
        
            
                
            
        

    
Heretics of Hera

By Blard Hans


Chapter 1 – The Farm

I’ve always enjoyed watching the sunrise.  I might have preferred the experience even more if I had a choice in the matter but growing up on a farm meant long days and early mornings.  By 10:00, I had fed the animals and milked the Nagas.  My stomach was starting to grumble.

“Hank, have you gotten your chores done yet?” called out a stern looking woman wearing a plain dress.  She was standing on the wooden porch of our family home.

“Almost.  Be there in a minute,” I called back.

The one good thing about farm life was the huge meal we ate late morning.  Dad was an amazing cook and liked to show off.  I stopped outside the house.  I grabbed the hose and spun the wheel on the spigot until the water ran clear.  I held it over my head and let the cold water run down my body.  The late August heat was just bearable, and the days were long.  I toweled off then walked inside.  The kitchen table had been loaded with fresh bread, stew, and vegetables.  I saw two pies and hoped one was going to be Apple.

Dad waited until we were all sitting before he said grace. 

When he finished, I asked, “Dad, why do you say grace?”

He smiled at me.  “Just a reminder of home.”

I shook my head.  Dad was always telling us these fantastic stories about growing up on another planet.  I had long ago realized that they were only stories.  Once I relaxed and just let him entertain us with his made-up adventures, I found that I really enjoyed hearing all the crazy stuff.

“I wanted to talk with you, Son,” he said.  He glanced over at Mom, who nodded.  “It’s that time of year when the slavers come around.”

I perked up.  ‘Did this mean what I hoped it did?’ I wondered.

“Your mom and I have been talking.  If you still want to try and compete…”

“I do!”

A large grin spread out on Mom’s face.

Dad leaned back.  “Don’t be hasty, Son.  This could be a life altering decision.”

“Melvin, he’s of age now.  Several of his friends have already gone.  It’s only natural that he wants to explore everything.  Afterwards, he can decide if Freetown is the life he wants or if he wants something more.”

Dad grumbled.  “I know.”

Mom looked at Dad for a minute then asked, “Did something happen?”

The large frown that had been threatening on Dad’s face made it down to his mouth. “Did you hear about the Jocobsons?  Joan died.  The government seized their farm before she was even cold in the ground.”

“That’s terrible.  What are Mr. Jocobson and the two boys supposed to do?” I asked.

Dad just shook his head.

“It’s not fair that men have no rights here,” Mom said.  “He will need to find another woman or try to make it share cropping.”

We ate in relative silence.  My mind kept going back to all the conversations my friends and I had about what it would be like to be a slave.  Fantastic stories had come back to Freetown about the wild sex and freedom that being a slave was like.  I helped clear the table after we finished.  I noticed that Dad was unusually quiet.

“Finish your chores before you go and play with your friends,” he said.

I know he didn’t like the thought of me going through slave training, but it was something that I had wanted for the last two years.

“Have you said anything to Lynn yet?” Mom asked.

“No.  I was going to do that tonight when we go on our date,” I said.

Dad started to say something but stopped when Mom cut in, “You should tell her right away.”

“I will.”

I arrived at the Burger Shed around 7:00.  Mikey, Jake and Todd were sitting at one of the picnic tables when I walked over.

“Hey, Hank,” Todd said.  His tall frame and athletic build made him the natural choice for Prom King.

I sat down with them.  We’d been friends since the 6th grade.

“Thought you’d be meeting up with Lynn tonight,” Mikey said.  He was much shorter than I was and already had a pot belly.

“We’re supposed to meet here,” I said.

“You still going to the competition?” Mikey asked.

“Oh yeah.  Dad doesn’t want me to go but Mom is cool with it.  How about you two?  Still going?”

Todd shook his head.  “I’ve thought about it a lot since we last talked.  I think I will stay here another year.  Dad needs the help and I…I just haven’t decided if that is the life I want.”

“I’m in,” Mikey said.

“Cool,” I said.  Inside, I was thinking, ‘Maybe you’ll finally get laid.’

Todd looked over at the Shack and nodded slightly. 

I turned to see a blonde girl walking towards us.  She was wearing tight jeans and a crop top.  Her doughy midsection was muffin topping over her pants.  She waved at me and smiled.  “I’ll see you guys tomorrow,” I said.

Lynn said ‘Hi’ to my friends then we walked over to order our food.  We got our order to go then headed to the river.  We sat down under our favorite tree and started digging into our burgers.  This was always my favorite time of year because it stayed light for so long.

“Did you hear about Dirk?  He sent a letter to his parents saying that training is going well and thinks he’ll graduate in another couple of months,” Lynn said.  There was an excitement in her voice that I wasn’t used to.

I grunted noncommittedly then said, “I’m going to try out for the caravan.”

“Oh my God, really?” Lynn said.  Her eyes grew wide.  “Yes!  That’s awesome.”

“So…you wouldn’t mind if I became a slave?”

Lynn shook her head enthusiastically.  “Are you kidding?  That would be so hawt.  You know, they teach a slave how to pleasure a woman in ways that neither of us could imagine.”  She stared off into the distance for a second.  When she turned back, I noticed her cheeks had more color.

“What were you thinking about?” I asked.

“I was just imagining you as my slave.  That would be amazing.  I could make you do my chores then come back and get me off whenever I wanted.”  She chuckled for a second then added, “Heck, I might even let you cum once in a while.”

“So…you wouldn’t mind if I go through training?”

Lynn reached over and put her hand on my thigh.  “I wouldn’t like it, but I would understand.  Men don’t have a lot of options here.”  She paused then asked, “Want to try it out?”

“What do you mean?”

“Let me boss you around.  Let’s see if you like it.”  There was a twinkle in her eyes.

I shrugged my shoulders and said, “I’ll give it a try if you will.”

Lynn smiled wide at me.  “Stand up and take your clothes off.”

I could feel my eyes grow wide as I double checked that I heard her correctly.  “Out here, where anyone could see us?”

“Take your clothes off,” she said sternly.

I pulled my shirt over my head and tossed it on the ground next to her.  ‘We’ve been dating for over a month and hadn’t even done it yet,’ I thought.  I had fantasized about her many times, but not like this.

Lynn stared at me with a hungry expression on her face.

I tossed my pants next to my shirt.  I dug one finger into the elastic ban of my underwear as if asking, “These too?”

Lynn nodded.  She patted the clothing next to her a few times.

I could feel myself starting to blush.  My top teeth began to scrape across my lower lip as adrenaline poured into my system.

Lynn’s eyes wandered up and down my body as I stood in front of her, naked.  “I want you to kneel on the ground right here.”  She patted the ground in front of her.

I walked over, uncomfortably aware of my nudity.  I knelt in front of her and waited.

Lynn stood up and unbuttoned her pants.  She tossed them carelessly on top of my clothing.  Her pink underwear followed, revealing a massive dark bush.  “I’m going to show you how to get me off.”

She inched her way closer to me.  There was a strange glint in her eyes as she reached down and put her hand behind my head.  With her other hand, she reached down and slowly caressed her crotch.  “You need to warm me up first.  Just because a woman is wet doesn't necessarily mean that she is turned on.”

“How can I tell the difference?” I asked.

