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		Having applied to nearly every news organization in the country and digital media company she could think of since the tiny station she worked for was bought out and nearly everyone – herself included, was indefinitely laid off, Ashlyn Zamora was on the verge of choosing another career path when she received a phone call that would change the course of her life in ways she could scarcely imagine. In the kitchen loading the dishwasher when her phone began ringing, she sprinted into the living room and grabbed it off the coffee table. Not recognizing the number, she nevertheless answered in the hopes it was one of the hundreds of places she applied to finally calling with an offer. “Hello?”

		“Hi, this is Nyla Dixson with Edging Entertainment calling for Miss Ashlyn Zamora.”

		“Speaking. Sorry, did you Edging Entertainment? As in WSXY channel six-ninety? Yeah, pretty sure I never applied to a porn studio. I think you must have the wrong Ashlyn Zamora.”

		“I did, you didn’t, and I don’t. I got your name and number from a colleague that informed me you’ve been looking for another position as an investigative journalist, but with the market not being what it once was have been finding it difficult to say the least. If you’re willing to come in, go over, and accept a contract I can guarantee at least ten years of employment in your preferred field.”

		“I don’t know anyone that works for your company so what colleague would give you my contact information?”

		“Sorry, but I’ll have to invoke reporter’s privilege on that one. If you don’t want the opportunity to do what you do best while having fun and making a ton of money doing so then just say so and I’ll find someone else to fill the position, but I guarantee you’ll never find as lucrative a contract as we’re offering.”

		“And what exactly are you offering? Why does a porn studio need an investigative journalist?”

		“I’m afraid that information is confidential and can only be discussed after an NDA has been signed to prevent it getting out early. I’m sure you understand.”

		“So, you want me to sign a contract without knowing what’s in it? Yeah, never going to happen.”

		“Of course we don’t. You’ll have ample opportunity to read over it as many times as you like and if you ultimately decide not to join us then we’ll keep looking. All I’m saying is that to discuss it you’ll need to come in and sign an NDA. Think about it, Miss amora. You’ve been trying to land a new position for what, close to a year now without success? Even if some other organization called back with an offer will it be with a ten year guarantee at more than quadruple your previous salary to start?”

		“How would you know what quadruple my previous pay is?”

		“I couldn’t tell you how much you made at your previous position, but even if you were a top earner what we’re offering would still be at least quadruple. The point it, you’re in need of a job and we have an opening in your field. All we’re asking is that you come in for an interview and if you like what we have to say the position is yours and if not, then you can continue looking elsewhere.”

		Having heard nothing back from any of the organizations and media outlets she actually applied to in months, coupled with the chance to earn more than two-hundred-thousand a year, Ashlyn’s only struggle was the thought of working for a porn studio. Thankfully, her desire not to become homeless outweighed the stigma that came with taking such a job. “Okay, I’ll come in for an interview, but I make no promises.”

		“That’s all we ask. If you’re free I can schedule you for this afternoon, but if that’s too short notice we can make it another day.”

		“I’m free all day.”

		“Great. Then let’s set up the interview for, say, three and expect to be here at least four to five hours.”

		“That’s quite a long interview.”

		“There’s a lot to go over. So, see you at three?”

		“See you at three.” Hanging up, Ashlyn’s mind immediately went into investigative mode as she tried figuring out who the colleague was that divulged her information. The list of people that knew the entirety of her situation countable on two hands, she could not bring herself to believe any of them would betray her trust to that degree so put it on the back burner for fear of digging into the lives of family and friends. I can’t believe I’m so fucking desperate for work I’d take a job at a damn porn studio, she thought as she paced the living room. At least it’s as an investigative journalist and not a porn star. And with barely two months expenses in the bank four times my previous salary is hardly something I can pass up. Going back to the kitchen, she finished loading the dishwasher.

		∞ ∞ ∞

		Arriving at Edging Entertainment twenty minutes early, Ashlyn went inside where she was greeted by a tall, perky-breasted brunette wearing a curve-hugging black and blue corset dress and narrow-framed glasses that gave her the look of a stern but sexy teacher or secretary. Letting her eyes drift around the large lobby, she saw chairs to the left and right of the door with magazines laying on long, glass-top coffee tables to give patrons something to read while waiting.

		“Welcome to Edging Entertainment, can I help you with something?”

		“Um, hi. I’m Ashlyn Zamora and I’m here to see Nyla Dixson.”

		“Damn! I thought that was you!” the receptionist exclaimed. “I loved the piece you did on the Westfield Files. Not going to lie, that was the best TV I’ve ever watched.”

		“I appreciate that. Thank you.”

		“If you want to have a seat I’ll let Miss Dixson know you’re here.”

		“Sure.” Ashlyn said as she recalled the months of investigation into widespread corruption in Westfield’s political landscape from the Mayor and city council down to judges and numerous police officers covering up years of bribes, intimidation, and a multitude of other crimes that led to her winning the Goldsmith Prize for Investigative Reporting just five months before the station she worked for went off the air for good. Taking a seat, she grabbed one of the magazines and mindlessly flipped through the pages not really reading or paying attention to anything she was looking at.

		“HOLY SHIT!” the receptionist exclaimed as she hung up the phone. “Nyla will be out shortly. Are you really here for a job?”

		“Potentially,” Ashlyn said as she dropped the magazine on the coffee table.

		“Pardon my French, but that is so fucking hot! This might be way out of line, but I’ve had a crush on you since the first day I saw you on the news. God, seeing you in action up close and personal is a dream come true! It’s so cool knowing you’re into kinky sex.”

		“Excuse me?”

		“You do know this is a fetish porn studio, right?”

		“I’m aware.”

		“I’m sorry. I thought since you were here for a job that you were into the sort of porn we produce.”

		“I’ve never engaged in kinky sex in my life,” Ashlyn said as a door opened and a stunning, freckle-faced redheaded woman stepped out. “

		“Then this is going to be an incredibly interesting interview,” the redhead stated. “Afternoon, Miss Zamora, I’m Nyla and I’ll be conducting said interview so if you’ll come with me we’ll quickly find out just how good a fit you are for our latest top secret project.

		Feeling as if she was making the biggest mistake of her life, Ashlyn nevertheless got up and followed Nyla into the hallway beyond the lobby. “So, am I being hired to engage in kinky sex?”

		“We’ll go over the fine details once we’re in my office.”

		“I’d like to know now if it’s all the same to you.”

		“As I said over the phone I can’t divulge the exact position we’re hiring you for until you’ve signed an NDA so please have a little patience and I promise I’ll answer all of your questions afterward. “That being said, if you’re willing to strip but naked right now I’ll give you a hint.”

		“That would have to be one massive hint.”

		“It will be. So, do we have a deal?”

		“Does it have to be butt naked?”

		“Yep. Every stich removed until you either sign the contract or leave without a new job.”

		“For that long you’ll need to tell me exactly what the job offer is and I don’t want to hear about an NDA.”

		“For that you’ll have to do a whole lot more than strip. If you want me risking my career on you not leaving and stealing our idea you’ll need to strip but naked, get on all fours, and then follow me to another room where you’ll do everything asked without question.”

		“How about we just go to your office and discuss what I’m actually doing here?”

		“Tell you what, if you agree to strip butt naked and remain so for the duration of the interview I’ll give you five grand whether you accept the job or not.”

		“How do I know you’ll actually pay me if I don’t accept the job?”

		“Because I’m a woman of my word. But if that isn’t enough I’ll give you the cash when we get to my office and trust you to stay for the interview.”

		Thinking about it for a beat, Ashlyn looked up and down the hallway, gulped back her pride, and then slowly peeled her dress off. Biting into her lower lip, she tugged her lacy pink panties down and then stepped out of her heels. “I really hope you’re a woman of your word.”

		“I am and holy fuck you’re gorgeous!”

		“T-Thanks. Can we get to your office please?”

		“Want to make it double or nothing?”

		“That all depends on what you want me to do.”

		“Not going say other than I think we’ll both enjoy it. So, what do you say?”

		“Fine, but it better not be anything perverse.”

		“I promise it won’t be,” Nyla said as she got down on her knees. Quickly grabbing the journalist’s naked ass, she leaned in and sucked Ashlyn’s inner labia into her mouth.

		“Ooohhhh God!” Ashlyn exclaimed. “I... I’m not... this isn’t... uuhhnnn!” she moaned despite the embarrassment of being eaten out by another woman. W-What are you doing? I’m not... uhn... uhn... I’m s-straight... please... oh my fucking God!” she purred – hips bucking as Nyla concentrated on her clit. “Why are you... mmmm... this is so... s-sweet motherfucking...” SPLOOSH! Despite the humiliation, Ashly could not resist the rapidly building pleasure that had her orgasming in record time. Grabbing the back of Nyla’s head she fill the talent scout’s mouth to overflowing even as the tongue continued flicking over her engorged clit.

		“That happened a lot faster than I thought,” Nyla said after swallowing the fruits of her labor. “And as you just learned, you don’t need to be a lesbian to enjoy being pleasured by another woman. Or to pleasure one. Lay on the floor.”

		Heart racing, mind foggy from confusion and intense pleasure, Ashlyn did not question the command. Lying on the hallway floor, she watched as Nyla pulled her dress off. Letting the garment drop to the floor, the talent scout got on top and began rubbing her clit.

		“Just do what comes naturally and don’t stop until you’ve given me an orgasm,” Nyla said as she pushed her ass back.

		“This... this isn’t...”

		“Don’t question it. I command and you obey. If you want that ten grand you’ll start eating me out right now.”

		Gulping hard, Ashlyn stuck her tongue out, but as soon as it made contact with Nyla’s womanhood she froze. Not in disgust, shame, or humiliation at pleasuring another woman, but because the flavors hitting her tongue instantly made her clit tingle with excitement. Don’t think about it. Like she said, I don’t have to be a lesbian to pleasure or be pleasured by another woman! Having no idea what she was doing, she did the first thing that came to mind. Flicking the tip of her tongue over Nyla’s clit several times, she then sucked the growing bundle of joy into her mouth. DEAR FUCKING GOD! I’m straight! Why is this turning me on so much?

		Shoving her tongue into her lover, Ashlyn got a real good taste of Nyla’s flavors and instantly orgasmed in response. Hips bucking, she pulled the talent scout back and alternated licking, sucking, and occasionally nibbling at Nyla’s womanhood until she too was swallowing mouthful after mouthful of orgasm. “Oh God I love the taste of you!” she declared. “Why do you taste so fucking good? Why do I love pleasuring you so much?” Sinking her teeth into Nyla’s inner labia, she pulled the meaty folds taught and then let them slowly slide free only to be rewarded with another gushing orgasm from her lover. Gulping down as much as possible, she happily took the rest to the face as she bit, stretched, and released a second time.

		“You love it because regardless of the source, pleasure is pleasure,” Nyla replied as she pinched and rolled Ashlyn’s engorged clit between finger and thumb. Digging her fingernails in, she slowly pulled and watched the orgasm gushing out of the investigative journalist in a series of geysers even as she wailed in agony. “Pleasure. Pain. There’s such a fine line between them the brain struggles to tell one from the other. “Look at you writhing in pleasure while yelping in pain just from me pinching your clit. What’ll happen if I dig a little deeper?” she asked while doing just that. No sooner did Ashlyn’s clit slide free, then Nyla slapped her hard on the vulva causing the journalist’s hips to buck wildly. Another slap. Three. Four.

		SPLOOSH! Back arching, Ashlyn loudly moaned in orgasm as her brain truly struggled to differentiate pleasure from pain. THWAP! THWAP! SPLOOSH! Rolling onto her belly, she thrust her ass up and back. “Oh God it hurts so fucking good!” she purred as Nyla’s hand landed hard on her right ass cheek. Then her clit was flicked sending her into another intense orgasm. THWAP! THWAP! THWAP! FLICK! FLICK! SPLOOSH! “OH GOD YES! M-More! Please slap my ass and torture my clit!” FLICK! PINCH! PULL! FLICK! THWAP! SPLOOSH! Body reacting to the brain’s confusion, Ashlyn registered everything happening to her as pleasure no matter how badly it hurt.

		“Look at you begging to be hurt!” Nyla said as she continued slapping, flicking, pinching, and pulling at Ashlyn’s vulva and ass. “Looks like someone’s a masochist. Is that right? Do you get off to pain?”

		“I don’t... I’ve never... this is... uuhhnnn... oh sweet mother of God why is this happening to me?”

		“It’s happening because you’re a painslut,” Nyla said as she flicked Ashlyn’s clit as hard as she could sending the confused and over-stimulated woman lurching forward in yet another orgasm. “That’s just further proof your perfect for the project you’re being interviewed for. Now, get on all fours and follow me to the office. Once there you’ll kneel with ass on heels, knees spread, and hands behind your back clasping opposite elbows. And no matter what happens you won’t resist, move, or say a word. Is that understood?”

		“Y-Yes,” Ashlyn panted as she got onto all fours.

		“Good girl. Now let’s get that sexy ass of yours moving.”
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		Crawling into an office barely big enough for the dark cherrywood desk and a small loveseat against opposite walls, Ashlyn got into the described position and then watched as Nyla disappeared through a door to the right.

		Emerging from the side room a few minutes later wearing thick, temperature resistant gloves and carrying a dark blue container which she sat on her desk, Nyla turned to the kneeling journalist. “What happened in the hallway proves to me that you’re a masochist and perfect for the project I’ve asked you here to discuss. If you agree then you’ll remain in position no matter what happens next. And if not, then you should get up and leave before I do it.”

		“W-What are you going to do to me?”

