “She becomes a lowly slave and I get the best man all to myself.  A poetic ending.”

Raul’s arms drew Glenda to a nearby stand and he pushed her hips forward till they pushed against the slave stand adjacent to her sister’s.  Raul whispered, “I’m giving you a better view as my pal Frank breaks in your sister’s mouth.  One last time, … if you want me to stop talking and stop touching you, … shake your head.”

Glenda wasn’t about to miss the running commentary Raul had been giving.  After she held her head still, signaling her acceptance of his offer, he pushed her head and torso forward so that she ended up with her left leg touching her sister’s right leg and her upper body lying essentially side by side next to her sister.  Raul now leaned over her body with most of his weight held up by his groin that was grinding erotically against her barely covered butt cheeks.  Glenda also realized that her own position was now completely in view of at least one of the cameras.  She flushed and thanked Holly for insisting she wore a mask.

The tattoo needle’s buzzing stopped for a few seconds and Glenda felt her left leg being tugged gently outwardly toward Kat.  A wrapping around her ankle confirmed what she thought, the slave was forcing her legs open in a somewhat similar manner to her sister.  Raul pulled back for a moment and a soft feminine hand slipped up her thigh.  Glenda’s slave smock was tugged up to the small of her back and Raul moved to his former position against her ass.

Kat’s hands were now massaging her own fully exposed and stimulated pussy lips and Glenda realized that Raul’s bare cockhead was nudging against her sex.  Unconsciously, she let out a series of moans, torn between the physical feelings between her legs and the lusty sight in front of her.

Frank’s bare muscular chest was facing Glenda and his black pants were already unzipped.  The prodigious tool that he stroked took Glenda’s breath away.  Frank gripped Sharon’s lank hair with one hand and force-fed his cock through the ringgag with the other.  It was a tight fit.  He began a slow, deliberate fucking pace that brought choking grunts and long ropy strands of saliva from her sister’s mouth.  Raul’s own cockhead was partially inside Glenda’s slick hole.  It felt wonderful, especially where Kat’s expert massaging was tweaking her aching clit.  But, the small portion of Glenda’s brain that was still functioning was more than a little worried about the damage Raul’s large weapon might do to her pussy.

Frank was now fucking fully in and out of Sharon’s mouth.  The unwilling slave’s lips were becoming bruised from impacting Franks pubic bone on the jarringly hard thrusts.  Glenda moaned again in lust at her conservative sister’s humiliation and grunted like a pig when her gently wriggling hips let Raul’s cock finally breach her slippery defenses.  The instant of pain quickly passed as she began to accommodate the huge bludgeon.

“Holy pussy flesh!” Raul muttered behind her.  “Frank this bitch has one almighty tight and hungry cunt!  I’ve been barely pushing at her hole and somehow she started to swallow me up all by herself.”

“She must be a real slut if you can get that fat fuck stick inside her without tearing something,” Frank gasped back as he tried to focus on the tight throat he was screwing.  “This one hasn’t had much experience with a true skull fuck.  But, … oh, … yesss, … this is nice!”

Sharon started to choke and white creamy stuff began to flow out of her nose and around the ring massaging Frank’s cock as he finished his first mouth rape of the girl.

Glenda wasn’t so wrapped up in her wondrous fuck session that she couldn’t mentally record the abject look of misery and defeat on Sharon’s face as Frank’s long slimy sex sausage was withdrawn from her gaping mouth hole.  Orgasm after orgasm shook Glenda on the rack beside her miserable sister as Raul’s cock frictioned in and out of her tightly stretched cunt.  Exhausted from the sex and the eroticism of her sister’s treatment, Glenda slumped down limply.  She winched in pain as Raul pulled his rigid fuckmeat out too quickly.  Slick with her cum juices, the tool sucked out with a loud slurp.  Even after experiencing the sheer size of Raul’s cock, Glenda was still surprised as the log twitched back and forth as Raul headed toward her sister’s cum-soaked face.

“This has to go,” Raul announced as he pulled the ringgag out of Sharon’s mouth.  Before the new slave’s stretched jaws could begin to recover from the gag, he plunged the purple head into Sharon’s mouth.  Glenda now worried that her sex had been ruined because the huge dick was noticeably larger than Frank’s.

Raul knew that he could never get all the way inside Sharon’s mouth.  Instead, he left the knob in her mouth and began to stroke his staff.  He was close, … in less than a minute, he added his own jism to Frank’s.  Half of his cum went into her mouth and half was painted across her eyes and forehead.

The experience ended far too quickly for Glenda.  Raul took her back to the small room where he folded the privacy screen against the wall and pointedly stared at her.  Too satiated to care, Glenda stripped off the slave smock and tried to scrub her body as best she could with the warm washcloth that he provided.  Surprisingly, Glenda felt a renewed arousal at Raul’s keen interest in her naked body as she washed herself.  Coyly, she remained naked while he unlatched the faux slave collar.  She gave him a full-body hug and whispered that she might ‘need’ his services again.  Glenda dressed languidly.  As a final parting, she kissed Raul on the forehead and tossed him two twenty dollar bills from her purse.  “Thanks baby.  That was wonderful,” were her parting words as she headed back to Holly’s office.

Glenda was in a hurry to find her fiancé.  “The paperwork won’t take but a minute or two to sign,” she told herself knowledgeably.  

In Holly’s office, Glenda quickly signed the dazzling array of forms that Holly had laid out on her desk.  She read only the title of each document as she initialed and signed; first was the Rental Agreement, a Terms of Use Addendum, and a Surety Agreement.  By the time Holly slid a separate blue folder of forms toward her, Glenda was so bored she didn’t bother to read the titles, she simply signed where Holly pointed.

Holly carefully sorted the forms.  She silently handed Glenda an empty urine sample cup.

“Why do you need a urine sample?”

“Look!” Holly sighed feigning tiredness, “you’ve just signed a binding contract to have essentially full use of your sister for 60 hours.  The urine is needed to validate your signature so I can be sure you aren’t on drugs or pregnant.”

“Pregnant!” Glenda crowed.  “That’s a hoot.  I’m never gonna get pregnant.”  She scowled at Holly and added, “There’s no way I gonna let any man ruin my figure.  If Rick wants a kid, … well, he can adopt one.”

Glenda left the room still muttering.  


Chapter 5 - A Night of Celebration

Glenda was having the time of her life.  She’d finally succeeded in stealing Sharon’s husband after years of scheming and manipulating.  The younger sister had tried everything – touching, … caressing, … teasing, … dropping sexual hints, … even brazen attempts to get him to reciprocate after she hugged him, kissed him, and promised wild sex.  Nothing worked to break his unwavering loyalty to Sharon.  Finally, Glenda resorted to a well-planned and completely criminal scheme for the ultimate seducement.

“My sister was such a gullible cunt,” she whispered to herself.  “She never knew how angry I was that she married Rick.  I was in absolute lust the instant we met.  Hmmph, … at thirty, he is three years younger than her and a perfect athlete compared to her slack-muscled plumpness.”  Glenda looked at Rick sitting across the restaurant table, disconsolately picking at his desert.  Glenda knew that he was distracted; she didn’t care a bit because she’d finally achieved her goal.  The engagement portion of her sister’s wedding ring now decorated her wedding finger.  Glenda knew it was only a matter of days before she’d wear the other half of her family’s heirloom ring.  She had no remorse for what she’d done or pity for the life Sharon was now trapped within.

The week before, she’d finagled herself an invitation to dine out with the couple.  When Sharon suddenly became sick, Glenda had encouraged Rick to rush home, purportedly to get the vomit-drenched woman cleaned up and into bed.  What neither naïve partner understood is that earlier, while they were waiting for their table, and later during dinner, Glenda had volunteered to buy rounds of drinks and brought them directly from the bar, surreptitiously pouring a children’s vomiting agent into Sharon’s last sweet drink concoction before delivering the round of drinks to their table.  From Glenda’s purse, she’d spiked Rick’s drink with three ounces of pure grain alcohol and a double dose of ground up Viagra.  It was his third spiked drink of the night and the ninth ounce of pure grain alcohol he’d unwittingly consumed.  When Sharon abruptly left the table to rush to the restaurant bathroom to throw up uncontrollably, Glenda stepped forward, took charge of her two helpless victims, and eagerly drove the couple back to their home.

While Sharon was abandoned in her bathroom to dry-heave in agony, Glenda was physically mauling a clearly inebriated Rick Pinkard in the guest bedroom.  She reveled in finally being able to wantonly run her hands over the buff muscles of his rugby-hardened six-foot-one-inch frame.  “Finally!” she exalted as she slurped his rock-hard member into her mouth.  Then, before the drunken Rick could figure out what was happening, she mounted him and began to fuck like a demented cowgirl riding crazily on a bucking bronco.  The Viagra gave the man stamina like he’d never experienced and the alcohol took away any resistance his conservative ideals would have provided.  After the first amazing round of sex, the drunken Rick rolled her over onto her belly and fucked the shit out of her pussy from behind.  He mangled her titties for extra leverage during the robust fuckathon.

When he awoke the next morning, his dick was scratched and sore.  Worse, he woke Sharon who began to purr beside him like a contented cat.  Horrified, he became hard again in her talented hands and she once again mounted him.  Shamefully, Rick responded with lust and after mauling her perfect titties again for long minutes while he ground his hungry cock up into her perfect body, he growled and rolled atop her.  In full possession of his facilities, he bent her legs back over her shoulders and pounded into her slimy twat with all his strength.  Even knowing that he was being manipulated by the cock-teasing younger sister, he deliberately cheated on his wife that morning and energetically plowed the younger sister’s slick sex.  They each shrieked out wondrous orgasms, loud enough to waken the weak-legged Sharon who caught them fucking like minks.  Sharon’s instant meltdown wasn’t enough interruption to stop Rick from gaspingly pumping his last load of jism into the conniving sister.  His hips were still jerking in unconscious spasms when Sharon leapt on the bed, a howling, clawing, jealous she-beast hell-bent on revenge.

Glenda had truly enjoyed the show before dinner.  It was her first outing alone with her new fiancé and to show him off, she’d insisted that Rick wear a tuxedo.  She wore a new, floor-length black gown that hugged her tight form like a second skin while exposing her back down to the crack of her ass.  Glenda had also worn elegant white pearls in simple gold earrings and a multi-strand necklace of pearls.  Glenda paid for a brief photo session with a professional photographer in the show’s lobby and Glenda had already purchased a full set of the flattering photos.

Rick had been attentive, if a little quiet before the show.  “I solved that with a quick blowjob in the deserted coatroom,” she told herself smugly.  “His dick was harder than steel when I deep-throated him.”  Glenda took pride in her ability to tease, tempt, and arouse her men.  “They’re always pleased,” she told herself cattily.

At the restaurant after the show, Glenda made sure that Rick had plenty to drink during dinner.  She took advantage of his slightly bewildered demeanor to ensure he was loosened up for the fun and games later on in their suite.  Rick never noticed that his drinks were once again spiked with Viagra and grain alcohol.

Back at their luxury hotel suite, both stood mesmerized at the sight of their rental slave.  Sharon was displayed naked chained to a gleaming brass display pole.  The woman’s lush form had been oiled and was exposed to its best under a set of ceiling spotlights.  Slave Sharon’s cuffs, collar, and anchoring chains were brass plated to match the pole.  Even Glenda was impressed with the way her older sisters big hooters fought gravity.  They slumped down, but much less than Glenda had expected from a fat hu-cow.  Sharon’s only other adornments were the same monstrous ringgag she’d worn during processing, the glistening gold rings that disfigured her labia and opened the entry to her cunt in such a slutty manner, and a black hair tie that pulled her brown hair back into a tight ponytail.   

Glenda went into action.  She slipped her gown’s straps off her shoulders, wriggled the gown down over her hips, and stepped out, revealing that she wore only black garters, seamed patterned hose, her black heels, and her white pearl necklace and earrings.  The conniving younger sister then stripped Rick completely naked.  She led him by the erect cock to Sharon’s form.  “Baby,” she whispered, “you have one more duty to perform in convincing me that this fat cow is gone from your heart forever.”

Rick stared glossy-eyed at the beauteous visions before him.  His ex-wife and her sister each looked like different versions of wet dreams come to life.  Sharon was soft, voluptuous and imminently fuckable as a helpless slave.  Glenda, in her lacy black lingerie, was the hottest slut he’d ever dreamt of getting his hands on.  The combination of Viagra, booze, the wanton way Glenda played with him in the coatroom and later during the cab ride home, and this surreal scene before him made his head spin.  He actually wasn’t really sure it was all real.  

Rick stood shell-shocked with an aching cock while Glenda tied Sharon belly down over a couch in the sitting room.  He was mesmerized by the fresh tattoo marring the previously flawless white haunch of his wife.  Then, … he couldn’t resist Glenda’s demand.  She dragged him by the cock to Sharon’s ass, lined up his cockhead, and on her command, Rick lunged forward into Sharon’s ass with all his might.  All Rick could focus on was the compelling sight of the rippling waves that spread out from the big white ass cheeks below him each time he thrust mightily forward. Drugged almost to the point of falling down, his befuddled brain was unable to fully link the muffled shrieks of agony with his ex-wife.

When he passed out after forty minutes of non-stop ass fucking, Glenda set her video camera carefully down on a table so that it could continue recording Sharon’s punishment.  She casually rolled Rick away with her feet, picked up a leather flogger, and quietly hissed, “Time to finish putting you in your place.”  The flogger swished through the air.  The first brutal blow sharply impacted in an upward impact directly on the sensitive ‘V’ between her legs.  

“Heiiiii!” Sharon screeched through her ringgag.

Glenda kept up a punishing pace with the flogger until she her breath heaved and glistening sweat covered her willowy form.  Gasping for breath, Glenda quickly sucked down a bottle of mineral water from the room’s minibar.

“Sharon,” she said, her voice icy with hatred as she yanked her older sister’s weeping face upward, “that was only your first hour; I’ve rented you for a total of sixty hours.  Before I’m done, you’ll wish you were never born.”  

She stood back to admire the white and red frothy mix of male cum and rectal blood dribbling down Sharon’s meaty thighs and the latticework of red wheals from the flogger.  Even after the passage of a long hour of agony at Glenda’s hands, Rick’s brutal rape of Sharon’s ass was still visible in the swollen and distended anal sphincter. 

Glenda’s first swishing splat against her sister’s fat butt had been amazingly energizing.  As Holly expected, Glenda was brutal in her retaliation against Sharon.  After beating every inch of her exposed flesh as she lay draped belly down over the sofa, Glenda rolled her limp form to the tile floor and proceeded to whip every inch of Sharon’s front.  After thousands of satisfying blows, Glenda took another fast water break and then managed to man-handle her sister back to the display stand.

A double burst of ammonia capsules under Sharon’s nose satisfied Glenda that her sister was once again alert to her fate.  Then, in full view of her horrified sister, Glenda stepped one high heel after the other through the leather straps of the largest strap-on cock she’d been able to find in a search through Eastlake’s numerous sex shops.  She tightened the straps with all her strength so her hip swiveling could best control the monstrous faux cock.  Then, armed with a Ping-Pong paddle in her right hand and a handful of her sister’s hair in the other, she began a relentless hip-stabbing, doggie-style, pussy-rape while paddling away at Sharon’s down-hanging breasts, her back, and her rump.  Blood began to coat the pistoning cock long before Glenda exhausted herself fucking her sister.

Finished abusing her sister for the night, Glenda finally dragged an almost comatose Rick Pinkard to the room's king-size bed where she spent the rest of the night reviving Rick's hardon so that they could continue round after round of fucking.  Each time, Glenda climbed up on Rick and rollicked on his hard pole.  Except for his throbbing cock which somehow kept coming to life under Glenda's talented touch, lips, tongue, and mouth, Rick was mostly unaware of how hard Glenda rode him.  Glenda even raised his pelvis up higher by tugging a king-size pillow under his ass so that she could better control the fuckpole lodged up her twat.  Throughout the debauchery, Sharon was an unwilling witness to Glenda's unquenchable lust.  The orgy of sex proved once again to the older sister that she'd forever lost her mate.

Rick had now been exposed to Glenda’s lust on two separate nights; each time, the drugs and booze she’d fed him meant that he’d almost fucked himself to death.  The next morning, he staggered off bleary-eyed to catch an early morning flight out of Eastlake for a quick business trip.  Too ashamed at what he’d allowed to be done to his ex-wife, Rick took the cowards way out and didn’t even acknowledge Sharon’s presence.  He completely ignored her battered form in the bathroom Jacuzzi while he showered, shaved, and dressed.  By being unwilling to cancel his business trip, he left Sharon in Glenda’s merciless hands for the forty-eight hours remaining on their slave rental contract.

Sharon ended up shivering in the Jacuzzi only because Glenda had been unwilling to waken to a urine-soaked bedroom floor.  So, … after her final round of sex with Rick, she’d dragged the ravaged woman’s body to the chilly bathroom and dumped her bound form in the icy enamel of the Jacuzzi.  To further humiliate the older sister, Glenda had squatted down over her helpless sister’s face and let gooey clump after gooey clump of Rick’s jism drool down into Sharon’s ringgagged mouth.  With an almost maniacal laugh, Glenda ground her slimy pussy across her sister’s face and then pissed on her head.  Her thirst for sex and revenge temporarily satiated, Glenda then staggered back to bed with her new lover.  

When the hotel staff finally picked up the broken slave two full days later, she was an unrecognizable mass of bruises and welts.  Glenda had gotten her long-awaited revenge.


Chapter 6 - Meeting a Lover

The knock at the door surprised Glenda.  Her fiancé had only left for work a bare thirty minutes before and she’d been in the middle of one of her rigorous morning exercise regimes. The sight that met her through the peep hole was unexpected.  “Raul!” she hissed as she cracked the door, “What are you doing here?  The neighbors, …”

She paused as Raul deliberately reached down and adjusted his ‘package’.  The graphic answer was enough for Glenda.  She was obviously interested, but, … her eyes narrowed at the sight of the Magnus Hotel van and its contents in her driveway.  “You’ve got a lot of nerve coming over for sex with a van full of your work buddies parked in my driveway.”

Raul slipped past her uninvited and swept her into his arms.  His kiss was exhilarating.  Glenda’s resolve wilted.  The kiss followed by a tight ass grab was enough.  She swung her fist half-heartedly at his shoulder.  “What about the neighbors?”

“Relax, they’ll just think this is a catering meeting for the wedding.  Frank and Kat are in the van, … they’ll stay outside.”  He kissed her again, … long and hard.  “Besides,” he teased, “they’ve each seen you almost naked.”

“Ungh!” she grunted.  “You bastard,” she whispered breathlessly.  “Last time you squeezed my boobies so much that they still ache.”  She tried once again to hit his shoulder with a clenched fist.  He easily caught her hand in his and swung her quickly in a circle.  She ended up engulfed in his arms once again.  This time, she melted against him.

Minutes later, she broke their passionate kiss and abruptly said, “Five dollars.”

“Huh?” was his mystified answer.

“You already screwed me once at the hotel.  But, … since that was under contract, I think that doesn’t count as beginning to establish yourself as a person of interest.  In any event, if you want me today, give me five bucks and sign a receipt acknowledging payment for sex.”

“That’s hardly romantic,” he grumbled.  Nonetheless, he quickly gave her five dollars and signed the hastily prepared receipt she shoved in front of him.  She took the scribbled note aside and stashed it out of sight.  She almost pranced in expectation when she reentered the room.   

Glenda eagerly submitted to the rough kisses that followed.  When she grabbed his cock and greedily unzipped his slacks, he tightly gripped a handful of hair at the back of her head, drew her head far back for another deep kiss, and snaked the fingers of his other hand into the seamed collar of her outfit.  The glistening lycra workout suit exploded open, exposing her firm breasts as Raul viciously unzipped it.  He took twin handfuls of titty and squeezed hard, continuing to chew on her tongue and lips while mauling her boobs as if he was intent upon loosening her milk.  Glenda fell to her knees and he bounced his exposed groin against her face.  His dick nudged against her lips, she groaned and slobbered her lips across the swollen glans.

He wasted no time after the young fiancé coated his dickhead.  Raul threw Glenda belly down over the stuffed armrest of one of her own couches, yanked down her mini shorts, pulled aside the crotch band of her formfitting lycra top and set himself against her sex.  Glenda yowled like a stuck pig when he humped his hips forward, skewering her on his prodigious dick.  He didn’t hesitate, with half his shaft already inside her, he yanked out, took a deep breath, and punched back in with all his might.  Glenda shrieked in agony and lust.  This was how she really wanted to be sexed.  She cursed, kicked, screamed, and … orgasmed uncontrollably.  After six days of generally vanilla, barely satisfying sex with Rick Pinkard, Glenda Gallup was ready for a real man to take charge and give her a hard fucking.

That single round of hard fucking, amazing sex left the normally insatiable Glenda exhausted from the physical and emotional workout.  She remained gasping while half undressed, bent over her couch with her face buried in a pillow (a most unladylike pose), covered in sweat, and her drooling twat stuck up upwards.  

“It was wonderful,” she whispered to her unseen lover.  He’d pulled out from behind just seconds ago.  Glenda was going to complain about the quick withdrawal since she thought he hadn’t cum yet.  She didn’t even care that he hadn’t used a condom.  So, when she blindly extended a hand up to explore her stretched out pussy and felt no evidence of slippery cum, she left her face buried in the pillow and whispered, “Hurry lover!  I’m ready for another round.”

A stretchy headband slipped down over her eyes.  “Hmmm,” she huskily whispered, “Ohh, yesss baby, … a little kink for this next round is just right.”  Her lover settled his knees on either side of her rump, yanked her elbows back hard, and plunged right back into her steamy pussy.  Glenda again shrieked out her happiness at the sexing.  The pain in her shoulders from the rough sexing went unnoticed.  Glenda was desperate for more sex.  Rick had been so cautious in his lovemaking that Glenda was bored.

Raul jack-hammered into her upturned rump so hard that the quivering of her taut flesh extended all the way up to her titties.   She went wild, grunting and wailing like a beast.  

After this second, even longer bout, she was pleased to feel thick tendrils of cum pouring out of her widely stretched sex hole around Raul’s masterful cock.  Still in the artificial darkness of the blindfold, she surreptitiously snuck a taste from her puss and heard Raul snicker something about what a slut she was.

“You better believe it babe,” she taunted back.  “I AM a slut and IF you’re a REAL MAN, … then I’ve got a REAL treat for you.”  She raised her ass back high into air over the arm of her couch, wriggled it about, and added, “But, … it’s only available if you’re already hard, … so, … if you want to be the biggest cock ever to take my ass, you have only fifteen seconds to get inside.”  Glenda knew it was an empty offer; the taunt was her way of regaining the initiative in their relationship.  Plus, even though she’d been surprised that he made it through the first hard bout of sex without cumming, it was obvious that he’d just dumped a huge load up her tight hole at the end of the second round; it was a safe bet that no man could regain a boner in the quarter of a minute she’d given him.

Glenda Gallup whimpered in a little fear when Raul set his weight once again behind her.  Her terror increased when he yanked her elbows back again and expertly trussed them painfully together.  Then, she was shocked speechless when his massive cockhead set itself against her tiny ass.  

“No!  Stop!  Raul, I didn’t really mean it!” she frantically shouted.  “I was just teasing you, pleaseeee!”

“Tough, bitch,” was his unexpectedly rough reply, “I heard you offer me the ass.  A deal is a deal.  So, … here goes.”

The hand still holding her trussed elbows yanked back with all his strength as his hips shot forward with the most powerful bitch-mounting thrust he could perform.  Glenda’s unearthly scream was pure pain; there was no pleasure to be derived from the way his baseball-bat-sized cock drove up her dry and unprepared rear channel.  Raul grunted in pain as well.  He knew he’d have a puffy red cock for days.  He didn’t care though; the feeling was still amazing.

He glanced over at his tag team partner Frank whose slave Kat was on her knees sucking Glenda’s pussy lubricant and her Master’s cum off the cock.  The slave didn’t care if his cum was mixed with the musky juices of some whore.  “After all,” she told herself while watching to be sure that the cameras were still focused on the rutting pair on the couch, “this stuck up bitch has tackled more than she can handle.”

Glenda had no idea that as soon as Raul sensed the hot slut under him slow down during the final throes of her long, drawn out orgasm, he pulled his still rock hard cock out and blindfolded her.  Then, Frank stepped forward and took his place, fucking away.  The cameras were already rolling long before Glenda was blindfolded.  Frank and Kat had set up from behind while Raul’s hard thrusts keep the horny bitch housewife face-first in the cushions of the couch.

The high fidelity sound track caught every grunt, howl, and begging whine from the whorish cheating housewife as she called for more hard cock, more fucking, harder thrusts, and loads of his baby-making cum.  Raul was especially happy that she was so vocal in thanking the person fucking her and begging for more; he planned on ensuring the husband knew that his almost-wife was a cock-hungry whore.  

When the stupid slut tried to taunt him with the unattainable offer of her seldom-used ass, he’d jumped the bimbo.  What followed was one of the hottest fucks he’d ever had because what he’d done had been so unanticipated by the whore and the resulting pain was so drastic after her multiple orgasms from the first two rounds.  Even better, the digital cameras captured every bit of the sex in vivid high-resolution color; including an equally high-resolution stereo sound track of the sloppy sex sounds, the animalistic grunts, and her screams of agony at the unexpected ass rape.