“If it’s wet down there and slick then you’re doing good.  If it is just wet but not slick, then you need to take a lot more time.”

Lynn spread her pussy lips with her fingers.  “I want you to slowly put your tongue inside of me.  Lick your way up to the top.”  She took her hand off my head and pointed to a small spot near the top of her labia.  “This is my clit.  It’s the most sensitive spot.  Feel it with your tongue.  As it swells, it means that I am getting turned on.”

She put her hand behind my head and gently pressed me into her.  I felt the warmth of her body first.  ‘I thought there would be more of a smell or a taste but there really wasn’t,’ I realized.

As my lips touched hers, I could feel my dick starting to twitch.  Lynn kept pressing my face harder into her vajayjay as I started to slowly lick between her lips.  I felt her clit with my tongue.  As I started to concentrate on it, I heard her begin to moan softly.  Both hands were now pressing my head into her, and her hips were thrusting into me.

I put a hand on each of her butt cheeks and pulled her into me.  I started driving my tongue deeper inside and was rewarded by louder moaning.  I could feel her body move in time to her panting.

After a few minutes, I felt something wet starting to run down my cheeks.  I tried to pull back, but she kept ahold of my head.  I knew something was happening as her body suddenly became tense.  I started to alternate between licking her clit and sucking on it.

Lynn’s body began to convulse.  Liquid sprayed out on my face and ran down my chest.

I was struggling for breath as she kept my mouth tight against her vaj.  She let me go when she stopped shuddering.

I was panting. 

Lynn looked both confused and happy as she looked down at me.  A light coating of perspiration covered her face.  She put on her underwear and pants while I continued to kneel.  “Stand up,” she said.

I stood.  Lynn put her hand on my erect cock and pulled on it a few times.  “You did a good job, slave.  Now get dressed and go home.  I want you to think about me tonight.”  She finished with a wink.

I was still confused and frustrated when I arrived home.  My balls hurt but I didn’t understand why.

Dad was sitting on the couch next to Mom when I walked in.  He was reading his copy of The Naga Report.  “How was your date with Lynn?” he asked.

“Interesting.  I told her that I wanted to try and get on with the slave caravan.”

Mom leaned forward and stared into my eyes.  “How did she take it?”

“She was very excited.  She wants me to go too.”

Dad grunted and went back to reading his paper.

The next couple of days were a blur of chores and hanging out with my friends.  On the third day, I met Clark and Jake at the Burger Shed.

“Clark said that he wants to compete, too,” Jake said.

Mikey wandered over when we were about halfway through our burgers.

“Hey Mikey,” I said as he sat down.  “The three of us are going to try out this year.  Are you in?”

“Heck yeah,” Mikey said between bites of his quadruple cheeseburger.

“We were thinking of starting to train at the old soccer field a few evenings a week at 7:00,” I said.

Mikey took a big slurp from his chocolate milkshake.  “What would that involve?” he asked.

“I thought we would start with calisthenics then move to wind sprints,” Jake said.

I could see the excitement slowly fall off Mikey’s face.  “Sure,” he said.

“I talked with my cousin.  He came back for a visit after slave training.  He said that if we want to compete, we should try and start getting used to not wearing clothing,” Clark said.

Jake, Mikey, and I all exchanged glances at one another. 

After an awkward pause, I asked, “Did he say anything else about slave training?”

Clark nodded.  “Yes. He said that it was really intense.  Apparently, there is a lot of sex involved.  Some of his stories were mind blowing.”  Clark stared off in the distance for a minute as if remembering one of the stories.

Mikey stopped midbite and stared at Clark with his mouth slightly open.

I knew that Mikey had never been popular with the girls.  ‘Maybe this is just what he needs,’ I thought.

That evening, we all met at the soccer field.  Once all four of us were there, we stripped and began to do warmup drills. 

I had to do a double take when I saw Jake.  He looked ripped.  “What happened to you?  I don’t remember you having this much muscle when school ended.”

Jake half smiled.  “I’ve been bucking hay all summer.  It sucks but it does make you strong.”

During one of the breaks, Mikey asked, “Have any of you seen someone who has been a slave for a long time?”

“My second cousin had a friend that retired after being a slave for several years.  Bobby said the friend was basically mindless.  He would do anything that a woman told him to do,” Clark said.

Jake glanced at each of us.  “Are we sure we want to do this?” he asked.

“If we don’t then what options do we have?” I asked.  Images of the Jocobson boys flashed through my mind.  “I mean, it’s not like we have any rights here.  At least serving a term as a slave could be fun.”

“I don’t plan on serving more than one term anyway,” Clark said.  He snapped his fingers and said, “Oh, I almost forgot to tell you guys.  My cousin said that we must bring a medical release with us to the tryouts.”

“Like when we signed up for football?” I asked.

Clark nodded.  “I think we even go to the same kind of doctor to get it.”

Jake chuckled.  “Well, if we don’t get back to training then it won’t matter anyway.”

After two rounds of wind sprints, Mikey remembered that he had an unfinished chore at home.  Even though the rest of us made it another twenty minutes, we called it quits after that too.  No one mentioned anything about us training naked, other than Jake, who said, “We should keep the naked part quiet.  Otherwise, rumors might spread about this being a ‘boys only club,’ if you know what I mean.”

The next day, I went to the soccer field at 7:00.  Jake was sitting on the stand with three girls.  I recognized them from school but didn’t know them well.  I noticed that Mikey wasn’t there yet, so I sat down next to the girl by Jake.

“You’re Hank, aren’t you?” asked the petite blonde girl.  She had a very long face.  “I’ve seen you around.  I’m Nicky.”

“Hey Nicky,” I said.

“I think it is great that you are trying out for the caravan,” Nicky said.  She glanced down between my legs and said, “When Mikey said that you guys were going to train naked, we wanted to come out and cheer you on.  You are so brave.”  She scooted closer to me while we waited.

Clark came walking up a few minutes later.  “You guys ready?”

The girls remained in the stand as the three of us walked down to the field.  As we began to stretch, I asked Jake, “What’s with the audience?”

Jake grinned.  “Mikey told everyone that we would be training naked.  They just came to watch.  He let out a long exhale then began to get undressed.

I glanced around then asked, “Where is he?”

Jake shook his head.  “I think he decided to blow off training.”

I glanced at the bleachers then gulped and took my clothes off too.  Once we were all in our birthday suits, Jake yelled ‘go’ and we began to run towards the 50-yard line.  We walked back then started sprinting again.  By the time we had completed the circuit four times, we were all sweating and breathing hard.

I looked over and saw Mikey sitting with the girls.  He was drinking a milkshake and watching us.  A girl wearing jeans and a crop top was sitting next to him.  She waved at me.

I waved back at Lynn then joined the other guys in a run around the track. Afterwards, we got our clothes back on and walked over to the bleachers.  Lynn whispered something to Mikey, who moved over.

I sat down next to Lynn.  She put her hand on my thigh then leaned over and kissed my cheek.  “That was so hawt to watch you run naked,” she whispered.

I could see Nicky looking upset when Lynn kissed me.  “Thanks for coming out,” I said.

She winked at me then said, “Wouldn’t have missed it.”

“Did your cousin say anything else about slave training?” Jake asked.