		“Like I said, if you believe you belong here and are perfect for anything that’s to come it shouldn’t matter what I’m going to do. But if it does then you should leave now. This is your last warning,” Nyla said as she opened the plastic container releasing an icy-cold cloud. Reaching in, she withdrew a short metal rod with an intricate wire tip. Walking up to the kneeling journalist, she lined the tip up with Ashlyn’s left breast and when the masochist showed no signs of moving, she pressed it forward.

		“OH MY FUCKING GOD!” Ashlyn exclaimed as the icy-cold tip of the branding iron made her inhale sharply. “W-What are you doing to me?”

		“Stay still and you’ll see for yourself in about forty seconds,” Nyla said as she counted down in her head. “I’ll just add that this is even more proof that you’re a masochist as anyone else would’ve ran long ago.”

		“I’m not a masochist!”

		“Says the woman that had multiple orgasms from spanking and genital slapping while begging me to torture her clit.”

		The branding iron pulled away, Ashlyn looked down to see FREE USE PAINSLUT written around what appeared to be a whip forming the outer ring and a flogger forming the three central sections standing out stark white against her normal skin tone. “What did you just do to me? How long will that stay on my breast?”

		“I cryogenically branded you, Ashlyn. Ever see branded cattle? Same thing. And like the heat variety, it’s permanent. So, you ready to sign the NDA and go over the contract?”

		“P-Permanent? You branded me like c-cattle? What the actual fuck?”

		“I gave you multiple warnings and you remained in position. And let’s not kid ourselves, you’re definitely a painslut and once you sign the contract you’ll be free use as well so shall we get to it or would you rather leave?”

		“I can’t believe this is happening! I’ve never had sex with another woman. I’ve never done anything kinky in my life! I’ve never gotten off to pain before! W-Why now? What in God’s name did you do to me?”

		“Nothing you obviously didn’t enjoy. So, do you wish to stay and go over the contract, or have you experienced enough of the lifestyle to know it isn’t for you?”

		“Lifestyle? What do you mean?”

		“You know we’re a fetish porn studio specializing in all things bdsm. I have one more brand I want to give you if you’re willing,” Nyla said as she walked back to her desk. This time going around, she sat down, opened a drawer, tapped on something, and then a moment later was counting out a large amount of cash. Locking the rest of it back in the little safe, she grabbed the second branding iron from the container and then returned to the still kneeling journalist. “Ten thousand dollars as promised,” she said, holding the stack of cash out.

		Taking the offered money, Ashlyn’s eyes went to the branding iron in Nyla’s left hand. “What are you going to put on me this time?”

		“This one is going on your mound so I’ll need you to kneel back for me. Spread your feet apart and then lean up and back until your hands are on the floor. If you get into position I’ll assume you want to be branded.”

		Having come this far, Ashlyn got into the new position and no sooner was icy-cold metal pressed into her mound, then she was moaning in orgasm.

		“Still going to claim you’re not a masochist?” Nyla asked as she pulled the branding iron away revealing an infinity symbol made up of the words: PROPERTY AND OWNED BREEDING COW OF EDGING ENTERTAINMENT. “Alright, time to get to why you’re really here,” Nyla said as she returned the branding iron to the container. Walking around her desk, she opened the top left drawer from which she grabbed a thick folder. Closing the drawer, she opened the folder and removed the top page. “This is the NDA. Read it and if you agree to the terms you can read and we’ll discuss everything else.”

		Taking the piece of paper, Ashlyn quickly read a fairly standard NDA which she quickly signed. “Okay, now why am I really here?” she asked as she handed the document back.

		“One minute,” Nyla said as she added her name to the bottom of the page. Taking it to a printer, she scanned, copied, and then added it to the folder while placing the original in another on her desk. “Okay, Miss Ashlyn Zamora, you’re here to hopefully participate in an all new project we’re calling Journalistic Submission in which a young and beautiful investigative journalist such as yourself goes around the country investigating fetish resorts to find which one is the best of them all. If you agree to take on the project you’ll spend three months at each location being trained in all things BDSM as they offer. In order for this to work you need to have an open mind and accept your training without question, hesitation, or complaint. That means being a sex slave without limit. The fact that you today is your first foray into the lifestyle is absolute perfection as it means the resorts have a clean slate to work with. Assuming you take on the project that is.”

		“So, just to make sure I have this right, you’re hiring me to go around the country allowing fetish resorts to train me as a sex slave?” Ashlyn asked.

		“That is correct. There are dozens of them, but for this first leg of the project we’re concentrating only on the top four which will take a year for you to finish. After that, we’ll work our way down until you’ve visited each and every one of them which’ll take more than nine years for you to complete which is why we’re offering you a ten year contract. Bear in mind that even if you personally choose not to identify as such, you will be a fully trained sex slave by every definition of the words. So, are you interested enough to read the contract, or do we need to look for someone else?”

		“I’ve never done anything like this in my life,” Ashlyn replied. “Before coming here this afternoon I was as straight-laced as one can be. I’ve only been with four men in the last decade. I’ve never been with another woman or gotten off to pain like that. I’ve never even considered doing anything kinky. Hell, until today the kinkiest I’ve ever done was anal. And now I’m kneeling in your office branded as a painslut and owned breeding cow and I’m at a loss to explain why I allowed any of it to happen.”

		“I know it’s a lot to take in so if you’d rather talk about what you’ve done before getting to the contract I’m here for you, Ashlyn. Even if you ultimately decide not to sign on with us I’ll still be here to listen to what you have to say, or to offer any and all help you might need to accept and cope with what you’ve done. That being said, is there anything you hated or regret doing today?”

		“No,” Ashlyn answered surprisingly fast.

		“Nothing whatsoever?”

		“I’ll admit that I find practically everything humiliating and to varying degreed degrading, but I didn’t hate anything you did to me.”

		“Not even the brands?”

		“As much as I want to hate them, I don’t. In fact, for some weird reason looking at them makes my clit tingle with excitement.”

		“That’s all part of being a masochist,” Nyla explained. “Most people not into it think masochism is pleasure from pain – and it is, but that’s not all there is to it. Some masochist get off only to pain. Others get off to being humiliated and degraded. And some like yourself get off to all three. So, the fact that looking at the brands excites you is nothing strange or to be ashamed of. That goes for everything you did today, Ashlyn. As long as it’s consensual and legal, there’s no shame in enjoying sex in all its wildly varied forms.”

		“Are you a masochist?”

		“I don’t like extreme pain, but I do love being humiliated and degraded. Especially in front of strangers. I’m also as close to being a sex slave as one can get without actually being one.”

		“What does that mean?”

		“A sex slave has no limits whatsoever. They’ll perform every act of sexual perversion without question, hesitation, or complaint whether they like it or not because that’s what their owner desires. I have a single fetish I’m not willing to give up for any reason whatsoever so I can’t call myself a sex slave.”

		“What’s your limit?”

		“Body modifications. Piercings. Tattoos. Brands. Anything that permanently marks my body is a no go.”

		“How badly do you want me to take on this project?”

		“I think you’re the perfect one for the job.”

		“I’ll do it on one condition; you have to let me give you the same two brands. Accept that and I’ll sign. Refuse and you’ll have to find someone else.”

		“I just said I’m not into body modifications under any circumstances.”

		“I wasn’t into anything I did today until I was,” Ashlyn countered. “That’s my condition. Accept and I’ll read and sign the contract no questions asked. I’ll spend the next ten years being trained as a sex slave. Refuse and you’ll have to find someone else. So, how much do you honestly believe in me, Nyla? Is me taking the job worth a couple of humiliating brands?”

		“Sign the contract and I’ll let you brand me.”

		“As much as I want to believe you, there’s nothing preventing you from backing out once I sign so I’ll need you to let me brand you first.”

		“And there’s nothing preventing you from backing out once you brand me.”

		“That’s fair. Okay, we’ll meet in the middle. I’ll give you one brand now and then after signing I’ll give you the second. And to make sure neither of us backs out we’ll put it in writing. If I back out I give the ten thousand back and if you back out you give me an additional ten thousand.”

		“This is fucking insane!” Nyla said as she looked down at the still kneeling investigative journalist.

		“Tell me about it,” Ashlyn replied. “So, do we have a deal or are we just wasting each other’s time?”

		“It’s going to take a few hours for you to read through everything. While you’re doing that I’ll have our attorney write up the contract. Once I have it in hand we’ll sign and then I’ll let you brand me. Deal?” Nyla asked, offering her right hand to shake.

		“Deal,” Ashlyn said, taking Nyla’s hand and pulling her down for a kiss. “Call your attorney and tell them what you need put in writing and then get your sexy ass on the floor so I can eat you out until it’s delivered.”

		“Counter offer, I’ll call our attorney and tell them what I want and then we’ll take this to my personal playroom,” Nyla said as she motioned to the door on her left. “Go ahead and head inside and I’ll join you in a few minutes.”

		Giving Nyla another kiss, Ashlyn let go of the talent scout’s hand and then crawled to the door. Turning the knob, she pushed it open and then looked into a huge toy-filled room that instantly made her clit tingle with excitement. “I guess this explains the tiny office!” she said as she crawled into the playroom.”

		∞ ∞ ∞

		Joining Ashlyn in the playroom, Nyla sat the insulated blue container and gloves on a small metal table. “The contract will be here in an hour or two. Until then, per the agreement you may brand my left breast. I assume you have no experience branding people so let me explain. Unlike heat branding that only requires brief contact, cryo branding takes much longer for a permanent effect. Once the tip is aligned you’ll press it firmly into my breast and hold it there for a count of sixty before pulling it away. It’s that simple. As you’ve experienced yourself there’s no broken skin and the pain is minimal which is why you’re able to continue playing afterward. Any questions?”

		“Just one. If it’s such a limit why are you allowing me to brand you?”

		“Because that’s how much I believe you’re the right one for the project. Also, if I’m being perfectly honest, I’ve had the biggest crush on you since the first day I saw you on TV so on top of this being a dream come true, I’m hoping it leads to more.”

		“More?”

		“Be it just as friends, occasional lovers, girlfriends, or something more, I want to be with you, Ashlyn.”

		“I’m not going to lie, after everything we’ve done today I’ve gained some pretty strong feelings for you too, but I’ll soon be traveling the country being trained as a sex slave. That’s hardly conducive to a long and lasting relationship. Unless...”

		“Unless what?”

		“Unless you joined me. Think about it, what’s better than one investigative journalist’s opinion than two?”

		“I’m not an investigative journalist.”

		“Maybe not, but you do know more about this stuff than I do and what better way to get to know each other than spending the next decade being trained together?”

		“The project calls for only one woman to visit the resorts but...”

		“I’m listening.”

		“I’d have to clear it with my bosses, but it could work. Hurry up and brand my breast before I change my mind and then once you’ve signed on and branded me a second time I’ll talk to my bosses about joining you.”

		Getting to her feet, Ashlyn put the gloves on, reached into the box, and withdrew one of the branding irons. Seeing it was the infinity symbol; she was just about to put it back when she stopped and grinned. “Looks like I grabbed the wrong one, but since you’re getting both it shouldn’t really matter, right?” she asked as she lined it up with Nyla’s mound.

		“Please just do it,” Nyla answered. “And remember, once it touched skin you can’t remove it for a full minute.” No sooner were the words out, then she inhaled sharply as icy-cold metal pressed firmly into the sensitive flesh of her mound. Clenching her teeth, she closed her eyes and silently counted down in her head while Ashlyn counted aloud.

		Ten. Nine. Eight. Seven. Six. Five. Four. Three. Two. One. Zero.” Pulling the branding iron back, Ashlyn took in her first branding with a bit of pride. “So, how are you feeling? I hope I did it right.”

		“I’m feeling a whole lot of conflicting emotions, but overall I’m fine. And from what I can see it looks like you did it perfectly. Fuck! I can’t believe I actually let you do it! You branded me! I'm branded property and a breeding cow of the company I work for.”

		“That we work for,” Ashlyn corrected her lover. “I’m going to pleasure you now, Nyla.”

		“We’re going to pleasure each other,” Nyla said as she gently guided her lover to the playroom floor.”

		“I know we literally just met like an hour ago, and I honestly can’t believe these words are coming out of my mouth, but do you want to be my girlfriend?” Ashlyn asked as she lay back on the cool tiled floor.

		“Yes, yes I do!” Nyla said as she got on top of the raven-haired beauty.

		“Then here’s to a long and very happy future together!” and with that, Ashlyn pulled her new and first girlfriend back and sucked her clit.
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		2 months later...

		Contracts signed, family and friends informed as much as necessary to keep them from worrying about long periods of no contact, chastity piercings healed, and all other affairs in order, Ashlyn and Nyla stepped off Edging Entertainment’s private jet where they were picked up by a representative of Sapphic Sanctuary and driven to the fetish resort to begin the first leg of their training as sex slaves.

		“To expedite the intake process you’ll find packets in the pocket in the back of my seat you’ll need to read and sign during the trip,” the driver – a cute brunette in her early-twenties, explained. “If you have any questions please ask and I’ll do my best to answer.

		“How long is the car ride?” Ashlyn asked as she pushed the glasses she now wore up her nose. Given the moniker Perv Lenses, they would record everything she and Nyla did during their many years of training without having to subject an entire crew to what they so willingly accepted.

		“Depending on traffic we should reach the resort in three to four hours. There are several bottles of water in the cooler and if you need to stop to use the toilet let me know and I’ll do my best to find a good place to pull over.”

		Pulling the packets of documents from the back of the seat, Nyla handed one to her girlfriend and kept the other for herself. “I did a bit of research on the Sapphic Sanctuary and learned it’s for cis women only. Is that true?” she asked while adjusting her glasses.

		“It is. Even if some of our guests identify as something other than lesbian, no one with male DNA is permitted within the walls including trans women whether they’ve had bottom surgery or not.”