Finished with raping the twenty-four-year-old’s ass, the experienced Slave Handler was surprised at the amount of blood mixed in with the milky white cum and deep brown shit that covered his softening cock.  “Oh, she’s gonna hurt,” he told himself with satisfaction.  

He’d wanted to put the arrogant little minx in her place even before they met.  Holly had solicited Raul’s advice after she had been initially approached by Sharon Pinkard.  He’d immediately liked the gutsy thirty-three-year-old and looked forward to sexing the voluptuous slave volunteer.  That put the younger sister, Glenda Gallup, at a distinct disadvantage with the muscular man before they even met.  Glenda’s attitude cemented Raul’s and, later, even Frank’s view of how to handle the conniving cunt.  

Frank retied the bondage cord, drawing the crying woman’s elbows further back, enough so they contacted each other.  He also made sure that the wrists were just as tightly secured.  Then, he whipped off the blindfold and spun the woman about, setting her ass-down on the hard tile floor of the living room.

“What’s going on,” Glenda sputtered in extreme anger.  “Why the fuck are those two clowns in here?”  Her face flushed red with unrestrained fury when she saw her older sister in the room.  “That bimbo isn’t supposed to be in this house,” she shrieked.  “Frank, honey, what’s going on?” she demanded.

Frank ignored the woman and motioned to Kat.  “Gag this skanky whore.  Then we’ll explain the situation after she’s quiet.”

Glenda tried to get up off the floor and when Kat brusquely pushed her back, the red-faced sister whimpered, “No, … Frank, … please, help me.”

A big spongy ballgag cut off her weakening protests.  Kat sat down on the couch behind the bound woman and took a fierce grip on her long hair.

Across the room, Sharon was kneeling bound on a wheeled slave display stand.  Her naked skin was streaked with long angry looking weals, deep black bruises, mottled purple expanses of flesh, and more than one scabbed wound where a whip or cane had been used too fiercely on her tender skin.

“First off, Glenda,” Frank explained in the now quiet room, “you can see the condition that your sister is in.  She looks this way only because of the torture you subjected her to last week.  Since then, as arranged in your rental contract, the hotel was willing to give her three days off because of the high rental fee you paid.  Your contract gave you the option of inflicting any amount of damage on the slave as long as she was available for continued use after three days.  That is per your contract?  Correct?”

He looked toward the woman that he and Frank had just fucked.  After a few seconds of no motion on the shell-shocked woman’s part, Kat reached forward and pinched Glenda’s nostril’s shut.  Glenda immediately began to struggle.  Kat, Frank, and Raul calmly watched as the terrified woman tried in vain to take a breath.  Kat let go of the nostrils in response to a barely perceptible nod on Raul’s part.

“Even if you can’t talk, … you better answer as best you can when a Master asks a question,” Kat explained in an even voice.  She still maintained her iron grip on the helpless woman’s hair.

Glenda nodded vigorously and tried to verbalize an answer as well, “Hesss, … hesss, hi hunnerhand.”

“OK, so you understand what you signed,” Raul patiently translated.  When Glenda again nodded, he continued.  “OK, … after the three day recovery period, the hotel was somehow able to get four days general use from their new slave.  The bruises were distracting, and certainly cut down on our revenue, but quite frankly, some of our guests just wanted to fuck a big-titted girl for a change and didn’t care about her condition.  We told them she’d been punished and they drank it up.”  

Raul once again stared intently at Glenda.  “You understand so far?”

“Heesss, … hesss her,” Glenda answered.

Raul smiled.  “Well, the sir is a nice touch.  Though, … it won’t help you at all, … but it is a nice touch; it means I’m actually getting through that thick, spoiled, nearly empty skull of yours.”

“Anyway, … I’m going slow so you get it right the first time.  Basically, Sharon’s been getting the fucking of her life.  It started that first day when you watched Frank and I hose her luscious bod.  Well, later that afternoon, we also asked some of the other key hotel staff to sample her cunt, ass, and mouth before we turned her over to you and your almost hubby.  Oh, and I almost forgot, Kat had her chance as well.”

Glenda took that opportunity to glare over at her older sister.  On the one hand, Glenda was overjoyed that at least the fat-titted bitch had her comeuppance; however, she was more than a little jealous of the sexual attention that the slave had received from the hotel staff.  Even with her own uncertain and precarious position, Glenda mollified herself by gleefully noting the huge dildo projecting up from the wheeled slave display stand into Sharon’s lewdly exposed cunt.  The pneumatic dick-stand was obviously pumped up tightly because the glittering gold rings on her outer pussy lips were stretched obscenely wide around the wine-bottle thick phallus.  “Wonder how big this thing is inside her belly?” she thought.

“Pay attention, Glenda!  This last part is key,” Frank admonished his prisoner.  “In a few hours, Sharon is scheduled for an appointment at a charitable event.”  He gestured to the wounds, bruises, and weals on Sharon’s body.  “The problem is that obviously she can’t make the appointment in her current condition.”

He paused once again and pointedly stared at Glenda.  She had enough wit remaining to whimper in dread.  “This can’t be good,” she told herself fearfully.

“Holly drafted up the basic rental contract which you signed.  In that document you agreed to a Surety Agreement, which you also signed.  Then, you gave us a pee sample to prove you weren’t on drugs or pregnant.  Basically, if the hotel had held you to the strictest conditions of that agreement, you would have already been converted to a nice little obedient fuckbunny acting in Sharon’s place for the last four days.”

Glenda whimpered again at that news and shuddered at the thought of how much unwilling sex she would have provided at the hotel.  Glenda enjoyed sex, lots of sex, but only on her own terms.  Despite being a round-heeled whore of a slut, she liked making the decision on who she fucked.

“Glenda Gallup,” Kat intoned with obvious satisfaction to her voice as she read from a card especially prepared for the occasion, “you are hereby notified that your Surety Agreement with Magnus Hotel is being invoked because of your willful violation of the Terms of Use in your Slave Rental Agreement.  As such, Magnus Hotel has served notice to the proper judicial authorities that your rights as a citizen have been fully revoked in order to satisfy your sister’s contractual obligation.”

“Glenda,” Raul interrupted, “despite some confusion among the uninformed, … enslavements are almost often permanent.  This is no wishy-washy sham of a temporary enslavement.  As of this moment, Glenda Gallup, fiancé to Rick Pinkard, ceases to exist.  In the eyes of the law, your status is just as permanently changed as if you just died.”

“Bitch!” Kat spit out, “this means you begin where your sister left off!  Sharon’s first offsite job for tonight was finalized in contract form before she was even processed.”

In that moment, Glenda went from being the conniving woman who had ruined her older sister’s marriage and then stolen her husband to a terror-filled, cum-covered, bound slut that almost couldn’t process the words she’d just heard.

Frank picked up during the pause in conversation, “Tonight is a big night for Rick Pinkard.  He is being honored at the Eastlake Country Club following a dinner in his honor.  Magnus Hotel has had the contract for over a month to cater the pre-dinner cocktail hour and provide appropriate decorations.  Our Hotel Manager immediately knew that Sharon and her lush body were perfect for the event.”

“You will take her place, Glenda,” Raul interjected.  “And, … by virtue of the fine print in the Surety Agreement, you join Sharon in permanent slavery, … not just until she is recovered enough to resume her duties at the hotel.”

“Hhhutt?” Glenda finally interrupted as she absorbed what both Raul and Frank had told her.  “Hees ha have!  Het he ho!”

“No,” Kat interjected, “we won’t let you go.”  She paused and then looked at the males in the room as if for approval.  “However, you are partially correct.  Sharon is still a slave.  She is just released from her duty tonight to recover while you are busy taking her place.”  

Kat moved lithely from the couch and gaily whispered, “Masters, … with your approval, I’d like some help getting this slut processed so we’re not late to the Eastlake Country Club.”

Raul stepped toward the shell-shocked woman.  “We’ve finished explaining things to this whore.”  He turned to his friends, “Let’s get moving, we only have a few minutes to clean up this skanky bitch and deliver her in Sharon’s place.”

Kat hummed as she did her work.  She was happy to belong to Frank and enjoyed the chance to work on slaves that clearly deserved their fates.  She poured a generous amount of alcohol onto a cloth and began to thoroughly scrub the whimpering whore’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.  After mere moments of preparation, the skilled tattoo artist was seated comfortably on her padded stool, tattoo gun buzzing away, making thousands of tiny pinpricks in Glenda’s tightly stretched white flesh.

The tattoo was the standard relatively simple circle three inches across with ‘Magnus Slaves’ in flowing red script inside the circle above a blocky number sign.  The digits below the logo indicated the former Miss Glenda Gallup’s current status as a registered slave under hotel ownership.  Glenda was marked for life as, at the very least, a one-time slave.

Kat next picked up a heavy punch and moved the stool to set herself comfortably beside the sobbing slave’s head.  She gripped the woman’s chin in an inescapable grip and forced the ends of the punching tool deep into Glenda’s nostrils. “Glenda, … you better take a deep breath girl, ‘cause this is gonna hurt, … a lot.” Blood squirted everywhere and Kat yanked out the punch with its thick cylinder of cartilage that had just been brutally sliced out of Glenda’s septum. She staunched some of the blood flow with a cloth and readied a heavy 3/8th's inch stainless steel hog ring. The open end of the ring barely fit through the too-small opening in the septum, staunching most of the blood flow as it squeezed into the opening.  Kat set the open ring in a heavy crimping tool and used all her strength to ease the hog ring to a closed, and locked, position.

Raul, still naked, reclined contentedly across the room in a settee while stroking his impressive cock.  He watched Kat’s efficient processing of the new slave while he hoped that he had time for another chance at Sharon’s luscious body.  At the moment, Kat’s owner was giving an enthusiastic dicking to the clearly exhausted Sharon.  “Just because she gets some time off,” Raul thought, “is no reason to pass up on another shot at her lush bod.”

Even exhausted, Sharon was now well-trained enough that she whorishly responded to Frank with the proper words and body contortions.  “Ahhh,” she grunted, “big, … nice, … ohhhhh, … harder ple… Eiiii!”  Her meaty tits lurched about as she quivered under his jack-hammer thrusts.  When he pulled off, Sharon continued to lay gasping on the carpet of the house she’d once owned; her lewdly stretched legs and gaping cunt hole showed to all what she’d been doing.  Sharon no longer felt any shame in exposing her body.  She knew that she was a slave.

His friend finished using the big-titted slave, Raul knelt down beside her and pulled her limp frame up toward him.  He aimed his hard cock at Sharon’s mouth and began to skull fuck her limp form by pulling her head onto his forward-thrusting cock and then withdrawing for another deep throat fuck.  He was in heaven and the slurping, liquid sounds from Sharon’s cum-soaked twat indicated that she was beginning to pleasure herself as well.  Spunk sprayed into her mouth at the same time Sharon began to quiver in orgasm.  Raul let the exhausted woman fall to the carpet and he moved to help Kat with the new slave.

“Eiiii!” Glenda gurgled in protest through her gag when she was settled, rectum first, on the inflatable dildo projecting up from the slave stand.  The men jerked her hips about and managed to bury the dildo to its hilt in her rectum in one, long, grating push.  To add to her misery, Raul pumped up the air pressure in the fat cock, locking her cruelly stressed rectal walls against the monster’s rough texture.

Kat snapped another steel support onto the front of the stand and then clipped a length of chain to hang down to the new hog-ring in Glenda’s nose.  Naked, nose-ringed, collared, tattooed, and well-fucked, Glenda was reduced to a whimpering slave ready for her public debut.

The tautness of the bonds around Glenda's wrists had numbed her fingers during her hasty conversion to slave to the point that she never noticed Kat slipping her prized engagement ring off her wedding finger.  Then, when the wheels of Glenda's cart clattered across the entry threshold of the home, taking Glenda to her first money-earning event as a new slave, the family heirloom ring that had belonged to the Gallup family for so long was abandoned on a hall table in Rick's home.  Each of the last two Gallup sisters had briefly worn the beloved ring and then forever lost the right to ever wear it again.


Chapter 7 - A Blind Date

Rick Gallup had already stowed his golf gear in his locker at the Eastlake Country Club and showered.  Pleasantly relaxed, he was in a semi-private dressing room trying to get the tie on his black tux adjusted just right.  Rick had just played a round of golf as part of five foursomes that were using his Community Service Award Banquet as an excuse to skip out of a few hours work on a Friday afternoon and enjoy the wonderful weather.  He looked at himself in the mirror and told himself, "I had fun today."  He sighed at the difficulty he always had aligning his black dress tie.  "Sharon always did this for me," he whispered and for at least the thousandth time that week, he realized just how much he missed his wife.

The text message on his cell phone from Glenda had said that she'd meet him at the Eastlake Country Club's lobby bar at six o'clock.  Dressed and ready, Rick decided to take the outside route from the golf wing of the sprawling club to give himself a little more time alone before meeting his fiancé.  

"It's really hard to say whether I'm happy or not," he told himself as he walked, oblivious to the gorgeous manicured grounds around him.  "Glenda is so much more mercurial than Sharon," he told himself.  Then in a miserable voice, he added, "Yes, Glenda's a fantastic fuck!  In fact, she's much wilder and more creative in bed than Sharon ever was.  The problem, ... and it's a huge one, ... is that outside of sex or partying, she's duller company than a rock."  Rick had rapidly discovered that Glenda Gallup had only one goal in life; enjoying herself to the fullest.  She had no inclination to take time to be sure that others around her were equally enjoying themselves.  In fact, if she was bored, she had a talent for making others around her realize her unhappiness.

"Glenda can't make small talk about anything beyond her two interests, sex and partying.  I haven't had a decent cuddle since she took her sister's place.  She fucks like a rabbit but doesn't cuddle worth shit.  Oh, crap!  I miss you Sharon!"

The club's ornate lobby had an announcement board with the evening's events.  He saw that the Hearts and Hooves Charity had a fund raising cocktail hour scheduled in the Cheyenne Room from five to seven o'clock.  "That was actually Sharon's charity," he thought wistfully.  "She loved working with the other wives to raise money for the handicapped kids' therapy riding program."

His award banquet was across the hall from the sprawling Cheyenne Room in the much smaller Edward Calkins room, named after the city's first Eastlake mayor who took office in 1898.  "My dinner's open bar isn't until seven.  Hmm, ... I can't imagine why Glenda wants to spend so much time alone with me before the banquet.  It's not like her."

He entered the bar and tried to find his fiancé in the subdued lighting.  It really wasn't a bar so much as a quiet alcove off the busy main lobby with clusters of comfortable chairs and low tables.  The room was essentially a quiet meeting area where a few staff members unobtrusively awaited the chance to quietly offer a cocktail or snack to loitering members.

"No Glenda," he thought rather gloomily.  He was morose to the point that he didn't even credit Glenda with the fact that he was fifteen minutes early.  There were only a few members present and Rick resigned himself to a long wait.

Rick Gallup was sitting quietly in an overstuffed chair that was strategically placed in a corner so he could watch for Glenda.  His interest was more than piqued when he saw a gorgeous blonde enter wearing a black gown that was just short of scandalous.  His appreciative gaze was drawn immediately to the plunging neckline that went well below her belly button.  The woman's big, braless breasts bobbled about as she strode into the room with hips wildly sashaying.   "Holy, cow!" he told himself, "How do those big puppies stay hidden."  He continued to stare unabashedly in the hope one of her big bouncy boobs would pop out of the loosely draped gown.

He was practically drooling when unexpectedly; she halted in front of his chair.

"Rick Gallup?" she asked.

"YYess," he found himself stuttering.

"I'm Kat, your date.  Glenda can't make it to the dinner tonight and they've made arrangements for me to fill in.  I hope that's alright with you."

Before Rick could ask where Glenda was, the blonde continued in an excited voice, "I see that Hearts and Hooves is having an event tonight.  Can we go there until your dinner starts?"

Mesmerized, Rick could only nod and offer his hand to the gorgeous creature.  He glanced down and was rewarded with the momentary sight of a hard nipple rubbing against the inside of the dress.  He tore his gaze upward and saw the girl grinning back at him.

"You like?" she whispered mischievously.

"I like this girl," he thought.  As they walked, he was readying a few conversational bits when he realized that the girl was collared.  Confused, he remained silent until they entered the Cheyenne Room.  He realized he'd missed his chance as the sounds of gaiety, loud conversations, and music overwhelmed them.  The Hearts and Hooves had drawn a huge crowd.

"They have gambling, some fun games, and a silent auction," Kat shouted up to him unnecessarily.  Rick fully knew what occurred at these events having attended them for years.  Kat dragged him toward a cashier where she excitedly threw down six fifties.  "I'd like this in ten and twenty dollar chips please."  Rick followed suit and the couple walked away, each with a handful of the heavy clay gambling chips.

"Here," Kat said as she snuggled up against his chest, "you keep my chips in your left breast pocket where I can get them as needed.  Her lips brushed his cheek and he reveled in her perfume.  "Who are you," he whispered to himself.  Then, he realized that he was actually more comfortable with this stranger than he'd been all week with Sharon's sister. 

Kat insisted that they buy drinks and she recklessly gave three ten dollar chips for a tiny crystal flute filled with bubbling champagne.  They played a few rounds of roulette and after steadily losing, they moved over to a less crowded table to play Twenty-one.  Rick realized that the only chance he had of glimpsing her nipples again were if he stood beside her and gazed down into her dress.  "Childish," he muttered.

"What was that?" Kat said loudly over the room's din.

"Nothing," Rick lied.  Nonetheless, instead of sitting to play, Rick initially stood behind her and watched Kat play by watching over her shoulder.  Deciding he was being silly hoping to catch a glimpse of a fat tit, he sat down beside her and set a few chips on the bet line.

Each had already lost a little over a hundred dollars when Kat dragged him toward a curtained off area.  "This one should be really fun!" Kat gushed.

There were two ornate company logos on the left of the curtained area.  One was Hotel Magnus who was a major sponsor of this demonstration area at the benefit.  "Rick," Kat breathed excitedly as they offered fifty dollars each to enter the demonstration area, "they're displaying some of the ponygirl choices for tomorrow's Hearts and Hooves Charity Ponygirl Race.  During the display, there's a Silent Bid on choices and later tonight, the top four slaves will be paraded through the country club.  Also, there’s a drawing and the top four winning tickets will get one month’s free golf with one of the ponygirls pulling their personal ponygirl golf surrey during all golf play."

Rick knew that this was a normal part of the two-day charitable event because Sharon had been a Chairperson for years.  Even so, he had been somewhat appalled the one time he and Sharon went inside.  Previously, he’d been taken aback by the tight bondage the potential ponygirls were subjected to.  However, unlike that previous time with Sharon, the display inside took his breath away.  His cock lurched in his pants.

"They built this display stand just for tonight," Kat breathed in his ear. 

Even mesmerized at the beautiful women so painfully displayed on the almost invisible stand before them, Rick couldn't help but glance down to the excited woman beside him.  "Why couldn't Glenda have been more like this girl," he complained inwardly.

He tore his glance back to the display where six naked women were arrayed in a circle, clipped nose to nose in a hunched forward display.  The bulky hog rings set into their noses looked grossly oversized on the petite women and distorted their facial features into something less than human.  Essentially nose to nose, the six women's upturned buttocks were arrayed outward to face the crowd by a thin hoop of steel under their hips with almost invisible vertical legs bolted down to the display base.  Each straining slave's legs were lewdly spread with each ankle cuffed with a gleaming stainless steel cuff to the women beside them.   The vertical legs of the stand were attached to those steel ankle cuffs and held the women locked in their painfully hunched forward position.  Those slightly inwardly angled legs led upward to a much smaller second hoop and then to a final, even smaller third hoop.  The highest hoop was a tiny wheel less than three inches across from which six tiny clips projected out to tautly hold the six nose rings.  The women's faces were contorted with pain. 

The intermediate hoop of steel served as a guide for thin wires holding up six baskets.  Each heavy wicker basket was suspended by a set of flexible wires which led up, over the horizontal hoop to terminate in nipple clamps attached to painfully distended teats.  The slavegirls were locked in identical humiliating and painful poses. 

Kat approached the nearest gleaming rump and proclaimed, "See, Rick, ... there are six slightly different body types displayed on this carousel.  One's a redhead, two are natural blondes, two are brunettes, and the last is a black-haired wench."  She reached forward to the nearest slave, "Now, ... these haunches are full and soft."  Her fingers squeezed the soft flesh and then she slapped it lightly.  "Look at all the jiggling, ... there isn't much muscle tone.  Even though most men would consider her a gorgeous catch fully clothed or especially while getting fucked under a strong man, it's clear that this girl didn't exercise enough and her immediate value as a ponygirl is questionable."

"Besides," she added, "I'd bet her abdominal, pelvic, and rectal muscles are slack and sloppy.  So, ... she'll be a much looser fuck no matter how much she tries to flex her internal musculature around a driving cock."

Kat seemed amazingly informed and opinionated at the variety in girl meat, the tastes of each depending on the method of preparation, and limitations to the current alternate meat grading system.  Finally, she stopped at the sixth girl.  "Rick, ignore this one for a minute and tell me which of the others you liked best."

Rick admitted that he liked the third girl best and Kat laughed.  "Yeah!  Typical Man!  They usually pick the ones with the biggest breasts and the roundest butts.  She was a good choice though with her tight tummy and well-toned legs.  Obviously she worked out and her powerful thighs might make her a quality ponygirl."

Kat locked eyes with him and whispered sexily, "Course, ... that one has almost the same body type as me."

Rick drank in her expressive liquid eyes and then couldn't help but glance down at her impressive bosom.  

Kat laughed quietly at his clear interest and diverted his attention by rubbing her hand down the last slavegirl's lower spine.  "Now this one," she said authoritatively, "is an example of what I think is the perfect short race, sprint ponygirl.  She's still young at twenty-four, weighs one hundred and twelve pounds and has B-cup breasts, which are generously sized especially given her petite size and low body fat.  Plus, she's naturally athletic and well-toned all the way around her frame."

"How do you know all that?" Rick queried, "Especially the part about being a natural athlete?"

"Kat laughed and didn't answer his question.  Instead, she offered, "One criterion I use in evaluating a ponygirl is to gauge how evenly distributed the muscle tone is across the carcass.  I agree with your choice of girl number three if she's gonna be your fuck mate.  But, for either short or long-distance surrey pulling work, ... that one has way too much jiggly flesh.  Those succulent breasts and fat ass will drag her time down considerable; even with those big muscular thighs pounding down the track.  No, Rick, ... this one's my top choice for tomorrow's ponygirl race and she’ll look great pulling your golf cart the next month."

Kat once again slipped in smoothly against his chest and her touch brought tingling to his nerves as she snaked a hand into his jacket.  She kissed his cheek again and then flung her handful of chips to the slave's basket.  The basket swayed wildly from the addition of the heavy chips and the slave groaned in pain.  Rick's dick, already hard from Kat's close presence, lurched as the cruelly stretched nipples distended even more due to the weight of the chips. 

"Bid, on this one!" she commanded.  

Rick obeyed in a daze, still overwhelmed from her perfume and the lingering arousal of her touch.  He threw his entire remaining stock of chips into the swaying basket.  This time, when the poor slave moaned in pain, he noticed that her pussy and anal ring spasmed.  When he leaned forward to investigate, Kat giggled and leaned in beside him.

"I admit that I was a bad girl, ... I watched them unload these sluts and set up the exhibit.  This one was disobedient and the country club’s Kennel Mistress punished her for a lousy blowjob after he judged her a lousy fuck.  She's glistening from more than just a coating of cooking oil.  Even in this air-conditioned suite, the droplets you see are perspiration.  She's sweating in agony from the habanero peppers that the Kennel Mistress had the kitchen staff pump up her twat and rectum using a pastry funnel.  Touch her between her sex holes and you can feel the spasms of pain."

Rick obeyed.  He was startled at the amount of twitching muscle activity under the woman's perineum.  Below his fingers, he saw the bald pussy lips twitch and above his fingers, the tight brown sphincter convulsed as if alive.

Kat pulled his hand back before he could worm a finger into the tantalizing anus and gently admonished, "Careful, you don't want to get the hot habanero pepper oil on your fingertip."  She looked embarrassed at correcting him and whispered, "Well, ... I'd take it as a personal favor if your fingers were oil free, given where I hope your fingers will soon be exploring."

Rick found himself strangely excited by everything about this woman, especially her promise of delights to come.  He knew it was out of character for him to lust after anyone other than Sharon, ... but his dick had throbbed and ached for most of the time since he'd met Kat in the bar.  "Blue balls?" he wondered.  "When was the last time simply being with a woman gave me a case of blue balls?  Not since I was a teenager."

They stepped toward the next display set up at the charity event. 