All eyes turned towards Clark.  “He said that he was given a lot of Green Goo.  Said that he really liked it.”

Lynn reached over and began running her hand up the inside of my thigh. 

I felt my cock starting to get stiff.  When I shifted uncomfortably, she whispered, “Take it, slave.” 

“Did he say what the Goo actually did?” Mikey asked.  He set his milkshake down and stared at Clark.

“Not really.  He just said that it was a part of training.”

I glanced at the girls and noticed that each one had an excited look plastered onto their face.

“Did he say anything about learning to pleasure a woman?” Lynn asked.  Her cheeks were looking slightly pinker than before.

“Just that he had a training Mistress that was teaching him things,” Clark said.

“How was he?” Jake asked.

Clark looked over with a quizzical expression on his face.  “What do you mean?”

“I mean…well, did he seem like he was the same or did he seem, well, more submissive?”

“I thought he seemed pretty normal,” Clark said.

I felt my shoulders relax as I let out a long sigh.  Memories of our earlier discussions flooded my mind.  Slaves are just mindless creatures who have a lot of sex and do what they are told seemed to be our conclusion.  Hearing that Clark’s cousin seemed normal made me feel better.

“Did he already have a Mistress?” Lynn asked.

Clark shook his head.  “He said something about being assigned one after training.  He didn’t seem to want to go into much detail about it though.”

“It would be amazing to have my own slave,” Nicky said to no one in particular.

“I know, right!” Lynn chimed in.  She looked over at the brunette girl, who had stayed quiet so far.  “Bethany, have you tried it with your boyfriend yet?”

The girl blushed.  “Just a little.  I made him help me with the dishes when my parents were out.  He seemed a little embarrassed to do it naked, but I put an old dog collar around his neck and told him he had to.”  She blushed even harder then said, “Making out with him afterwards was SO intense.”

Lynn squeezed down on my thigh. 

“Have you?” Bethany asked.

Lynn shrugged her shoulders as if to say, “I don’t kiss and tell BUT hell yes, I have.”

Nicky’s eyes wandered back to me.  She bit down on her lip as she looked me up and down.  “Do you suppose the Goo is what makes the men obey?” she asked.

We all glanced at one another, but no one knew the answer.

“It’s a shame we can’t get it here,” Lynn said.  She looked like she wanted to make me drink a whole bottle of the stuff.

“It’s supposed to be really expensive,” Bethany said.

Lynn looked down at me and said, “Too bad.  I’d like to give that a try.”

Mikey, who had gone back to slurping down his shake, looked like he was fantasizing about Lynn making him drink the Goo.

The big day was coming up quickly.  Dad had been taking every opportunity to subtly try and get me to change my mind.  Finally, he said, “What about the Nagas?  They will be ready for skinning in another month.”

“What about the Jocobson boys?” I offered.  “I was about their age when you first showed me how to tan the Naga hides.”

Dad leaned back and considered my words.  “Could be a good job for them.  Naga hides are still fetching a good price at market.  Lord knows they could use the money now that Joan is gone.”

“It’s all settled then.  I can head over to Freetown and try to get a place on the slave caravan,” I said.

Dad grunted. 

‘His way of saying yes,’ I thought.  A big smile spread out on my face.

“When does the competition start?” Mom asked.

“The first round is in a couple of days.  I think the caravan leaves Friday, if I get approved.”

The expression on Dad’s face became darker.

At dinner the next day, I asked Dad, “Did you talk with the Jocobson boys?

Dad grunted then set the paper down.  “They are excited to give it a try.”

“Good.  Makes me feel better.”  I sat down on the fluffy chair across from them.

Dad cleared his throat.  “It won’t be the same as having you here,” he said.

“I know you don’t want me to go,” I started.  “But I’ve been thinking about trying out for the slave caravan for a couple of years now.  I want to give it a try.  If I don’t like it, then I can always come back to Freetown.”

Dad picked up the paper again.  “I just don’t want to see you get hurt, Son.  I know what the training can do to a man.”  He looked me in the eyes for a long time then said, “If it is what you want then I support you.  Just remember that you always have a home here if you change your mind.”

“Thanks, Dad.”

He slowly stood up.  “I’ve got a long day tomorrow, training the new boys.  I think I’ll turn in.”

Mom waited until he was out of the room before she said, “Leave your father to me.  He needs time to adjust.  In his mind, he’s losing the only son he has.”

I gave her a big hug.

“We should talk about what to expect,” she said.

“What do you mean?”

“If you are accepted, they will try to teach you to obey your Mistress.”

“Isn’t that the point of being a slave?” I asked.  As soon as the words were out, I mentally kicked myself for the way they sounded.

Mom slowly shook her head.  “That’s not what I mean.  When a man goes through slave training, the goal is to remove any hesitations he has about obeying.  They use conditioning and a lot of Green Goo to remove those thoughts that keep you from fully surrendering.”

I could tell from her expression that she didn’t think I understood.  She was so somber about it that I was starting to get concerned.  “Is this something that I should be worried about?”

She immediately started shaking her head no.  “It’s more about approaching the training with the right mindset.”

I felt my shoulders relax.  “I’m totally up for it.  Besides, if I don’t like it then I can leave when my term of service is up.  Right?”

Mom smiled.  “You’ve grown up so fast.”  She leaned over and hugged me again.

I tried to steer clear of Dad and the Jocobson boys over the next couple of days, as much as my chores would allow.  I knew Dad would keep trying to change my mind.  I wanted him to see that the two boys would be able to help him as much as I could have.  It made me feel better about everything, anyway.


Chapter 2 – The Slave Caravan

I arrived at the field behind the old schoolhouse a little before 9:00 am.  To me, it felt like sleeping in.  There were a couple of other boys on the far side of the field.  I recognized Mikey’s potbelly before anything else.  The boys waved to me, and I started walking over.

“Any word on what they’re going to have us do?” I asked.

Everyone shook their heads no.

Jake looked around then asked, “Where’s Clark?”

“He got hurt two days ago.  The hauler threw a rod and crushed his foot.  Docs say he’ll be ok but he’s out for the next six weeks,” I said.

“Bummer,” Mikey said.

“Do you think it’ll be just us today?” I asked.

“If anyone else wants to give it a try, they better show up soon,” Jake said.

We waited in silence for a time then Mikey said, “I’m surprised Lynn isn’t here to see you off.”

I nodded.  “Me too.  She was so excited to see me go.”  I knew that Mikey had the hots for Lynn.  I also knew she wasn’t interested, but I kept that to myself.

“I almost didn’t come myself,” Mikey said.  “Just not 100 percent that this is what I want.”

“Better decide quickly,” I said.  I glanced at Jake, as if asking ‘What about you?’

Jake chuckled.  “I talked it over with Dad.  He said that unless I wanted to be bucking hay for the rest of my life, I better get accepted,” he said.

“I think that’s it,” Mikey said.  He was pointing off in the distance.

I turned and saw a wooden coach headed our way.  Glancing back at the others, I said, “Good luck!”

We waited in silence as the coach finally pulled to a stop near us.  An ugly woman wearing black leather was in the front bench, holding the reins.  She set the break then got down.  She was about the same height as Mikey, with a large bottom.  I noticed that she seemed a little unsteady on her feet when she stepped down.