		“What about dildos and other sex toys?” Ashlyn asked.

		“You’ll find plenty. Just no real dicks,” the driver answered.

		“Can I ask why?”

		“Because the owners wanted a, well, sapphic sanctuary – a place where cis women of all identities can come and explore their sexual identities in a safe and accepting place free from male influence, domination, or intimidation. I’m Brooke by the way and while I may be young, I’ve been working for the resort since the day I turned eighteen and know more about it than virtually anyone else so if you have questions I’m probably your best source for answers. Full disclosure, I’m not just a driver for the resort. I’ll also be your guide once there and am responsible for your orientation which typically lasts about a week and ends with introducing you to your new Mistress.”

		“So, our training won’t begin immediately?” Ashlyn asked as she opened her packet of documents.

		“While I understand the desire to begin your training as quickly as possible, there’s a process designed to pair you with the best Mistress possible and that takes time. While it can take as little as three or four days, we like to be absolutely certain so require a minimum of a week. But don’t worry, there are plenty of other things to keep you busy so you won’t be wasting time.”

		“And is it true we’ll be given some sort of mark to symbolize the completion of our training?” Nyla asked.

		“All women that complete the training program are given the resort mark, but that typically takes a minimum of two years. Since the two of you are taking an accelerated course designed to put you through the paces in just a few months you’ll be given a modified mark. That’s all I’ve been told about it so I couldn’t even tell you what it is.”

		“Do you know what form the mark will take?” Ashlyn asked.

		“Like the normal resort mark it will take the form of a tattoo located on your left breast. If you already have something there it’ll go on the right.”

		“We both have cryo brands on our left breasts and mounds,” Ashlyn replied.

		“Then right breast it is. Of course you’re allowed to continue asking questions, but you might want to start reading and filling out the paperwork as it needs to be completed before we arrive.”

		Taking the hint, the two lovers turned their attention to the stack of paper in their respective laps tailored to their specialized stay at the fetish resort. Consent forms. Waivers. A comprehensive list of fetishes only outdone by a detailed medical history spanning several pages. But the bulk of the documents were the nearly twenty pages of rules and other regulations that would govern their training. Reading each document multiple times, the two women initialed, signed, and dated each where indicated before stuffing everything back into the envelope.

		“All done?” Brooke asked as she watched the two women through the rearview mirror.

		“Yes Ma’am,” Ashlyn answered.

		“Do we have long before arriving?” Nyla asked.

		“I’d guestimate about thirty minutes,” Brooke answered. “You okay or do I need to pull over so you can relieve yourselves?”

		“I’m good,” Nyla answered.

		“I could pee, but can hold it if I have too,” Ashlyn replied.

		“That’s not healthy so I’ll find somewhere to pull over. Thankfully, we’re no longer on the highway so it shouldn’t take long.” Taking a few more roads, Brooke pulled off with woods on their right. “We can step into the trees so no passing vehicles see us.”

		“Thanks,” Ashlyn replied as she opened the back passenger door. Stepping out, she got her first real good look at the driver and her clit instantly began tingling with thoughts of what she wanted to do with the cute brunette.

		“Have you done this before?” Brooke asked as she led the way into the woods.

		“Pissed in the woods on the side of the road? Can’t say that I have.”

		“I meant drink it straight from the source.”

		“Um, no, I’ve never done that either.”

		“Then you’re in for an experience.”

		“Wait, are you telling me I have to drink your piss?”

		“Of course. And I’ll be drinking yours. And before you ask, it isn’t negotiable. If you refuse you’ll be disciplined.”

		“I’ve signed up to spend the next decade being trained as a sex slave so I’m not going to refuse. I just hope I can get it down without making too much of a mess.”

		“Do you have a gag reflex?”

		“Yeah. And a pretty strong one at that.”

		“No worries. I have a lot of experience with this sort of thing so just do as I say and you’ll be fine.” Stopping about a hundred feet in, Brooke got down on her knees. I’ll go first. I don’t have a gag reflex and can open my throat fairly easily so go ahead and put your vulva against my lips. When I’m ready to drink I’ll give you a single lick. That’s your cue to start pissing. When you’re finished I’ll spend five to ten seconds licking you clean. Afterward, I’ll sit back and thank you for using me as your toilet. Pay close attention to that part as it’s required of anyone being used in such a manner. Go ahead and get into position.”

		“O-Okay.” Stepping forward, Ashlyn placed her vulva against Brooke’s parted lips. A beat later she was licked and the stream began flowing. Looking down in to driver’s light brown eyes, she nervously bit her lower lip at the thought of being on the receiving end. “Holy fuck! You weren’t kidding! Please tell me you can train me to do that!” she said as she watched in awe at the young woman’s ability to so easily take her piss without actually swallowing. “I’m a masochist so if you want to sink your teeth in while cleaning me I can guarantee you’ll be drinking more than my piss.”

		The last drops of piss sliding down her throat, Brooke bit hard into Ashlyn’s inner labia and then pulled back hard and fast causing them to slip free. No sooner were the meaty fold out of her grip, then the orgasm was flowing. Placing her mouth over the masochist’s vulva, she savored the treat before licking Ashlyn clean. “Thank you, slave, for using me as your toilet.”

		“Mmmm... that was fucking amazing! Thank you for biting me,” Ashlyn purred.

		“Thanks for the tasty treat. That being said, in the future, the proper and correct response is: you’re welcome, slave. Also, to clarify, you only refer to the pisser as slave if, well, they’re a sex slave whether in training or fully trained. If the pisser is a Mistress, or a Master once you leave the resort, you’ll say thank you, Mistress or Master, for using me as your toilet. Is that understood?”

		“Understood. I guess it’s my turn to drink your pee now?” Ashlyn asked as she got down on her knees.

		“It is. Since this is your first time I’ll fill your mouth and then you’ll swallow. Rinse and repeat until you’ve drank it all. If you pit it out or let any of it spill you’ll be disciplined. Understood?”

		“Got it.”

		“Since I won’t be putting my vulva against your lips as you did mine, you may signal you’re ready by giving me a wink with your left eye.”

		Immediately winking, Ashlyn’s mouth was quickly filled with warm, pungently salty fluid. I’m a toilet now so no hesitation, she thought as she immediately swallowed. Fill. Swallow. Fill. Swallow. Each mouthful slightly easier than the previous, she managed to get it all down without much issue. Gulping down the last of it, she grabbed Brooke’s ass and pulled her in. Tongue extending, she spent several seconds eagerly licking the driver clean. Eventually sitting back, she softly moaned. “Thank you, slave, for using me as your toilet.”

		“You’re welcome, slave,” Brooke replied. “And good job drinking all of it.”

		“Thanks. It honestly wasn’t nearly as horrible as I imagined it would be. Don’t get me wrong, it wasn’t good by any definition of the word, but it also wasn’t terrible.”

		“You may never come to like it, but as part of your training you’ll eventually come to accept being used as a toilet. That being said, we’re on a schedule so we should head back to the car. So, are you really a breeding cow or did they brand you for the humiliation factor?”

		“Both, although I haven’t actually been bred yet. In fact, Nyla is the only person I’ve been with since accepting this project, but I’m sure I’ll be knocked up before too long.”

		“Well, you have at least three months before you take real cock so you’re safe at least until your next resort.”

		“Can I ask if you’re a lesbian?”

		“I am. I’ve never been with a man and have absolutely no desire to. If I’m being completely honest I don’t even like dildos or anything else that resembles a dick, but I had to take them as part of my training.”

		“And you didn’t enjoy it at all?”

		“Not particularly. I can honestly say that I’ve never even come close to orgasm from dildos being used on me.”

		“What about other toys like butt plugs or anal beads?”

		“As long as it bears no resemblance to the real thing I’m okay and can actually get pleasure from it, but as soon as it starts looking like a cock I feel no pleasure whatsoever.”

		“Interesting. I was straight until meeting Nyla and now all I want is to pleasure her and every other woman I meet.”

		“Now that’s interesting. How did she turn a straight woman lesbian?”

		“Bisexual, actually as I still like men, but she made an offer I accepted and as soon as I started eating her out I was hooked. It’s also when I discovered I’m a masochist. After multiple pain-induced orgasms I literally begged her to hurt me.”

		“Damn! You said the two of you have the same brands? What’s on your left breast?”

		“Without hesitating, Ashlyn pulled the top of her dress down and then turned to face Brooke.

		“Well, okay then,” Brooke said as she took in the FREE USE PAINSLUT brand on Ashlyn’s left breast. “So, Nyla is a masochist as well?”

		“Yes, but where I get off to pain, humiliation, and being degraded, she doesn’t like pain,” Ashlyn explained as they broke the tree line. Pulling her dress up, she walked to the back of the SUV while Brooke walked around to the front driver’s side. Both of them getting in, Ashlyn turned to her girlfriend smiling ear-to-ear. “We drank each other’s pee.”

		“And?”

		“It wasn’t horrible.”

		“Like a good toilet she drank every drop and thanked me for it,” Brooke added. “That was her first time, but what about you?”

		“I’ve drank it more times than I can remember,” Nyla answered.”

		“Why didn’t you ever tell me?” Ashlyn asked.

		“Because I wanted it to be part of your training. Also, I really hope the glasses got good video of everything.”

		“I’m sure it did.”

		“Those don’t look like meta glasses,” Brooke said as she pulled onto the road.

		“They’re not. In preparation of this project, Edging Entertainment researched and developed their own glasses we call Perv Lenses. Unlike meta glasses that record short clips, Perv Lenses have one terabyte micro-sd cards built into each arm capable of storing around fifty hours of video. We each have enough replacements to record for the next year with the only interruption the time it takes to switch out the cards,” Nyla explained.

		“Nice. Also, impressive,” Brooke said as she drove in the direction of the fetish resort.
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		At first glance, the 20-foot tall wall of brick and stone made the Sapphic Sanctuary look more like a prison than a resort, but once the gates slid open the oasis of relaxation and pleasure became abundantly clear. Ultra-modern buildings serving as an office, 24/7 restaurants, playhouses, classrooms where those new to the lifestyle can learn everything from the history of BDSM to the basics of living the lifestyle, and training facilities dotted a vast sea of green while more than fifty luxury cabins secluded in dense woods of oak, maple, birch, and pine provided respite where guests could rest and recuperate after a long day of training, or host private parties with their fellow lesbian submissives.

		“Welcome to the Sapphic Sanctuary,” Brooke said after she, Ashlyn, and Nyla exited the vehicle. “We’ll have to make a quick trip to the office to drop off your paperwork and get you registered in the system and then I’ll give you a tour of the resort ending with where you’ll spend the next three months.”

		“Sounds good,” Nyla said. “Now that we’re here, I actually really need to pee so...”

		Before her girlfriend could finish her sentence, or Brooke offered herself first, Ashlyn got onto her knees. “You may use me, babe. Just give me a second to swallow after each mouthful.”

		“Can do,” Nyla said as she got into position. Both of their glasses recording from opposite directions, she started pissing.

		Relaxing completely, Ashlyn allowed her throat to open and to her surprise her girlfriend’s piss went down like water through a drain. Eyes going wide, she stared up at her lover unmoving for fear of spilling a single drop.

		“Holy fuck!” Nyla exclaimed. “How are you doing that?”

		“It seems your girlfriend is an incredibly fast learner,” Brooke answered.

		Grabbing her girlfriend’s ass, Ashlynn pulled Nyla in and formed a seal over her vulva so no piss went to waste. When the last of it was in her belly, she began licking. Reluctantly stopping after about ten seconds, she sat back and licked her lips. “Thank you, slave, for using me as your toilet.”

		“You’re welcome, slave. Now, would you like to explain how you did that when you notoriously have an incredibly persistent gag reflex?”

		“I honestly don’t know. I just relaxed completely and allowed my throat to open. I genuinely didn’t think it would work, but when your piss went right down without needing to swallow I damn near had an orgasm. It shouldn’t have worked, but it did and I couldn’t be more excited!”

		“Not going to lie, it really shouldn’t have worked, but you can’t argue with the results,” Brooke said. “Okay, unless anyone else needs to pee we need to get to the office sooner rather than later.”

		“I’m ready when you are,” Ashlyn said.

		“Lead the way,” Nyla replied.

		No sooner had they stepped out of the parking lot, then Ashlyn and Nyla got their first real glance at what the lesbian fetish resort had to offer as dozens of women came into view ranging from 18 to 60. Short. Average height. Tall. Rail thin to pleasantly plump. Palest of alabaster skin to the darkest brown. Butt naked and fully decked out in fetishwear. Women of all shapes and walks of life were there for the same reason – to train and be trained in all things lesbian bdsm and the only thing identifying one from the other were the colored latex bands around their right biceps. Purple and gold trim for Mistresses. Red with black trim for submissives. Black with silver trim like the one adorning Brooke’s arm worn by sex slaves. And solid green for those curious about the lifestyle but not yet in training.

		Stepping up to the office building, the glass doors slid open and Brooke waved the two special guests in. Following behind, she led them to a counter where five women wearing black and silver armbands and matching form-fitting dark blue latex dresses and thigh-high boots denoting uniforms sat in waiting. “Afternoon ladies. These are our VIP guests Nyla Dixson and Ashlyn Zamora here to be registered. You should find them already in the system awaiting processing and here are their packets.” Turning to the two guests, she continued. “I’ll be over there while they take care of you,” she said, motioning to a row of comfortable looking chairs off to the left.”

		“We’ve been expecting the two of you,” a lithe brunette with snakebite lip piercings said. “Marshie and I will get you registered and then you’re to head straight to Goddess Olivia’s office.”

		“I’m their designated guide and I wasn’t informed of a visit to the Goddess’ office,” Brooke said.