Chapter 8 - Glenda’s Predicament

When Glenda Gallup was led out of her fiancé’s home, the two brutes from Magnus Hotel rolled her stand into the back of the hotel van and left her.  She was surprised to see that two other women were already in the van.  “Whore slut slaves,” Glenda thought haughtily.  Then, mentally processing their identical Magnus Hotel tattoos, their bondage, and the fact that she was similarly naked and helpless, she softly asked herself where there were going and what kind of event had booked three hotel slaves.  “I hope it’s a bachelor party,” she thought in an attempt to make positive of her situation.  “At least I know how to work a crowd of men and the sex would be a nice distraction from this mess.”

By the time the van stopped, all three women were sweat soaked as the air conditioning didn’t begin to cool the rear sections of the van.  Two of them smelled strongly of pussy lube.  Glenda was the only one of the three mounted by her ass.  The other two wriggled about disgustingly during the short drive in clear attempts to orgasm on the bumpy faux-cocks rammed up their pussies; their cunt butter flowed thick enough to coat the prick holders and to dribble down onto the carts.  Of course, Glenda already smelled like freshly fucked twat so the girls were equally rank and musky.  

When the van doors swung open, Glenda was terrified to discover that they were at the kitchen entry for some sort of hotel or club.  Three other naked women were already in the dungeon-like alcove off the kitchen’s food preparation area.  Unlike her situation on the slave display stand, these three shuffled about in the cold, rough-stone walled vault, trapped in unyielding cold steel arranged on a chain coffle.  The lead and rear slave had their wrists held tightly in special steel collars; the remainder of the slaves were simply cuffed to the powerful chain.  The women were a miserable looking lot.   

Frank high-fived a man dressed in jeans, cowboy boots, and a work shirt.  “Yo, Josh!  How’s it hanging?”

Glenda ignored the men, instead watching intently as two muscular kitchen workers grabbed the big-titted blonde with the Magnus Hotel tattoo on her ass.  “She looks like my cow sister with those disgustingly fat udders,” she smirked.  The two kitchen workers quickly cuffed the woman onto the slave coffle.  The other woman from the hotel van quickly joined the first and now five wretched women comprised the slave chain coffle.

Raul whispered something to the kitchen staff and Glenda found herself being led on shaky legs to a trailer behind the golf cart parked beside the slavegirls.  They bent her over a central bar and used strong bungee cords to connect her wrist and ankle cuffs to railings just inches off the outer edges of the trailer platform.  Glenda soon found her hips painfully locked in place on the icy steel bar.  Even padded, the bar hurt her hips.  Frank, Raul, and Josh had disappeared while the staff attached the slave coffle to a tow hitch on the trailer Glenda was trapped atop.

“Hop, … hop it!” Glenda protested through her ballgag as rough soapy brushes began to briskly clean her squirming body.  Then, a hard spray of stingingly hot water began to sluice off the suds.  “Heiiii!” she shrieked.  The kitchen staff ignored their feeble protests and yanked combs quickly through their wet hair before fashioning a quick ponytail for each.  Unfortunately, her humiliation increased dramatically when the golf cart left the kitchen and began wandering down a concrete path through lushly landscaped grounds.  

Their driver took them smoothly through a wide set of French doors and they were in a large banquet room.  “It is the Eastlake Country Club,” Glenda moaned.  “Those bastards weren’t kidding about that.  I hope nobody recognizes me.  Shit!”  

Totally focused on her own predicament, Glenda had completely forgotten that she was to meet Rick at the Eastlake Country Club for some sort of award banquet.  As to the Hearts and Hooves benefit in the Cherokee Room, Glenda had never even heard of the organization let alone their programs for building confidence and enjoyment in life for handicapped kids.  Glenda had no inkling that her sister worked so hard on that charity.

A couple of the other fund raiser workers were working on some sort of display.  Glenda ignored them and tried to hear what Frank, Raul, and Josh were talking about.  

Josh was bragging about getting more sex than he could handle.  “I get to pork ‘em on pick up or delivery,” he was telling his friends.  

“So how many of these cunts have you tasted, … er tested I mean?” Frank asked with a grin.

“All five of the ones on the slave coffle,” Josh said matter of factly.  “I’ve had the three donated cunts from Hills Fine Meats more than once each.  And, … two of the bitches from Magnus Hotel came from our stock originally.  Holly, the Hotel Manager, has had those two on some sort of forced diet and exercise program at the hotel to upgrade their ponygirl race skills.  I have to admit they look pretty good, especially given everything here is strictly novice class ponycunt.”

Josh paused and added thoughtfully, “I’ll be interested in seeing which four of the six are selected tonight.”

“You mean for tomorrow’s charity race?” Frank asked.

“What about the third slave from our hotel stock?”  Raul asked.  “The one we mounted on the trailer so we could fuck her a final time.  I know you haven’t closely examined her, but she looks like the best trotter of the lot.”

“Well, … probably,” Josh admitted reluctantly.  “But she’s not perfect.  I can tell from here that her boobs are too small to earn a perfect score from me.  No, … she’s very nice, but her tits are not quite a full C cup.”

“Oh, yeah!” Frank grinned, “Nice call on her udders.  You’re good ‘cause I stuck a tit measurer on her and she’s exactly a B plus.”

Raul chuckled and asked, “You want to take her for a quick spin?  We’ll fill in and help get the others prepped while you give her a more detailed examination.”

Glenda was disgusted that the half-breed Hispanic bastard she’d let between her legs would offer her so easily and bluntly to another man.  “He’s treating me like a sex slave,” she seethed.  “That useless whoreson!”

The trailer swayed as someone jumped up behind her.  Frank came up from the side and disconnect a brunette from the slave coffle.  Glenda froze at a delicate touch on her rump.  Next thing she knew, someone had bumped hard at her butt and in one push was balls-deep in her swampy, stretched-out pussy.

“Oh, shit!” Josh cursed from behind her, “You big-cocked, brainless Neanderthal twits have already dumped buckets of cum in this cunt and it’s looser than a sewer pipe.”

“Try the ass,” Raul tossed back gaily, “it’s bound to be tighter.”

Glenda was tired, she didn’t even try and tighten her ass grommet to make Josh’s experience a better one.  Josh bottomed out even easier in her ass then he had in her twat.

“Shit!” Josh cursed again.  Frank and Raul laughed loudly and back-slapped each other at the joke they’d played on their friend by giving him sloppy thirds in both slimy stretched out holes.

Josh jumped off the trailer and Glenda stared horrified as Frank held the first bitch upright so that Raul could clip evil looking nipple clamps on her titties.  They yanked her nose ring forward to the top ring and the first girl was ready.  Next, they drew the black-haired woman off the coffle.  Glenda gasped when she saw the heavy woven basket that one of the event helpers hung from the nipples of the blonde.  “Each one will get a basket, … shit, … me too, … I’ll get one too.”

The trailer swayed once again.  Glenda steeled herself for another attempt at sex.  

“Whatcha, doing Josh?” Frank yelled from the display where by now they were setting up the fifth woman.

“Gonna tighten up this fucked out whore’s sex holes.  Plus, … she needs some attitude adjustment!  I’ll teach the meat cow to tighten her sloppy fuck holes during sex.”

Frank and Raul both clustered behind Glenda.  “Hut, … hut hew hewing?” she demanded.

Frank slapped her on the ass and whispered, “Hang on Glenda, dear.  It looks like Josh had the kitchen prepare a special salsa of finely chopped habanero peppers.”

Glenda became frantic and struggled to get free from the trailer.  She felt something cold nudge her asshole and then fire enveloped her entire intestinal tract.  “Heiiii!” she shrieked in an unearthly muffled howl.  She hardly noticed the fat lime that was stuffed whole up her rectum to seal the volcanic peppers inside her seething intestines.  Glenda did notice the load of habanero peppers that were pumped next into her vagina.  The move elicited another of her unearthly howls.    Given the larger state of her stretched-out twat, Josh jammed a particularly succulent lemon up her cunt, sealing the fierce peppers in her tender sex chute.

Hours later, Glenda was still almost going insane from the throbbing, burning in her sex holes.  Even so, she recognized the voice of her fiancé Rick as he flirted behind her with some unseen bimbo.  She squirmed and tried to yell at him as the slut threw a heavy handful of chips into her basket.  “No,” she wanted to scream, “every chip counts toward choosing me to in some fucking ponygirl competition!”  The basket was squarely in her sight; hers held far more chips than those of the other five women.  She squirmed in pain and then in anger when the slut behind her told Rick to throw his chips in as well.  “My basket is already by far the fullest!” she cried to herself.  “Please, … Rick noooo!”  The clatter of his thrown chips abruptly stopped any mental activity in the uncomfortable whore.  It felt like her breasts would rip off her chest.

She moaned in despair.  It was clear that she had by far the most chips of any of the six women.  “Were they really telling the truth about prepping us to race by caning our asses?”


Chapter 9 - A Fate Predetermined

Rick stood uncomfortably outside the booth where the ponygirls had been displayed.  He took the opportunity to look toward his watch.  “Kat,” he whispered, “let’s leave here to get another cocktail across the hall.  The bar is open at my dinner.”

Kat nodded and whispered back, “We’ve already paid so we can come back anytime tonight.  I’d really like to run back for the auction.  I really enjoy a good ponygirl race and tomorrow’s BBQ before the race is supposed to be fantastic.”

“I don’t think that there’s any doubt that the black-haired cow you pointed out will be one of the four racers,” Rick responded.

“Yep, I’m betting that she gets wins,” Kat replied in a loud tone of voice.

The slave wriggling about from the habanero peppers burning her guts and the painfully contorted position on the display rack heard the comments as they walked out and whimpered.  Neither Rick nor Kat noticed that the slave now understood part of her fate as they left the display area arm in arm.

Rick mingled with his friends while Kat took the opportunity to visit the ladies room and freshen up.  Everyone asked why Sharon wasn’t at the dinner and Rick awkwardly tried to explain how he’d switched sisters.  Some of his more casual acquaintances, or his single friends, joked back and congratulated him trading in for a younger woman while staying within the same family bloodlines.  Other, better friends of the couple, held their comments to themselves because they knew from experience that Glenda was not an improvement over the much beloved Sharon.

That portion of the evening was the most difficult for Rick.  He quickly made his excuses and slipped back toward Kat where she waited patiently beside their assigned seats at the head table.  Glenda’s nametag had been removed and the replacement simply had ‘Kat’ written on it.  

“Why are there two leashes next to your handbag?” Rick asked.

Kat grinned at Rick and whispered, “Ahh, … it’s key to your reward.  Your wife Sharon set this up last week as a special treat after your award banquet.  She wanted you to have a night’s unrestricted service by two big-titted blonde bimbo fucksluts who’ll do your every bidding.”

Rick was confused.  Up till now he’d been enjoying the intriguing company of this wonderful blonde bombshell but here she just crudely referred to the status of some of her sister slaves in such a casual and derogatory tone.

“Don’t look so confused, Rick.  Ohh, I see.  You didn’t know that tonight I’ll be one of your presents.  Just because a few of us blonde slaves have an intellect doesn’t mean that on call we can’t act the part of brainless bimbo cumsluts.  So, don’t be surprised when some of us can lead intelligent conversations when that is what is needed.  Most free women are incapable of being so multifaceted or non-self-centered; either they are self-focused bimbo cumsluts or independent women with pride and intellect.  A self-focused slut isn’t much use to a man and I’m sure you realize that slaves don’t survive long if they don’t learn to be whatever their owner’s desire.”

He remained confused.  But the thought of having this alluring creature all to himself for the rest of the night was exciting.  “Plus, … two, … two hot and horny women at once,” he mused.  “I’ve never had two women at the same time.  And, … two like this, … wow!”

The remainder of the dinner flew by; none of it really mattered to Rick anyway.  He presented a façade of interest in the evening and made a passable acceptance speech.  With every minute that passed, Rick’s imagination fueled his pent up lust even more.  Kat sensed his excitement and she was just as eager to adjourn to his bedroom.

The young blonde ex-trophy wife snuck off for a few minutes before they left.

“You’ve gotten what you deserve,” she explained calmly to the wide-eyed, sweat-soaked form that had just received her incentive reminder about losing the next day’s race.  The welts left by the can were thick red weals.

“Hehhh,” Glenda moaned.  Given the stretched-out position of her tongue, she was lucky to even sound that coherent.

Kat ran an exploring hand down Glenda’s spine.  She was in a quasi doggie position.

“Did they explain the process to you?” Kat asked.

“Hhooo,” Glenda grunted.

“All four of you ‘winning’ cunts have been selected for the race tomorrow.  Later, all four of you will also join the small ponygirl stables here at the country club.  They rig up pairs of girls to haul golf surreys and four-girl teams to haul romantic two-seat rigs.”  Kat paused and grinned.  “Also,” she continued in a harsher tone, “you’ll not only learn to respond to the whip, but you’ll also get a lot of sex.  Most riders pause during the midpoint of their ride and ‘relieve’ themselves in one of the ponygirl’s three fuck holes.”

Kat added in a dry tone.  “You’ve surely noticed that you’ve been ‘serviced’ in your nipples, your clit, your navel, and your tongue.  Rings pierce you in those strategic places and will add to the ease of control for your handlers.  The new hog ring in your nose is extra heavy and you’re unlikely to ever forget its weight is dangling you’re your nose.”

“Hmmmph!  Hep he!”

“Help you?” Kat whispered with her first indication of malice in her tone.  “You’re a penniless slut with no prospects other than you’ve stolen your own sister’s husband, plotted to enslave her, nearly tortured her to death, and then you expect mercy from another woman.  You are delusional!”

Glenda’s eyes rolled back into her head and it was clear that an orgasm had been wrenched unwillingly from her sweat-soaked body.  Her pretty hair was still in the tight ponytail but it was now greasy from hours of sweat.  

“You are such a stupid cunt!” Kat whispered harshly once the orgasm settled down.

“Hep,” Glenda moaned in another cry for help.

Kat’s roving hand wrapped around a taut breast.  She ignored Glenda’s begging plea.  “Once Sharon realized you’d drugged her and seduced Rick, she came to Magnus Hotel to discuss her options.  She already knew Holly from her charity work with Hearts and Hooves so Holly was a somewhat sympathetic audience.  Plus, she brought several of us in to hear what Sharon had to say.  We recommended that she play on Rick’s strong conscience to trap you in a simple PPC – a ‘Person of Personal Contact’ – slave conversion.  That way she’d have her marriage back and you’d be out of the way forever.”

The hand wrapped around Glenda’s breast squeezed tightly.  “Ahhh!” was Glenda’s pained response.

“The problem is, … Sharon knew that Rick was too kind hearted and knew that after enslaving a past lover, he’d be haunted by the decision for years.”  Kat idly ran that same hand along Glenda’s heaving stomach.  She found new ring through Glenda’s clit and tugged softly.  

“Hooo, … hop!”

“Sharon ultimately picked her own strategy against our advice.  She filled out self-enslavement paperwork and that put Rick in the position where he had to enslave his own wife.  She thought he needed some punishment for falling for your trailer-trash tricks; he’d certainly been warned enough.”

Another orgasm swept Glenda’s body and she started to buck and grunt like an animal in full rut.  

“How many orgasms is that?  Oh, … lots and lots.  Yes, … you certainly are an easy whore,” Kat observed dryly.

“Sharon is very convincing,” Kat continued.  “She basically forced Holly to agree last week to donate herself to the Hearts and Hooves charity event tonight.  Part of that deal is that Holly also agreed to Sharon’s idea for a damage clause in your contract.  You were stupid enough to pre-enslave yourself with the stipulation that you’d become a slave yourself if you badly damaged or killed Sharon to the point she couldn’t be displayed here tonight.”  Kat laughed softly and added, “You’ve enslaved yourself as a simple ponybeast, you dim-witted shit.”

“Ho, … ho, … ho!”

“Oh, yes, … yes,” Kat replied, “you enslaved yourself!  The best part is that you cost Magnus Hotel nothing, … not a single penny.  Plus, Holly is pretty happy with the tax write-off she gets for donating your skanky ass to charity.  Plus, even though you’ve got pretty even odds assigned by the bookies for tomorrow’s race, we stand to make a good bit of cash off that as well since separate bets are randomly assigned to ponygirls.”  

Kat tormented the doomed slut for a few more minutes.  She silently reminded herself why Holly was so happy about the deal.  “First,” she told herself, “Sharon is still hotel property.  Second, big-titted Sharon was acquired at a bargain price; only four hundred dollars went to her husband.”  Kat smiled the most at her last thought, “And, … best of all, Sharon will help us out with the baby chores; something that I was becoming rather tired of doing.” 

As she prepared to leave, Kat stopped to squeeze one of her own ample tits and thought gratefully, “At last, my poor nips can get a little rest now that Sharon is here.  Wonder what she thinks about becoming Cuddles’ nursemaid?  Does she even know yet?”

On the way back to his house Rick had to conscientiously keep his foot from sinking down on the accelerator.  Kat was all over him; rubbing her soft body all over him and whispering sexily into his ear how great a time he’s going to have at the house nailing two randy slaves.

“Rick,” Kat whispered throatily in his ear, “I have a huge favor to ask.”

“Hmm,” Rick responded.

“It’s pretty simple.  I just want you to follow your instincts tonight.  Your two sluts have orders to wear masks and not speak.  That means you have the lead all night long.  If you want to screw one of us nice and slow, then do that.  If half way through, you feel like banging us as hard as you can, then please ignore our feelings and fuck the shit out of us.”  She blew into his ear and added, “Besides, … I guarantee, … us girls will cum like you’ve never imagined.  Just be yourself and it’ll be perfect.”

Rick waited impatiently in his garage for the requisite five minutes after Kat went in the house.  Then, he practically sprinted toward his bedroom.  The sight arrayed on his bed was perfection.  Only after staring with drooling mouth for more than a minute did he begin to hurriedly take off his clothes.  Two nearly identical blondes were kneeling naked on his king-size bed with their lips less than an inch apart.  Each had heavy down-hanging breasts, tiny waists, and big meaty butts.  Their faces were looking directly at him.  The opera masks they wore were also identical.  Rick saw a slave tattoo on one slave’s hip and was certain the identical brand adorned the same hip on the other slave.

He almost reverently crawled across the bed toward the two women.  Rick knelt between the two women and each of his hands spread out to his side to caress over the nearest ass cheeks to delve into the moist sex between their legs.  “One’s got a naked pussy just as Kat told me.  Oh!  The other one has rings all the way down her sex lips.  Hmmm, … both are soaking wet with cunt cream.”

The now unencumbered ex-married man remembered Kat’s advice.  With a huge smile, he spun toward the right, aligned his cock with the slave’s pussy that was ringed, and lunged forward with all his might.  Grinning like a madman, he jack-hammered as fast and hard as he could.  Rick decided that for one night it would be nice to let himself go.  Somehow, he punched in and out with wildly swinging hip motions and still didn’t cum.  Even though he was only screwing one of the slaves, both were moaning like the most cock-subservient of bitches.

Rick growled, grabbed the other slave, threw her atop the wriggling, gasping slave he’d just plowed so hard, and threw himself wholeheartedly into screwing.  He reveled in the soft, womanly curves of his two sex toys.  Each time during that long night when his energy levels sunk, one or both of the blondes used their wiles to bring his member to life.

In the morning, he left the musky smelling women asleep in his bed while he showered, dressed, and made coffee.  Regretfully, he headed out to work, wondering if he’d ever have another experience quite the same.


Chapter 10 - Sharon’s Fate

“Well, Mr. Pinkard.  Good morning.  I’m not surprised to see you today,” Holly said.

“I’ll get directly to the point,” Rick said softly as he sat down in front of Holly’s desk.  “I got a call this morning at work from somebody on your staff.  They told me that Glenda had been enslaved because of a contract default.”  He sighed.  “I understand it had something to do with how poorly she treated Sharon during the rental period last week.”

Holly sat silently listening.  She nodded softly when Rick mentioned the connection to Sharon’s condition after the rental.

“They told me that she was gone.”  Rick lost it at that point and he hiccupped once or twice as he fought to hold back sobs.  “Now I’ve lost both Sharon and Glenda.  I’ve been so stupid.”

“You understood correctly,” Holly replied dispassionately.  “Even before she was enslaved, Sharon had already arranged to be donated last night to her favorite charity, Hearts and Hooves.  Glenda ended up taking her place because Sharon was in no condition to compete in viewing booth let along the ponygirl race.  Glenda was among the four selected for the ponygirl race and will be featured in their stable for the next few years.  Sharon remains our slave.”

Rick’s face transformed at that information about the charity.  “You mean, …” he stammered and then ground to a halt with a stricken look on his face.  

“Yes, Glenda was up on that display rack last night.  She was high bidder and ran in the next day’s race.  Frankly, I don’t know who won the race or who the four lucky people were who won free golf and a ponygirl cart for a month.  By now, … she’s likely an scared little bitch getting her first taste of the mindless life of a ponygirl.”

Rick slipped back in his chair and sat speechless at the news.

The door to her office opened and Judy Wetmore slipped quietly inside.  She was there to reinforce her boss in the event of trouble.  Her hand slipped surreptitiously into her trouser pocket.  Their backup weapons of choice were Tasers.

After composing himself, Rick took a deep breath and slid a check across the desktop.  “That’s a check for one thousand dollars.  I’d like to buy Sharon back,” he announced.

“Rick,” Holly responded, “this isn’t a game.  Just because there’s closure with Glenda doesn’t mean everything can happily return to the way it was.  We take enslavement very seriously and won’t make of mockery of the process.”

“Then here’s another check; this one’s for five thousand dollars.  That’s a total of six thousand dollars or fifteen times what you paid me for her.  Surely that’s enough!”

“Rick,” Holly responded after a long pause, “Don’t expect some sort of fairy tale ending here.  Enslavement is a serious step that forever removes rights and all human legal status.  We refuse to free slaves if there is any possibility that it’d be seen as a sham.” 

Rick extended his arm to slide another check across the table.  “This one’s for five thousand as well,” he said.  “It’s good; it’s from our money market account.”  He took a deep breath and whispered, “For mercy’s sake, … that’s almost twenty-eight times what I got for her.”

Holly sat back hard in her seat.  She’d expected Rick Pinkard to try and buy Sharon back.  What she hadn’t expected was that he’d offer such a grossly inflated amount.  “I have Sharon pegged against two jobs at the hotel that are personally very important to me,” she said softly.  “In two hour shifts during the day, she rotates between doing accounting for me and watching Cuddles as her nanny and nursemaid.  At the moment, she’s upstairs putting Cuddles to sleep.”

“Sounds like she’s easily replaceable,” Rick shot back.  “You can get another nursemaid for whoever Cuddles is.”

“Rick, … I’ve known Sharon for about two years.  We met working setup for the Hearts and Hooves charity.  At the time, I was a slave and was only working there because it was the favorite charity of Darlene Pritchard, the owner and manager of this hotel.  Sharon and I were only acquaintances but Sharon knew about Darlene’s, … problem that occurred about six months ago.”

Rick shook his head and replied, “I don’t know any of this.”

“Well, … hmmm, … it’s hardly your business, … but, … what I’m trying to tell you is that Darlene also tripped herself up on a very complex enslavement document.  She fell into lust with a local slaver, … a real scoundrel who really only flirted with her.  Darlene, even at forty-one and old enough to know better, was smitten and wanted an afternoon of uncompromising sex.  This job had just worn her down and she foolishly decided that she needed the break.”

To herself, Holly whispered, “No shit!  I know how the pressure wears you down.”  She mentally processed this need to relax and the value Sharon held for her.

“I’m not getting rid of Sharon,” Holly asserted.  “I need the help and she and Cuddles have bonded very well.  You might not have noticed, but Darlene, Sharon, Kat, and I are all big breasted women.  Unfortunately, Kat’s tits are fake so she can’t help with Cuddles.”

Rick blinked in confusion.  “What the hell do their hooters have to do with this?” he asked himself.  “Well,” he answered in an attempt to get back on track, “what about a compromise?”

The two began a negotiation that quickly narrowed down the options.  Rick left the hotel nearly ecstatic and Holly handed two checks to Judy.

“Well,” Judy said frowning, “that was complicated.  Yes, you negotiated a fantastic deal, but why so much interest in a single, measly slave?”

Holly gave Judy a penetrating stare and snapped back, “For originally being solidly anti-slavery, you certainly turned that around when you got a little toy of your own.”

“What, … oh, you mean babe?  She’s not mine, she’s my sister Jane’s.”

“Oh, bullshit!” Holly shot back.  “You have no sister.  Jane is your slave’s alter ego and you two play silly games switching places back and forth.  Jane and Judy out for dinner together, … Judy taking slave babe for a walk, … Jane taking slave babe for a walk.  I’m not blind, Jane is not only older than you and a little taller, but she has noticeably bigger tits.  I saw immediately how slave babe was always smaller breasted when she was with Jane and how her tits expanded when she was with you.  The hoods you wore protected only your faces from recognition.”

Judy shrank back and whispered, “Oh, shit.  Please don’t tell.  I had to buy Jane to free her from a horrible fate.  But, … then she refused to be freed.”  Judy shuddered and added in a quiet voice, “She likes being a slave, … she’s a sadomasochist, … she insists on harsh treatment following anything I do nice to her.  Plus, Jane promised that if she’s freed, she’ll make certain she’s re-enslaved immediately.  I have no choice.”