“I am Mistress Carvel.  We’re running a little late, so today’s competition will be simpler than normal.”  She pulled out a small hourglass and showed it to us.  “This field is exactly 100 yards across.  When I yell, ‘Go,’ I want you to run to the far side then run back.  Anyone who fails to return before the sands run out will not be allowed to continue.”

I glanced at Mikey then back to Jake.

“Go!”

Jake was already several feet ahead of me by the time I started running.  Mikey started out fine but within 50 feet, he was already trailing badly.  I managed to pass Jake on the way back, thankful that we had included wind sprints as a part of training.

Carvel glanced at the hourglass when I stopped near her.  She nodded her head in approval as I struggled to catch my breath.  Jake came in a few seconds later.  He bent over and grabbed his chest then tried to walk it off.

“Time,” Carvel said. 

We waited for Mikey to finish.  He had started walking about halfway back.

Mistress Carvel looked over at Mikey with a kind expression on her face.  “Although you didn’t finish in time, you are welcome to compete again next year.”

Mikey nodded his head.  He looked like he was going to cry.

She turned back to Jake and me then said, “Hand me your medical releases.”

I fished the crumpled paper out of my pocket and handed it to her. 

“Thank you,” she said.  When she spoke, I noticed an odd smell coming from her breath, but I couldn’t tell what it was.

Jake handed her his paper next.  I couldn’t help but notice the sheepish look on his face.

She glanced through my release then put it in her pocket.  She held out Jake’s paper and glanced through it.  She was almost done when her head snapped back to the paper.  She reread it then looked up at Jake.  “It says here that you have a heart condition.”

“The doc said that was nothing,” Jake said.

Carvel began shaking her head.  “I’m sorry but the rules are clear.  I can’t allow you to continue if you have any medical issues.”

Jake looked angry.  He said something under his breath that didn’t sound nice then he began to walk away.

“Get in the back,” Mistress Carvel said.  She started walking towards the front of the carriage but stumbled on the uneven ground.

I opened the door and climbed inside.  The bench seats were covered in leather padding.  Although the carriage bounced as we went down the roadway, the padding helped.  I heard singing about an hour later.  Carvel was bellowing loudly and off key.  I shook my head and hoped we would be there soon.

I dozed off at some point.  When the carriage clattered to a stop, I leaned over so I could get a better look out the window.  My heart sank as I realized that we were stopped in a large clearing.  No city was visible.  I heard Carvel set the break, so I started to get out.

I hopped down.  In the near distance was a larger wooden coach.  I started walking towards it when I saw Carvel start to dismount.  She caught her foot and fell to the ground, hard.  I went to help her up.  As I did, the odd smell from earlier was much stronger.

A dark-haired woman wearing leather pants and vest hurried over to us.  She helped me lift Carvel into a standing position.  She continued to sway as she held onto the carriage for support.

“Candidate, go ahead and board the transport.  I’ll take Mistress Carvel back.  My slave will take you as far as St. Pete, then you will board the final transport.  We ask that you maintain silence during the rest of the trip.”

I saw a man holding the reins of the larger coach.  There was a shiny metal collar around his neck.  I said, “Hey” to him but he refused to look at me.  I shrugged my shoulders then climbed in.  There were a few other boys my age already sitting, though none were talking.

From the outside of the coach, I could hear Carvel and the other woman talking.  “Darn it, Egnis!” the dark-haired woman said.  “You’ve been warned about drinking on the job before…”

We drove on for another hour before switching to the final transport. 

I started to see the outline of a city about twenty minutes before we stopped.  The door opened and leather clad women began to usher us out.  After being inside for so long, the sun seemed extra bright.  I shaded my eyes as I stepped out of the transport.  As I adjusted to the sunlight, I noticed that the transport had parked at the only entrance to a wooden corral.  It reminded me of the corral we used to hold the Nagas until we could brand them. Several different colored flags were spread out around the wooden fencing, but I couldn’t figure out what they were for.

A woman stood on a raised platform opposite the entrance.  She held a clipboard in her hand and counted the men as we entered.  Even from this distance, I could see that the black leather vest she wore barely concealed her generous frame.  As she moved, parts of her midsection were exposed.  I smiled when I saw how ripped she was.

I caught myself staring at her when she suddenly looked up.  I followed her gaze and saw a metal ship falling out of the sky, towards us.  My heart began pounding hard as I realized that it was probably going to hit the ground either on us or right next to us.  I scanned the corral again, but the only exit was blocked by the transport.  Moments later, a thunderous sound poured down on us.  I looked up to see bright blue flames erupting from the bottom of the ship as it slowed.

I was mesmerized by the ship landing safely about 50 yards from us.  One of the black leather clad women was walking towards the craft.  She waited near the side of it as a door seemed to appear out of nowhere.

Men were being pushed out of the ship.  Each man was wearing a similar set of gray coveralls.  Their hands were chained to their midsections, and they seemed disoriented.  Most either stood still or meandered around the leather clad woman.

I watched the woman lock a collar onto each man’s neck.  She attached a chain between their collars, so they had to walk single file as she led them towards the corral.

I heard horses whinnying and I looked towards the corral opening.  ‘The transport must have unloaded the last of us,’ I thought as it started to drive off.  The woman led her group of chained men inside the corral then over to one side.  She began to unlock the chain, when one of the men started running away from her.  ‘Where does he think he’s going to go?’ I wondered.

The woman pulled out a small black box and gestured at the man with it.  He immediately fell to the ground and began twitching.  The woman looked back at the raised stand then held up two fingers.  Two huge leather clad women walked over and help the man back to his feet.  As I watched, they stripped him and tossed his clothing into a bin.

I glanced back at the corral entrance and saw another set of women sealing it off.  Once they finished, the woman on the raised stand began to speak.  She must have had a device to amplify her voice since it seemed to come from all sides of the corral at once.

“Attention.  All off-worlders are to stand by the gold flag.  So, if you are not native to this world, please stand by the gold flag.  Everyone else will gather around the blue flag. Please be patient as we are required to screen each of you.”  She looked back towards the area by the gold flag with a bewildered and sad look on her face.

I glanced over at the naked men and saw that they were shuffling about but not headed towards the gold flag.

The crowd around me closed in and began walking towards the blue flag.  I let them turn me and started walking.  I glanced back at the other group of men.  I estimated that about a dozen naked men were being shepherded towards the other flag.  ‘What’s wrong with those guys?’ I wondered.

A group of leather clad women approached us.  They each selected a man and made him take his clothes off.  When he was naked, they would take a large black box and point it at the man’s face.  The woman would then move it up and down the man’s body a couple of times.  Once finished, the man would be led away on a leash.

A woman walked over to me.  My heart sank as I realized it was the same woman who had met the ship.  ‘I hope she doesn’t stun me,’ I thought.  She was a little taller than I was with shoulder length blonde hair.  Her leather vest was partially open, revealing a massive amount of cleavage.  I caught myself staring and immediately turned away.  I could feel my cheeks begin to blush.

The woman reached out and lightly grabbed my chin.  She gently turned me back towards her and said, “I dress this way to give you something to fantasize about.  It’s ok to look.”  There was a sincerity to her voice that I found intoxicating.