		“Um, who is Goddess Olivia?” Ashlyn asked.

		“She’s the owner of the Sapphic Sanctuary and the one I set all of this up with,” Nyla answered. “I’m sure she just wants to see us to make sure we’re here and getting settled in so let’s not keep her waiting.”

		∞ ∞ ∞

		Registered in the resort’s system as sex VIP sex slaves in training, Ashlyn and Nyla were given black-trimmed white armbands to identify them as such. Escorted deeper into the building, Brooke knocked on a heavy wooden door. Invited in a moment later, she pushed the door open and waved the guests into a huge office where a tall, busty woman in her late forties with icy gray eyes and long, naturally curly auburn hair to the middle of her back wearing a curve-hugging burgundy latex dress and a purple-trimmed gold band around her right bicep sat at a massive mahogany desk. “Afternoon, Goddess. This is Nyla and Ashlyn as requested.”

		“Thank you, Brooke. That’ll be all.”

		“I’ll be waiting outside to give you the tour...”

		“I’ll be seeing to all of their needs personally so you may return to your regular duties,” Goddess Olivia cut her employee off.

		“As you command, Goddess. I hope to see the two of you around the resort. Good luck with your training.”

		“Thanks for everything,” Ashlyn said.

		“It’s been a pleasure,” Nyla added.

		Brooke gone and door closed, Olivia turned her attention to the VIP guests. “We have a few things to discuss so please have a seat,” she said, motioning to the two high-backed chairs opposite herself.

		“As you wish, Goddess,” Ashlyn replied as she sat in the left chair.

		“I hope everything is okay and we’re still able to continue with the project, Goddess,” Nyla said as she sat in the right.

		“Everything is fine for the most part, but we’ve run into a minor snag that may or may not effect your project,” Goddess Oliva replied. “While everything we do here is recorded for the safety of everyone involved, numerous guests have voiced concerns about being filmed and placed on TV whether it’s pay-per-view or not so in order to proceed we’ll need you to sign additional paperwork agreeing to blur the faces and any identifiable marks of all guests you don’t get written consent from.”

		“Completely understandable and I have no problem with that whatsoever, Goddess,” Nyla replied. We actually have standard consent to recording forms, but if you have one you prefer we can use that instead.”

		“We have one but we also don’t want you to be seen as harassing our guests to sign so we’re going to set up a station and give everyone time to either sign the form or not. After that, you are not to ask again. Is that understood?”

		“Understood, Goddess,” Nyla answered. “What if someone doesn’t sign during the set timeframe, but approaches us afterward agreeing to sign?”

		“If that happens you may bring them to the office where they may sign the consent form. Now, to the matter of your training. Due to the nature of this project the two of you will be going through and accelerated training program designed to give you a taste of everything we have to offer. Under normal circumstances you’d spend your first week being watched and studied to pair you with the perfect Mistress, but to maximize your training I’ll be overseeing it personally. For the next three months you belong to me. We’ll start with a tour of the resort and a break for dinner ending at your home for the duration of your stay. Afterwards, there will be a four hour window for other guests to sign the consent to record and broadcast form. After that you’ll have the rest of the night to do as you please, but bear in mind that your training will begin at eight sharp. Any questions?”

		“I have a question, Goddess,” Ashlyn replied. “Why would the owner of the resort want to take time out of what I’m assuming is an incredibly busy schedule to spend three months training us?”

		“Because I find this whole project of yours rather interesting and I want to personally see just serious you are about being trained as sex slaves. I’m not going to take it easy on either of you. The program I’ve designed is as intensive and unforgiving as it gets.”

		“I have a question as well, Goddess. Since this is our first stop in a very long trip and those at home will want to know as much as possible about what each of the resorts we’ll be visiting along the way, can you introduce yourself and then tell them about the Sapphic Sanctuary?” Nyla asked.

		“I’m Goddess Olivia Breckenridge and I’m the owner of the Sapphic Sanctuary. I’ve been into bdsm and really anything perverse my entire life. I’ve visited numerous bars and clubs over the years, but saw flaws in them all. When I really got into the lifestyle it was as a submissive turned sex slave. I spent about a decade going from Mistress to Mistress never really finding one willing to push me to my absolute limit so out of frustration I turned to domination which I actually prefer. I also took everything I knew about all the various clubs I visited over the years and used it to build the perfect lesbian oasis where women of all walks of life and experience with bdsm from the curious to well-trained slaves and Mistresses could live out their every fantasy far away from male influence. That’s what the Sapphic Sanctuary is.”

		“So, you don’t allow men at all, Goddess?” Ashlyn asked.

		“No. We’ve gotten a lot of hate over the years about our cis-women only policy, but we stand by our decision.”

		“Why not allow trans-women, Goddess?”

		“Because ninety-nine percent of them still have their cocks and balls, and even those that don’t are still male. Don’t get me wrong, I fully respect their right to identify however they desire, but there’s nothing that can change the fact that while they may appear feminine on the outside, they’re still genetically male and frankly that’s a turnoff to most lesbians that are only attracted to women and not men posing as such. That being said, we fully recognize that not every woman visiting us is lesbian, and that’s perfectly fine, but here they’ll only find women to pleasure and be pleasured by.”

		“What can you tell us about what the resort has to offer, Goddess?” Nyla asked.

		“We can show those watching during the tour so if you slaves will follow me we can get started.”

		“Sounds good, Goddess,” Nyla and Ashlyn replied.
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		The next morning...

		A hard swat landing hard across her breasts, Ashlyn woke back arched and orgasm gushing. Her girlfriend, however, had the exact opposite response. Bolting upright, Nyla grabbed her breasts and wailed like a banshee. “Dear motherfucking what in the holy god damn hell...” she screamed, not expecting to being woken in such a brutal manner. Seeing their new owner smirking, her attitude immediately shifted. “Sorry for the outburst, Goddess. I wasn’t expecting a caning wakeup call.”

		“I bet. Interesting reactions though. One screaming in pain, the other moaning in orgasm, both branded as painsluts.”

		“We’re both branded, but I’m the only painslut, Goddess,” Ashlyn replied. “Please cane my breasts or the rest of my body as brutally as you desire.” No sooner were the words out of her mouth, then she was moaning and writhing in euphoric bliss as the long, thin length of bamboo came down hard across her breasts, belly, sides, ass, back, and thighs with hard, unforgiving strikes that had her squirting in multiple orgasms.

		“She’s a true freak of masochism, Goddess,” Nyla said. “The first time we met I gave her about a hundred swats and she still begged for more.”

		“And you, slave?”

		“As you saw for yourself I don’t handle pain too well, Goddess, but I’m partial to being humiliated and degraded.”

		Drawing back, Goddess Olivia feigned striking Ashlyn, but instead brought the cane down hard across Nyla’s thighs causing her to reel back crying in pain. A second swat slices across the talent scout turned sex slave’s breasts causing her to thrash about on the bed like a fish out of water. Reaching over the bed a third time, she brought the cane down right over Nyla’s hooded clit instantly sending the slave into a wailing orgasm squirting like a sprinkler going off. “Hmm... seems you might not be as opposed to pain as you claimed,” Goddess Oliva said as she gave Nyla’s ass a hard swat eliciting another orgasm.

		“I... uuhhnnn... I h-hate pain, G-Goddess! I just... y-you hit my clit! I couldn’t help it!’

		“We’ll see as your training progresses. Now both of you get up and get showered. If you want breakfast you need to be at the Muff Dive by seven so make it quick.”

		“Y-Yes, Goddess,” Ashlyn purred as she crawled out of bed.

		“I know you brought clothes, but as you know we don’t permit normal street wear so we’ll be providing a few outfits free of charge. Anything else must be purchased at Sassy Styles. Now get those asses in gear, slaves.”

		“Yes Goddess,” Ashlyn and Nyla said as they hurried toward the bedroom door.

		“And no touching each other, slaves.”

		“Yes, Goddess,” the two crawling women said with far less enthusiasm as they crawled out of the bedroom and into the bathroom across the hall. Going to the walk-in shower designed for up to six occupants, Ashlyn fetched the enema kits, towels, and luffas from a corner closet. Having thoroughly cleaned themselves inside and out the night before, they only had to do a quick cleansing before showering. Attaching the ends of two hoses to fittings in the stall wall, she filled the bags with very warm water and then hung them on hooks. “Ready to be filled, babe?”

		“As I ever am,” Nyla said as she took the hose from her girlfriend. Applying a small amount of lube to the long, thick nozzle, she got back onto all fours and then slid it into her ass. Once it was fully inserted, she opened the valve and let the water flow. Resisting the urge to immediately run to the toilet, she lowered her forehead onto folded arms and steadied her breathing.

		“Mmmm... God, I love taking it up the ass,” Ashlyn purred as the nearly 2-inch thick nozzle slid through her back door. “And the feeling of being filled with so much water... fuck, I love it!”

		“Is there anything you don’t love?”

		“So far? No. And I hope that remains the case for the rest of our lives. What about you? Anything you hate or aren’t looking forward to?”

		“More pain,” Nyla answered without hesitation. “I freaking hate it to my very core, but something tells me I’m going to be subjected to it on a daily basis.”

		“What better way to build your tolerance? And who knows, maybe with enough swats to the clit you’ll learn to love it as much as I do.”

		“That was completely out of my control!”

		“As is my love for pain,” Ashlyn countered. “Think about it, would someone not into pain instantly orgasm to a cane swat to the clit? Also, let’s not forget how many orgasms I’ve given you the last couple of weeks biting, pinching, and pulling on it and your outer labia. You may not like it anywhere else, but there’s no denying you love extreme pain to your vulva.” Clenching her sphincter tight, she crawled behind Nyla and then flicked her hard on the clit.

		The pain shooting up her spine, Nyla’s back arched as she squirt in orgasm. But that wasn’t the only fluid threatening to spray from her body. Scrambling to the toilet, she sat down just in time to avoid an embarrassing mess.

		“It hasn’t been ten minutes,” Ashlyn said as her eyes drifted up to the clock hanging on the wall. “You know what that means.”

		“It’s your damn fault for flicking my clit like that!”

		“Maybe, but I proved my point in spectacular fashion and now you’re getting...” looking up at the clock again, Ashlyn’s smile widened into an ear-to-ear grin as she counted the minutes. “Forty swats. Lucky slave!”

		“You should be getting forty swats!” Nyla shot back.

		“God, I wish, but it’s supposed to be discipline, not pleasure. Unfortunately, I fear I’ll be getting a lack of swats during our training.”

		“Lucky slave,” Nyla sighed as she finished up on the toilet.

		∞ ∞ ∞

		Butt naked for a lack of approved clothing to wear, Ashlyn and Nyla walked out of their secluded cabin in the woods a few steps behind Goddess Olivia who led them to the Muff Dive. Passing by it during their tour the previous afternoon and eating there for dinner, they very quickly learned how it got it’s name. Entering the large building, they say more than a hundred women on all fours at their own personal stations with dildos pounding both holes while they ate and drank from oversized, realistic-looking spread open vulvas made of food-grade silicone. Immediately dropping onto hands and knees, the two slaves in training crawled to the closest unoccupied stations, applied lube to the dildos which they then back onto. Using tablets built into the floor to the left of the vulva bowls, they activated the machines causing the dildos to thrust in and out of pussy and ass while they scrolled through the menu placing their order.

		“Your training begins right now, slaves, and we’re starting with orgasm denial and control,” Goddess Olivia said. “Ashlyn, if you orgasm, Nyla gets caned. And Nyla, if you orgasm Ashlyn will spend one day in full chastity for every swat she would have coming.

		“I apologize in advance, babe,” Ashlyn said as the five orgasms she had during dinner the night before came to mind.

		“Remember, slaves, this isn’t one for one. Every orgasm you have takes you one step up the discipline ladder,” Goddess Olivia explained. “Ten for the first, twenty-five for the second and third, fifty for the fourth and fifth and so on, so I suggest thinking of something else while concentrating on eating breakfast to prevent screwing the other over.”

		“I’ll do my best, Goddess, but being double fucked by large dildos is one of my new favorite pastimes,” Ashlyn replied.

		“I swear to god if you get me a million fucking swats I’ll make sure you spend the rest of your life in chastity never feeling pleasure again!” Nyla shot back.

		“And if you get me put into week or months of chastity I’ll make sure you’re being caned every day for the next ten years!” Ashlyn promised.

		“That’s enough!” Goddess Olivia cut in as two petite brunettes wearing latex shorts, sports bras and thigh-high boots approached with platters of food. “Eat your breakfast in silence like the rest of the muff divers or you’ll both be severely disciplined.”

		Biting tongues and lips to stifle the moans of the dildos pounding them hard and deep, Ashlyn and Nyla watched as the two waitresses filled one of their vulva bowls with food and the other with ice-cold water. Adjusting their position slightly, they did their best to ignore the building pleasure as they lapped up and chewed down their breakfast of bacon, scrambled eggs, sausage, and syrup-covered and cut into bite sized waffles. Unfortunately, try as they might, there was no preventing the inevitable. At least not this early in their slave training. Five bites in and Ashlyn threw her head back in orgasm. Two bites after that and her girlfriend was gushing like a raging river through a busted dam.

		Going to her water bowl, Nyla managed to lap up a couple of mouthfuls before the silicone cock in her pussy glanced off her g-spot causing her to orgasm a second, third, fourth, and fifth time securing her girlfriend’s stay in chastity beyond their time at the Sapphic Sanctuary. Happily pissed off, Ashlyn stopped thinking about the worst things imaginable and let the pleasure take over. Easily aroused, she let the orgasms flow unrestricted securing hundreds of swats to her girlfriend’s body. Two. Three. Shoving back, she made sure to take every millimeter possible. Four. Five. Adjusting her position so the dildo in her pussy pressed hard as it slid over her g-spot, she buried her face in the food bowl and repeatedly came as quickly as she could chew and swallow.