“Oh, don’t worry,” Holly whispered back, “I won’t tell.  And, … I’ll keep your other dirty secret as well.  I saw the whip and spanking marks on the smaller-titted slave.  Jane craves harsh treatment and when she’s Mistress, … well, … she’s obviously equally strict on her slave.”

Judy colored deep red and she stammered, “Bbbut, … this was an accident.  I did it to keep Jane alive.”

“Oh, it’s complicated alright,” Holly grinned back.  “Your soft heart made Jane a part-time slave and that trapped you as the slave when Jane is free so you could support this pretense.  Why not just end the sham?”

“Perhaps for the same reason that you don’t want to let Rick have Sharon back.”

Holly sighed.  “Judy, you’ve got work to do.” 

She then ignored her key employee and typed in a web address.  Holly logged into the Hearts and Hooves charity website.  As a sponsor, she had full access to the website and to both the recorded and live feeds going to the local cable networks.  First she selected Summer Fundraisers and then the BBQ and Ponygirl Race category.  Next, she clicked on Live Feeds and saw an array of icons representing the cameras aimed at Glenda’s form in gleaming black leather ponygirl attire.  Holly had eight different video feeds to choose from and high resolution audio feeds to see the four new ponygirls in the country club stables.  Plus, there were many thirty-minute video clips on each camera available all the way back to when the race was run.

Glenda Gallup was unrecognizable.  Her face was bovine-like with the leather harness draped over her head and the shiny bit tightly pulled back into her mouth.  Red streaks indicated where her taut body had been whipped during the race.  

The video link failed completely to pass on the stench from the room.  Complex smells rolled off Glenda’s abused body; scents of sweat, fear, sexual arousal, urine, and feces.  However, Holly was completely wrong about Glenda’s mental state.  She was still fully aware in the sense that her entire intellect was intent only upon the deeply penetrating pain that seemed to assail her from all directions.  Too enveloped by the horrors of never escaping her role as a ponygirl, she couldn’t spare even the tiniest moment to dwell on how she might ever attain freedom.  Glenda had simply forgotten that there was an ending to what seemed like upcoming decades of torture as livestock.

The video feeds showed the legs and feet of many spectators assembled to gawk and taunt the new ponygirls.  

An icon of a grinning woman appeared on the screen.  It was Candace Bunton, the owner and manager of Slave Girl Outfitters.  Candace was the lucky winner of the drawing to see who would get a months unlimited use Glenda the ponygirl and free golf as well.  One of the cameras shifted to where the buxom blonde shop owner held a black riding crop.  She grinned widely and announced, “On behalf of the Hearts and Hooves Summer BBQ, I formally accept the use of the winning ponygirl in this year’s charity event!  Special thanks are due to Magnus Hotel for offering four of the original six slavegirls for the race.  Be assured, the two not selected as ponygirls will get plenty of use around the club.  So, … let the BBQ begin!”

Holly sighed and closed the website.  “I hope at least they made a lot of extra money off the live video feeds,” she thought.  “I don’t know much about that side of the business.”

Just moments later, Sharon knocked on the open door and waited permission to enter.

“Sharon come in.  How was Cuddles?”

Sharon rubbed her big EE breasts and winched at their tenderness.  “It’s just like you told me.  All she does is hold me tightly against her and suck and slobber, … my poor nipples are chapped.”  The ex-wife looked a little nervous and then added, “Holly, … the worst part is it makes me horny as hell.  Cuddles hits all my lust buttons except the one that needs rubbing.”  She flushed and asked in a quieter voice, “Is there any way you’d let me get laid?  I’m dying for a hard sexing and Raul is on his lunch break.”

“That’s gonna be a problem Sharon, given that I just renegotiated your status.  You’ll continue as a hotel slave helping me and Cuddles every weekday from eight in the morning to five-thirty at night.  You get fifteen minute breaks between your two hour shifts and an hour lunch break.  I’ve sold the right to demand any sexual services from you so you are likely to be one horny slave.”  Holly stood up and her voice hardened, “But, … make no mistake about it.  I still own you body and soul.  You will be punished for any disciplinary infractions.”

“Bbut,” Sharon stuttered, “I’m confused.  If I’m still a hotel slave, then who owns the rights to my sexual services.  And, … wwhat do I do at night?”  Sharon was fully indoctrinated into her new role as slave so first concern was to find who she owned unwavering obedience to.  Even so, she was still greatly concerned with the heat burning between her legs.  “I still gotta get laid,” she whispered once again shamefaced.

“Sharon, you’ll get a new collar in a few minutes so that you can leave the hotel.  Your husband Rick has purchased part-time rights to you.  As forty-percent owner, he is obligated by contract to leave you a slave and treat you under guidelines that I set as majority owner.  However, he has paid substantial monies for full-time rights to your three sex holes.  I will admit; I only went along with this change because six thousand dollars was an unprecedented offer for part-time ownership of an older slave.”

Sharon softly sobbed and whispered, “Thank you.”

“Oh, Sharon,” Holly coldly responded.  “Don’t think I’m softhearted just because you’ll be staying each night with your ex-husband.  You will remain a non-person without rights and I’ve already reminded him you have no say about his social life or re-marrying.”  She stood up once again and continued, “I’ve already demanded that you spend the first week in a kennel in his basement before he allows you to sleep in his bed.  Rick is now under no misunderstandings about your status as his slave.”

The office remained silent for long minutes as Sharon fought to absorb the latest unexpected developments in her life.  “Holly did warn me she wouldn’t go along with my original idea,” she told herself.  “But, there must be a way around this sex restriction.”  Sharon knew full well that she’d come to crave the hard, almost impersonal sexing she got since her conversion.  “I still love Rick,” she told herself, “but, … now I’m more like my sister Glenda in that I see how she needed sexing and wasn’t ever comfortable with being pampered by only one man.”

“Hey,” she announced aloud.  “You can’t make me have sex because of your agreement with my ex-husband, right?”

“Yes.”

“Well,” Sharon said slyly, “what if I decide to have sex?  That would be alright, correct?”

“No,” Holly said dryly, “you are a slave and you don’t decide anything.”

The exchange suddenly brought a thought to mind that appealed to Holly.  “Wait!” she demanded.  “Sharon, are you begging your Mistress’ permission to whore your slutty self in order to properly focus on your duties for the rest of the day?”

“Oh, yes!” Sharon cried, “Mistress, I need it to be one hundred percent for you the rest of the day!”

After they came to an agreement, Sharon rushed out to get to the nearby slave processing room.  Her slave smock was already coming up over her shoulders as she hurried out of the door.  It was ironic that she was hurrying to a no-holds-barred sexual liaison in the same room she’d become fully enslaved in just over a week ago.  The quiet housewife who would never consider cheating on her husband was gone.

Holly dialed a cellphone number.

“Raul,” Holly said, “If you’re interested, there’s forty-five minutes left on your lunchbreak to enjoy a naked, very horny, big-titted blonde that’s waiting in the processing room.  Sharon said something about fucking your dick off.”

“Well, yes, I know I just passed the word to staff that Sharon is hands off.  The only exceptions will be if I contact you, … else it’s absolutely hands off.  Her husband can’t ever find out.”

“Good, enjoy the horny bitch and no namby-pamby puppy love, just hard sex.  Afterwards, fit the new GPS collar on her ‘cause she’s going home at night.  Oh, Raul, … can you do me a personal favor?  Anything?  Well, … don’t use a condom when you’re fucking her.  Yes, … it hardly matters, … but she knows that the only way she can get laid is bareback.  I think that a swollen tummy will be the perfect compliment after her milk comes in next week.  Judy is giving her daily injections of lactating serum.”

Holly hung up happy with the day’s outcome. 

“Wish I could see Rick’s face when he sees Sharon’s new blonde hair and ringed cunt.  That’s the moment he’ll know that Sharon was the second masked blonde he so energetically screwed last night.”  She laughed out loud, quieted down, and then frowned.  “The problem is, I’m still tired and horny.  Everyone gets laid except me.”  She sighed once again.  “It’s hardly fair.  I still have Darlene to contend with upstairs.  Will she ever regain her sanity?”


Chapter 11 - The Graduate Student

The slim redhead stepped into the room, let her two roller-wheeled travel bags settle down to the plush carpet, smiled at what she saw, and turned to face the young blonde standing just outside the office.  “Thank you, Miss Wetmore, this room will do nicely.  You’ve been most helpful.”

The young blonde Day Receptionist answered perkily, “No problem, Miss Cross.  I’m just sorry that our Hotel Manager couldn’t be here to coordinate your interviews.  She’s supportive of your research project and your work has earned high praise from both our State and County Slave Commissioners.”  Judy handed Serena a Magnus Hotel business card and added, “If you need anything, I’m working the front desk today and you can use this number to reach me.  I’ve also written down your username and login password to access our hotel LAN and the Internet.  Be sure to let Ash help you logon.”

The room was a typical single-person office with no real frills beyond the well-made solid wood computer work desk, a bookcase, a padded guest’s chair, and a potted green plant.  All the furniture was backed into corners of the room leaving a small open area in the middle of the small office.

“Perfect for good video from two different angles,” Serena whispered with satisfaction.  “Plus, the desk has a telephone and a computer.  So, …  I should be set to start in just a few minutes.”

Over the next few minutes, Serena opened her bags and efficiently unpacked two professional quality video cameras, tripods, cables, and remote controls.  After quickly deciding where the best focal point was, the young red-haired woman knelt down and quickly made an ‘X’ with masking tape on the carpet where her interviewees over the next few days would stand.  Then, she carefully aimed and focused the two cameras making sure that the open LCD screens faced the desk and chair where she planned to sit during the long interviews.  Satisfied with the view, she muttered something about, “nice that the plant fits so well into the scene.”  

Lastly, she arrayed a few neatly organized binders, several leather writing pads, and pens on the desk.  She was just about to walk around the desk to log onto the hotel LAN when someone knocked at the door.

“Are you Miss Cross?”

Serena evaluated the newcomer and swallowed deeply in envy as she noticed first of all that the platinum blonde woman had a truly impressive set of breasts at least three times the size of her own perky Bs.  Then, she took in the shiny slave collar and the parody of a professional outfit she wore; a thin blouse and micro-skirt at least two sizes too small and of course, the tall “fuck me” heels.

“Well, … well, … well,” Serena replied faintly, “I’m still learning what all this American WSA-2000 business means but you look more like a tart trying to get out of the red light district than an office worker or a slave girl.”  She shook herself and then added in a louder voice, “Yes, I am Serena Cross and you must be Ash, the ex-housewife from Lawton, Oklahoma.”  Without any further preamble, Serena pointed to the ‘X’ on the floor and flatly stated, “No, don’t talk yet, … I’ll want everything on video.  Go, stand there, face me when you do speak, and we’ll get started.  We have a lot of work to do.”

Serena Cross picked up the two small video camera remotes and clicked them from ‘standby’ to ‘on’.  Rather than moving around the desk, Serena backed her rump up against the front edge of the desk and hopped up.  She crossed her legs and then continued in a clear voice, “The hotel management instructed you to cooperate fully in this interview and give accurate and detailed answers to all my questions?”

“Yes, Ma’am.”

“You’ve also been told nothing about why you’re being interviewed?”

“No, Ma’am.”

“Good,” Serena said with a thin smile, “I can fill you in on that later.  For now, … let’s begin.”

“Today is January 5, 2013.  I am in Eastlake, Oklahoma conducting a field interview with a woman identified as Ash, the former Mrs Ashlee Wansley, voluntarily enslaved at the age of 26 years.  She is currently a Corporate Asset slave owned by Magnus Hotel of Eastlake.”

Her official introduction ended, the young woman continued on in a much more conversational tone.  “Ash, as a brief introduction, my name is Serena Cross and I’m a twenty-four-year-old graduate student from Quebec, Canada.  I have undergraduate Bachelor of Arts degrees in Psychology and Sociology and I’m now working on my Master of Arts in Sociology.  After some initial academic research, I wrote a draft thesis statement and a rough outline that I submitted for consideration for research grants.  My field research is fully funded by complementary grants awarded from the Oklahoma and Eastlake Slave Commissioners.  Without revealing the specific direction of my research, I can inform you that I’m evaluating the positive sociological impact of WSA-2000 on females.”

“Excuse me Miss,” Ash spoke up.  “I wouldn’t dare interrupt but I have to ask, … is it wise for a young woman as beautiful as you to enter into a relationship with Slave Commissioners?”

“Hmmph!” Serena said with distain.  “I may not have worked in the United States but I’ve gotten pretty savvy while studying in Quebec, Canada the last seven years.  Plus, I’m an expert on details of the United States and Canadian White Slavery Act laws.  I don’t drink, drive, party, or have sex; that’s the formula for escaping enslavement.  Plus, after my field research is finished I get a substantial fee for presenting my findings and another, even larger fee, when I publish.”

“Now, … Ash,” Serena continued with a harsher tone.  “You’re the person of limited rights, … I talk and ask questions, … you answer.  This interview needs to proceed in a chronological manner from just prior to your enslavement.  So, … I want you to ignore your present circumstances and start by giving me the details, lots of details, of your life beginning at a specific point in time, … say, two Aprils ago in 2011.  Start with the basics, … name, age, physical characteristics, occupation, marital status, major events in your life preceding that date, etc.”

The platinum-haired woman looked nervous at Serena’s instructions.  Unconsciously, she smoothed her tiny black skirt and then her blouse.  If anything, the moves accentuated the oversize mammaries that thrust forward unnaturally from her chest, stretching her semi-transparent blouse to the point that her blouse gaped open between her strained buttons.  The move fully showed the lacy outline of her thin black bra.  Her hard nipples tented both the filmy brassiere and the thin material of the blouse.

“I, … I, … no, … that is, … uh, … in April 2011 I was Mrs. Ashlee Wansley.  I was married to Lance, … Lance Wansley.  I was twenty-six at the time and still in college.”  Ashlee paused and glanced nervously at the video cameras and at the young woman staring intently at her.  She took a deep breath and continued, “You have to understand, my family was from the Midwest and they weren’t exactly successful; definitely lower middle class.  Knowing they were stuck in a financial rut, both my parents impressed upon me the need for education so I could have a better life.  But, when they both died in a car accident, … well, … my aunt stepped in and made sure I finished high school and then college.  Because of my family emphasis on academics, I graduated with honors in Computer Science and then just automatically continued with my Masters Degree in the same subject.”

Ashlee took several long, deep breaths.  “My aunt died right after I started graduate studies.  “By April of that year, I’d already met Lance at school and we were married.  Lance received his undergraduate degree in Accounting and got a job right there in Lawton.  He didn’t earn that much in the small firm that hired him, but my aunt had set me up with a generous trust fund in her estate.  So, we did pretty well.  We bought a small house and in April 2011 I had just one month to go before I graduated.”

“Good start, Ashlee,” Serena Cross said in a strong voice.  “But, you forgot some personal details.  Describe yourself, especially your natural hair color and body size.”

“I was slim, pretty much as I am now but less muscular from lack of exercise.  Back then my hair color was its natural color, … I was a brunette.  As for my breasts they were about the same size as yours, B cups.”

“Alright, that’s good.  Let’s see, … now, according to my research notes you were described as slim, gorgeous, and extremely sexy but completely unaware of your sexual impact upon men.  More than one person told me you always wore well-made but conservative clothing.  Lastly, you just barely missed getting a 4.0 for both your undergraduate and master’s degrees.”

Serena smiled thinly and added, “Yes, I’ve researched you quite well.  Now, Ash, tell me about Roslynn.”

The slim woman started at the name and Serena smiled at the quaking motion the abrupt move made in the big hooters.  “Remember, I want detailed answers!”

Ashlee licked her lips, nervous once again.   “It was getting close to my graduation ceremony.  I was tired, … worn out, … exhausted from my studies, my marital duties, and all the work of keeping a household going.  You see, … we could afford a maid, but quality help was almost impossible to obtain.  Several agencies offered to rent us slaves as live-in help.  That’s what gave me the idea to give Lance and me a real treat as an advance graduation present.”

Ashlee colored in embarrassment, raised her chin with pride, and continued.  “The present was Roslynn.  I’ll never forget the words on her sales description.  It said she was, a ‘Twenty-two-year-old blonde bombshell of sex-infused, big-titted sexslave; eager to do anything to satisfy her owners.’  We found her at a local slaver’s office there in Lawton, Oklahoma.  She was expensive, but thanks to my trust-fund which paid me six thousand dollars a month, I could easily afford any slave offered by the slaver.  Lance and I had a lot of fun selecting Roslynn from a surprisingly expansive selection of young and beautiful slaves all impatient to be purchased.  Rosylnn immediately became a central and irreplaceable part of our household.”

“Roslynn was the perfect slave.  Lance was of course immediately smitten by her body, her blonde hair, and those big, malleable tits.  All I had to do was tell Roslynn her duties just one time and she never, ever shirked her responsibilities.  She flawlessly kept our house immaculate, did the laundry and ironing, and whipped up perfect coffee and tasty breakfasts before work.  In the evening, she presented well-planned romantic dinners for Lance and me with multiple courses and was the perfect bartender, waitress, cook, and cleanup slave all rolled into one.  She seamlessly assumed all my old chores and did everything immediately and in a cheerful manner no matter what we demanded.”

“So, it’s fair to say that introducing a slave to your household freed up valuable time for you, improved your quality of life, and greatly reduced your stress level?”

“Yes, Ma’am.  Having a slave in my household did exactly that.”

“Alright, Ash, now I want you to tell me about sex between Lance and Roslynn, between Lance and Ashlee, and between Ashlee and Roslynn.  Be explicit.  I want accurate and graphic details, especially about the sex acts and body parts.  Remember, you’re a slave, … yes, I know, … but, a Corporate Asset Slave is still a slave.  So, in this interview, slaves don’t have boobs or a vagina; they’ve got tits, hooters, cunts, etc.  Remember, the hotel promised severe punishments if you lie or omit details that I need for my research.”

“OK, Miss Cross.  I’ll give you the X-rated version as I pieced everything together afterwards.  I already knew that the first time Lance screwed our new slutbunny, Roslynn, he was instantly addicted.  Later he told me he’d never experienced sex where he had no responsibility or obligation to satisfy his partner.  Instead, … and later he was pretty graphic about this, … he said that just the thought of sampling tight and clasping cunt that couldn’t resist his advances pumped up his cock to a degree of diamond-hardness he’d never experienced.”

Ashlee paused and tried to decipher her interrogator’s face to see if her explanation was satisfactory.

“I’ll briefly help you out, dear,” Miss Cross broke in.   “Your ex-husband was more than smitten with Roslynn.  To be blunt, as he told me, ‘he discovered that the extra blood in his sex meat give him a mind-blowing sensitivity.’  Plus, you relied too much on a diaphragm for birth control.  He much preferred the guilt-free spontaneity of condom-free sexing of Roslynn without waiting for you to come back from the bathroom with your diaphragm inserted and then have to waste thirty or forty minutes on foreplay to get your sex drive going.  He claimed that the combination of no guilt sex and spontaneity amazingly extended his fuck sessions to three or four times over what he enjoyed while fucking you, his own wife.”

Serena smirked and cattily addressed Ashlee’s stricken look.  “Yes, I know most of the details of your family’s sordid sex life.  Remember, I’m well into my research.  Another thing Lance told me that you might not know.  After he came, he, … let me see my notes, … yes, he said he ‘enjoyed forcing his rubbery sperm-soaked cock down Roslynn’s gagging throat.’  Ashlee, he claimed that her throat magically renewed his cum-coated fuck stick to its full, throbbing, achingly-erect pre-sex status so he could take a second round of her cunt, ass, or throat.  As a result, your sweet hubby essentially raped Rosylnn’s three sex holes every chance he got.  Oddly, he claimed that Roslynn seemed eager to service him anytime, anywhere, anyway he wanted, and with no expectation of foreplay or concern about her own orgasms.  Despite this one hundred percent focus on his pleasure, Roslynn seemed to explode in orgasm at his mere touch.” 

“I didn’t know all that, Ma’am.  But, … but there is no doubt Roslynn was the perfect slave.  Here’s something Lance didn’t know.  Every night after dinner while I studied downstairs in our tiny office, I heard Lance go upstairs soon afterwards toward the bedrooms and then I heard Roslynn whimpering with lust and groaning with discomfort.  Their bodies came together so violently that I clearly heard flesh slapping against flesh.  No, I didn’t know Lance was so infatuated with sexing a slave against her will, but I did know that he began to brutally sex her every chance he got.”

“Alright, Ash.  Remembering I know most of this already, tell me about your sex life with Lance and Roslynn.”

Ashlee blushed again but continued.  “Sex with Lance was deeply satisfying, especially after Roslynn came into our family.  I really juiced up listening to the abuse Roslynn’s sex holes took.  Yes, … at first it bothered me how aggressive he became with her.  But my pussy practically slobbered lubricant and ached so much while Lance brutally fucked her in the spare bedroom that I launched myself on him every night as soon as I finished my school work.  Later, I think I acted like a slutty sex-starved beast myself after I started to encourage Lance’s animalistic ruttings with Roslynn.  I had the most frequent and intense orgasms of my life after watching him take that poor girl in every imaginable manner.”

“I don’t doubt that Lance felt the same as I did, … Roslynn was the perfect acquisition and we were both blessed with accepting the idea of getting a slave to share.  Lance was a stud, … he had plenty left to satisfy me each night before I fell asleep exhausted.  It was the absolute best sex of our lives.”

“But it only lasted a month.  What happened?”

“I don’t know exactly what went on in Lance’s mind those last few days.  But I know with a certainty that he loved me profoundly when he gave me his own graduation present.  You see, Lance’s job wasn’t very exciting and it didn’t pay much.  The day after my graduation ceremony, we left on a holiday.  Lance arranged for all three of us to stay several nights at the historic Magnus Hotel in Eastlake.  I was really excited and after I packed my bag, I found Lance prepping Roslynn for the trip.  It was the sexiest scene I’d ever seen; he was tightening a new corset we’d just bought around Roslynn’s waist.  Lance was using every bit of his strength and her waist was pinched in so tiny.  I couldn’t help it; I elbowed Lance aside and stepped in to finish packing our panting, red-faced slut.”

Ashlee paused to collect her thoughts.   “It was the first time I ever tied up another person.”  Ashlee stopped again and looked visibly uncomfortable.  “My pussy was so wet that I could actually feel it dripping past the edge of my drenched panties.  It was so hot that honestly I think I’d have fucked a dog if it was the only male penis in the room.  As it was, my fingers shook so much I thought I’d never finish tying up the little slutbunny.  Her ensemble was the wickedly tight black corset, a pair of black fuck-me heels, and the gleaming stainless steel slave collar; nothing else.  Ma’am, the corset not only slimmed her waist to an impossible degree, it also lifted her well-rounded hooters upward making the big-titted blonde appear even hugely endowed.”

“I started by simply securing her wrists behind her back but then remembered a picture I saw on the internet.  I was almost able to make the helpless bimbo’s elbows touch after I made the bondage more extreme by drawing the elbows toward each other with another length of cord.  She was gasping like a fish outa water and her tits wouldn’t stop jiggling about.  It was kinda malicious of me, but I grabbed our largest ribbed dildo from the play chest and jammed it hard into her dripping twat before locking it in place by binding her thighs, knees, calves, and ankles with more of the black nylon cord.  Of course, I took the time to turn on the vibration mode of the black dildo to slow.  The blonde squealed and tried to wriggle her hips.  She wanted a hard fucking so bad.”  Ashlee laughed softly and continued, “I bet she tried in vain to cum all during the long drive to Eastlake.”

“He fucked you then, didn’t he?

Ashlee once again was startled at her interviewer’s knowledge.

“Yes,” she continued, “and it was the best cock-pounding of my life.  I heard Lance growl behind me while I wriggled about getting Roslynn bound up.  To tease him, I did something so nasty that I almost orgasmed just doing it.  I slipped my black panties down around my knees and flipped up the back of my skirt to let him see how wet my pussy was as I finished up the last ties.  He never said a word, … he just pushed me hard face down atop Roslynn and sunk his dick into me in one hard lunge.”

“He remembered to slide on a condom didn’t he?”

“Yes,” Ashlee said with hesitation, “Lance knew that I’d be way pissed off if he rode me bareback.  So, … even in his haste, he remembered I relied on a diaphragm because I feared the long-term health effects of birth control pills.”

“We didn’t talk at all while he took me doggie-style.  It was the hardest and longest that Lance had ever fucked me and I quickly realized that I was grunting and mewing with lust like our slave did when Lance pounded into her each night.  It was so fucking hot!  I came before he rammed into me more than two or three strokes and I was gripping that cow’s big tits with all my might when I got off the second and third times.  I screamed into her mouth and that nympho whore tongue raped me back.  It was my first time kissing another woman and that forbidden act alone made me cum again as Lance kept skewering me from behind.”