I glanced down at her chest again then smiled at her.  To my surprise, she smiled back.

“You can call me Mistress Giselle.”

“It is nice to meet you.  I’m Hank.”

“Take your clothing off, Hank.”

I was so nervous that I had to make a couple of attempts before I managed to unzip my outfit.  I stepped out of my shoes then slipped the garment off.

Giselle’s eyes wandered over my body.  When they reached back up to my eyes, she winked at me.  “I’ll take this one,” she called out.

The woman on the small stand nodded to her then wrote something down on the clipboard.

Giselle leaned in a little closer and looked me in the eyes.  “How are you doing?” she asked.

The comment caught me off guard.  “This is a lot to take in but I’m doing ok so far.”

She grinned at me.  “Just do as you are told, and everything will be fine.  Have you ever worn a collar before?”

I shook my head no.

“I’m going to lock one around your neck.  This is just for transport.  It’s not a training collar.”  She pulled out a thin leather strip.  I could see a metal loop bolted to the center.  She made me lean into her as she draped the collar around my neck.  I noticed that she took her time locking it.  With my head down, I was forced to stare into her cleavage.  ‘Is she just messing with me now?’ I wondered.  Either way, it was a wonderful view.

I could feel the back of the collar shake at the same time I heard a clicking sound. 

Giselle pushed on my shoulders until I was standing upright.  She took a step back as her eyes wandered over my body again.

Without thinking about it, I reached up and tried to take the collar off.  I stopped and brought my hands back to my sides when I saw Giselle move.

She unclipped a large black box from her waist.  I had a moment of panic when I saw it.  Images of the running man flashed through my mind. 

“I’m going to scan you.  This won’t hurt at all,” she said.

Giselle ran the device from my face down to my groin.  It emitted two long chirps when she stopped.  She looked surprised then ran the device over me again.  After it chirped once more, Giselle stared at me.  “You are not of this world.”

Now it was my turn to be surprised.  “I’ve lived in Freetown my whole life.”

She seemed to be staring into me, as if trying to decern the truth.  “I believe you.  There is no record of you in our system so you will have to wait with the off-worlders while we get it sorted out.”

She unclipped a leash from her waist and attached it to the front loop on my collar.  “I’ll take you over there.  You are to wait with them until I can get this cleared up.”

“Why do they keep the off-worlders separate?” I asked.

Giselle stopped and turned back towards me.  She reached up and gently stroked my cheek as she said, “Those men are criminals.  Their government sent them here so that we could teach them how to obey.  You are here by choice and that makes all the difference.”  She turned and started walking over towards the gold flag.  The leash pulled on my collar, and I was forced to follow her.

She unclipped her leash when I was standing next to the other men.  “Stay here until I come for you,” she said before turning and walking off.

When she was gone, one of the other men wandered over.  He had short black hair and looked to be in his mid-thirties.  His eyes seemed slightly out of focus, but his speech was clear.  “Were you on the shuttle with us?”

I shook my head no.

“Are the drugs still affecting you?”

“What drugs?” I asked.

“You know, the calming agent they gave us.  Man, it can really mess you up.”

“No, I wasn’t given any drugs.”

The man stared at me as though he hadn’t understood.  He regained control and said, “My name is Oscar.  What’s yours?”

“Hank.”

“What did you do to get sentenced here?”

“I came by choice.”

“Really?”  The shock was evident in his voice.  He took one step back and squinted his eyes at me.  “Which system are you from?”

“I was born here.”

Oscar’s face relaxed.  “Sorry.  I thought you were an off-worlder like me.”

“Can’t blame you.”  I exaggerated my glance around the corral. 

Oscar chuckled.

“So…what brought you here?” I asked.

He leaned in closer and whispered, “I sold some tech to another system.  Problem was it belonged to someone else.”  He started giggling.

The crowd parted as three women walked over.  Two of them were close to seven feet tall.  The middle one was closer to my height.  She had jet black hair and eyes so dark that they seemed to be missing the pupil.  She pointed at one of the men a few feet from me.  The two giant women walked over.  Each one took an arm.  The man didn’t fight.  In fact, he seemed confused by the whole thing.

The women made the man kneel on the ground as they held his arms behind him.  The dark eyed girl pulled a set of metal shackles and a lot of chain out of her bag.  She handed the shackles and chain to the two tall women while she stepped in front of the man.

“This is a training collar.  You will wear this while you are here.”  She showed the man a shiny silver metal collar before she locked it around his neck.  She nodded to the two other women.  They lifted the man back onto his feet then took turns locking the chain to his shackles.  When they were done, a chain ran between the cuffs on his ankles.  Another chain ran between the cuffs on his wrists and behind his back.  There was enough room for the man’s hands to wrest at his sides, just past his hips.  A center chain ran from the back of his collar downward and connected to the two horizontal chains.

“If you do not do as you are told, you will receive a correction,” the dark eyed woman said. 

I heard a chirping sound come from the man’s collar.  He cried out a moment later.

“Do as you are told, and everything will be fine.”

The man pulled against his restraints but gave up a few seconds later.  The dark eyed woman attached a leash to the man’s collar and began to lead him away.

“Well, crap.  Looks like that’s what’s in store for all of us,” Oscar said.  He paused then added, “Maybe it’s a good thing the calming drugs are still working.”  He chuckled at his own joke.

I watched seven more men get shackled and led away before Giselle walked back.  She had two huge women following her.  I noticed she was carrying a large black bag with her.  She stopped in front of me as the two other women walked behind me.  Each one took one of my arms.

Giselle looked past me and shook her head.  She took a step closer to me and looked me in the eyes as if deciding something.  “Hank, we have no record of you.  This means that you must be treated as an off-worlder.”

“What does that mean?” I asked.

“The training off-worlders receive is different from that of a Slave Candidate.  I believe that you are telling me the truth.  Since we don’t have a record for you, I have started an appeal.  The Mistress Council will have to decide what to do.  In the meantime, just do everything you’re told to do.  OK?”

I nodded.  I was starting to feel a little scared.  I looked intently into her eyes, hoping for some kind of reassurance.  The kind look in Giselle’s eyes made me feel like everything was going to be ok.

“I’m going to put a training collar on you,” she said.

I felt the two women behind me let go of my arms.  “Should I be worried?”

I felt someone tugging on the back of my leather collar.  It was pulled off my neck a second later.  Giselle opened the metal collar and pressed it to the front of my throat with one hand.  With the other, she caressed my cheek and said, “We cherish men.  Nothing bad will happen to you but you must learn to obey any command a Mistress gives you.”  She pressed the ends of the collar together behind my neck.

I was thinking about what she said when I realized the collar was vibrating.  It clicked a moment later and even without reaching up, I knew it was locked on.

“This is a training collar.  If you don’t do what you’re told, it will shock you until you change your mind.  If you obey right away, you won’t get punished.”  She said the last part with a sense of urgency.

I felt something weird.  It was like a cloud forming in the back of my head.  It started racing forward and I felt my body relax.

Giselle caressed my face again.  “The collar will also keep a constant level of Green Goo in your body.  Just relax and go with it.”