		Bemused, Goddess Olivia watched her two new slaves orgasming with wild abandon despite the warnings from herself and each other. Stepping back, she leaned against the wall and watched as they hungrily scarfed down their breakfast between moans and grunts of orgasmic bliss racking up more swats and time in chastity than they would be spending at the fetish resort.

		Licking their bowls clean, Ashlyn and Nyla used the tablet to turn the fuck machine off before slowly pulling themselves off the large silicone cocks that had brought them to so many orgasms. No sooner were they crawling away from their stations, then two waitresses approached with everything they needed to clean and sanitize the area.

		“Congratulations, slaves,” Olivia exclaimed. “Nyla, you had nine orgasms earning your girlfriend six-hundred-sixty days in chastity. And Ashlyn, you had ten orgasms earning your girlfriend seven-hundred-sixty swats of the cane. Obviously I have no control over what you do after you leave in three months, but that only effects Ashlyn’s time in chastity. Nyla, you’ll be given seventy-six swats per day for the next ten days, but per the rules of being discipline that number may or may not increase. Counting the forty you have coming for not making it the full ten minutes during this morning’s enema, you’ll receive a hundred and sixteen swats today. Ashlyn, you’ll be fitted with nipple and clit shields, rings through your labia tunnels, and a flexible metal bar to block anal use which you’ll wear unless removal is necessary for training or to use the toilet. Is that understood?”

		“Yes, Goddess,” Ashlyn answered without question, hesitation, or complaint.

		“I feel like I’m getting the worse end of this, but I understand, Goddess,” Nyla replied.

		“I warned you what would happen if you orgasmed without permission and both of you went out of your way to have as many as possible to torment the other so you only have yourselves to blame.”

		“She’s right, Goddess,” Ashlyn said. I’m a masochist by every definition of the word including getting off to being humiliated and degraded so being locked in chastity for three months or nearly two years isn’t really punishment. Honestly, other than locking me in a cage I don’t know how you would actually or effectively discipline someone like me and doing that would defeat the purpose of this project so I genuinely don’t know what to suggest.”

		“I have a pretty good idea how to discipline someone like you,” Goddess Olivia replied. Now that your bellies are full we’ll head to the classroom for your first lesson on the history of bdsm and a comprehensive lexicon of terms and fetishes you can expect to learn and perform as part of your life of sexual slavery. Now follow me.”

		“Yes Goddess,” the girlfriends replied.
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		“I’ll be back to pick you up in a few hours, slaves,” Goddess Olivia said. “Obey yourselves and do as you’re told or you’ll be disciplined.”

		“Yes Goddess,” Ashlyn and Nyla replied. Pushing the door open, Nyla waved her girlfriend in and then followed. Entering a large classroom straight out of any high school across the nation with rows of desks and chairs with dildos built into the seats facing a long whiteboard with blackboards on the right and lockers on the left. Standing from her desk set off to the left, a tall, long-haired brunette wearing glasses and a latex dress designed with a white top and black tie and bottom paired with knee-high boots approached.

		“I’m Professor Brianna and this is bdsm history. Introduce yourselves.”

		“I’m Ashlyn, Mistress”

		“I’ll stop you right there. “While most staff are to be referred to as Mistress, when class is in session you’ll refer to me as Professor and yourselves as student so try again.”

		“This student’s name is Ashlyn, Professor.”

		“And this student’s name is Nyla, Professor.”

		“Nice to meet both of you.”

		“Likewise, Professor,” Ashlyn replied.

		“Nice brands and piercings. Are you students actually breeding cows and painsluts, or did you get them just for the humiliation factor?”

		“This student is a true masochist that gets off to extreme pain, humiliation, and degradation, Professor. And while this student hasn’t been bred yet, this student fully intends to after our stay here.”

		“This student hates pain, but loves being humiliated and degraded, Professor,” Nyla said. “And this student will also be bred after our training here is concluded.”

		“Well, as much as I’d love to see the two of you butt naked during class, we do have standards around here so check the lockers for uniforms and get into them. You’ll be wearing them to class every day for the next three weeks so make sure to keep them clean and fresh. Once dressed you’ll take a seat and quietly wait everyone else’s arrival. Is that understood?”

		“This student understands, Professor,” the girlfriends answered. Going to the lockers, Ashlyn and Nyla opened them until finding ones containing uniforms consisting of a semi-sheer white blouse, black pleated skirt, thigh-high white-trimmed black stockings, and a series of black metal bands in varying sizes. “Excuse me, Professor, but what are the bands for?” Ashlyn asked.

		“You’ll see if you break the rules,” Professor Brianna answered. “As for where to place them, the location is stamped on the inside.”

		Turning one of the shorter bands over, Ashlyn saw BICEP stamped into the blackened surface. Putting the stockings, skirt, and shirt on, the two students then began placing the metal bands around their biceps, forearms, above and below their breasts, around the waist, and finally around the thighs just above the stockings. Fully in uniform, they lightly lubed the dildos attached to the seat of their selected chairs and then lowered themselves onto them until fully seated. Then they waited.

		The door opening every few minutes students entered and took their seats until nearly all of them were occupied. At exactly 9 on the dot, Professor Brianna got to her feet and stood before the nearly full classroom. “Morning students, and welcome to BDSM History. During the next three weeks you’ll be taught a comprehensive history of bdsm and engage in many of the acts dating back into antiquity. From the First Dominatrix, Inanna of Mesopotamia who was said to possess the power to turn a man into a woman and a woman into a man, subverting all traditional gender boundaries and routinely forcing both mortal kings and male gods into absolute physical and psychological submission through her erotic prowess and martial dominance; to modern day practices and how bdsm fits into mainstream and various subcultures, you’ll finish the course with a newfound understanding and appreciation for the lifestyle and your small part in it.” Counting the empty chairs, she continued. “We have thirty-three students in this class so in order for you to experience the full extent of historically accurate bdsm activities I’d like you to form groups of three and then spend a few minutes introducing and getting to know each other as you’ll be partners for the duration of the course.”

		Immediately pairing off, Ashlyn and Nyla approached a younger freckle-faced redheaded student that seemed extremely overwhelmed and out of place. “Hi. I’m Ashlyn and this is my girlfriend Nyla. Would you like to join our group?”

		“W-Why?” the redheaded student nervously asked.

		“Why? Well, we have to have a third, but beyond that you’re hot as hell and just the thought of using and being used by you has me turned on, and more important than that you remind me of myself before I met Nyla and she broke me out of my introverted shell. So, what do you say? Would you like to join us?”

		“I... sure.”

		“Sweet! So, what’s your name and how old are you?”

		“This student’s name is Celeste and I’m nineteen.”

		“I take it you’re new to bdsm?”

		“This is my first time experiencing it. What about the two of you?”

		“I’ve been into it for over five years and work for a fetish porn studio named Edging Entertainment,” Nyla answered.

		“I’ve been into it a couple of months since meeting Nyla and agreeing to work with her on a very special project,” Ashlyn replied. “I have to say, you picked one hell of a way for a first experience.”

		“To be completely honest, I came here knowing it was a lesbian resort as that’s what I was looking for, but it wasn’t until arriving that I found out it was a fetish resort where all patrons were required to undergo training. As I’m sure you’re aware the fee is non-refundable so here I am.”

		“How long have you been here?” Nyla asked.

		“Three days, but this is my first day of class as I had to wait until today for a new course to begin. What about you?”

		“We got here last night,” Ashlyn answered. “We haven’t done a whole lot yet, but we’ll be here for three months so have a lot of training ahead of us.”

		“Three months? Wow! I’ll be here the minimum of thirty days and I thought that was a lot.”

		“Something isn’t adding up,” Nyla said, giving the young submissive a raised brow. “How could you sign up to stay here a whole month without realizing it was a fetish resort dedicated to training women in all things bdsm when you have to sign all manner of consent forms and waivers stating as such?”

		“I put down a non-refundable deposit online and then paid the rest when I got here. That’s when I had to sign all the documentation and learned I’d have to submit to being trained. Since I couldn’t get my five thousand dollars back, I decided to just pay the rest and make the best of a humiliating situation,” Celeste explained.

		“I can’t help but notice you have double nipple piercings,” Ashlyn said to completely change the topic before things got too awkward. “Do you have any other piercings?”

		“A few. I also have double hood piercings and rows of microdermals in my back that I use for corset piercings though I may have to get them removed.”

		“Why would you have to get them removed?” Ashlyn asked.

		“Microdermals are iffy at best and the fact I’ve had them in my back – a location that tends to move in all manner of directions on a constant basis, for well over a year without them migrating or getting infected is actually something of a minor miracle. I knew going in they wouldn’t be permanent and would rather have them removed before anything bad starts to happen. I see you have pierced nipples too. Do you have anything else?”

		“Are you familiar with chastity piercings?” Nyla asked.

		“I know what chastity is, but never heard of chastity piercings.”

		“There are different levels, but what Ashlyn and I have are what most in the lifestyle would refer to as full chastity. That’s nipple and hood piercings so they can be shielded, outer labia tunnels that can be locked shut using a wide variety of objects, and microdermals in our lower backs to attach a special bar to that prevents anal,” Nyla explained. I don’t know if we’re allowed to show you now, but we’d be more than happy to if you want to meet up at our cabin later.”

		“Alright students, that’s enough getting to knowing each other for now,” Professor Brianna said. “In order to keep in group we’re going to do a bit of rearranging. We need seven desks and chairs to be pushed all the way against the back wall and then we’re going to make two rows by pushing three desks together on the left and three on the back, repeating until we have six on the left and five on the right. Pick a set of desks that’ll be yours for the duration of the course and then have a seat.”

		No one daring to question the command, the students got up from their seats and immediately began rearranging everything according to the Professor’s instructions. With 33 women working together, they made short work of the task and after cleaning and sterilizing the dildos were once again seated at their new desks alongside the other members of their group in under ten minutes.

		“Nice work, students. And now it’s time for lesson one to begin,” Professor Brianna stated as she turned on a projector that now displayed a powerful ancient Mesopotamian warrior goddess visually commanding authority and blending traditional masculine and feminine traits. The next slide showed the same imposing woman standing on the back of a lion leash in hand symbolizing her absolute control over wild, chaotic forces. Then another of her heavily armored with huge wings and quivers of arrows rising directly from her shoulders. The fourth image depicted her wearing a multi-tiered horned tiara which was the universal Mesopotamian symbol of supreme divinity.  The fifth slide depicting her as the goddess of sex and fertility showed her standing completely nude, facing forward, and holding her breasts to emphasize reproductive power.

		“This, students, is Inanna – the ancient Sumerian goddess of love, war, and fertility who is often cited by BDSM historians as the archetype of the first dominatrix. Traced back to cuneiform tablets from thirty-five-hundred BCE, she was a fierce and unapologetic deity who demanded absolute submission from both mortals and gods, inspiring intense rituals of power and surrender. In the Mesopotamian pantheon, Inanna – later known as Ishtar, flipped the script on traditional patriarchal power dynamics. While she was worshipped as a goddess of love, her mythology also featured dominance, control, and the claiming of divine power. According to historians and archaeologists, Inanna’s worship included striking rituals that mirrored BDSM dynamics, where devotees subjected themselves to severe pain, weeping, and submission, begging the goddess for ‘mercy,’ Her hymns – most notably those composed by Enheduanna, the world's first named author – celebrate her as a merciless ruler who took delight in scattering the armies of her enemies and forcing male gods to bow to her will. Any questions?”

		“This student has a question, Professor,” a petite blonde in her early twenties said as her right hand went up.

		“And your question is?”

		“This resort is all about lesbian submission so why teach us about an obviously non-lesbian goddess?”

		“Because it’s important to know where the bdsm lifestyle began and how it has changed over the millennia to allow places such as the Sapphic Sanctuary to exist. And while we might focus on lesbians, not all of us are. Personally, I’m happily married to a wonderful man that also happens to be my Owner and slave. There are straight women, bisexuals, pansexuals, and every other identity in this classroom alone and despite how one chooses to identify, or how they may feel about men – sexually or otherwise, none of us would be here without them. Any other questions?”

		“This student has a question, Professor,” Ashlyn said as her right hand went up.”

		“Go ahead and ask.”

		“Thank you, Professor. I’m sure there’s a lot more to Inanna’s story than the brief overview you gave us, but would it be fair to say she might’ve been one of the earliest depictions of a sadist?”

		“Given her stance on absolute dominance, bending genders, commanding total submission, and her followers’ penchant for self- flagellation in her name, I’d say that’s a pretty fair assessment,” Professor Brianna answered.

		“This student would’ve loved being one of those followers, Professor.”

		“Would you care to elaborate on that?”

		“Thanks to my girlfriend and outside of this resort my owner, this student very quickly learned that she is a masochist by every definition of the word, Professor. Pain. Humiliation. Being degraded. I love and get off to all of it no matter how extreme. In fact, before we arrived this morning we were discussing with our temporary owner, Goddess Olivia, how difficult disciplining me is going to be.”

		“You get off to it no matter how extreme?” Professor Brianna asked.

		“That is correct, Professor.”

		“So, if someone were to cut off a hand you’d orgasm in pleasure?”

		“Probably, Professor, but this student would also be incredibly pissed someone hacked off her hand and probably retaliate in the most horrific ways imaginable so if anyone’s getting any ideas, remember that we have laws in general, and rules here that make such acts of mutilation illegal. But if you want to cane, bite, slap, paddle, pinch, pierce, lightly cut, humiliate, or degrade me then I’m all yours.”