Ashlee’s face was flushed with desire as she unfolded the memory of her best sex to a complete stranger and whoever would see the video tapes.  She panted visibly before she continued.  “His pelvis slapped over and over against my butt with a wet smacking sound like someone was paddling my ass.  Then, I heard and felt something I’d never experienced.  Lance was fucking me so hard that he started to gasp for breath and his sweat literally ran down off his body and splashed all over mine as if he was running a marathon.  Meanwhile, my mouth was returning the tongue raping started by that insatiable slut Roslynn.  I left one hand squeezing her fat hooters and their rubbery nipples while the other crept down and started to pinch and pull at her clit.  I promise I wasn’t gentle but she loved it; the pig grunted and moaned the whole time, stopping only to softly beg for more.  She was definitely the loudest of the three of us.  Like Lance told you Ma’am, … it didn’t take much to get Roslynn to pop off in an orgasm.  The whole time, she was shaking like as if she was in the middle of a seizure.  Much later, I’d pulled back a little and had my eyes locked on Roslynn’s when I felt Lance’s big cock start to pump rhythmically.”

The embarrassed young woman paused again and added in a quieter voice, “At that very moment, I realized wrongly that Lance had taken me bareback.  For the first time in my life, the thought of getting pregnant didn’t make me angry, instead it was so wonderfully tempting and absolutely forbidden that I exploded mindlessly while pushing back at him to be sure to catch all his squirts deep in my twat.  In fact, that last, long cum took everything out of me.  I was lying mindlessly beside Roslynn where I’d rolled off as Lance pulled this fat balloon out of my sloppy cunt.  It was full of more sperm than I’d ever imagined a man could produce.  I was almost sorry that he had a condom on.”

“That’s good for now, Ashlee.  Take a quick break while I go over my notes and then we can continue the interview.”  


Chapter 12 - The Vacation to Eastlake

“OK, Ash,” Serena started again after their brief break.  “I’d like you to tell me about the drive from Lawton to Eastlake, Oklahoma.” 

“Ohhhh.  Well, Ma’am, … I was kinda zoned out after the fantastic sexing Lance gave me.  The bags were already in the trunk and Roslynn was stretched out on the back seat when I staggered out to the car with Lance helping me the whole way.  I collapsed onto the front passenger seat and put my seatbelt on.  After that, … I think the next thing I remembered was arriving in Eastlake.  I was desperate for a bath; Roslynn and I stunk with stale sex and sweat and our hair was stringy and filthy as well.  The hotel probably thought we were two fucked out whores being brought in by their pimp.”

Miss Cross shuffled her notebooks until she found the one she wanted.  “I’ll help out here again since Lance confirmed that you were virtually unconscious throughout the entire drive.  He said to me that, ‘his two sex toys snored softly the whole way.’  Also, as he drove down that darkened highway toward Eastlake, he enjoyed the musky scent of arousal and the sour aroma of drying cum and perspiration that wafted off you two women.  He had a hard-on the whole drive.”

“Lance also told me about preparing Roslynn for the trip.  He said as he rolled her limp form over the corset you’d just purchased for the big-titted house slave that she was still sweating and panting from a just-finished vigorous round of sex.  At the point you walked into the bedroom, he’d just tucked his greasy cock back into his pants.  You were so eager to get on the road you never noticed that sperm was bubbling out of her twat when you jammed that vibrating dildo home.  His description of how you dropped your panties and teased him with your sex matches your story almost word for word.  But, after fucking you, Ashlee, he practically had to drag you to the car.  On the way out of the house, he was imagining that your creamy sex lubricant was still dribbling through your puffy twat lips to coat your inner thighs.  He especially appreciated the irony that both his previously staid wife and his shameless fuck-machine slave had been screwed within minutes of each other and that both had bare dripping pussies on the car ride.  In fact, he told himself as you gently snored on the seat beside him in the car that, ‘neither of the two bitches had panties on and each of their thighs were streaked with their stinky sex lube.’  He looked toward the back seat where Roslynn was laid out and decided that ‘he had a couple of great sluts!’”  

“While you slept, Ashlee, your head rested on the passenger door and ‘your enticingly slim butt was rolled up slightly from the sideways position.’  Lance said that he’d gently reached over and raised the hem of black dress up over your hips, exposing the full swell of your soft white butt.  More importantly, he was mesmerized by the glistening cleft of your swollen sex between the full cheeks that he’d slipped his cock through to get at your sex.  You’ll be interested to know, Lance clearly saw a white froth still covering your sex hole from the hard fucking he’d given you.” 

“In fact, Ash, it was during that long evening drive from Lawton to Eastlake that ‘prompted by the pungent scent of sex oozing out of my two sluts, that’ he ‘had a White Slave Act of 2000 epiphany about how wondrous slaves were’ and how much he needed them in his life.  For the very first time, Lance began to seriously consider whether having two sexy bimbos at his fingertips might not be far better than just one.”

Ash gasped audibly at discovering why and when her loving husband first started to consider his wife in the same category as his sex slave.

“The problem, Lance told me,” Serena continued with a caustic smile harshening her pretty face, “is that he knew you would never agree to buy another slave so soon after purchasing Roslynn.  He had hours of silence in the car ride to began resenting that you would stand in his way despite the flush status of your trust fund accounts.  ‘She can easily afford it,’ he’d hissed softly.  Then he remembered your trust fund and ‘her six-thousand a month check she gets for doing nothing.’  Yes, Ash, the quiet drive gave Lance ample opportunity to consider his options.  

“Since you don’t remember checking into the hotel, I’ll read some of my interview notes with your former husband to refresh your memory.   Lance claimed his libido was fully charged when the three of you checked into the landmark Magnus Hotel in Eastlake.  It was late on Thursday night when he arrived and he quickly herded you, his sleepy wife toward the suite.  A bellboy followed with the still-bound Roslynn arrayed on a baggage cart along with your other suitcases and clothes bags.  The bellboy got a generous tip but he clearly had a hard time dragging himself away from the corseted whore he’d set down on the carpeted floor.  Even Lance noticed the lingering look of appreciation the bellboy cast toward Roslynn and there was no doubt the lump in his pants was partially from inhaling the thick musky scent she exuded.  Sticky and filthy, Roslynn was still fuelled with lust from the dildo still audibly buzzing away between her legs; he and Lance heard the bound bimbo moaning with the need to cum.”

The Canadian redhead paused and looked pointedly toward the platinum-haired Corporate Asset squirming away as she stood as if welded to the masking tape ‘X’ on the hotel floor.

“Well, … Ma’am, I definitely still don’t remember checking in.  The first memory I have in Eastlake was when Lance fucked me on our hotel bed before I could even clean up.  Lance just ignored Roslynn and for the second time in our marriage, he took me in an uncharacteristically firm manner.  He’d simply drawn my crumpled black dress up over my breasts, snapped open the front clasp of my bra, pushed me back on the bed, and grabbed my ankles in a relentless grip.  He had my ankles bent up and touching my ears in a painful position as his heavy weight brutally pounded down on my upthrust sex mound.  It was electrifying to be fucked with my dress tangled in my arms and face while he punched inside my pussy without a single hint of foreplay.”

Ash paused and flushed again in embarrassment.  “I had orgasm after orgasm and have no idea how long he fucked me.  It could have been mere seconds or hours.  All I remember is my heels bouncing off my dress-covered face as Lance’s cock punched past my cervix for the first time in our marriage.  The disorientation, the discomfort, and the pain, … they all combined to overwhelm me with mind-bending cums.  I remember that he pulled out with a disgusting liquid sound and my legs plopped down on the floor.  My ass remained on the edge of the bed dribbling my arousal onto the bedspread.  My drooling pussy made a huge mess.”

“The next day, Lance told me that the round of sex was so intense, … well, he could barely stagger into the bathroom to pee and discard his used condom.  But, remembering that Roslynn might pee on the carpet, he forced himself to drag the bound slut to the suite’s oversize whirlpool bath.  He said he jammed his hand between her tightly bound legs, felt the big dildo still humming away and greasy sex lubricant thickly coating her pussy and thighs; it drenched his hand.  Lance said that when he sniffed his gooey hand, his dick twitched in response.  He was amazed that he could get hard so quickly, … so, … he was already pumping his growing cock into greater stiffness with a hand coated in our slave’s musky secretions as he crawled back into bed with me.  That’s when he stripped back the comforter, laid me out belly down in the middle of the bed with two king-size pillows under my tummy, spread my limp legs apart, and buried himself balls deep into a twat just as swampy as our kinky sex slave’s.”

The Corporate Asset was visibly aroused at her story.  Serena clearly saw her big nipples fully erect and trying to drive a hole through the thin bra and the white blouse.  Both women shivered at the same time.  Images of being taken against their will for a hard bout of sex ran through their minds.

Serena Cross’ hard nubbins were also poking out through her blouse.  She took a deep breath and blurted out, “Did you know that he squirted your pussy full of his cum that last fuck in the hotel?”

Ash weakly shook her head in the negative.  “No, … other than my orgasms, all I remember is that Lance stuck his thumb in my ass at some point.  It was the first time anything was pushed up there; he taunted me with threats of spearing my ass with his cock like a gutting machine kicks a skewer through a long pig’s rectum and out its throat.  He said I’d passed out way before he came.  Supposedly, it lasted a full hour.  That would have been a record for me if I had been conscious to remember.”

“Ash, … Lance told me that each time that night he threatened to ass-fuck you, your pussy spasmed in orgasm so hard he had to constantly fight from pumping out his sperm.  He said he’d never felt your pussy so tight and clasping from the milking sensations and that he never wanted the session to end.  Poor Ash, … his number one goal in life at that point became taking your virgin ass.  He planned on plying you with enough liquor during your Friday night dinner at the hotel that you wouldn’t be able to stop him.  Lance would have taken you on the spot once you passed out, … but, he simply couldn’t stop enjoying the intense pleasure of your hot pussy to pull out and reset his cock at your little asshole.  He loved fucking you.”   

Serena jotted down a few notes and let the silence drag on for long seconds.  Finally, she looked up and said, “Tell me about the next day.”

“The next morning, … somehow Lance got Roslynn up and made her serve us coffee and orange juice in bed.  She wore the same wrinkled and sweat-soaked outfit from the day before and wasn’t even allowed to wash up.  Then, he sent us down to the hotel spa.  Lance had arranged the whole pampering treatment for me and a representative from a local pet grooming service was waiting to lead Roslynn away on a leash.  Our little slave was being scrubbed clean, her hair styled, and her nails clipped and painted down in the public and chilly domains of the hotel garage while I was steamed, soaked, and pampered for hours upstairs in the spa.  I got the steam room, … she got the icy-cold water from a hose.”  

“Well, Ash let me fill you in on what your sweet hubby did while you were being spoiled so thoroughly for the very last time as a free woman.  Lance went down to the hotel’s business center where he logged onto a complementary computer terminal and then dialed a number stored in his cellphone.  He called your family attorney in Lawson, Oklahoma.  Interestingly, the husky-voiced woman that answered the phone was the small firm’s Corporate Asset.  He easily remembered the woman and while he waited for the attorney to get on the line, Lance flashed back to his first sight of the woman.  She’d been seated behind an ornate antique rosewood desk in the inner office with perfectly painted nails, long flowing blonde hair, and a slightly too tight white blouse, kinda like the one that you’re wearing right now.  Her top was tented out with the pressure from more than adequate breasts that the firm had augmented.  He’d had a hard time drawing his eyes away from the hints of skimpy black bra exposed in the gaps exposed between the buttons.  Later, after finishing his business with her boss, he’d been astounded as he walked out of the man’s office to see that behind the desk, her skirt was missing.  Her bare ass was flattened down by her weight onto the office chair she sat upon and it was framed nicely by a frilly set of garters.  When Lance paused in astonishment, her boss had chuckled deeply and informed Lance that the woman was a Corporate Asset of the law firm and that she was dressed according to the terms of her contract.  ‘Business attire is mandatory,’ the attorney told him.  ‘But, … she’s not allowed to wear a skirt, pantyhose, or panties while at work.  She has to take them off the instant she gets inside the building.  It took her months to get used to flashing her bare pussy to anyone in the hallways.  The motivation to keep that delicious pussy hidden behind her desk has drastically improved her work efficiency.’”  

“Now, Ash, … we need to get back on track.  Let’s get to that night, … the fateful evening when you lost your freedom.”

“That evening,” Ashlee whispered with difficulty, “I’d been getting dressed in my suite for a formal dinner in the main dining room.  Just as I was preparing to wriggle headfirst into my favorite gown, I spotted an unfamiliar folder tucked under Lance’s tuxedo jacket on the room’s desk.”

The buxom platinum blonde sobbed softly in remembrance of the betrayal.  She wiped her eyes with the back of one hand, sniffed, and continued bravely.  “The folder held a neatly organized portfolio of forms that the attorney from our hometown e-mailed to Lance.  The intent of the documents was clear; I was to be enslaved and was to become Roslynn’s sister slave.   Everything was already filled out.  All that was lacking were final signatures and a notary’s seal.  An e-mail note outlined every step Lance needed to take to enslave me.  After dinner, a representative from a local slaver, Spellbook Slaves and Games, was to come in and physically subdue me in the restaurant as they delivered Lance his desert.  I was to be forcibly bound, stripped naked, and required to give a urine sample in the hotel kitchen while Lance observed.  Roslynn was to stand by with a tray holding his coffee and desert during my humiliation.  I would be collared and the foul deed would be accomplished.”

Ash sniffled and barely continued.  “That single accidental discovery destroyed any happiness I had in my former life.  Fortunately, I remembered seeing a sign in the lobby advertising a dungeon party supervised by a Slave Mistress with a slaver’s license.  Within mere minutes of finding the paperwork, I’d slipped my dress on, grabbed my purse, the contents of the folder, and quickly slipped out of the suite.  As the door started to close, I could hear my husband and our slave cavorting loudly in the suite’s large whirlpool tub.”

The platinum blonde sobbed softly when she whispered, “It was almost too much to bear.  How could my husband be having so much fun just hours before he callously enslaved me?”

“Enough with the sob-sister act!” the Canadian harshly interjected.  “Keep with the story line.  You had just jumped into the elevator?  What happened next?”

“I, … I selected the lowest level from the bank of buttons and fidgeted nervously all the way down to the basement.  There is no doubt in my mind that my habit of dressing early while Lance loitered about getting ready likely saved me from a life as a sex slave.”

“That night I saw things I never imagined,” the woman who had been Mrs Ashlee Wansley recapped.  “When the elevator door opened and I saw the gloomy dimness of a rock walled dungeon and felt the resonance from the nearby deep, pulsating beating of drums, I knew that I was entering a world that would change my life.”

“Even before I was fully out of the elevator, my upper arms were abruptly grabbed by two large female bouncers dressed in glossy black leather.  They stood on each side of me and ignored my automatic, and deeply shameful whimper.  I was scared shitless.”

“‘Hold it!’ one of the women hissed aggressively in my ear as her grip tightened.”

“The woman on my other side was nasty and sarcastic.  She told me that I had ‘wandered into the wrong place’ and she called me a ‘sweet thing’ a ‘morsel to be enjoyed.’  It was pretty creepy.  Then a dainty cashier, some sort of a parody of a slave girl clad solely in a complicated arrangement of black leather straps and gleaming rings stood up from where she’d waited perched on a stool.   

“She tried to be assertive and failed miserably.  ‘Ma’am, … er, … the cover charge is $150 for Mistresses and $10 for slavegirls, real or pretend.  Then the diminutive girl resorted back to her normal submissiveness and she differentially added, ‘But, … you’re maybe a submissive because you aren’t dressed as a Mistress?’” 

“I was terrified at that point but had to steel myself to continue.  The consequences of failure meant that Lance’s plan would succeed.  I drew herself up and pretended to be proud and disdainful while shaking my arms free from the beefy bitches.  Lance had brought lots of cash on the trip so I’d already taken one hundred and fifty dollars from my purse which I threw down onto the stone floor.  I huffed something about my outfit being just fine for an important appointment already scheduled with Mistress Angel Raven just five minutes from that very moment.”

“It took all my self control to keep from peeing in fear.  Yes, … so far I’d been successful in pretending to be in charge under those bizarre circumstances; but, I knew there was far worse to come.  To divert my fear, I focused on trivial stuff and praised my resourcefulness for remembering the cover charge.  Steeled for the next challenge, I staggered deeper into the dim dungeon, leaving the three women behind at the entry.  However, the nervous manner in which all three responded to the name of Mistress Angel Raven kept my fear level high.  I had to push my way through throngs of excited women partying with a frenzy.  I passed side caves or mini-dungeons with bizarre scenes, moans, screams, and whippings were going on in the murky darkness.  The only near normal thing I saw in the dungeon that night were the fully naked slave girls and the free women submissives dressed in vanilla versions of sexy slave girls.  The others ranged from fantastic to simply weird; slaves in kinky costumes of chain, chrome, leather, latex, and body piercings to the Mistresses in their own fetish attire.”

“Mistress Angel Raven was unmistakable with her towering form strategically placed in a position of command where she was orchestrating events in the crowded exhibit area.  I found out later that the black-haired demon was 220 pounds and six feet of pure meanness.  The black vinyl outfit and thigh high gleaming boots with monstrous heels that she wears make her look as tall as a door.  And, … even her huge DD tits are muscular.  I know because before she mysteriously disappeared, she nearly flayed my skin off for some minor infraction.  That hell-beast never broke a sweat as she reduced me to a pile of spineless, weeping, slave girl blubbering wild promises of every imaginable act I’d perform if only she would stop.  But, … the worst things about her were the piercing jade green eyes that looked all the way through my soul, making me feel small and insignificant as she discovered my every flaw.”

“‘Look you silly twit!’ Mistress Angel Raven had snarled down at me after I explained my predicament.  The immense woman’s arms had swept around pointing at the hordes of females around them.  ‘Less than half the Mistresses that you see here are real but they pay me to help them manage their slaves and households.  The rest are wannabe Mistresses that will pay me even more to make the transition to a true Mistress,’ the bitch had growled at me.”

“Then she grabbed me by the throat and effortlessly hoisted me up to her face.  My toes were dangling at least a foot off the floor when she angrily continued, ‘Most of the rest of the twats here are fake slaves like those three losers at the door that I can effortlessly scoop up and add to my kennels whenever I want.  So, … tell me again why I care what the fuck happens to you!’”

“She cast me aside and I flew back against some women who softened my fall.  Even so, I slid back on the harsh stone flooring and ripped my favorite gown, exposing my panty-covered sex to the leering crowd.  Then, she demanded I wait for someone from upstairs to see if they would help.  I’d been truly relieved when members of the hotel staff (Holly the Hotel Manager and Frank the Night Security Officer) came down and rescued me from that angry Mistress.”    

“I was amazed mostly by the fact that Holly and Frank seemed to be completely immune to Mistress Angel Raven’s intimidation.  But, … even they dashed my hopes just as thoroughly as had the towering black-haired bitch.”

“Holly told me that a husband was perfectly within his rights to enslave his wife and that I was almost certainly screwed.  It was only after I mentioned my aunt’s trust fund that she took my predicament seriously.  They asked me to explain.  I told them that if I become enslaved, then the monthly payments from my aunt’s trust shifted from me to a charity, … all as provided in my aunt’s will. You see, Ma’am… 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.”

“Oh I tried to get the hotel to pretend to process me as a slave.  Holly and Frank refused outright, proclaiming it illegal and that Hotel Magnus never did enslavements that created SINOs, or slaves in name only.  And, they’d explained, ‘even in a Corporate Asset enslavement, we refuse to do any sort of arrangement where the slave has less than a year’s service obligation.’”

“They stared at me for long moments as if I were some sort of bug or pest.  But, Holly mentioned having a staff lawyer on retainer who could give a legal opinion on whether a slave retained cash assets under a ‘corporate asset’ contract.  Her comment was my first sign that my naïve plan to escape sexual slavery might work.”   

“The huge black security man had accessed a computer terminal down in the dungeon.  That’s when he informed us that the state slave database showed a recent inquiry had been made against Mrs. Ashlee Wansley’s social security number.  Holly, Frank, and I all knew that Lance could have Spellbook Slaves and Games execute the permanent enslavement of Ashlee Wansley at any moment.  When Holly threw a blank Magnus Hotel Corporate Asset Enslavement Contract at me and barked that she refused to accept my conversion to Corporate Asset until I was fully naked.  I furiously ripped of my clothing.  Oh, how I whimpered when I saw the big black man’s intense interest in my nakedness.  But, … I signed everything that Holly thrust in front of me, moaning in despair as I made the last signature.  Lastly, I collapsed downward, more in exhaustion and embarrassment than submission as a slave, Corporate Asset or not.”

“I’ll never forget the details of the events that unfolded next.  The mouse clicks made as my enslavement was sealed seemed to echo through the still room.  Then, Holly’s chair creaked and when I whipped around toward the sound, I got my first, personal preview of having to submit woman to woman.  I whimpered like a scared puppy at the silken hiss of the Hotel Manager’s panties as they slid down her legs.” 

“’It’s done,’ Frank whispered softly and then Holly whispered something about delaying the alcohol, drug, and pregnancy screening for later.  Then, still slumped on the floor, I heard the first command that truly confirmed my fate.”

“Ashlee, crawl over here and get your nose in between my legs while I tell you what your duties will be and outline the terms of your enslavement.”

“Overwhelmed by the pungent odor between the woman’s legs, I had slowly started my task.  I was just getting my first taste of pussy when something brushed against my bare sex and strong hands grasped my hips.  Oh, it was pure humiliation!  I grabbed Holly’s chair seat tightly to prepare myself for what I knew wasn’t going to be enjoyable.”  

“Later both Holly and Frank said the initial subjugation of virgin slave meat was always a much anticipated highlight.  As the focus of attention in the room, I was too busy to appreciate the details of the scene that Holly and Frank enjoyed.  Each gloried in my grunts of, ‘Ughh, … no, … eiii God!  Ughh, … no, … Oh God!’ as Frank eased almost twelve inches of coke-can-sized ebony maleness into my poor pussy.”  

“Frank was surprisingly gentle for such a huge and homely beast.  His initial thrusts were slow and tentative, pushing my face forward as I slowly opened up to accommodate his hugeness.  That bumped my lips and tongue, rhythmically moving me against Holly’s drooling sex.  Frank told me that he loved the jiggling of my white ass cheeks as more and more of his dick meat sunk into my stretched sex.”

“Holly later on told me that from her own personal experience, she knew that the apparent slow and deliberate fucking pace that followed was much more brutal than it appeared due to the monstrous length and thickness of the shaft, a veritable bludgeon fully as thick as my own wrist, that moved twelve log-like inches of hard flesh in and out on each lunge.”

Ash again hung her head in remembered mortification of how she’d grunted like a pig as her body slowly became acclimated to the log that was filling more and more of her poor pussy.   “When he was finished, … Frank said I was a great ‘tit-quivering sextoy jiggling about like a rag doll’ as he drew me up and down his dick; essentially, he was beating off with my body.”

“What were the terms offered by Magnus Hotel?  Or, … do you even remember after that first sexing?”

Despite the overwhelming experience of her first use as a slave, Ash did remember the terms of the agreement that Holly outlined.   “Yes, I remember; it’s forever ingrained in my memory.  Holly was gasping like a fish out of water as she struggled to speak about my contract.  ‘So, Ashlee, … ohhhhh, yesssss. We’ll keep this simple.  As of right now, in order to keep this quick, you’re a Corporate Asset slave with zero rights.  Later, I’ll get our lawyer to draft up a contract amendment for you to sign giving you back the rights we’ve basically agreed upon.  But, for the next year, you’ll make monthly payments to the hotel for half your trust amount.  Eiiiii, … so good!  Oh, what a great tongue!  You’re a natural cunt lapper!’”

“Ma’am, Holly slowly gasped and groaned out the remainder of the terms over the thirty minute period it took for Frank to finish using my pussy.” 

“She told me that unless the house lawyer overruled it, I’d be able to keep everything I owned, even the trust fund.  But, if I wanted to save my ass from being a sex slave to Lance, I had to pay three thousand dollars a month to cover my room and board and that salon treatments, clothing, and training were to be paid with my own money.  She promised a salary of ten dollars a day for services rendered but that the basic terms of the contract meant that I gave up all other rights, just as if I were a full slave.  She would draft out a dress code and a list of offensives that would allow them to revoke my Corporate Asset status in which case I’d revert to being a regular slave.”

“She also swore that upon release, my physical and mental condition would be such that I could easily transition back to full freedom.  Further, I couldn’t be sold, killed, or physically altered such that I couldn’t be returned to freedom, unless I fucked up and was fully enslaved.  She further offered to allow third-party mediation in the event I was stripped of my Corporate Asset Slave Rights.  The bad news was that otherwise, there are no limitations on punishment for infractions.  Then, she told be that’s the best deal I could expect but, … it was already too late anyway ‘cause I already signed.”

“Then, as Holly and Frank rearranged their clothing after using me so thoroughly, Holly reverted back to the role of a stern professional that had just negotiated an advantageous business deal over a weak adversary.  She couldn’t help twisting the knife in a final blow to my nearly destroyed self esteem.  ‘Oh! I forgot,’ she’d said loudly, ‘I can’t have a personal bimbo assistant unless she’s blonde.  We’ll take care of that in the morning.  And, Ashlee, … have you thought what DD implants would look like on your lovely trim frame?   I understand they are quite reasonable in cost; I’m sure that you can afford them along with a nice tongue stud.   We have a contract veterinarian who’s happy to help out with little modifications on our slaves.’”