I had heard a lot about the “Green Goo” growing up.  It was supposed to be very expensive and used on slaves.  My friends and I spent a lot of time sitting around making wild guesses about what it actually did.  The people of Freetown had outlawed it back when they first formed the town.

“I need to put you in restraints.  Don’t resist.”  Giselle handed shackles and chain to the women behind me.  They locked metal cuffs onto my wrists and ankles then ran the chain down my back like they had with the other men.  I did my best not to resist in any way.

“Look at his ass.  It’s just…mmm,” said one of the women behind me. 

I didn’t know what to do so I just stayed quiet.

Giselle clipped her leash to the front of my collar.  As she turned, I found myself staring at her butt.  It was both muscular and feminine.  I started fantasizing about her.  The tug on my neck brought me back to the present and I started walking.

She stopped me at the back of a large wooden wagon.  Several men were already sitting on little benches.  Giselle unclipped her leash then said, “Get up there and sit down.  I will come find you at the Training Hall later.” 

I climbed up the steps into the wagon.  There was an open space to my right, so I sat down.  It felt really weird to have my hands chained behind my back.  I glanced around at the other men.  They seemed dazed.  ‘I wonder if I look like that,’ I thought.

The wagon shook as it began to move.  I could see buildings in the distance and wondered which one the Training Hall was.  The men were all collared.  As I looked closer, I saw two lines of small lights on each collar.  The top one was red while the bottom one was green.  To a man, each one had four green dots and one red dot lit.

The man next to me nudged me.  “Any idea where they’re taking us?”  His eyes were dilated, and his speech was slow.

I had to fight through the fog forming in my brain to understand what he was asking.  When I finally worked it out, I said, “The Training Hall.  I think.”  The man nodded but still seemed confused.

I remembered my conversation with Oscar, so I leaned over to the man next to me.  “Where are you from?”

It took him a second but then he said, “Earth.  It’s part of the Terran System.”  He looked off in the distance then asked, “What about you?”

“I was born here on Hera.”

The man looked surprised.  “Were you on the shuttle with us?”

I shook my head.  “How many systems are there?”

The man grunted then shook his head.  “I don’t know.  Maybe fifteen or twenty.  How the hell should I know?  And for the record, I did not intentionally break that stuff.  It was an accident.”

He seemed so angry that I decided not to talk to him anymore.  I nodded then started watching the buildings pass by.

All of us bumped shoulders as the wagon shuddered to a stop.  A large woman unlocked the gate then pulled the stairs down from the bottom of the wagon.  She pointed to the ground in front of her.  “First one out.  Everyone else stay seated until it is your turn.”  The firmness in her voice suggested she was accustomed to being obeyed.

I stepped down out of the wagon.  A line of leather clad women was forming near me.  The first one walked over to me and attached her leash to my collar.  She was about my age.  Her face was oval but her long blonde hair covered part of it.  She had brown eyes and a slight pink to her cheeks.  She was beautiful.

She yanked on her leash.  My eyes darted up to hers.  “My name is Krissy.  You will follow me.”  She turned and began walking towards the two massive wooden doors.  As we walked, I noticed a carved sign above the door that read, “Training Hall.  Enter as a criminal, leave as a Slave.”  I swallowed hard, wondering what was going to happen.


Chapter 3 – A Mistress in Training

Krissy led me down several corridors then stopped outside a nondescript door.  She opened it then led me inside.  The room was small, maybe 12’ x 12’.  There was no furniture, but the entire floor was padded.  If the walls had been padded too, I would have thought I was in an asylum.  The wooden walls were bare except for one.  A metal plate had been bolted to the wall at about chest height.  A metal loop protruded from the center of the plate.  I could see a coil of chain on the floor below the plate.  Two brass padlocks lay open on top of the chain.

I’m sure that I would normally have had a million questions, but my mind was moving so slowly that words were hard to come by.  She walked me into the middle of the room and told me to stand still.  I felt the collar vibrate when she stopped speaking, but I wasn’t sure why.

Krissy bent over to pick up the chain.  My eyes locked onto her ass.  The tight leather pants clung to the curves of her body in a very flattering way.  She seemed to take a long time threading the padlocks through the ends of the chain.  ‘I wonder if she is just fucking with me?’ I thought.

When she stood up, her eyes flickered over my body.  They lingered at my groin then she smiled at me.  She walked over and showed the open padlock to me.  “I am going to lock this chain to your collar.  If you find yourself in this room and no one has chained you to the wall, it will be your responsibility to chain yourself.  If any of the Training Mistresses come in when you are not chained, you will be punished.”  Krissy threaded the open end of the lock through the front loop on my collar.  I flinched when the padlock clicked shut.  She uncoiled the chain as she walked back to the wall and locked the other end to the plate.

Despite already being put in shackles and stripped, somehow being chained to the wall made me feel even more helpless.

“Sit down,” Krissy said.

My collar vibrated and I sat down.  It took a little maneuvering to avoid sitting on the chain running down my back, made all the more difficult with my hands secured near my waist.

Krissy sat down next to me.  The coloring on her cheeks and face went perfectly with her dark eyes.  “I am a Mistress in Training.  That means that I don’t have my license yet but am working on it.  My job is to train you to obey my commands.”

“May I ask you a question?”

Krissy looked surprised but nodded her head yes.

“Why does my collar vibrate sometimes?”

Krissy smiled wide at me.  It seemed to reach all the way to her eyes.  Her expression softened before she spoke.  “You are not what I expected at all.  We were told the prisoners would be unruly and possibly dangerous.  What system did you come from?”

“I was raised here in Freetown.”

Some of the happiness drained from her face.  She put her hand on my shoulder.  “Did you come here on the shuttle or by slave caravan?”

“Caravan.”

Krissy shook her head, but her eyes never left mine.  “Well, that will all get sorted out.  In the meantime, you will have to go through Programming.”

I had no idea what she meant but glancing at the chains locked onto me, I was apparently going to find out.

“The reason your collar vibrates is to alert you that it has accepted my command.  It is your warning to obey before you get corrected.”

The image of the man quivering on the ground in the corral popped into my mind.  “Can’t you just tell me what you want me to do?”

Krissy squinted her eyes at me as though deciding something.  “After you get done with Programming, you will beg to do anything I ask.”

“What is programming?”

“We get you worked up then pair pleasure with following our commands.  We also pair a correction with your refusal to obey.”

I remembered Giselle telling me to “Just do as you are told, and everything will be alright.”  Another image popped into my mind.  “I saw lights on the collars of the other men I was brought in with.  What do they mean?”

Krissy reached over and traced her fingers along my collar.  “The green lights show the level of Goo in your system.  The red lights show how aroused you are.”

“I thought you had to drink the Goo,” I said.

Krissy shook her head.  “The collar has a reservoir built in.  That way it can dose you throughout the day to keep the level at the correct amount.  Drinking the Goo is reserved for training or if you are lucky enough to be taken by a Mistress.”  She saw the confused look on my face and said, “Don’t worry.  I’ll get you trained up on everything before we’re done.”