		“Well, if you’re into all of that then you’re going to love the Etruscan Tomb of the Whipping circa five-ten to four-ninety BCE,” Professor Brianna said as her lecture continued. “But before we get to that, we’re going to put Student Ashlyn to the test,” she said as she walked to the largest central locker. “Strip completely naked. Everyone else, grab a toy from the locker and form two equal lines down the middle of the room. Ashlyn, once they’re lined up you’ll start at the back of the class and work your way through the pain gauntlet. If you stop before reaching the front you’ll automatically fail the course, but if you make it you’ll receive extra credit and the five symbols of Inanna down your right side. Is that understood?”

		“This student understands, Professor,” Ashlyn said as she began stripping out of her skimpy schoolgirl uniform. Eyes going to the lockers, she watched as students grabbed canes, floggers, belts, imprint paddles, needles, a violet wand, a spiked e-stim paddle, a sharpened wartenberg wheel, whips, crops, a cat ‘o nine, and various types of clamps. Moving to the back of the room, she waited for the rest of the students to form lines and then stepped into the pain gauntlet meant to prove she wasn’t as hardcore a masochist as she claimed. A swat of a SLUT imprint paddle to the ass and cane to the breasts was followed by the pins of the wartenberg wheel rolling up her back as the hard leather tips of a cat ‘o nine digging into her vulva had the orgasm gushing from her in torrents.

		A slender brunette grabbing her left breast, Ashlyn watched as a long, thin needle pierced the underside and eventually poked through the top as her girlfriend pressed a violet wand on the highest setting against her hood eliciting a second orgasm. The crack of a whip causing half the students to flinch, Ashlyn had her third orgasm as a nasty red and purple welt instantly appeared on her back from left hip to right shoulder. Another needle pierced her right breast. A flogger striking her belly was followed by a cane to the inner left thigh, a second needle through her left breast and a hard bite to her right thigh. Slowly making her way through the pain gauntlet, she took every poke, swat, pinch, slap, and strike with a pleasure-filled moan leaving a trail of pussy juices as she went, she made it to the end having orgasmed an impressive nine times.

		“Congratulations!” Professor Brianna exclaimed. “You really are a masochist and worthy to bear the Goddess Inanna’s symbols.”

		“T-Thank you, Professor,” Ashlyn panted.

		You’re welcome, slave, and thanks for proving what a painslut you truly are. Everyone put your toys back in the locker while I remove the needles and prepare her for being marked as one of the Goddess’ obedient servants,” Professor Brianna said as she walked up to the beaten and battered Ashlyn. Slowly circling her student, she smiled. “They really did a number on you didn’t they? How are you feeling?”

		“Like this student died and gone to masochist heaven, Professor.

		Grabbing the end of a needle, Professor Brianna slowly pulled downward immediately causing her student to moan. “Does that feel good?”

		“Mmmm... it feels amazing, Professor!” As the second needle slid free the purring intensified. And by the time the third one was halfway out she had her tenth orgasm.

		“By the Goddess! I’ve seen many a masochist in my time, but you’re on a whole other level. You truly are a slave to pain aren’t you?”

		“Y-Yes Professor!” Ashlyn moaned as the last needle slid free.

		Disposing of the needles in a biohazard container on the top shelf of the locker, Professor Brianna picked up a bottle of 91% rubbing alcohol and a white cloth which she used to wipe Ashlyn’s entire body down to orgasms eleven and twelve. “Is there anything that doesn’t get you off, slave?”

		“N-Not... uuhhnnn... not that I’ve f-found, Professor!”

		“It’s going to take a few hours to give you all your marks so we’ll get started right now and we’ll pick up the history lesson tomorrow,” Professor Brianna said to the entire class. “You’re all free to leave at noon or you may stay and watch as your Mistresses permit. Ashlyn, you will sit at your desk and wait for me to set up.”

		“Yes Professor.”

		“The first symbol you’ll be receiving today is the eight-pointed star which represents Inanna’s astral aspect as the planet Venus and reflects her liminal nature as a boundary-crosser. Then you’ll be tattooed with her on a lion’s back signifying her fierce warlike nature and dominance over all. Then you’ll be given the reed post signifying fertility and abundance. After that comes the amurdinnu which is the Akkadian word for a wild rose with pronounced thorns symbolizing both a loving mother of fertility and a harsh bloody warrior. Then comes the dove and owl which are associated with her roles as a goddess of love and a harbinger of the underworld respectively. And finally, the lapis lazuli – her sacred stone, symbolizing her divine authority. Any questions?”

		“Will they all be tattoos, Professor?”

		“They will. Is that going to be a problem?”

		“No problem at all, Professor. This student was just curious,” Ashlyn said while watching Brianna setting up all of the equipment necessary to do the job.

		“This student isn’t into pain like her girlfriend, but can I be given the symbols as well, Professor?” Nyla asked.

		“Only those able to make it through the pain gauntlet can receive the symbols,” Professor Brianna answered.

		“I... this student... this student will try, Professor.”

		“If you fail you’ll be booted from the course and won’t be able to retake it until the next one begins.”

		“I understand, Professor, and I’m still willing to try.”

		“You heard her students. Grab your toys and form the lines. Ashlyn you’ll be first in line so that I can get started on your marks right away.”

		Getting up without hesitation, Ashly went to the locker and grabbed three long needles which she placed between her fingers. Giving her girlfriend a wicked grin, she got into position and waited. Once the lines were formed, she lifted Nyla’s right breast, placed the tips of the needles against the underside, and then slowly pushed upward.

		Straining so hard against the horrific pain that her every muscle trembled, Nyle closed her eyes and wailed as the needles pierced her breast while another student pushed three more through the left. As metal sank deeper, she threw her head back and squirt so hard in orgasm it looked as if she was pissing. A cattle prod to the right hip was joined by a hard swat of the cane to her back. The tip of a whip cracking against her vulva dropped Nyla to her knees in orgasm leaving her ass ripe for the paddle. Shakily getting to her feet, she was bitten on the left breast so hard the teeth indentations would last for days and the bruising weeks longer. Metallic claws raking from right hip to left shoulder left four long cuts deep enough to bleed and in time leave scars of her endurance.

		In far more pain than she ever thought she could tolerate, Nyla pushed herself forward. A needle through the clit – not the hood, but the sensitive bundle of nerves and pleasure itself, caused her to wail in agony even as the orgasm shop from her. Swats of the cane, paddle, flogger, and whip. Slaps, bites, clamps, and being zapped with electricity. Entering a headspace where pain became pleasure, she felt her body moving but had no recollection of commanding it to do so all while the orgasms flowed uncontrollably.

		Although she wasn’t supposed to, an overly zealous blonde student grabbed six of the longest, thickest needles from the professor’s body modification kit. Using the ones already in Nyla’s left breast as guide, she pushed them through stretching the holes wide enough for the placement of jewelry. While Nyla wailed and thrashed about in orgasm, the student used the other three needles on the right – managing to get them all the way through before being tackled to the floor.

		“You fucked up big time!” Professor Brianna seethed. “Breaking multiple rules is the least of your worries!”

		“It... it hurts l-like hell, P-Pro-Professor, but I don’t...” looking down at the thick needles now poking several inches out of each breast, Nyla groaned. “Do you... do they make barbells or tunnels long enough to fill the holes?”

		“Are you sure that’s what you want?”

		“N-No, but I know enough about piercings to know holes this large won’t close on their own and I’d rather not have surgery on my breasts so if you have them then please use them on me, Professor,” Nyla said as she got onto her knees. “As for her... I think... I think she should have the same thing done and then she should be banned from the resort for life!”

		“Then that’ll be her punishment.”

		“You can’t force me to get pierced!”

		“Says the idiot that forced Nyla to get pierced,” Professor Brianna shot back. “Also, you signed up to be treated and trained as a sex slave so there’s no force involved.”

		“Then I didn’t force her!” the student countered.

		“If you were a Mistress that would be true, but slaves are not permitted to use other slaves as they see fit and you know it. Now, you can accept her punishment, or you can be restrained until the police arrive to take you into custody for forced mutilation and you can bet your ass we’ll prosecute to the fullest extent of the law.”

		“I’ll take my chances in court!”

		“Suit yourself,” Brianna shrugged. “Celeste, would you grab two sets of cuffs from the locker for me?”

		“Of course, Professor,” the shy redhead answered.

		“Place one set on her wrists and the other around her ankles and make sure they’re nice and tight. As for you, your punishment will be one thousand swats of the cane to be administered by the victim at one hundred swats per day followed by being branded as a sadistic predator. You’ll also receive the resort’s banishment brand. Once all of that is done in accordance to the documents you signed upon entry, the police will be called and we’ll do everything in our extensive power to ensure you end up in prison where you belong.”

		“You can’t force me to...”

		“Shut the fuck up!” Professor Brianna cut her student off. “You broke the rules and only have yourself to blame for the consequences of your actions. Nyla, you’ve proven yourself every bit the masochist as your girlfriend so take a seat next to her and I’ll give you the symbols you’ve earned.”

		“Thank you, Professor.

		“Given the nature of your piercings I’ll take care of the tunnels before anything else, and then you’ll give this useless slave her first one hundred swats.”

		“Fuck that bullshit! Per the contracts we all signed I have the right to leave anytime I want so you can’t force me to stay and you sure as hell can’t force me to allow that cunt to cane me a thousand times so release me right now or so help me God this’ll be the last thing either of you ever do!” the now scared and irate student threatened.

		“Again, it’s not force when you’re contractually obligated to follow the rules and accept accountability for your actions. If you want to take it to court we’ll happily drag your name through the mud for all the world to see.”

		“Professor, as an investigative journalist that has looked into a great many laws, especially how they pertain to bdsm, I have to say you’re walking a very dangerous line,” Ashlyn said. “While the contracts and other documents are written in such a way as to make them completely legal, any document containing a clause requiring physical violence, torture, or bodily harm is illegal and unenforceable so as much as I’d love to see her pay for what she did to my girlfriend and owner, the document of discipline we all signed is, well, illegal and the last thing I want is to see this place shut down over giving that bitch everything she deserves.”

		“I’m not going to argue contract law with you or anyone else. The fact of the matter is, she violated our rules and...”

		“I’m sorry to cut you off, Professor, but Ashlyn is right and if you do this Sapphic Sanctuary may be closed for good so forget caning or piercing her and just call the police and have her arrested for mutilating my breasts,” Nyla pleaded. “We’ll be here for the next few months and with your help I fully intend on having her prosecuted to the fullest extent of the law.”

		“Everyone here is witness to what happened so take your seats and wait for the police to arrive to take your statements,” Professor Brianna commanded. “And as for you... you should count yourself lucky they’re far kinder than me because I’d have flayed your sorry excuse for a hide off without a second thought.”
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		Notified that the police were called and why, Goddess Olivia met a trio of female officers at the gates and escorted them into the resort and to the classroom where they found everyone seated quietly as Professor Brianna was just placing the last of the long, thick tunnels in Nyla’s left breast. Eyes going to the bound and gagged blonde in the corner, the owner of the Sapphic Sanctuary sighed. “Would you like to tell me what’s going on and why the police have been called to my resort?”

		“Of course, Goddess,” Brianna replied. “Nyla here was going through a gauntlet to earn the marks Inanna when Heather over there took it upon herself to break the rules by grabbing several needles from my kit and shoving them though Nyla’s breasts causing unnecessary pain and mutilation in direct violation of the rules and law. She wishes to press charges and so the police were called.”

		“We do have cameras recording everything so is that what really happened, Nyla?”

		“Y-Yes, Goddess. Other students pushed the thin play needles through my breasts and then that... Heather, grabbed the really thick needles and using the already placed play needles as a guide, pushed them into my right breast and before anyone could stop her she did the same to the left.”

		“I will add, Goddess, that before Ashlyn’s pain gauntlet began I strictly forbid the students from using anything in the body modification kit and the video will show that command,” Professor Brianna explained.

		“So was Nyla going through the gauntlet or Nyla?” Olivia asked.

		“Apologies, Goddess. Ashlyn went through the gauntlet first and then Nyla asked to try it afterward and that’s when Heather used the needles on her. She, Nyla that is, said she knew enough about piercings to know the holes would never close on their own and she didn’t want surgery so asked that I place the tunnels which, as you can see for yourselves required some of the largest tunnels we have to properly fill.”

		“And you want to press charges against her?” a cute and obviously uncomfortable brunette officer asked.

		“I do. And if I remember my law I want her charged with aggravated assault and battery resulting in grievous bodily harm,” Nyla answered.

		“And everything else on your body?”

		“Asked for and earned as part of the gauntlet, Ma’am. The only thing I didn’t ask for were the huge needles Heather used to make multiple three-eighths inch holes in my breasts.”

		“Once we’re finished here you’ll be taken to the hospital to make sure she didn’t hit anything that might cause you to bleed out or make future lactation impossible,” Olivia said.

		“Yes, Goddess, Nyla replied.

		“Bailey and Olsen, if you’ll take the suspect to the car I’ll stay here and take statements,” the uncomfortable Officer Mollie Harris suggested.

		“Yes Ma’am,” Officer Bailey replied.

		“So, what exactly is this gauntlet you spoke of?” Officer Harris asked.

		“If you’d like to strip out of uniform we can give you a firsthand experience,” Professor Brianna suggested.

		“Excuse me?”

		“Just explain it to her,” Goddess Olivia commanded.

		“Yes, Goddess. I was only teasing by the way, but it would’ve been pretty nice to see such a cute member of law enforcement subjecting herself to a pain gauntlet. Which is what Ashlyn and Nyla were doing of their own free will. Basically, the one wishing to partake stands at the back of the class and in order to succeed must make it to the front though every other student using various toys and accessories on them. If they make it they earn the marks of Inanna and extra credit, but if they fail they immediately fail the course and must wait three weeks to start take it again. The course, not the pain gauntlet which is completely voluntary and not at all required to pass.”