“My, my,” Serena Cross muttered with intrigued interest.  “You certainly put yourself in a difficult situation.  In essence, you became a Corporate Asset Slave without a contract to protect yourself.  Hmmm, my educated opinion is that Magnus Hotel had acquired itself a true slave.  Unless Holly fulfilled her verbal promise, something that meant nothing to a woman now without any rights, then you were totally fucked.”

Serena uncrossed her legs and shifted forward off the edge of the desk; her ass was numb.  Stiff-legged, she shifted around the back of the desk to sit in the chair.  What she saw took her aback.  Serena turned about with a malicious smirk on her face and demanded, “This is your office, isn’t it?”

“Yes, Ma’am,” Ash replied hanging her head.

The graduate student laughed and pointed to the black leather upholstered chair back that projected above the work desk.  “Care to explain that?” she continued.

“Holly makes me use that as a chair,” Ash said with shame.

Serena leaned down and ran appraising fingertips across the gleaming black leather that covered the saddle placed where a soft chair seat should have been.  “This must be why that receptionist insisted on Ash logging onto the computer for me,” she mused.  Her attention was drawn to a series of gleaming metal contacts mounted flush with the leather’s surface across the sides of the saddle and then to a denser cluster of contacts at the raised hump in the middle and at a similar hump just to the rear.  “Wait,” she crowed, “I have an idea!”  The trim young woman raced around the desk and quickly rearranged the two cameras previously focused at the point above the ‘X’ of tape on the carpet. 

“Well!  Come on, girl!  Get your ass around here and demonstrate how the chair works!  And be descriptive of everything you do!”

Ash cringed at the thought of cameras capturing details of her humiliating work environment.  She steeled herself and walked around the desk to her bizarre chair.  “Originally,” she explained softly, “Magnus Hotel was having problems with accounting standards across the various business enterprises they control.  Management thought that inattentive employees were making mistakes.  One of the jobs Holly assigned to me was making sense of all those differing accounting systems and the computer software that captured and processed the data.  This chair was to ensure that I gave maximum attention to my job.”

The buxom blonde rolled her stretchy black skirt up around her hips, exposing her glistening sex and the narrow strip of bone-white hair above it.  Her meaty white ass cheeks protruded enticingly from behind.  Serena snickered.

As the debased woman paused, Serena cackled and interrupted, “Guess you’ll be explaining later on why you have your little pleasure slit ringed shut, huh?”

The ex-wife flushed and swung a foot over the saddle.  She gulped, ignored the free woman’s taunting barb, and continued, “The large contacts on the saddle have a small voltage potential across them that allows microprocessors in the chair to sense skin contact.  Holly’s rule is that like our family lawyer’s bimbo Corporate Asset Slave, my ass and pussy have to remain bare.  Here, … well that’s all that is allowed to touch the seat, … my bare skin.”  She settled down on the saddle and leaned back against the normal chair back.

Serena grabbed one camera off its tripod base and manually focused the lens at the juncture of the woman’s legs.  Ash’s naked pussy and the myriad rings along her labia were squarely set against the slightly raised hump of the saddle.

“First I have to set the tips of my high-heels into the recessed area by the floor of my seat mount.”

Serena quickly shifted the camera to catch the motion of a black high-heel moving to the base of the pedestal.  Ash jammed her heel down into a hole in a stirrup and a set of cuffs hidden in the base swung out and clicked shut around her first ankle.

“Normally, I’d be stuck here now for a minimum of one hour,” Ash said breathily.  “Holly sets my work schedule and she programs it into my work planner.  The chair program responds based on that schedule and my recent work performance that is rated daily by Holly.  The chair can reward or punish as well as give minor reward incentives as I’m working.  Today it should release me once I get you logged on.”

Serena giggled again as the woman’s other leg was locked into place.  “And the other electrical contacts and the crotch hump?”

Ash jerked as a surge of punishing electricity swept across her inner thighs toward her helpless pussy.  “Eiiii!  Crap!  I’ve gotta hurry and login!  This is too slow!”  The Corporate Asset Slave’s fingers flew across the keyboard and the Magnus Hotel private LAN homepage screen popped up.  Fingers still blurring across the keyboard, Ash panted out, “Unless I get you logged on quickly, the program will start punishing me again for not opening up certain spreadsheets and starting quality control cross-checks.”  

“Eiii!  Shit!” Ash cried out again as another surge of electrical shocks flashed between her ass and pussy.  She gave a sigh of relief as a guest homepage with restricted permissions popped up.  The chair released Ash’s legs with an even louder set of clicks.

“Ma’am, those punishment shocks really hurt!” the blonde complained as she shakily drew off the saddle.

Serena zoomed the camera in and focused on the wet patch between the woman’s legs as she stood up.  “You sure juice up quickly when you are in pain,” she dryly observed as Ash rolled her brief skirt down her hips and covered her glistening sex.  “You conditioned as some kind of pain slut?”

Ash slowly moved back to her original spot and shakily answered, “I logged you on pretty quickly and still received at least two level 8 punishments.  It must be something Holly did on purpose so you could see how the chair can control my work habits.  Damn, … that hurt!”  She took another deep breath and added, “No, … I’m not a pain slut.  But, I have to admit that my body has gotten conditioned for almost instant readiness for sex, … regardless of the stimulus.”

Serena readjusted the cameras and studied the chair ‘seat’.

“There’s a sheepskin cover in the right desk drawer,” Ash whispered.  “It’s what Holly uses when she uses this desk.”

The Canadian researcher found the cover, pulled the elastic edges of the fluffy sheepskin across the saddle, and spread her own legs across the unconventional seat before gingerly slipping down.  “Ahhh, that’s better,” the woman sighed in relief now that she could safely rest on the chair.  “Holly promised to grant me access permission to view your file.  Yes, there’s the icon.   Good, … good, … I’ve got your hotel personnel file on screen now.”

“OK, Ash.  Time to get back on schedule.  We’ve already established that on your own, you did a pretty shitty job getting yourself enslaved as a Corporate Asset Slave with a definitive contract.  So, why don’t you tell me why you’re still enslaved more than eighteen months after the night you hoped for a quick faux enslavement and release.”

Ash looked depressed.  “Holly never actually stipulated a single-year contract in what she verbally offered or in the initial enslavement form I signed that day.  I just assumed that was the offer given her comment about a minimum enslavement of a year to keep from creating slaves in name only.  It took her a few months to get around to drafting the amended Corporate Asset Contract that gave me back some rights.  By then, it was too late.”

“So, what happened on your first year anniversary?  That would have been about nine months ago?”

“By being too late, I mean that the instant Frank pumped load after load of his fertile cum into my unprotected pussy, any regular deal was doomed.  You see, I was impregnated the very first time a man took me as a slave.  Potential Corporate Asset or not, it drastically impacted my ability to fulfill my contract obligations to Magnus Hotel; hence, my continued status here as a Corporate Asset Slave.”


Chapter 13 - Ash Wakes Up a Slave

“Mmmm,” Serena Cross said with real interest.  “I’ll certainly want to delve into that pregnancy complication later.  But, we still have a lot of unanswered questions such as your initial processing, your duties here at Magnus Hotel and the little issue of your ‘off limits’ pussy.  Whoops, … maybe it’s meant to keep you from getting pregnant?”  The Canadian’s voice hardened and she said in a much firmer tone, “No, … we’re getting off track.  For now, please continue with what occurred immediately after you became a Corporate Asset.”

“I was not only a mess after being used by Holly and Frank, I was very distraught.  Mistress Holly gave me a strong sleeping potion and it knocked me out.  Some unknown time later, I woke up to a scene from one of those dreadfully made scary movies.  I was horrified to find myself strapped down naked on a cold steel table with a crowd of people standing around me.  My screams of terror were muted into unintelligible sounds by what I later found was a huge ring gag jammed into my mouth.  I had no idea how dehumanizing a simple thing like a gag could be.”

“‘Well, doctor, what do you think,’ were the first words I heard.”

“‘Holly,’ the white smocked doctor replied and he stroked my breasts and their unwillingly stiff nipples, ‘this is a nice young bitch you’ve acquired.  I can get a mobile pet grooming team down here to groom its hair, denude the pussy area except for a little patch above that sexy twat, and bleach its hair, eyebrows, and cunt hair.  Since, platinum blonde is what you want, … it’s all easy; basically just removing the color.  As for its tits, … they’re measly little B cups so it’s clear the bitch needs enhancements.  With a little inframmary incision I can slip in 500 cc implants subglandularly, … that should yield strainingly full DD cups.  Yes, that’s straightforward; we’ll operate first, then the groomers can do the beauty makeover.  Basic recover is about three days and within a week, it’ll be fine for just about any activities short of hoisting it up by its new DDs.’”

“At that point, I felt something cold begin to flow into my right arm.  It’s an IV I thought fearfully.  Then, just before I drifted away, I distinctly heard the doctor tell Holly, ‘I’ll also give the bitch its first injections of lactating serum while it’s unconscious and I’ll show Judy how to give the twice-daily injections it’ll need for the next ten days.’”  

“Nooo!  I tried wail.  However, … no sound passed my lips and I slipped into unconsciousness under the effect of the anesthesia.  In my drugged state, it never even occurred to me why they would want me to lactate.”

“I came back to consciousness even slower than the last time.  Groggily, I became aware that I was laid out on my back on very starchy sheets.  Somehow, I felt oddly calm given circumstances that were terrifying.  But, … I knew I was still drugged.  That simple thought was difficult to formulate and finish.  Still blissfully calm, I realized that I couldn’t move anything below my chin and my head was locked in place by a strap across my forehead.”

“A beautiful, big-titted blonde was standing beside me, wiping my forehead.  She was obviously a slave because of the skimpy smock she wore and the collar.  I wasn’t very sympathetic to her kind at that point in time; basically, I was prejudiced against that kind of bimbo slut that foolishly got herself enslaved.  Ma’am, … little did I know, … but, Holly had already fulfilled her commitment to turn me into the platinum-haired bimbo parody of a Barbie Doll that you see before you.” 

“Anyway, … at some point, the blonde leaned over and hissed something into my ear.  Somehow she was angry, … very angry, … and with me.  Basically, she said that she belonged to Frank.  Initially, I was shocked that this gorgeous creature could somehow belong to that hulking brute.  But, … then I realized that I was in almost the same predicament.  As a slave I could be sold or purchased by anyone, … be they male, female, ugly, beautiful, rich, or poor.  All they had to have was enough money to purchase a fairly low-priced slave girl.”

“But,” Ash continued shakily, “the blonde bimbo snaked her hand down under the starchy sheet and pinched my clitoris so hard that I lost my breath.  At the same time, she covered my mouth and nose.  I thought I was going to die.  Finally, she let me breath and I started coughing and sputtering while my clit burned something horrible.”

“‘I’m twenty-six and until three weeks ago, I was the pampered second wife of Mathew Keirn,’ she hissed in my ear.   ‘My bastard husband illegally enslaved me here at Magnus Hotel and then raped and beat me till I bled.  The ironic part was that I wasn’t even legally his wife since he lied to everyone about divorcing his first wife, Annabelle.  It turns out she left that ratshit fuck and they never divorced.  She became my owner as part of a deal to keep himself out of jail.  Of course, even illegally enslaved, there was no hope of freedom for me.’”

“It was horrible, Ma’am.  There I was totally helpless, woozy, and feeling like a truck ran over me and this jealously dangerous woman was ranting and raving at me.  She squeezed my poor clit again and demanded, ‘Why does this matter to a Corporate Asset Slave bitch like yourself?  Here’s why, … that night, I got the sexing of my life by Frank just moments after being freed from my ex.  I latched onto him for my own survival, taking his giant cock anywhere he wants it just like it was the best thing I’d ever sampled.  Since then, every time my second owner, Mistress Annabelle, visited the hotel, Frank was given full access to me and we’ve fucked like bunnies.’”

“Ma’am, it turns out that Kat, formerly the trophy wife Kathrine, had her title transferred to a third owner just twenty-four hours before I was enslaved.  Magnus Hotel used their federal slave license to acquire the ex-trophy wife slave from Annabelle.  Frank ended up with 40 percent ownership of the jealous bitch.  Kat had no problem with Frank fucking whoever he wanted; after all, he was her Master.  No, her problem was if women, slaves or not, enjoyed Frank’s sexing and craved more.  What an overly covetous cunt!”

“So, what happened on that gurney?”

Ash sobbed in remembrance and forced herself to continue.  “Kat was a novice at what she was doing.  She’d begged Frank and Holly to let her help by doing the dirty work processing new hotel slaves.  I’ll grant that she was certainly artistic and had a flair for the work; but, she enjoyed it far too much.  Plus, it hurt like hell without proper anesthetic!

“Quit wasting time!  Give me the details!”

“She took two chopsticks and a couple of rubber bands and rigged up a quick vise gag.  Her fingernails dug deeply into my tongue and she dragged it out so far I thought it was ripped halfway out of my throat.  Then, she squeezed the chopsticks horizontally across my tongue, wrapped the last rubber band around the open end, and it was stuck, caught against the corners of my mouth and holding almost my whole tongue out of my mouth.  Oh, shit!  That hurt so bad!”

“I guess she had everything ready because next thing I knew, there were three metal skewers protruding through my tongue and blood was dripping everywhere.  She just left them in place till she was finished with my other, … modifications.”

“Anyway,” Ash continued after taking several deep breaths, “Holly left the skewers through my tongue while she taunted me about what she was getting ready to do.  She stuck a hole punch set into my nose and said that if I really pissed her off, she’d make sure I got a heavy-gauge hog ring.  Before I even processed what that meant, she was punching smaller holes along my sex, … er, I mean pussy.  All together, she put twelve gold rings on each of my labia, … er, twat lips.  Lastly, she skewered my poor clitty and set a very heavy bar horizontally through it.  Kat had a local tattoo shop fabricate a locking stainless steel shaft that slides through all the rings beginning with those closest to my ass.  After going through all twelve sets of gold rings, the front end of the bar clamps shut around my clit ring.  Not only does the system lock my pussy closed, it tugs on my clit with each step I make.  The rear end is a one-inch solid stainless steel ball that constantly bumps between my ass and pussy.”

“Then, finally, she stuck studs with red spherical balls on them into the three holes in my tongue.  They’re in a triangle pattern.  The one closest the tip of my tongue is for stroking across clits and the rear two studs are for massaging cocks on the rare occasions Holly sets me up with a man.”

“So, you’re a pussy-licking, tongue-studded, twat-locked slave girl with a quasi-pretend corporate asset contract?”

“Yes, Ma’am.  And, … there’s more that I left out.  As I said, Kat is artistic.  She convinced Holly that she could also handle the slave tattoos.  Later she became so proficient that she did them freehand.  But, mine, … she did with a stencil and it took forever.  Kat attached a rope to my right ankle, untied it from the bed frame, and used the line to draw my leg across my body, twisting my lower torso so that my right ass cheek raised up off the gurney.  Within moments, Kat was seated comfortably with her tattoo gun buzzing away, making thousands of tiny pinpricks in my formerly flawless flesh.  The tattoo was relatively simple, … it’s a three-inch circle with fancy red lettering inside that spells out ‘Magnus Slaves.’”

“So no registration number because you’re a Corporate Asset Slave?”

“That’s right, Ma’am.”

“Show me!” Serena demanded.  “Strip down to your collar and those slut heels.  It’s time to show the cameras what the ex-wife has become.”

Ash twisted about in embarrassment.  She was clearly trying to decide if she was going to do as demanded.

“I don’t have to remind you that Magnus Hotel has guaranteed your cooperation in my research,” Serena purred in a deadly soft voice.

The Corporate Asset reluctantly began unbuttoning her white blouse.  Then, blouse fluttering about, she unzipped her skirt and let it fall to the floor.  Once again, she perceptively hesitated before shrugging the blouse off her shoulder.  Before she could get the heavy-duty bra unsnapped, the young researcher burst into laughter.

“You big-titted cow!” she laughed.  “I noted your mention of forced lactation.  I had no idea that you were still being milked.  Those are absorbent pads inside the bra, aren’t they?”

By now, the black lacy bra had already been discarded to flutter about until it fell across the white blouse.

“Holy shit!” Serena exclaimed.  “Those are the biggest nipples I’ve ever seen.  Guess that explains why those bullets were able to punch through the absorbent pad in the bra cups.  Wow!”

The high-quality digital cameras captured in exquisite detail the voluminous globes that hung heavily from the trim blonde’s chest.  The surprisingly large nipples were easily a full inch long and tipped with drops of thin white milk.  Ash flushed scarlet as she dutifully spun halfway around and bent over to fully expose her ringed sex; the large stainless steel ball gleamed from its strategic location between her cunt and asshole.  Amazingly, the Corporate Asset’s hooters hung down vertically well below her down-hanging elbows.

“What a cow!” Serena laughed again.  “I’ll bet there’s another interesting story behind those big milk sacks of yours.”

“Mmmm, … hilarity aside about your milker status, … let's get back to the interview. We've established that you ineptly bungled your self-enslavement and despite your hurried last minute scheme to become a Corporate Asset Slave for some minimal period of time, you've ended up a slave-collared, huge-titted, milk-producing, platinum-haired parody of a Barbie Doll Bimbo with a hotel tattoo on your ass, a tongue specialized for pussy-licking, and a sex hole safely protected from male to female sex? Is that litany of your foolishness correct?"

"Yes, Ma'am," the still naked Corporate Asset Slave mumbled. "Plus, … well, … uh, Holly has all the hotel assets RFID chipped in a number of places."

"Opps," Serena giggled with false uncertainty. "I'm not sure exactly what that means except that I'm sure it's something exclusively reserved for brainless little slave girls."

"Actually, … no, Ma'am," Ash responded softly. "RFIDs - radio-frequency identification microchips - are tiny transponders that are permanently injected into pets, livestock, and slaves for easy identification. Magnus Hotel has a great number of chip scanners located throughout the property to not only follow movement of house slaves, but also to ensure that stolen slaves are not brought unknowingly on or off hotel grounds. Each chip has a unique code that is located in a national database so the pet, or slave, can be easily identified. My chip was injected in the loose skin at the nape of my neck. Also, my blood has undergone DNA analysis and that information along with the RFID code have been tagged into my slave file in the state and national slave databases. A previous Magnus Hotel executive, Victoria was completely paranoid that one of her slaves would escape or be stolen."

"Ahhh, yes! You mean Victoria Gibson, a former principle in Magnus Hotel and also once the Night Manager. Let's see, … yes, according to my notes, she was a rather stern taskmistress, … slim, black-haired, and a formidable business woman of forty-three years." Serena pretended to review the notes in front of her. Actually, she had an excellent memory but was only acting out a little drama for the still naïve Corporate Asset Slave she was interviewing.

"I think you'll be keenly interested in slave vicki's case. You see, … she also volunteered as a Corporate Asset Slave to prevent a judicial enslavement and certain death for improprieties in a WSA-2000 PPC conversion. And, … like you, … she paid for her own training which was quite extensive, ultimately earning the coveted ranking as an 'AJ Slut' despite her age of forty-three. Whoops, that last little tidbit is of course secret. I understand that the identity of 'AJ Sluts' and the process of how they become them are close-hold secrets. Unfortunately, the burden of maintaining the high honor of 'AJ Slut' status was too much for poor vicki, probably due to her age and inability to recover from punishing use by the Slave Commissioner's friends. She was unwillingly reverted to regular slave status before her one year anniversary. Thus, she was never released from her contract and freed.  At this time, … hmmm, … her actually status is uncertain."

"You understand don't you Ash, that your two cases are very similar?" the Canadian researcher demanded suddenly.

Visibly stricken, Ash could only nod her head weakly.

"You'd be interested to know that the signature finalizing the slave conversion of vicki is Holly Pritchard, the same woman who is responsible for your own destiny. Good luck, Ash, with obtaining your freedom." Serena's caustic tone went completely unnoticed by Ash who was now very much concerned about her own perilous fate.

"Get on with telling me how Magnus Hotel uses a ditzy bimbo such as yourself."

Ash seemed to gain a new confidence by the arrogant tone of the question. "I'll have you know, Ma'am, that I'm a professional," she hissed back with a confidence that belied her completely naked state and dripping mammaries. "My primary function is to maintain and upgrade the hotel's disparate computer systems. Uniquely, the computer systems here control every aspect of the businesses operated by the hotel. For starters, I trouble shoot and improve all the typical hotel management software for actions such as reservations, check-in/check-out, billing for services and concessionary facilities. This hotel has income earning facilities such as the spa, gym, restaurants, catering, room service, kennels, dungeon club, special slave services, parking garage, and much more. For example, the computer system also manages a sophisticated security system including digital video storage, the hotel's unique travel rewards program, and the internal slave database."

"How well have you done at your 'professional' services?"

"I immediately discovered the fraudulent asset management scheme that Victoria Gibson ran while Night Manager," Ash said proudly. "Then, I found that the six ladies working in the accounting department were over billing certain customers. It wasn't a huge scam, but in every case, either the hotel or a customer was getting falsely over billed. For example, they made sure that each catering contract included extra charges for enough food to feed one of the six women and their family. Plus, they routinely forged gift certificates to the spa, gym, restaurant, and club facilities for their own use, as gifts to friends, or to sell in faux discount offerings. Since they managed the gift certificate database, they were almost untouchable."

"What happened to the women?"

"Well," Ash said with a crestfallen look, "they were all offered self-enslavement over a judicial hearing and certain death. Then, after all accepted the enslavement option, they were put back to work at their old jobs. The difference was that as slaves, they worked longer hours for absolutely no pay, there was no forgiveness for mistakes, they worked naked, ate slops from the hotel restaurant, and instead of going home at night, they slept in the kennels downstairs."

Serena rummaged through her notes and then clicked through several screens on Ash's computer. "Actually," mused Serena, "that was a partially correct rendition of their fate. According to the hotel slave database, two of the six slaves subsequently failed internal slave performance reviews headed by Holly. The remaining four slaves are now well motivated and easily manage to do the work previously handled by six. Let's see, … well, … the two sub-performers were sold off and enjoyed much less certain futures as lower-use sluts. Yes, … once again Holly has shown a cold-hearted ability to properly manage her slaves."

The graduate student stopped talking and pointedly stared at Ash. "Well honey," she said dryly. "Do you still think you are safe with Holly managing your Corporate Asset Contract?"

Ash could only stand dumbfounded at once again being reminded of the unpleasant future and high risk of death that she faced. "Ma'am," she croaked, "I thought I had a pretty good game plan. Perhaps my chances aren't as good as I thought."

The young Canadian grinned silently for long moments at the distraught woman standing uncomfortably in front of the cameras. Finally, she whispered quietly, "Ash, … you are such a stupid bimbo. You came into this interview carefree and uninformed, blithely thinking you were such hot shit for figuring out how to save your ass. Well, … I'm here to tell you that you were doomed as soon as you let your boyfriend convince you to let him into your panties, let alone the monstrous mistake you made when you got married.  Face it; you've been potential spit-meat since you fucked your first man. Whatta dim bulb!"

Finally, Serena relented after a final barb. She stood up a twirled about happily. "Look at me! I'm the perfect model for avoiding White Slavery traps. Yes, I refuse to drink, party, or have sex; but, look how much fun documenting the fate of you silly cunts can be. I mean, … this kind of documentary is way more entertaining and titillating than any of the fictional tripe sold on the magazine or book market."

Serena then ignored the squirming woman while she consulted her hastily scribbled notes and her computer files. After almost fifteen minutes, she briskly dismissed the Corporate Asset with an absent-minded admonishment. "We're done here. You are to finish any mandatory afternoon duties you have and then you will report to the desk clerk at five o’clock this evening. Be sure to shower, douche, use a cleansing enema, dress nicely, and look your absolute best. You have a date and a challenge to fulfill before dawn. Details will be available when you report to the reception desk. Now leave, I have one interview left this afternoon. We can talk more tomorrow."


Chapter 14 - Research Project Concluded

Serena Cross was on a roll.  After Ash left naked and humiliated from her interview, Serena turned to her notes and digital videos; working feverishly at video editing, clicking, dragging, cutting, pasting, and typing with such intensity that she didn’t realize almost two full hours had passed before she finally took a deep breath of satisfaction and let her arms hang down to rest. 

“I’m fully up to date,” she thought with a grin, “and more than ready for tomorrow morning’s presentation.  It was pure genius to send that bullshit thesis statement to these Oklahoma backwoods hicks.  Not only did they pay me a generous grant fee to do this silly research project, but they also paid all my expenses for weeks while I tracked down the families, ex-husbands, and friends of a bunch of Oklahoma bimbo sluts.  To top it all off, Holly Pritchard herself recommended women that might fit the circumstances needed to prove my thesis.  As I expected, these idiots don’t care if my research is bullshit or not as long as I can show documentary proof supporting each conclusion that the White Slave Act of 2000 has somehow benefited society and women.”

The pretty graduate student clicked open a PowerPoint presentation and then scrolled down a few screens to the first of her research conclusions.  “Hmmm,” she said with eager satisfaction.  “Here’s the most obviously crap conclusion that had them salivating the most in my draft:”  

Research Conclusion I - WSA-2000 has immensely improved the lives of women.