Krissy got up into a kneeling position.  Her chest was inches from my face.  The leather vest she wore had buttons holding the two flaps together.  The top button was open, revealing a decent amount of cleavage.  “I need to get a baseline for you.  I am going to tell you to do things.  I want you to try your hardest not to do it.  Ok?”  Her eyes stared into mine, looking for the slightest misunderstanding.

“Ok,” I said.

“Do you think I’m pretty?”

“Very,” I said.

She smiled at me.  “Good.  Now tell me that you want to suck on my breasts.”

The question stunned me.  In my whole life, I don’t think any of the girls I had dated had ever said that to me.  Krissy seemed to take my stunned inaction as me following her command not to do what she said.

She undid the remaining buttons on her vest.  The flaps opened and her girls fell free.  I stared at the perky tits.  Her small pink nipples looked like they would be fun to suck on.  I could feel a tingling down low, and I felt myself starting to get erect.  Even through the fog in my head, I could feel embarrassment flooding into me.  I didn’t want her to see my erection, but my dick seemed to have a mind of its own.

Krissy pressed her breast against the side of my face.  “Put your head in between my breasts.”

It took all the willpower that I had, but I remained in the same sitting position.

She moved a little closer then said, “Suck on me.”

My mouth opened but I held off on leaning into her.

Krissy put her hand on my chest.  She sat back down and began to roll my right nipple in between her fingers.

The sensation washed through me.  I realized I was starting to scrape my top teeth over my lower lip.  I started breathing harder as she took my other nipple and began to play with both of them at once.

I looked up at Krissy.  Her face was becoming rosier.  “Tell me that you want me to play with your cock,” she said.

I could see the words forming in my brain.  I closed my mouth hard, as if that would help anything.

Krissy reached down and began to stroke me.  My attention immediately focused on my groin and the fountain of pleasure erupting from her touch.  I closed my eyes and just let the pleasure she was giving wash through me.  I let out a muffled cry when she stopped.

She was breathing harder when she pulled her hand away.  “You did really good.  After each training session, you will be brought back here to recover.  I will come in from time to time to check on you.”

My dick was twitching.  I desperately wanted her to go back to touching me, but something told me to stay quiet.

Krissy’s upper chest now sported a large red patch that I had not noticed before.  “I should get you started on collar work.  The collar can issue a command to you like stand up or sit down.  You will also be told to report to training.  When you hear those words, you will have two seconds to stand up and begin making your way to the training room.  Let’s give it a try.  Since you will be punished if you hesitate, try to obey the collar.”

She could tell I had no idea what she was talking about, so she continued.  “I just activated the obedience setting.  Right now, it is in setup mode.  That means that it will record my voice when I give you a command.  The collar already knows all the basic commands, but it will be synced to my voice before it forces you to obey. If the collar vibrates or you hear my voice, just do..”

‘As you are told,’ popped into my mind as she said the words.

She stood up and looked down at me.  “Stand up.”

The collar vibrated.  I wanted to see what would happen, so I stayed still.  I started to convulse as a strong electric shock surrounded my neck.  I cried out momentarily.  I tried to grab the collar, but my hands were chained behind me.  The pain disappeared immediately but it left me shaken.

A second later, I heard Krissy’s voice coming from the collar.  “Stand up.”

I stood up.  It took longer because of the way I was restrained.  I was sweating it since I didn’t want to get shocked again.

Krissy made me sit down and stand up several more times before she was satisfied.  “The collar talks to the cuffs on your wrists and ankles so it can tell what position you are in.  Later, we will work on having you assume any position I want you in.  Now, let’s head over to the training room.”  She unlocked the wall chain from my collar and let it fall to the floor.

Krissy attached her leash to my collar and led me out into the corridor.  We walked about twenty yards to a fancy door with brass inlays.  The sign above the door read, “Training Room 3.”  She pushed open the door and walked me inside.

The room was mostly empty.  A padded bench ran the length of one wall.  A large black padded chair was bolted to the floor in the center of the room.  Several metal plates were bolted to the walls.  I noticed more chains dangling from the ceiling, but I saw that they were too high to reach, even if my hands were free.

“When you are told to report to the Training Room, this is where you go.  If no one is here, you are to take a seat on the chair.”  She walked me over then undid her leash.

The chair looked like a bigger version of the lounge chairs from our neighbor’s pool.  It was the kind that let you lay back with your feet out.  This chair had extensions to either side extending out from where my shoulders would be.  They were padded just like the rest of the chair, although I noticed small silver plates near the edge of each wing.  The area for my feet looked like two thinner legs pushed together. I noticed a line in the middle where the two pieces met.  I sat on the chair and swung my legs over.  The chain behind my back was a little uncomfortable as it lay underneath my left butt cheek, but I thought I would be able to handle it for a little while.

“Excellent.  If you are unchained when you come in, you are expected to restrain yourself.  Here, I’ll show you.  Stand up.”

I felt the collar vibrate so I hurried off the chair and stood next to Krissy. 

“Release chains,” she said.

I could feel the collar and the cuffs all vibrate at once.  The chains fell off and hit the ground with a clanking sound.  I immediately reached up and scratched my nose.

“Get back on the chair.”

I sat back down again and waited.

“See the plates?  Reach out and touch your cuffs to them.”

I reached out with my right arm and pressed the side of the metal cuff to the plate.  It didn’t feel like anything had happened until I tried to pull my arm back.  It was held to the plate by some force I could not see.  I glanced back at Krissy.  She nodded and looked over at the other arm rest.  I inhaled hard then touched my left cuff to the plate.  It was glued instantly.

Krissy stood at my feet.  “There are similar plates for your ankles.  Go ahead and touch your cuffs to the plates.

I had to spread my legs slightly before the cuffs attached themselves to the plates.

“Can you get out?”

I pulled as hard as I could but none of the cuffs budged.

“This position can be hard on you after a while, so your Training Mistress will add some bands to take the strain off your joints.”  She walked behind the chair.  I could see her in my periphery standing next to my right arm.  She pulled on something that sounded like Velcro.  A wide leather band fell free.  She wrapped it around my arm, just below my elbow.  When she tightened it, I felt the weight pulling down on my arm disappear.  She did the same thing with my other arm then stepped over to where my feet were.

I thought she was going to pull out another band.  Instead, she pulled on the end of the chair.  My legs spread as she pulled the two sections apart.  It surprised me and I let out a small grunt.  When she stopped, my legs were spread wide.  She released the bands and draped them on my legs, just above the knee.

I was hoping she was finished but she wrapped bands around my chest and my waist.  I tried to move but there was only an inch or two of slack.  I glanced back at Krissy, who was grinning at me.

“How does that feel?”

“Like I’m going to be here until you release me,” I said.

She laughed.  “Now you’re getting it.” 

‘She’s getting off on this,’ I realized.

“I have more to show you.”  She wheeled over a small cart.  It had a large silver box on it with a small screen in front.  She took some wires from the cart and plugged them into the chair.  “This will allow me to choose which training program we will use.”  She pressed some buttons on the screen then looked over at me.  The sides of the chair near my head began to lift up.  They pressed in on the sides of my head.  Thankfully, they stopped before the pressure became too much.

“Can you move your head?”

“No.”

“There are a lot of attachments we can add but that will have to wait until you’ve become more experienced.”

I could feel my heart racing.  Thoughts of some medieval torture device popped into my mind.