		“When you say toys and accessories can you elaborate on that?”

		“Sure, students, please grab the items from the locker and form lines,” Brianna commanded and without hesitation all of the students save Ashlyn and Nyla obeyed.

		Eyes going wide, Officer Mollie Harris watched as 30 women grabbed everything from canes and floggers, to needles and violet wands from the large open locker and then form two lines down the middle of the classroom. “I see. And all of that was used on you of your own free will?”

		“Yes Ma’am,” Ashlyn and Nyla both answered.

		“I’ll never understand some people.”

		“Don’t knock it till you try it, Ma’am,” Nyla shot back. “Have you ever been spanked, caned, or had your nipples clamped?”

		“No.”

		“Have you ever been playfully bitten, engaged in needle play or electro-stimulation?”

		“God no!”

		“Then how can you judge me or anyone else for doing what they enjoy?” Ashlyn asked.

		“Everyone is lined up ready to go so why not see how far you can make it through the gauntlet before judging our choice in sexual pleasures?” Nyla suggested. “Go on, get to the back of the room and let them show you the pleasure there is in pain. You don’t even need to strip. Just get in line and see how far you can make it.”

		Whether it was the pressure of so many women staring at her in judgement, or out of some morbid curiosity to see if she could actually do it, Officer Mollie Harris moved to the back of the class and no sooner did she take a single step forward and feel the burning sting of the metal claws raking across her breasts as a whip cracked across her back, then she regretted the decision. Stumbling forward, she took a hard swat of the cane to her breasts and a long press of a cattle prod to her vulva that dropped her to her knees orgasming so much it looked as if she had pissed herself. Uniform top ruined, it was ripped open so that celeste could roll three extremely sharp wartenberg wheels across the officer’s belly. Flogger to the back. Pants and panties yanked down, she watched in horror as a series of seven thin needles went into her left outer labia and out the right which were then corked to prevent them poking her or slipping free as the gauntlet continued. Several extremely hard bites to various body parts was followed by weights attached to the needles in her labia causing the holes to ever-so-slightly enlarge causing her to have five more back-to-back orgasms leaving her lightheaded and completely confused at what was happening any why her body and mind were acting in direct opposition.

		“Congratulations, Officer!” Professor Brianna exclaimed. “You made it through the pain gauntlet earning yourself the six marks of Inanna. But seeing as how you’re not actually a student, and with Goddess Olivia’s permission, I’ll instead allow you to select two of them to receive.”

		“I... this is... I can’t believe I just... oh God!” Mollie groaned as she looked down at her beaten and battered body.

		“Thank you for going through the gauntlet. Hopefully this gives you a better understanding why we did it,” Nyla said.

		“I’ve never orgasmed to pain in my life!”

		“Neither have I until my girlfriend taught me how possible it was. There’s a very fine line between pleasure and pain and today you just experienced one as the other and your mind is blown. Does this mean you’re a masochist that will forever feel pleasure from pain? No idea. But at least you now know it’s possible.”

		“These are the marks of Inanna,” Brianna said as she laid out several templates. “Pick the two that you want and I’ll give them to you right away.”

		“And what if I don’t want any of them?”

		“Then that’s your choice, but did you really go through all of that pain just to back out now?”

		“Fine, I’ll take this one and that one,” Mollie said, pointing to the 8-pointed star and the amurdinnu.

		“Good choices. Go ahead and take a seat and I’ll get started.”

		“This student knows it’s extreme, Professor, but I’d like the breast tunnels as well,” Ashlyn said.

		“Of course you do. I’ll give them to you after I finish everything else.”

		“Thank you, Professor. And apologies, Goddess, but it seems we’re going to be here for a while.”

		“That’s okay. Given the circumstances I have...” The door opening, everyone turned to see Officers Bailey and Olsen walk in, take one look at their now naked coworker, and then stop dead in their tracks.

		“What in God’s name is going on in here?” Officer Sasha Bailey demanded to know. “Why are you naked and beaten all to hell?” she added as her hand went to the hilt of her pistol.

		“Whoa!” Mollie exclaimed as she put a hand up. “I know it looks bad, but this was of my own doing. Why are you here? You’re supposed to be taking the suspect back to the station.”

		“Collier is doing just that. We came back to help with the witness statements,” Officer Tiffany Olsen explained. How in God’s name are you going to explain this to Baxter?: she asked, referring to their Captain. “Your uniform is in tatters.”

		“Just the top,” Mollie winced as the tattoo needles deposited ink under the skin. “I have another in my cruiser. Besides, uniforms ger stained and damaged all the time so no big deal.”

		“What is she tattooing on your side?” Officer Bailey asked.

		“An eight-pointed star and then a flower. And before you ask, yes, I’m going to sit right here and let her finish while I recuperate from what the students did to me. The two of you can start taking statements.”

		“Or you can strip naked and take the pain gauntlet for yourselves,” Goddess Olivia suggested.

		“I think we’ll stick to our jobs and remain professional if it’s all the same to you,” Olsen replied.

		“Your choice,” Olicia shrugged indifferently.

		“You have seven needles through your outer labia and two in ach nipple. Would you like them removed and cleaned, or replaced with jewelry?”

		“The holes are there so might as well add jewelry,” Mollie answered.

		“Jesus Christ!” Bailey exclaimed. “Are you serious right now?”

		“The damage is done and I like the look of it on them so why not?”

		“Your body, your choice, but you do realize all of this has to go into the report, right? Baxter isn’t going to be happy about any of this.”

		“With all due respect what I have done to my own body is none of the Captain’s business,” Mollie countered.

		“It is when you do it on the clock. Christ, Harris, what the hell were you thinking?” Olsen asked.

		“How about the two of you stop worrying about me and do your jobs?”

		“How about you stop acting like a fucking sex slave and do yours?” Officer Bailey shot back.

		“Students, put everything away and answer any and all questions these officers might have for you,” Brianna commanded as she continued tattooing Mollie’s right side.

		The lines breaking, a pale-skinned brunette named Gina turned allowing the cat ‘o nine in her left hand to ‘accidentally’ strike Officer Bailey in her uniformed vulva causing her to leap back and yelp.

		“Ghaahhgghhh!” Sasha wailed as even through pants and panties the hardened leather tips bit into her womanhood.

		“Sorry, I didn’t mean to do that,” Gina apologized even as another student caned Officer Olsen’s ass.

		“Apologies, Ma’am, but it’s so crowded in here we’re bound to accidentally hit one another so you might want to step aside to avoid any further incidents.”

		Backing up, Officer Olsen immediately yelped and then dropped to her knees as a cattle prod hit her in the left thigh. “God damn son of a bitch! What the actually fuck do you think you’re doing?” she seethed in humiliated anger.

		“You’re the one that back onto it, Ma’am. Also, is that an orgasm making your pants wet or did you piss yourself?”

		“That’s enough!” Officer Bailey shouted. “All of you will drop whatever you’re holding and move to the back of the room!”

		“Actually, the two of you will move to the back of the room while they put the toys away,” Goddess Olivia countered. “And if you raise your voices to me or my patrons again I’ll have a nice long conversation with Chief Kellerman about your woefully unprofessional behavior. If you don’t want that to happen then you’ll strip butt naked and accept fifty swats of the cane to your asses and ten to your breasts following the same rules of discipline as every other guest. So, what’ll it be, Officers? Risk of losing your jobs, or being punished for your unprofessional behavior?”

		“As if the Chief would listen to you,” Officer Olsen scoffed.

		“Did I mention Janine is my sister?” Goddess Olivia asked. “Yeah, pretty sure she’ll listen to everything I have to say and take the video evidence into account as well. But if you accept the punishment I promise this’ll stay between us.”

		“So, you’re blackmailing us?”

		“Not even remotely. I’m simply offering you an alternative to losing your jobs. I’ll give you five minutes to decide.

		“This is fucking bullshit!” Officer Olsen said as she unbuttoned her uniform shirt. “If this gets out I swear to god there won’t be a body to find.”

		“What are you doing?” Officer Bailey asked.

		“I’m taking the damn swats and I suggest you do the same.”

		“Strip butt naked and then assume the wall position,” Goddess Olivia commanded. “Professor Brianna can explain what that is while I go fetch the paperwork necessary for this to happen.”

		“Since Professor Brianna is occupied this student can show them the wall position, Goddess,” Ashlyn offered.

		“That’s fine.”

		“Thank you, Goddess.” Getting up from her chair – the long dildos sliding from her pussy and asshole, Ashlyn walked up to the two sexy officers and smiled. “When you’re naked come to the back of the room and get into the same position I’ll be in.” And with that, she continued to a section of blank wall to the left of the doorway leading to a utility room and bathrooms. Placing her hands shoulder height, she moved her feet back and apart until nearly bent at the waist.

		Grinding her teeth together so hard they hurt; Officer Bailey reluctantly began stripping for no other reason than she did not want this incident staining an otherwise clean record and reputation. Silently staring at the floor, she picked up her uniform and then placed everything in one of the empty lockers. “Anyone going near out uniforms will be arrested,” she threatened everyone within earshot as she moved to the back of the room where she got into position to Ashlyn’s right. A moment later Officer Olsen got into position to the student’s left.

		∞ ∞ ∞

		Returning with two folders, Goddess Olivia walked up to Officers Bailey and Olsen. “Turn around and take a seat,” she commanded.

		“On those things?” Tiffany asked.

		“I’m not going to spend all night arguing. You’ll do as you’re told or we can take this straight to Chief Kellerman,” Olivia said as she dropped the folders onto desks. “Once you’ve read and signed everything three student and myself will add our names as witnesses. You’ll then get back into position for your swats.”

		“You mentioned rules of discipline. Are you going to tell us what those are?” Sasha asked.

		“That’s one of the documents you’ll need to read and sign so pay attention as that’s the only time they’ll be explained.”

		Lubing the dildos, Tiffany and Sasha lowered themselves onto the long, thick silicone cocks – both of them taking about ten minutes bouncing up and down to Tiffany having two orgasms and Sasha three, before they were able to take the full lengths. Bodies red from humiliation, they opened the folders and began reading. Consent forms. Liability waivers. The rules of discipline spelling out in no uncertain terms exactly how they would be punished and the consequences for refusal and/or failure tailored to their specific situation. Signing them all, they shut the folders and then handed them back to Goddess Olivia who opened then back up and made sure everything was in order before having six students – three for each set of documents, sign as witnesses before she added hers to the line.

		“I’ll start with the marks and then you’ll be caned on the ass and breasts,” Olivia explained. “Several positions were depicted in the paperwork. Stand for inspection. If you move or make a noise your punishment will be doubled. Is that understood?”

		“Yes, Goddess,” the two embarrassed officers answered as they stood and got into position with feet spread shoulder width apart and hands clasped behind their heads.

		Quickly setting up, Olivia places templates on Sasha and Tiffany’s mounds and then starting with Officer Bailey, began tattooing FREE USE FUCKPIG around an adorably cute pig’s head. Giving Officer Olsen an identical tattoo, she then moved back to Sasha. Putting on a thick leather glove, she withdrew a short metal rod from an insulated container of dry ice, lined it up perfectly with the tattoo, and then pressed it into place – holding it for an entire minute before pulling it away and revealing permanently branded skin that, with the ink underneath, gave it the appearance of being 3D. Repeating the process with Tiffany, she then commanded the officers back into the wall position.

		“Since I don’t want to be here all night, I will administer Officer Sasha Bailey’s discipline and Ashlyn will administer Officer Tiffany Olsen’s. Ashlyn, please grab a cane from the locker.”

		“Yes Goddess.”

		“You’ll give Officer Olsen fifty swats to the ass and ten to the breasts as a baseline to be adjusted in accordance with the rules of discipline. Is that understood?”

		“Understood, Goddess. That being said, may this student please ask a favor?”

		“You may.”

		“Thank you, Goddess. This student is left handed so may I ask to cane Officer Bailey instead, or to have them switch places so I can administer as effective discipline as possible?”

		“I’m fine switching officers. I’ll cane Olsen and you may cane Bailey.”

		“Thank you, Goddess,” Ashlyn said as she grabbed a cane from the locker.

		

	
		8

		

		The next day...

		Called to Chief Janine Kellerman’s office before even arriving at the station, Tiffany, Sasha, and Mollie knew their proverbial gooses were cooked and all three of them independently placed the blame on the owner of the Sapphic Sanctuary – Goddess Oliva Breckenridge, for going back on her promise. Showing up within minutes of each other, they entered the elevator at virtually the same time. Looking at each other, they all sighed in unison.

		“That fucking bitch ratted us out!” Officer Bailey seethed in undisguised rage.

		“Seems that way,” Officer Olsen replied.

		“We don’t know anything yet so let’s keep our cool and see why we’re here before placing blame,” a visibly exhausted and in pain Officer Harris suggested.

		“Oh come on, there’s only one reason all three of us would be called to the Chief’s office and that’s because that fucking cunt ratted us out,” Officer Bailey countered as the elevator slowed to a stop. Stepping out, the three officers walked down the hall and Mollie lightly knocked on the door.

		“Enter,” Chief Kellerman called out.

		Pushing the door open, Mollie stepped into the large office where 39-year-old Chief Janine Kellerman sat behind her neatly organized desk. “You wanted to see us, Ma’am?”

		“Take a seat,” Kellerman said, motioning to the three chairs opposite her.

		Barely concealing their anger, Sasha and Tiffany sat on the ends leaving the middle chair for a more reserved and carefully moving Mollie.