“Clearly, the County and State Slave Commissioners expect to release this drivel in some sort of pro White Slave Act of 2000 media campaign.”  The young Canadian cocked her head thoughtfully and added pensively, “Of course, it’s all about demonstrating my claims with carefully selected video clips from field interviews.  When I click on the five movie clips proving each point, it will prove how hard it will be to refute my research without more exhaustive field work on the subject.”  She grinned wolfishly and whispered, “Of course, I’ll be positioned better than any other researchers to continue this study with a much larger subject group, … and with a much larger budget.  What a simply fantastic scam!”

Serena ran the mouse over the five Statements of Proof for Research Conclusion I.  

Statement of Proof # 1: “Having a slave in my household freed up valuable time, improved my quality of life, and greatly reduced my stress level.”

Statement of Proof # 2:  “Our slave immediately became a central and irreplaceable part of our household.”

Statement of Proof # 3:  “I had the most frequent and intense orgasms of my life after acquiring a slave for my husband and I.”

Statement of Proof # 4:  “My husband became a stud, … he had plenty left to satisfy me each night.”

Statement of Proof # 5:  “Playing with my slave made my pussy so wet that I could actually feel it dripping past the edge of my drenched panties.  I was in constant heat, ready to fuck my husband at the drop of a hat.”

With each mouse click her grin became bigger and bigger.  “It’s just so delicious, … so perfect,” she chortled.  Serena was already anticipating the bidding for her follow-up research.  Even though she had virtually memorized each multimedia piece of her research presentation, she couldn’t help but click on the video clips and listen to the brainless twits prove her completely unscientific, and still unproven, conclusions.

“Oh!” Serena crowed happily.  “What about this next conclusion?  It’s exactly what these fools want to see!”

Research Conclusion II - WSA-2000 slaves can have rich and fulfilling lives.

“As a dedicated researcher, I also have five good Statements of Proof that back up this conclusion,” Serena whispered with false self-righteousness.  “How can anybody dispute my work when every single piece is backed up with high-quality digital video artfully interwoven into the presentation.”

Statement of Proof # 1:  “Despite having a one hundred percent focus on giving my husband his pleasure, our slave exploded in orgasm at his mere touch.” 

Statement of Proof # 2:  “Despite having a collegiate-level education, I had no work experience.  Being a slave allowed me to focus completely on a real job.  I learned valuable business skills.”

Statement of Proof # 3:  “My first owner immediately discovered my near complete inability to satisfy men.  He quickly taught me every way to please a man, thus enriching my life.”

“Of course,” Serena muttered, “there’s no reason for me to keep going through all the drivel I’ve documented.  Like this next research finding, … what a crock!  But, oh, so well proven by moi!”

Research Conclusion III - WSA-2000 has created opportunities for improving the lives of women.

“Once again,” the slim, red-haired woman said pensively, “it’s all backed up by factual data.  Stupid though all this might sound, … it is the result of legitimate research.  Oddly enough, … I gathered most of these data points in just the last few days; proving once again that, properly used facts can be artfully manipulated to prove any hypothesis, no matter how outlandish.”

Satisfied that her presentation, video clips, and the electronic draft of her paper for publication were all saved on the laptop hard drive, Serena inserted the first of two new CD-RW disks into the laptop’s optical drive.  The graduate student carefully backed up her work each day onto two new CD disks.  Next, she copied all the day’s video files onto DVD-RW disks.  Lastly, the student erased every trace of the complete video files from her hard-drive.  Her last grin was the most telling.  Serena was very careful to ensure that her laptop did not contain any un-edited video clips that could in any way disprove her research conclusions on the positive societal impact of white slavery laws on women.

One of Serena’s leather cases was actually a portable safe.  Methodically, she placed the day’s video files into plastic sleeves of an album that would soon be hidden in a secure lockbox back at her Quebec bank.  Into the other CD album, she placed the two backup copies of her previous day’s work and one of the most updated CDs she’d just recorded.  After slipping a hinged cover with two cutouts down over the matching cover with two upright steel hoops, Serena spun the case’s lock shut, and then slipped a plastic-coated, high-security cable through the two steel hoops.  One looped end of the steel-cable was fed through the partially open center desk drawer, out the back of the drawer slide unit, and back under the desk to meet the opposite looped end of the high-strength cable.  Serena used an oversize heavy-duty lock to secure her treasures in place.  Satisfied, the woman slipped the second copy of her presentation into a hard plastic CD protector.

Glancing at her watch, Serena smiled once again.  “Time to go,” she mused as the deadbolt latch on Ash’s office door slipped into place, locking the office for the day and doubly securing her precious case.  Settling her heavy laptop bag and her purse onto more comfortable positions on her shoulder, Serena set off down the hotel corridor to the lobby.  “One more interview to go, … this one totally off the record of course.”


Chapter 15 - The Final Interview; A Mystery Guest

Serena sashayed happily across the lobby; her work in Oklahoma was virtually finished.  “Tomorrow, I’ll wow these hayseed locals with my multimedia presentation.  My next grant is in the bag!”

Ready for a little relaxation after her grueling, but exciting, last few weeks, Serena Cross was on her way to meet a subject that she’d already interviewed several weeks earlier.  Intrigued by the woman’s answers, the young Canadian had arranged to meet her here in Eastlake.  She was already salivating at the forbidden pleasures that would soon be hers.  She never noticed the swarthy Cuban-American reading a newspaper while reclined comfortably on an overstuffed chair in the lobby.  He was pretending to read, but his piercing gaze followed her every step and graceful sway.

“Nice package,” Raul thought wistfully, focusing on the rhythmic stretch of fabric and then the meaty rebound of the petite woman’s ass as her tight ass jiggled slightly from her long stride.  “The clicking of her heels on the polished granite floor is an erotic touch,” he thought.

He guessed her age at mid-twenties and then mentally undressed the young woman.  “Nice firm apple-sized B titties for sure,” he mused.  He took a deep breath and added mentally, “Those perky little hooters certainly have big chewy nipples and I bet down below she has a lush and untrimmed black carpet above a barely used pleasure pit.”  Visibly sighing at not having an opportunity to play with the tempting morsel, the day shift security manager reluctantly dismissed her from his fantasies.  Ignoring the obviously legitimate hotel guest, he shifted his gaze surreptitiously across the lobby’s other occupants.  Raul was working and as usual part of his day was routinely spent screening daytime pedestrian traffic around and into the hotel.  Magnus Hotel’s inner city location meant a certain number of undesirables were liable to wander in day or night.  Plus, he enjoyed reading the Eastlake daily newspaper and looking at the female scenery.

Raul abruptly sat upright, completely forgetting to shield himself behind the newspaper.  “Santo Cristo!” he whispered aloud.  He’d just sighted a strikingly beautiful woman standing at the far end of the lobby observing the remodeling work being done on a common wall with the main hotel restaurant.

Raul stood up to more carefully observe the big-breasted blonde.  “Nice!” he thought with amusement, “that ass and those tits are amazing.  It’s a shame to keep her away from a bed.” 

“Santo Cristo!” he repeated reverently.

Nearby at the reception desk, Judy Wetmore was momentarily relaxing without guests to service at the moment.  She noted Raul’s reaction with amusement.  Her gaze also took in Serena’s trim package as she approached the voluptuous blonde.  Unlike the two subjects of their scrutiny, Judy was fully cognizant of Raul and Frank’s roles in the hotel.  As day and night security men, they loved their work and often took turns sleeping on a cot in the security office rather than going home to their shabby apartments.  

The blonde receptionist sighed in remembrance of a video she’d watched of Raul training one of the hotel’s newly acquired sluts.  “His cock is simply amazing,” she thought wistfully.  “I’ve seen the women he mounts either shrieking in pain or writhing in amazing, unending ecstasy, depending on what training objective he’s trying to accomplish.”  The trim woman shuddered in remembrance of his nighttime partner’s monstrously long and thick rod; a veritable bludgeon fully as thick as her wrist.  “I might enjoy a session with Raul, but Frank would rip my little pussy apart.”  She shuddered again at the thought.

Judy contrasted the two women.  “Serena is my same build and skin tone.  Our only real difference is that I’m blonde and her hair is glisteningly red.  But the other woman with Serena, … wow, … she’s clearly built for pleasure!”

Had naïve Serena known how natural it was for free men and women to immediately categorize beautiful women, she might not have been so secure in her invulnerability.  

The big-titted blonde smoothly slide her arm around Serena’s and leaned over for two quick kisses on her cheek.

“I’ve been waiting, you naughty girl,” the woman whispered huskily.

Serena’s breathe quickened at the woman’s nearness and in a bit of a panic she squeaked back, “You know I’m not a lesbian.”

The woman’s grip tightened and she whispered back a little harshly, “Neither am I, girl!  This is just the way of the world.  By the way, … you haven’t commented on my ring yet.”

The Canadian academic gasped at the shear size of the diamond sparkling brightly on the alluring woman’s left ring finger.  “Wow!  Uh, … congratulations.  I see you finally accepted his marriage proposal.”

“Yes, poor dear.  I finally took pity on him and we were married last week in a private little ceremony.”

“Is he here?”

“Oh, yes,” the blonde whispered back, “We’ve already checked in.   I told him that he had to try out the little slave you were droning on and on about.  He was reluctant, but I made it part of the bargain in agreeing to marry him.  As you wished, I got him to agree to evaluate her performance.  But, … really, … I hardly think she has a chance of measuring up to me.”

Serena giggled and responded merrily, “Well, that’s truly ironic.  The former Mrs Ashlee Wansley lost her husband Lance after thinking almost exactly the same of her own status.  Besides, you haven’t seen the poor dear’s augmented tits and her toned up body.”

The woman’s breast rubbed against Serena’s arm and she responded back with a big grin, “Even if Ashlee’s tits are competition, she hasn’t a chance when it comes to the total package, … especially the sex part.”

Serena and her companion were passing by the reception desk when Judy distinctly heard the trim researcher cattily mention something about, “Did you know that the cow’s tits are full of milk; she’s lactating?”  

“Guess one of their friends has been getting too much male attention,” Judy mused.  “Just like women to be jealous if they don’t get as much attention as they wish.”  Out of the corner of her eye, she watched Raul still fixated on the blonde that just passed by.  “He’s hoping for some new pussy,” Judy thought in a tone equally as catty as Serena had just used.  More than just a little jealous herself, Judy idly keyed up the guest register on her computer screen to see who the blonde was that had so captivated the day security man.

“My, my,” Judy thought with wonder.  “The blonde must be the wife of the Mr and Mrs Rowan Williams party that checked in earlier.  Hey, this is kinda unusual, … Mr Williams made a note in the registration form referring to a legal instrument held in the hotel safe should he have health problems.”  She looked toward the elevators where the doors were just shutting on Serena and Mrs Williams.  “That hot bitch with a ten carat diamond wedding ring isn’t a free woman, she’s a slave, … and, the entry says that her husband isn’t even her owner.  He only rents her from something called the Castleman Trust.  That’s a strange twist that I’ve never heard of.  How odd, ... marrying a woman but not owning her while paying some sort of annual rental.”

Serena stood passively in the corner of the elevator in a bemused fog as she was taken up to experience her first sexual tryst.  The twenty-four-year-old felt like she was floating in some sort of surreal dream as the elevator took her up toward one of the side-by-side suites she’d reserved for the voluptuous blonde and her older husband.  The firm touch of an oversized breast against her arm, the tight grip of a hand on her upper arm adorned with an outlandishly large diamond, and the erotic cloud of the woman’s perfume had her completely bewitched.  Later, Serena Cross couldn’t remember the specifics of how she got from the elevator to the luxurious king-size bed.  In fact, she had no recollection of removing her clothes which somehow ended up wildly scattered about the suite.

The sensation of the first tentative kiss of a woman’s lips on her bare throat became burned forever into her memory.  The touch chased away any fears about the acts she’d challenged the blonde to perform on her virginal body.  Committing herself to consummate the forbidden acts she’d arranged, Serena whimpered and relaxed, letting the woman take charge.  Later, she would be able to playback every millisecond of the intense pleasures that followed.  For the next few hours, the young Canadian was taken on a crash course in human sexuality, experiencing orgasm after orgasm until she finally collapsed in sheer exhaustion from the emotional rollercoaster ride she’d set in motion.

It was the sound of the shower which roused her from her dazed rest.  Belatedly, Serena realized her bedmate had left her fully naked atop the tousled top sheep.  Resuming her normal mode of extreme shyness about her body, Serena quickly wrapped the bed’s wrinkled top sheet around her body before stepping toward the bathroom.  She swayed once or twice until her blood pressure normalized and then she entered the bathroom. 

Mrs Williams was clearly visible through the clear glass of the oversize shower door.  Serena’s breathe quickened at the sight of the water cascading off the huge-titted blonde.  The Canadian watched mesmerized as the enticing woman’s fingers massaged frothy suds of shampoo into her hair.  “Oh, … my!” was her only semi-coherent thought.  “She is an absolute sex goddess!”

“Ah, … I see that once again you made me wait,” the woman’s husky voice startled Serena from her daydreams.  While Serena remained dumbfounded, the dripping wet blonde slipped past the transparent shower door and lightly gripped her chin.

“I, … I,… uh, … I kinda hoped our time wasn’t up,” Serena stammered to the woman who had just thoroughly ravished her body and awakened a dormant sexuality she’d never imagined.

The blonde reached her second hand up to lightly caress the red-haired researcher’s cheek.  “You’re awfully cute, Serena Cross,” Mrs Williams whispered.  “But, we had an agreement, … remember?”

Serena felt her belly clench at the words.  Wordlessly, she nodded.  The naked woman’s closeness made it hard to think, let alone speak.  Normally fully in control of her emotions, Serena flushed red with humiliation.  Inwardly she whimpered in need.  “My cunt is throbbing,” she thought.  “I can almost feel my sex pedals opening.  Oh, … she’s made me into such a slut!”

Serena took a deep breath to answer the woman’s question.  Suddenly, once again in a panic, she squeaked meekly, “You know I’m not a lesbian!”

The hand on her chin shifted from a gentle hold to a taut grip at the words.  The other hand that had just lovingly caressed her cheek slipped down to squeeze her hip in a relentless hold.  “Serena, we’ve been through this silliness already,” Mrs Williams answered her in a measured tone.  “Just a few moments ago you were moaning and thrashing about on my bed as you begged me to finish that last orgasm with my tongue and hands.”  Her face tightened in dissatisfaction and she whispered silkily, “Tell me again why you contacted me.”  Before Serena could answer, she continued with a steely tone that belied its hushed whisper, “As you so often say, … spare no details in your story!”

“I, … I, … that is, … I thought they were lying to me.”  Serena bent her head in embarrassment and added, “It didn’t seem possible that you could be such a perfect woman, … such a perfect slave, … a perfect woman.”  The light flickering off the over-size diamond mounted on the blonde’s wedding ring drew her attention.

The hand on her chin tightened and then relaxed.  The hand on her hip slipped up her side, brushing against a sheet-covered breast.  Serena shivered.

“Yes,” Serena continued reluctantly, “it seemed to me that some clueless hicks from a backwater town were exaggerating about how utterly fantastic a slave was that they found on display in some local slave shop.  Of all places, … who would expect such a thing in Lawton, Oklahoma?”

“What was it that Lance Wansley said about me?  You said you’d never forget his words, … that they were engraved in your memory.”

Serena looked up timidly at Roslynn and whispered, “His words were the same ones that appeared on the card in the slave kennel.  He said you were a ‘twenty-two-year-old blonde bombshell of sex-infused, big-titted sexslave; eager to do anything to satisfy her owners’ and that you were truly the ‘perfect slave, flawless in your eagerness to please.’”

“And his former wife, Ashlee?”

“Yes, … today in the interview she said the same thing.  That’s why, …” Serena’s voice caught in embarrassment before she stammered on, “why I went to your house to interview you and your husband.  In the countless interviews I’ve conducted and the thousands of hours of research I’ve invested in becoming expert in modern slavery, I’d never run across such glowing recommendations about a young, inexperienced slave.   I just had to know if it was true.”

“Know, … or experience?”  The soft grip on her chin once again momentarily tightened.

Serena whimpered at the hidden strength in Roslynn’s grip.  “Both, … Miss, … Miss, … Mistress.”  Serena hung her head in abject misery at her shameful words.

“Ahhh,” Roslynn whispered in satisfaction.  “So you do remember our deal.  It will take me no more than ten minutes to dry my hair and get dressed.  When I come out you will either be ready or gone, … it’s your choice.”  With that cryptic comment, Roslynn turned her back on the red-faced Canadian and facing the no longer foggy mirror, tentatively ran a comb through her wet hair.

Dismissed, Serena numbly left the bath area, the dressing alcove, the bedroom, and paused in the living area beside the door to the hotel corridor, all the while completely unaware of her lush surroundings.  “I will not!” she whispered fiercely.  “There is no way that I need more time with that woman!  Tomorrow is an important day and I don’t need to spend the night with her!”

In the bathroom, Roslynn smiled fondly as she remembered the first time she met her husband, Rowan Williams.  “Rowan found me in the very same slaver’s shop where Lance Wansley purchased me and then later abandoned me.  After I nearly fucked Rowan to death, he told me it was love at first sight.  That was the first time he begged me to marry him, just hours after purchasing me.”  Roslynn sighed happily at her husband’s romantic nature and the subsequent way the otherwise tough business executive persisted in wooing his new slave, unceasingly trying to get her to become his wife.

Then, Roslynn’s pretty face hardened in remembrance of her first owner.  “What a whanker!” she thought.  “Things were going perfectly between us when Lance got that bizarre notion in his head that two sex bimbos under his thumb would somehow make his life perfect.  Ashlee foiled his plan to enslave her, ruining everything.  Oh, Lance was so royally pissed off when his plan failed!”

Roslynn picked up the hair dryer and turned it on.  “After he lost Ashlee as a slave, … along with her trust fund, … Lance was penniless and even though he had me, … he still lusted after a second slave.”

The woman shook her head at his stupidity, not paying attention to the slow hypnotic swaying the move induced in her heavy breasts.  “Without any money, he sold me to buy two other slaves.  Not only did he take a loss by selling me well below what he originally paid, he was stupid enough to think that he came out ahead with the two inexperienced and formerly self-centered teenagers he walked out with.  I heard the slaver snicker to the teenage boys that cleaned the kennels how Lance later complained he’d been cheated, … that his slaves couldn’t fuck their way off a stiff prick, … that they whimpered and complained to him all the time, … that he tried to renege on the sale and was finally thrown out onto the street.”

Finished with her hair and makeup, Mrs Roslynn Williams stepped out of the bathroom and sat down on a towel-covered ottoman.  She skillfully slid first one foot and then the other into a filmy stocking, drawing each smoothly up her legs and setting the tight lacy thigh bands in place.  Before gracefully standing, she placed her feet into black high heels and locked them on with tiny golden padlocks.  Naked save for her heels and the thigh-high stockings, Roslynn slipped a black dress off a hanger and carefully slipped it down over her head and shoulders.  Smoothing the tight garment into place, the big-chested blonde stepped into her suite’s entry room.  

Roslynn frowned as she surveyed the room unexpectedly finding Serena Cross missing.  Then, Roslynn smiled at the shopping bag on one of the overstuffed chairs.  “I always enjoy shopping at Candace’s shop,” she whispered aloud as she lifted the empty bag.  On the thick plastic, bold letters identifying the shop’s name arched over the black silhouette of a kneeling slave girl with oversize mammaries that hung down nearly to her thighs.  

Slave Girl Outfitters was the premiere store in Eastlake specializing in equipping the discerning slave owner with the absolute best slave gear.  Candace Bunton was the manager and owner of the busy boutique and she’d made a great deal of money from the extensive purchases Roslynn had made for her kinky husband, Rowan.

Despite being sixty-three, Rowan retained the lustiness of a teenage boy thanks to a disciplined diet and an exercise regime that he faithfully followed.  More than once he’d sadly wondered if he’d fucked his first wife into her grave; she’d died in bed while shrieking out an orgasm one year before the White Slave Act of 2000 went into effect.  Her death came just days before what would have been their twenty-fifth wedding anniversary.  Roslynn had been the last in a long series of slaves Rowan had purchased in order to attempt to slack his seemingly unquenchable thirst for sex.

Under the empty bag, a glistening stainless steel slave lead was curled up on the seat.  Picking up the icy metal, Roslynn peered about the room.  “Where is my little slutling?  Did she leave or stay?”

A muffled, “Mmmmf,” from across the room alerted Roslynn to Serena’s presence.

“So,” Roslynn mocked the humiliated woman she found curled up behind the couch, “you decided to pay the little penalty we agreed upon before I pleasure you for the rest of the night in my bed?”

“Mmmmf,” was the only response the red-faced graduate student could make.  A tightly compressed black sponge gag filled her mouth.  It was tightly held in place by a leather strap buckled behind her head. 

Roslynn pushed the ball of her high-heeled foot against the woman’s shoulder, rolling her onto her back.  She carefully surveyed the red-haired woman’s sprawled form.  “I see you’ve followed directions,” Roslynn said with evident satisfaction.  “You have the day-glo slut heels locked on your feet, … the slave chain around your waist, … black leather wrist cuffs locked onto the waist chain at your hips, … the gag and strap, … and of course, … the slave collar.”

“Mmmmf, mmmmf!”

The blonde leaned down to snap the end of the slave lead onto a ring on the front of the wide slave collar.  “Get up little slut!” Roslynn commanded as she tugged on the lead.

Without the use of her hands, Serena awkwardly fought to get up, eventually lurching to her knees before pitching herself forward and up.  Unwittingly, her head ended up caught under Roslynn's dress and she found her face mere inches from the blonde's sex as her knees slammed back onto the carpet.  Automatically, Serena rubbed her cheek against the woman's inner thigh and then extended her saliva-slick gag toward the woman's aromatic sex.   As much as she wished otherwise, Serena’s tongue was too trapped to taste her lover’s essences.

“Mmmmf,” she squealed as the leather hand loop of the steel lead chain swatted against her bare rump with a loud popping sound.  Confused to be stopped at pleasuring the now domineering woman, Serena looked up hurtfully at Roslynn.

“No,” the blonde scolded, “you’re not here to reciprocate with me.  Let’s go, slutbunny.”

Mystified, Serena was yanked to her feet to stumble after the woman.  She’d just exchanged a few hours of submissive servitude for more of the wondrous pleasure she’d experienced at the hands of the talented slave / wife.

“Is this the right decision?” she wondered more than a little fearfully as she was tugged toward the door to the adjoining suite.  “Hmmmf!” she protested as Roslynn opened the door.


Chapter 16 - A Deal Made in Haste?

Serena Cross tried to draw back from the doorway threshold to the adjoining suite.  “Hmmmf!” she protested as she took in the scene revealed in the other suite’s living area.

“Hush, pet!” Roslynn whispered reassuringly while tugging forward on the leash.  “We don’t want to distract Rowan while he’s busy breeding a slut.”

Given her situation, Serena had no choice but to follow Roslynn’s lead regardless of her increasing reluctance to pursue her pact with the sexy woman.   Then, the self-avowed expert in the technical intricacies and the societal impact of White Slave Act laws in North America was awestruck at the intimate act the husband was performing on a big-titted blonde slave atop a library table.

“Oh, shit!” Serena thought.   Her eyes darted across the scene.  Rowan’s thinning hair, completely silver close-cropped beard, and a face deeply creased with too much exposure to the damaging rays of the sun accurately foretold his age of sixty-three.  However, the whipcord-thin body below that glistened with sweat as his rhythmically contracting muscles stroked his cock with a machine’s precision into the grunting blonde’s sex was drastically at odds with his age.  Serena knew the man was ramrod slim, but she’d never imagined the full impact of the old man’s diet and exercise regime that had been mentioned almost in passing by his wife during their initial interview.

“He is amazing, isn’t he?” Roslynn whispered in her ear.  “He can literally fuck for hours and still unload four or five cums in the process.  Not many women can begin to keep up with his stamina.  Thank you for setting all this in motion when you begged me to demonstrate my talents to you in such a very personal way.  As a reminder, you were promised a limited number of hours of unimaginable pleasure that could be extended to the remainder of the night only if you purchased the time by submitting yourself to my control for a measly hour or two.”  Roslynn’s tongue teased its way into Serena’s ear as she drew the two down to their knees on the carpet.  “Thanks for submitting my little slutlet.”

“Of course, your request meant that I had to make my own deals with my Husband / Master to get him to even consider the offer.  If you’d refused to submit to me,” Roslynn continued whispering in Serena’s ear even as her form molded itself behind Serena and a hand snaked around her torso to claim an aching breast and tingling nipple, “Rowan would have taken you downstairs to a wonderful dinner where you would have discussed how to punish me for failing to overwhelm you with my talents.  Meanwhile, the blonde slut and I would have been left tied up uncomfortably in this room to await our reprimands.”  Once again her voice hardened, “You might be a tender little morsel of a bedmate, but I was never in doubt of capturing your lust and claiming your commitment for more sex.  Of course, … the other half of my deal was to give Rowan the chance to experiment a bit and to better judge my dedication and sexual prowess by giving him a temporary lover.  Thank you for getting Holly to agree to lending us this horny little cunt and tempting her with a chance at freedom.”