		“I’m not one to beat around the bush or sugarcoat anything so I’ll just get right to it,” Chief Kellerman continued. “Would the three of you like to tell me exactly what happened yesterday?”

		“I fucking told you that bitch ratted us out!” Sasha replied.

		“And what bitch would that be?” the Chief calmly asked.

		“As if you don’t know! I don’t care if she’s your sister! She swore she’d keep the video to herself!”

		“Let me stop you right there. Yes, Olivia is my sister, but she didn’t show me anything. Per the agreement we have with the resort, anytime the police are called for action I log into the system to make sure everything is above board so I watched everything playing out for myself. I’ll also add that I read your reports and only one of you told the whole unedited truth so thank you for that, Mollie. Now, would you like to give me one reason I shouldn’t fire all three of you for actions unbecoming an officer of the law?”

		“I can’t speak for them, Ma’am, but nothing I did was illegal. Unprofessional? Absolutely. But not illegal,” Officer Harris replied. “Yes, it happened while on duty, and for that I sincerely apologize and accept whatever disciplinary actions you deem appropriate, but everything they did to me is completely hidden under my uniform.

		“Nothing we did was illegal either!” Tiffany said. “If you watched the videos then you would’ve seen with your own eyes that those students purposefully struck us and we did what was necessary to attempt to regain control of the situation. Were we unprofessional? I don’t think so.”

		“I agree,” Sasha added. Even so, we accepted being disciplined for no other reason than to maintain the peace.”

		“No, you accepted being discipline for no other reason than to save your own asses,” Chief Kellerman countered. “If you couldn’t regain control of the situation you should’ve called for backup as is protocol. You don’t strip naked and put your uniforms and service pistols in an unsecure locker where any of those women could’ve grabbed it and done the unthinkable! You don’t subject yourselves to brutal beatings, piercings, tattooing, or branding on department time! And you sure as hell don’t falsify your reports in an attempt to cover for your great many mistakes! As for your punishment...” taking a deep breath, Janine slowly exhaled before continuing. “Formal reprimands will be placed on your records. Mollie, you will be suspended without pay for thirty days. Sasha and Tiffany, you will be suspended without pay for ninety days effective immediately. When you return from your suspension you’ll be required to take a refresher course on department protocol. Now hand in your badges and firearms and get out of my office,” the Chief of Police said with undisguised disappointment.

		“This is compete bullshit!” Sasha raged. “You can’t suspend us without a union rep present!”

		“Actually, I can and did so hand in your badge and firearm while it’s only ninety days.”

		Not knowing when to quit, Sasha removed her badge and firearm which she slammed on the Chief’s desk. “Fuck you! Fuck this department! And especially fuck your bitch of a sister! She better hope like hell I never see her out alone because it’ll be the last fucking thing she ever does!”

		Without batting an eye or raising her voice, Chief Janine Kellerman pressed the intercom button built into her desk. Commander Mason, kindly send two supervisors to my office with cuffs.” Releasing the button, she looked directly into Sasha’s soulless eyes. If you think three years on the force and a union rep are going to protect you from this then you’re even crazier than you’re letting on. You didn’t just break department policy; you committed a class one misdemeanor against my sister and not for the first time as video evidence will show you threatening her yesterday as well. Olsen, Harris, you’re suspensions are effective immediately so get out of my office.”

		While Tiffany left without saying another word, Mollie blocked the door in case her fellow officer decided to make a break for it. “I understand the situation we find ourselves in, Ma’am, and I’ll leave if that’s really what you want me to do, but I’d feel a whole lot better staying until officers arrive to take her into custody.”

		“I appreciate your concern, Officer Harris, but as wild and angry as she is I don’t think she’s going to risk decades behind bars doing something stupid,” Chief Kellerman said even as she moved Officer Bailey’s firearm out of reach. “You may leave now.”

		“As you wish, Ma’am, and for what it’s worth I really am sorry for my actions yesterday and will spend the rest of my career making up for it.”

		“And I truly believe that. Now go home and recuperate from what you went through and I’ll see you in thirty days.”

		“Yes Ma’am.” Giving her friend and fellow officer one last look of disapproval,” Mollie opened the door and stepped aside as two captains walked down the hallway in her direction. Letting them in, she stepped out feeling the knot of anxiety tightening in her chest. Making it to the elevator, she slumped against the wall and fought back the tears on the quick ride down. Leaving the station as quickly as possible, she got into her car and drove home questioning everything that brought her to this humiliating and degrading point in her life.

		Arrested for making multiple witnessed and recorded credible threats to the Chief of Police’s civilian sister, Officer Sasha Bailey was relieved of duty and taken into custody. Marched through the station in disgrace, she was booked and placed into a cell pending a full investigation. All the while screaming even more threats and blaming everyone but herself.

		With three months to think about her actions, but only needing as long as it took for her to change out of her uniform and into a pair of jeans and a tee shirt, Tiffany got into her car and left the station, but instead of going home she drove straight to the Sapphic Sanctuary where she asked for and was granted a meeting with the owner. Escorted by two athletically built lesbians wearing security uniforms, she thanked them and then entered Goddess Olivia’s large office to see her hanging up the phone.

		“Morning, Tiffany, what brings you by today?”

		“Morning, Goddess. First, I want to thank you for seeing me on such short notice. And second, for what it’s worth I want to apologize for my actions yesterday.”

		“You paid for it with a branded tattoo, a hundred and fifty-seven swats to the ass and another thirty-nine to your breasts so you have nothing to apologize for.”

		“Still, the way we all acted was unprofessional, disrespectful, and downright embarrassing and I for one regret how things played out and strive to better myself which is why, with your permission, I’d like to spend the entirety of my ninety day suspension here learning and being trained in the bdsm lifestyle.”

		“Full disclosure, that was Chief Kellerman I was speaking with when you entered and after informing me of the threats to my life she strongly advised I get a restraining order against you and Officer Bailey. The fact that you’re here sincerely and genuinely apologizing and asking to be trained as a sex slave tells me Sasha was the source of the threats and you were just lumped in. Is that a fair assessment?”

		“Yes Goddess. I’ve never once threatened yours or anyone else’s life and never will, but I’m sure yesterday’s actions and outbursts are why the Chief thought it necessary to include me. And if that’s what you wish to do I won’t fight it, but as sincere and genuine as my apology is, so too is my desire to better myself through learning and training so I humbly ask that you allow me to stay.”

		“There are fees involved and even with the discount we offer to law enforcement it isn’t cheap.”

		“I’m more concerned with failing myself and the community I swore to protect and serve than the cost of staying here for a few months, Goddess. All I ask is that you please give me the chance to prove myself to you and the small slice of the community that is also here to learn and be trained.”

		“Very well. If you wish to spend three months being trained as a lesbian sex slave who am I to argue? But Officer Bailey will never step foot in my resort again.”

		“Full disclosure, I’m seriously doubting our friendship as well, Goddess. I’ve known Sasha since we were five and she’s always been short-tempered, but this is too far even for her and I no longer wish to be associated with someone so unpredictable and volatile.”

		“You’ll have the next three months to think about it. Have a seat, and we’ll get started with the paperwork.”

		“Thank you, Goddess.” Though she was not commanded to do so, Tiffany saw the huge dildos attached to the seat she was instructed to sit on and immediately stripped naked. Though the bulk of the welts were gone, the worst of them still stood out across her ass and breasts as did the branded tattoo adorning her mound. Taking an offered bottle of lube, she lightly coated the silicone cock destined for her ass before slowly lowering herself onto them with a soft moan.

		“They’re a bit larger than the ones you took yesterday so take your time and we’ll begin once you’re fully seated.”

		“Y-Yes Goddess,” Tiffany purred as the toys slid deeper. Though thicker than the ones she took in the classroom the day before, she wanted to get to the paperwork as quickly as possible so after closing her eyes, she grabbed the arms of the chair, and then pulled herself down until her ass was touching leather. “Oh sweet fucking Jesus!”

		“Everything okay?”

		“Y-Yes, Goddess! I can’t believe how good being stretched open feels.”

		“Wait until you’re being fisted.”

		“I c-can’t wait, Goddess.”

		∞ ∞ ∞

		Returning to the resort after a visit to Doctor Erica Caine – one of Olivia’s closest friends, Ashlyn and Nyla went straight to their owner’s office where, upon entering, they saw Tiffany in the process of going through the thick stack of paperwork necessary to undergo training. “Pardon us, Goddess, we didn’t know you were busy,” Nyla apologized.

		“It’s alright, slave. Tiffany here has asked to spend the next three months being trained and I’ve accepted. That being said, since she’s now also my slave the three of you will be sharing a cabin. Is that going to be an issue?”

		“No issue at all, Goddess,” Ashlyn answered without hesitation. “Here are the documents you requested from Doctor Caine,” she added as she held a folder out to her owner. “By sheer luck, Heather completely missed anything vital and while they look pretty nasty right now, Doctor Caine believes they’ll heal without too much trouble As you’ll see in the paperwork, she recommends two to four weeks of recovery time without anything being done to our breasts.”

		“Sounds reasonable to me,” Olivia said as she took the folder from her slave in training. “And everything else?”

		“I required a total of seven stitches from the deepest cuts from the whip and Ashlyn received eleven,” Goddess,” Nyla answered. “As for everything else, it should heal with minimal to no scarring before we’re cleared to resume training. And as per your instructions we’ll be visiting Doctor Caine twice a week to ensure we heal as smoothly as possible.”

		Looking back over her right shoulder, Tiffany slowly exhaled. “I honestly don’t remember if I said or did anything against either of you yesterday, but if I did I’m sincerely sorry for whatever it may have been and swear I’ll do whatever it takes to make things right between us.”

		“I can’t recall you saying or doing anything directly against me so as far as I’m concerned we’re good,” Ashlyn replied.

		“Same,” Nyla added.

		“Yesterday you seemed adamantly against bdsm, so what changed between then and now?” Ashlyn asked.

		“Honestly, it took being suspended for three months for what happened yesterday for me to finally open my eyes and see just how destructive a path I was headed down. Sasha has rubbed off on me in the worst way possible, but with her no longer in my life I want to do better by myself and the community I swore to protect and serve so I decided to start right here where it all began.”

		“So, the two of you are no longer partners?”

		“I haven’t told her yet, but as much as it’s going to hurt, after what she did this morning we’re no longer friends.”

		“That’s a story you can tell them after you’ve finished the paperwork,” Olivia cut in.

		“Of course, Goddess,” Tiffany replied.

		“As for the two of you...” Opening the bottom left drawer of her desk, Olivia reached in and pulled out a small black metal case which she then sat in front of her. Opening it, she withdrew two large red medallions with OFF LIMITS stamped into one side and filled with white pearl. “To prevent any other Mistress using you while in recovery you’ll wear these on your collars until instructed otherwise,” she explained. “They are my own personal medallions known by every Mistress in my employ so there shouldn’t be any problems, but if there is come directly to me and I’ll swiftly take care of it.”

		“As you command, Goddess,” Nyla said as she took the medallions. After handing one of them to her girlfriend, she clipped the other to the o-ring on the front of her collar. “This is going to be a very long several weeks,” she sighed.

		“How so?” Olivia asked.

		“In order to limit breast movement we can’t engage in sexual acts of any kind, Goddess,” Ashlyn explained.

		“Good thing you have your history lessons, position training, and etiquette classed to keep you occupied,” Olivia replied. “That being said, you missed your morning class through no fault of your own so you may attend the afternoon lesson to make up for it.”

		“What about meals, Goddess?” Nyla asked.

		“What about them, slave?”

		“We’re not allowed to engage in sex and part of mealtime is being fucked by dildos attached to machines that most definitely move our breasts, Goddess.”

		“I’ll inform the Muff Dive of your situation and make it clear you are not to be fucked during meals.”

		“Thank you, Goddess.”

		“You’re welcome, slave. Now you better hurry to class before you’re late.”

		“Yes, Goddess,” the girlfriends replied. Walking out of their owner’s office, they looked at each other, up at the clear blue skies above, and then out at the lesbian resort they would be calling home for the first leg of their project. “If we weren’t slated to spend time at dozens of places like this, I’d spend the next ten years here,” Nyla said as they walked in the direction of the school.

		“It would completely ruin the whole purpose of the project and prevent us from engaging in many of the fetishes we’re both looking forward to, but I also wouldn’t complain if you wanted to stay here for the rest of our lives,” Ashlyn replied. “I know it’s only been a couple of days and we’ve barely scratched the surface of what this place has to offer, but I’ve never felt more at home anywhere in my life.”

		“I couldn’t have put it better myself, babe. And you know what? The fact things have gone so far off the rails and not run completely smooth not only makes it feel more real, but funner as well.”

		“Not knowing what’s going to happen next is pretty exciting,” Ashlyn said as she gave her girlfriend a hard slap on the ass causing her to yelp more out of surprise than any real pain. “See, exciting!” she exclaimed as they approached the schoolhouse.

		“You’re just a freaking laugh a minute!” Nyla said as she pulled the door open and waved her girlfriend in. Waiting for her to pass the threshold, she punched her fist into Ashlyn’s well-used ass causing her to drop to her knees in orgasm. “You’re right, this is exciting!”

		“Jesus Christ! Did you just punch your fist up her ass?” an athletic, perky-breasted student named Wendy asked as she witness the act.

		“I did, but don’t worry, we’re girlfriends and as you can see she not only took it with ease, but loved it too,” Nyla answered as she helped Ashlyn to her feet. “Come on, babe, let’s take our seats.”

		Giving her girlfriend a kiss on the lips, Ashlyn reached back and slowly pushed her hand up Nyla’s ass to the wrist. “After you, babe!”
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