Serena tore her attention away from the woman kneeling beside her and studied the woman laid out across the library table just feet from where she had been set.  Like herself, the blonde was also collared and gagged.  The slave’s normally beautiful long blonde hair was matted with sweat from her exertions.  Drool and snot covered the sides of her face and along with the gag, head harness strap, and greasy hair gave her a cross-eyed, subhuman, almost dairy-cow look.  More sexual was the rolling motion of her oversized mammaries as Rowan plunged lustfully into her froth-covered twat.  The breast meat would roll smoothly toward a chin or belly before being jammed to a jiggling halt as pubic bones jarringly clashed.  Occasionally, one or the other of Rowan’s hands would temporarily release a tight grip on a shapely thigh to grasp a mammary in a bruising hold.   

Even with her uncertain predicament, Serena was fascinated as milk burst forth from one of the bitch’s fleshy teats to erupt upward several feet in long thin streams.  Rowan’s arms returned to the red-faced woman’s thighs and her feet once again began to lifelessly flutter about above her face as the man pummeled her sex.  The woman’s blue-tinged arms were tightly secured below her body, lashed to the ornamental steel frame of the marble-topped library table with tight wrappings of thin leather.

“Ashlee was promised complete and instant freedom if she outperformed Rowan’s wife in bed?”

“Hmmf, … hessss!” Serena agreed to the affirmative after struggling to communicate through the gag.

“She has no idea that her own ex-slave is now Rowan’s wife?”

“Ho!”

“Good job my horny little researcher,” Roslynn praised the young Canadian and rewarded her by lightly caressing both her breasts.  Serena’s nostrils flared as she drew in deep breaths while her excitement level increased.

“Are you getting wet for me?” Roslynn teased while nipping on her ear.

Serena unconsciously bucked her hips feebly upward from her kneeling position, fucking toward empty air.  

Roslynn laughed softly and whispered back, “No, … no more pleasure for my little slutling until she pays her fare.”

Serena moaned in frustration as Roslynn let her breasts loose.  Then, she froze as skilled hands behind her wrapped some sort of a wide strap around her upper arms and then drew them backward, tightening her wrists’ connection to the chain at her waist.  “Hmmmpf!” she protested.

Roslyn ignored the complaining girl and buckled the straps in place.  “Hush, this isn’t even uncomfortable bondage.  The straps are only to lock your arms and hands back so you can’t use them during your upcoming task.”  Lastly, she snapped a clip to each of the cheek buckles on the gag strap and left the pairs of leather cords attached to them dangle down.  Satisfied, Roslynn rose to stand behind her ‘volunteer’ and observe her husband finish up with Ash.  Meanwhile, her fingers took a firm grip on the back of Serena’s collar to be sure she stayed kneeling at her feet.

When he was finished, Serena couldn’t help but stare fully mesmerized as his long softening cock pulled out of Ash’s puffy sex with a plop.  “It’s huge,” she told herself in amazement.  “… and such equipment on an old man, … wow!”  She began to wriggle about in discomfort as the man turned toward them with his drooling meat dangling snake-like from a cum-soaked mat of silver pubic hair.

“Roslynn, honey!” he exclaimed in pleasure as he leaned over Serena’s head to hug and kiss his wife.  His moving hips dragged the musky sex organ across Serena’s face, leaving trails of pungent juices behind while his crinkly pubic hair left its own slippery deposits on her cheek.  She tried to pull away, but the hand gripping her collar pushed her face harder against Rowan’s soaked crotch.

“How’d the loaner bitch do?” Serena asked.

“Well,” replied Rowan noncommittally, “she was pretty perky the first round or so.  Actually, … my first cum was really satisfying.  But, she quickly got tired.  You can see for yourself, … she’s kinda done in.  I gave up on her once she became a limp fuck and the muscles behind her twat lost their tightness.  That’s why I tied her onto the table to at least get some practice hammering into bound meat.”

Serena heard the couple kissing hotly above her.  Roslynn continued to hold her tightly against her husband’s bare sex.

“So, honey,” Roslynn cooed, “which one of us is the best?”

“Dear, … there was never a comparison.”  He sighed happily and continued, “You are the best!  I couldn’t even tell that she’d been given an incentive to succeed.  She tired out so quickly!”

“Oh, well!” Roslynn replied eagerly.  “I’ll make it up for you later.  It is nice to know that this slave / wife is better than the competition.  You go shower and change for dinner while I take care of our guests.”

Serena slumped down in abject humiliation as Roslynn left her kneeling.  Vainly, she tried to shake her head to fling off the remnants of Ash and Rowan’s sexual liaisons from her face.  Their combined stench clung to her face.

A crackling pop interrupted her futile attempts.  Looking up, Serena whimpered as Roslynn drew back the arm holding a leather wrapped handle ending in a bundle of leather thongs.  The cat swished down heavily on Ash’s helplessly bound form.  Silently, Roslynn stroked the punishing whip downward, squarely striking the poor woman’s glistening sex.  Serena was especially stricken by the fact that she never expected the soft-spoken Roslynn to punish a fellow woman so harshly.  Altogether, five heavy slashes stroked across the sacred junction between her legs and five more targeted her milk-heavy breasts.

Apparently finished with the punishment, Roslynn strode to the blonde’s head and knelt down to place her mouth to her ear.  “Hello, Ashlee Wansley,” she whispered into the sobbing woman’s ear.  “No, … I forgot, you’re now Ash, the silly hotel cunt that foolishly enslaved herself to escape her husband and left her slave alone at his mercy.”  

“Hmmmpf, hmmpf!” Ash protested, her eyes widening as she recognized who had just whipped her.

“Don’t worry,” Roslynn promised, “I don’t bear a grudge.  But, … I am disappointed.  Our lives could have been pretty nice with both of us as slave sister wives to Lance.”  Roslynn possessively stroked Ash’s enhanced EE breasts.  “Course,” she continued, “even my talents wouldn’t have kept him interested in those little bee-sting titties you had before Magnus Hotel improved your looks.”  She squeezed and milk erupted from the distended nipples.  “It would have taken quite a lot of work to get you anywhere near my level of ability in satisfying your whanker husband.”

“Oh, … that’s right, Ash.  I’m not sure you knew what happened after you escaped from Lance that night.  Whew!  He was pretty sore at not getting two sexy bimbos under his thumb and then he was absolutely livid when he lost your trust fund.”  Roslynn’s fingers ground tightly into Ash’s nipples as she recollected the beating Lance had given her the morning after Ashlee escaped his marriage.

Roslynn let loose the squirming woman’s bruised nipples and continued, “Then, the accounting department at his firm cut back drastically.  Oh, Lance kept his job, but his pay was cut in half as it shifted to part-time.  So, … without any spare cash, and still sticking to his silly dream of owning two slave cum bitches, he sold me to buy two other young ones.  Not only did he take a loss by selling me well below what he originally paid, he was stupid enough to think that he came out ahead with the two inexperienced and formerly self-centered teenagers he walked out with.  Even the teenagers cleaning the slave kennels knew that the girls couldn’t fuck or suck worth a damn and worse, … they whimpered and complained all the time.”

“Ash,” Roslynn said soothingly, “I am thankful that your actions resulted in such a positive life change for me.  As you’ve just learned, despite his age, my new husband has the stamina and libido of two teenagers and I just absolutely love him.”

Ash whimpered and shook her head.

“Oh, … you’re confused about the whipping.  Silly girl!  A deal’s a deal.  You lost your wager by failing to please my husband.  I set up the wager as a legitimate chance for you to earn your freedom.  Now that you’ve lost, Rowan gets to spend as much time as he wants from the end of dinner till dawn practicing his knots and playing with his whip collection.”  Roslynn laughed happily and said, “No matter how much I beg him, he rarely whips me or ties me up.  But, … you will find out he is really interested in honing those skills.”

“Hmmmpf!”

“But, … dear Ash, … because I owe you so much, I’ve arranged a special treat for you while Rowan and I go down to the dining room for our dinner.”

Roslynn turned and dragged a very reluctant Serena Cross toward the library table.  She had to fight the girl to set Serena’s face against Ash’s musky crotch and yanked one of the leather straps dangling from a cheek ring up over Ash’s thigh.  She did the same with one strap from the other side and then pulled equally on the pair.  Serena’s face was now drawn unwillingly against the slave’s drooling snatch.  Roslynn secured the ends of the thin straps under the table and then grabbed the remaining set of straps.  These, she fed downward with the intent of leaving the Canadian researcher locked in place against Ash’s crotch with two pulling her up and forward and the final two pulling her down and forward.  As a final humiliation, Roslynn pushed her knee up against the kneeling Serena’s back and fed her perky tits through openings in the ornate wrought iron legs holding up the library table.  She lashed the free ends of that last set of dangling straps tightly around her breasts.

Serena mewed in discomfort as her abused tits began to throb as they began to turn purple and bulge from the blood trapped within.  No matter how she attempted to shift her face, she couldn’t escape Ash’s slippery crotch.

“Now, Serena,” Roslynn said matter of factly, as she loosened the head harness only enough to pull the black sponge gag free from under the ring gag.  After settling the ring back behind her front teeth, Roslynn re-tightened the harness.  “Your job during dinner is pretty clear.  Rowan and I will aim one of your nice digital cameras to record your first cuntlapping and the second to record Ash’s face.  If you don’t work non-stop to please Ash to your very best ability, … well, then you forfeit your place in my bed and Rowan can play bondage and punishment games on your body till dawn along with the big-titted cow Ash.”  

Roslynn jammed Serena’s face harshly into Ash’s pussy by pushing on the back of her head.  “Got it?  Suck like a talented lesbian bitch and you come to my bed.  Fail, … well you already know that part.”

“Hmmpf, … hmmmpf,  … hmmmpf!”  Ash become very vocal in voicing her appreciation of the graduate student’s feverish tonguing well before the video cameras began recording Serena’s shameful actions on the slave’s sloppy sex.

With the suite’s door closed, the newlyweds hesitated in the corridor long enough for a long hug and affectionate kiss.  Serena’s sucking and slurping noises were well muted by the door, but Ash’s next orgasm was evident even though the gag and the heavy door.  

Roslynn smiled at Ash’s muffled cry of ecstasy.  As they headed toward the elevator, she realized the extent of her hunger and wondered what her man was going to order for her meal.  “They have the most heavenly menu and wine list,” she hinted as they neared the elevator.


Chapter 17 - Presenting Her Research

Serena Cross languished happily in the luxurious bed.  She was sexually exhausted but supremely satisfied.  “Roslynn was every bit as good as I expected,” Serena told herself blissfully.  She stretched out on the hotel’s king-size bed and her grin of happiness faded somewhat as she realized that her bedmate was missing.  “They’ve gone back home to Lawton, OK,” she thought with longing.   

After Roslynn and Rowan Williams returned from their leisurely dinner, Rowan had quickly taken charge of Ash.  While Serena waited bound on the floor for Roslynn to change into something more comfortable, she’d been astounded at the speed and skill at which Rowan moved Ash through a series of bondage poses.  Each time, ropes moved almost blurringly through the air as the master rope handler bound up his prey.  Somehow, and this was an eye-opener for the sheltered graduate student, Rowan managed to pump his erect manhood vigorously in all three of Ash’s sex holes during each brief contorted pose.  Despite Ash’s strained facial expressions at the severity of the bondage, Serena was almost jealous of the attention she received, especially when the bitch gasped and quivered in uncontrolled orgasm.

“I’m considering taking up Roslynn’s offer of meeting up with them in Lawton,” she’d told herself wonderingly.  “They told me that there would be a party and I could meet their friends before both Rowan and Roslynn give me their full attention for the remainder of the weekend.  Hmmm, … Rowan and Roslynn are both masters at pleasure.  I can hardly wait.”

Thus, Serena Cross made her plans.  While in bed with Roslynn, she stated her desires and Roslynn agreed.  However, Roslynn extracted yet another promise before Serena’s desires could be fulfilled.  The promise made Serena’s pussy clench with anticipation at the future humiliation she’d face before she was granted days of endless pleasure.  She agreed to participate in a guessing game about occupations at the start of the party.  “Fine,” Serena had responded with a forced smile, “I’ll be a contestant in your party game as long as I get my fill of both of you for the remainder of the weekend.”

Serena missed Roslynn’s grin of satisfaction because her mouth settled once again around Serena’s slippery clit.  As Serena began panting again in building lust from her lover’s skillful manipulations, Roslynn was calculatingly reviewing the guest list for her upcoming party.  

“I’ll have to rent three out of town slave girls for the contest,” Roslynn thought.  “Otherwise, all my friends will already know who the slut is amongst the slave girls.  And, I’ll need to borrow one of Rowan’s co-worker’s daughters to throw into the mix and introduce all five girls at the beginning of the party.  During the start of the evening, my friends will have the opportunity to engage each in conversation, trying to discover the slaves, the free woman of virtue, and the slut wannabe.  As we drift off to dinner, each will fill out a voting card, unbeknownst to my contestants.  While everyone is eating, I will tally all the votes and see who was most correct.  If Serena is discovered, she will be publicly humiliated as the horny bitch she has become.  I already have plenty of video footage of her acting the faux slave girl to show my friends.  While this is going on, I’ll have Rowan tie the bitch up naked in the living room.”  

The phone rang, interrupting Serena’s dreamy state.

“Hello,” Serena Cross answered with a voice still croaky from sleep.

“Where the hell have you been, I’ve been all over the hotel looking for you!” Holly demanded in a shrill voice.  “Your research pitch to the Slave Commissioner is in five minutes.  A chance remark by Mr. Williams as he checked out this morning is the only reason Judy Wetmore, my receptionist, knew you were still in their suite.  What the hell were you doing whoring yourself last night with hotel guests?  Get your ass moving!”

“Holy shit!” Serena mumbled in dismay as she rolled out of bed.  She stared bleary-eyed about the suite and found her dress and heels from the night before.  “Where the fuck is my underwear!” she hissed angrily as she struggled into her clothes.  The young woman had time to run a brush through her hair and rinse her mouth out before she staggered out of the suite lugging her computer bag.  Her underwear was nowhere to be found.

Serena had recovered her composure, if not her appearance, by the time she got upstairs to the executive office space on the Penthouse Level.  She was looking for the Board Room.

“Ahh, here she is,” Holly began the instant Serena entered the opulent room. 

Judy took Serena’s arm and rushed her toward the podium.  “The computer system is already booted up,” she whispered.  “All you need to do is organize yourself, slip in your presentation disk, and start when Holly gives you the cue.”

“No, I’ll use my own laptop,” Serena replied, “It’s much quicker and the video will play much more smoothly.”

“As you know gentlemen,” Holly addressed the half-dozen or so people in the room as Judy and Serena whispered together at the podium.  “This is Miss. Serena Cross, our twenty-four-year-old graduate student researcher from Quebec, Canada.  She has already completed her undergraduate work on Bachelor of Arts degrees in Psychology and Sociology and is finishing up her Master of Arts in Sociology.”

Holly paused to get her breath and then continued, “She approached a number of organizations with her unsolicited proposal to finalize some rather interesting research she’d undertaken.”  She nodded toward a corpulent figure in a rumpled suit at the head of the table and continued, “Mr. Samuelson, our Oklahoma State Slave Commissioner was intrigued by the work and asked that I contact Miss. Cross about taking her up on her offer.”

M.J. Samuelson nodded sagely at the room and took a mouthful of Talisker, a fiery single malt from the Isle of Skye.  Mortimer intermeshed the fingers on his hands across his ample girth and spoke up, “Miss Cross, why don’t you make your own introductory remarks while Miss. Wetmore gets your presentation set up.”

Serena looked startled but to her credit turned to address the room.  “Yes, … well, … thanks to the interest of the Oklahoma and Eastlake Slave Commissioners, my field research was fully funded.  Supported by your grant, I was able to confirm the promising initial survey data which indicated that there was a noticeable positive sociological impact of WSA-2000 on females.”

As the slim redhead made her introductory remarks, Judy took the laptop over to a side table and attached a video cable to the back.

“While this is my first chance working in the United States, my studies over the last seven years have nonetheless made me an expert on the details of both U.S. and Canadian White  Slavery Act laws.  As such, my research will easily pass peer reviews and be published.  So, … let me begin.”

Judy shook her head at Serena’s inquisitive look and whispered, “It’s not ready yet.”

Frowning at not having her presentation ready, Serena spoke once again.  “Gentlemen and ladies,” she said smoothly, “I’m certain you’ll enjoy the polished pitch Miss. Wetmore will get going for us in a moment or so.”  Serena looked pointedly at Judy, clearly hoping the presentation was now ready.

Judy once again shook her head in the negative.

“In any event, … the presentation is fully interactive with multi-media documentation ranging from my detailed field notes, audio and video sound clips of interviews, statements from authoritative figures, legal reviews, and much more.”  The young Canadian cocked her head and added confidently, “Despite the explosive nature of my findings, it will be impossible to refute my field work and conclusions without far more exhaustive work on the subject.  My first research conclusion alone, that ‘WSA-2000 has immensely improved the lives of women’, is enough to have more than justified your modest investment in backing my work.”

Serena took a deep breath and looked again toward Judy.  “Ready to go?” she asked somewhat hesitantly.

Judy shook her head in the negative again and walked over toward the Canadian.  “Your laptop won’t boot up,” she whispered.  “I can’t even find the operating system and there isn’t a DVD disk in the player.”

Barely controlled anger welled up from Serena Cross’ stomach.  Her nostrils flared and she responded sharply, “No problem!  I’ve got lots of redundant backups in a locked case in my interview room downstairs!  I’ll go get them!”

Serena turned toward the door and a veritable mountain of six-foot-six-inch muscular black flesh smoothly moved to block her way.

“Boss?” his voice rumbled in a clear question of what to do.

“Miss. Cross, I think it best that you let Holly Pritchard go fetch your files.  Rondo will stay here with us.”

“Data disks, Commissioner Samuelson,” Serena whispered toward the rotund man after turning back toward the table she’d just been addressing.

M.J. blinked owlishly.  “Yes, of course.  Holly dear, can you please get what our researcher needs from downstairs?”

Serena flinched as a heavy hand settled on her shoulder from behind.  “Ma’am, the key is in my purse on a leather strap,” she whispered as Holly stood up.  

Following Rondo’s unspoken guidance, Serena silently moved toward a seat beside the podium.  She collapsed limply in the chair and glanced up at the towering black form beside her.  

Rondo grinned down at her with a mouthful of gleaming white teeth.  It was a predatory look that made Serena very nervous.  He moved gracefully for such a large man and shifted to stand behind her.

“I’m sure everything will get sorted out quickly,” the Slave Commissioner said.  “We’re all eager to hear your presentation.”

The graduate student sat silently, staring at the table full of people that she’d expected to so easily wow with her presentation.  “Yes, … thank you,” she responded with a stammer.  Slowly her confidence began to return.  “After all, I’ve plenty of backups created just for situations such as these,” she told herself.

The room remained uncomfortably silent for minute after minute.  From behind her, the backs of Rondo’s monstrously large hands lightly explored her back, leaving Serena petrified at the man’s gall.  “At least my body is blocking the others from seeing what he is doing,” she thought with some relief.  The feathery touch continued and Serena realized that Rondo must know she wasn’t wearing a bra.  She blushed in embarrassment.

Finally, Holly returned with Serena’s leather satchel.

Unexpectedly, Holly ignored her and instead approached the head table where she dumped the satchel’s contents out with a clatter.  “Commissioner, I can’t find anything except these unopened DVDs and video tapes.  There are no notes or other documentation.”

Serena felt her bladder release as the implications of Holly’s pronouncement quickly set in.  When the black man’s hand tightened on her shoulder, her stomach cramped so painfully that she lurched forward, escaping his grip even as the acidic contents of her stomach boiled upward through her throat and mouth to splatter on the room’s lush carpeting.  Gagging, she fell to her knees and more vomit exploded from her mouth.

A hand grabbed hold of her hair and lifted her painfully to her feet.

“Wait, this is a mistake, … someone has stolen my work!” Serena babbled.  Her chin was streaked with thick strands of throw up and her hair was a mess.  She didn’t look like a knowledgeable scholar any more.

By this time, the room was empty save for Rondo still grasping Serena’s hair in a relentless grip, Holly Pritchard, and M.J. Samuelson.  

Serena’s eyes darted toward the door.  It was closed.

“Have you been a bad girl with my money?” M.J. Samuelson growled angrily at her.

“This walking camel toe of a cunt stole your money boss?” Rondo growled in anger at least as furious as his boss’.

“Please, gentlemen!” Holly interjected, “give the poor girl a chance to explain.”  She turned toward the Canadian.  “Tell them, Serena, … tell them where your research is.”

Serena whimpered and couldn’t think of anything to say.  “It’s gone,” she shouted to herself.  “All my work is gone!”

Taking Serena’s confused silence as a sign of guilt, M.J. Samuelson sighed.  In an even tone he proclaimed, “Miss. Serena Cross, as Slave Commissioner I may not have the authority to impose sentence on you for the criminal fraud you have perpetrated against us and for the funds you have stolen, but I can promise that you will receive swift and vengeful retribution for what you have done.”

Serena stared dumbly at the man.  Her mouth worked up and down but no coherent thought came through.  At her silence, one of Rondo’s strong hands slipped up to cover her mouth and the other wrapped around her chest to firmly trap her against his rock-hard form.

“Miss. Cross, I promise that within the hour I will have a Judicial Order of Enslavement in my hands.  As a slave under my control, you’ll rue the day that you decided to scam us with your bogus research project.”

With that pronouncement finished, he turned to his bodyguard.  “Rondo, I understand that this young lady has video equipment set up downstairs.  Pending the receipt of the proper paperwork why don’t you use the next hour or so to introduce her to the ‘Breaking in Bebe DVD Series’ that has proven so popular.”

Serena began to buck and squirm in an attempt to free herself.   “Mmmff, mmmff, … mmmff!” she screamed.  Inwardly, she was already rehearsing her attempts to negate the Slave Commissioners false claims.  Outwardly, she failed to communicate anything except her terrified disagreement as she was bodily removed from the room by the hulking bodyguard.  Once in the hallway, she calmed in horrified realization that during her struggles she’d felt an impossibly huge erection between the man’s legs.

“He’s taking me away to rape me,” she thought dully.

“Well?” M.J. Samuelson demanded in a peevish tone.

Silently, Holly handed over a single DVD.

“Yes?” M.J. once again demanded.  “Is it as advertised?”

“Yes,” Holly said wearily.  “The stupid bitch gave you even more than she promised.  I reviewed it earlier and it really is a finely polished piece of propaganda.”

“Very good!” the oily Commissioner said with clear satisfaction.  “Once she’s disposed of I can begin our media campaign.”  His face sharpened and he once again demanded, “And, you think the discoveries she made will hold up under academic scrutiny?”

Holly sighed.  “M.J., I think Serena was correct in that no matter how outlandish her data sounds, it will be impossible to directly refute her work without rigorous research that will take time and effort to conclude.  By then, you’ll have already accomplished what you’ve planned, … presenting academic proof to our lawmakers that the White Slave Act of 2000 has been beneficial to society in general and to the female population as well.”

“Good, … good,” M.J. responded happily.  “I want to hamstring any of the opposition before they even start their grassroots efforts to overturn WSA-2000.”

Holly watched in fearful silence as the powerful but crazed political appointee mulled the success of his plan.  One reason for her fear was the Slave Commissioner’s well-known quirk of tormenting his enslaved red-headed assistant named Bebe.  Each of his Bebes only lasted about six to eight weeks before they were replaced with yet another soft-titted redhead assigned the very same name.  Nobody knew how many Bebes the Slave Commissioner had gone through and only a few knew of their fates.  Holly, as head of the hotel where the Slave Commissioner brought his ill-fated assistants, knew some of those details.  As a fellow redhead, she wanted to ensure she was never snared by the evil Commissioner.

“And Serena, sir?”

“You know what I like, Holly,” he growled.  “Do her up the regular way: nipple rings, the heavy stainless steel hog ring in her nose, a red ballgag, Bebe’s red panties, and the rest of her slut wear.  Don’t bother cleaning Bebe’s old clothes, Serena can wear them back to my office as they are.”

“Yes, Sir, … as you wish.”

After M.J. Samuelson left the room, Holly remained alone for several long minutes.  “That poor girl,” she thought with a shudder.  “By the time Rondo is finished, the staff will have a lot of blood splatter to clean up in that meeting room.”  Holly had been given a complimentary copy of one of the demented Commissioner’s ‘Breaking in Bebe DVD Series’.  Given the slimy politician’s penchant for anal sex, the over zealous Rondo took extreme pleasure in brutally ripping his bludgeon of a cock through the normally virginal anal stars of new the Bebes.  Often, their tearing flesh was torn to the point that stitches were needed.

“Poor, foolish girl,” she whispered sadly.  “Only a fool gets involved with our slave commissioners.”  After a moment’s introspection, she added, “And only a fool interferes with M.J.’s  plans.  Serena, … if I didn’t help betray you, … well, it would be me going back as his newest Bebe.”
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