She pulled a long clear tube off the lower shelf of the cart and showed it to me. 

Several thin leather strips were attached to the tube, but I had no idea what they were for.

Krissy set a small bottle with a pump handle on the top next to the silver box.  She pressed down and a thick clear liquid pooled in her hand.  She walked over and stood between my legs.  She spread the liquid on my junk then began pulling on me in slow even motions. 

I let out a small moan as the sensations hit me.  When I was completely erect, she began to stroke me harder.  I didn’t want her to stop but after a few minutes she did anyway.  I thought we might be done but she fed the tube down over my penis.  It was a tight fit, but it didn’t hurt.  She wrapped the leather strips under my balls then buckled them into place.  She checked her work then pulled a long clear length of tubing from the silver box.  It reminded me of the tubes from an I.V. drip that I had seen when I went to visit my cousin in the hospital.  She pressed the free end into the tube then tugged on it, but it remained in place.

I watched her go back to the box and press more buttons.  The sound of a vacuum pump started.  It immediately felt like someone was sucking on my dick.  I tried to pull against my restraints, but it was useless.

Krissy seemed to be really enjoying watching me struggle.  She reached under her vest and played with her nipples for a second as she watched me.  “This device will keep you hard but if you get too close to orgasm, it will stop you.”

“You don’t want me to cum?”

“You will be trained on when, or if, you get to climax.  Part of the training is to separate your physical pleasure from the pleasure you give your Mistress.”

I could tell this was going to get frustrating.

“Since this is your first session, we are going to start small.  I am going to place a visor over your eyes.  You will watch a video of me as I begin to work with you.  Just relax and go with it.  Ok?”

“Ok.”

“Until I can teach you how to use your mouth, you will be gagged frequently.  You are not to resist having the gag put in.  Understand?”

“Yes.”  I could feel my heart racing.  I couldn’t tell if it was from the pleasure I was receiving or the fear I felt listening to Krissy telling me what she was going to do.

She pulled out a ball gag from the lower shelf.  There was a hole in the ball, which I assumed was there to make it easier for me to breathe.  She kissed the black rubber ball then slowly pushed it into my mouth.  It took a little adjusting before she pushed it in past my teeth.  There were straps attached to the ball.  They snapped into locks on the sides of the chair pressing against my head.  I tried to spit it back out, but it was in too far.

Krissy held up a small silver tube.  I could see tiny writing on the side but couldn’t read it.  She twisted one end of the tube then pressed the opposite end into the hole in the ball.  “This is a dosing pen.  I’ve set it to dose you every few minutes.  Just inhale the vapor.”

My mouth filled with something that tasted like raspberry.  The gag was so tight that only a little of the white vapor leaked out.  I inhaled.  To my surprise, nothing happened.

“When you are finished with this session, I will come and take you back to your room.”  She held up a set of white goggles.  Slowly, she pressed them onto my face, covering my eyes.  Everything went black but I could hear her attaching the goggles to the sides of the chair.

I heard Krissy walk back to the cart and press more buttons. The goggles turned clear, and I could see the room again.  I looked around and saw Krissy standing by the cart.  I could hear footsteps and someone closing the door, but I couldn’t see who it was.  ‘Did we have a visitor?’ I wondered.  Krissy walked back over to me.  She stood in between my legs and began to stroke me.

More vapor filled my mouth.  I was starting to feel like I was floating.  Krissy took off her vest as she continued to stimulate me.  It suddenly occurred to me that if she was taking off her vest, then how was she still stroking my dick?  The thought disappeared as I watched her breasts sway in time to her pulling on me.

After a while, I could feel pressure building up behind my balls.  I knew I was close to orgasming.  I tried to call out, to let her know that I couldn’t stop it, but the gag prevented anything other than a mumbled grunt.  Krissy pulled her hands away as she stepped out of her pants.  She stood looking at me, completely nude.  When my body started to calm down, she began stroking me again.

I felt my body rocking in time to her touch.  I started to become exhausted.  Between her stroking me and my feeble attempts to free myself, I was covered in sweat.  More vapor filled my mouth.  I started losing track of time.  I tried to fight it but eventually, I passed out.

I woke up when I felt the visor move.  Krissy pulled it off my face and set it on the chair next to me.  I was surprised to see that she was clothed again.  She undid the gag and released me from the chair.

I was thankful that she helped me down as my legs felt like rubber.  “Sorry, I didn’t mean to pass out.”

She giggled.  “That’s normal.  You did great today.  I had you in the chair for almost four hours.”

I mentally shrugged, thinking I had only been in the chair for a few minutes.

Krissy attached her leash to my collar and led me back to my room.  I was thankful that she didn’t lock the chains onto my cuffs.  I wasn’t sure I could handle anymore right now.

When we got inside my room, Krissy locked the wall chain to my collar then left without saying anything.  I fell asleep almost immediately.


Chapter 4 – Interloper

The sound of the door opening woke me.  I was slightly disoriented but remembered the chain locking me to the wall as I tried to stand up.

“How are you feeling?” asked a beautiful blonde girl.  She was wearing a tight-fitting black body suit with a long silver zipper that ran from her neck down to her crotch.

“My head is starting to clear.  Why am I chained to the wall?” I asked.

A surprised look crept onto Krissy’s face.  Her gaze flashed to my collar.  “Oh, you poor thing.  We need to replace the cartridge in your collar.”

Memories flooded back.  “Can we talk before you do that?”

A half grin appeared before she said, “What is on your mind, candidate?”

I swallowed hard, hoping that I hadn’t spoken out of turn.  “What is the purpose of training?”

Krissy cocked her head to one side before she answered.  “You are just a slave candidate.  To progress into being a full slave, we must remove any hesitations you have about following the commands of your Mistress.”

“What if I was asked to do something that I find morally reprehensible?”  I’m not sure what I was expecting but the look on Krissy’s face changed to pure compassion.

“You will enjoy many benefits as a slave.  You cannot be made to hurt yourself or anyone else.  If a Mistress mistreated you like that, she would be severely punished.”

“So, I will always have the right to say no?”

Krissy shook her head.  “As a slave, you don’t have a right to say no.”  She must have understood the concerned look on my face.  “To become a Mistress takes a long time.  Part of the training that we undergo is designed to make sure that no Mistress would mistreat her slave.”

I felt my shoulders relax.  “In Freetown, they told me that slaves are mindless creatures who only do what they are told.”

Krissy’s lips pressed together.  “Hold off on making a judgment until you finish training.  If you decide that the slave life is not for you, no one will force you.”  She seemed to consider something then asked, “If that is what you were led to believe, why compete for a chance to become a slave?”

‘She doesn’t think I’m a prisoner,’ I realized.  I felt more of my tension fade away. “I grew up on a farm.  We raise Nagas and some crops.  It’s hard work and I wanted more from life.”

Krissy nodded.  “Me too.  I didn’t want to have a drab life.  Even though I grew up here in the city, it’s not enough for me.  The thought of owning my own slave makes me…” 

I noticed that her cheeks gained more color suddenly.

“Well, it gets me going.  If you know what I mean.”  She smiled at me.

My stomach gurgled and we both looked down at my belly.

“Don’t worry.  It’s time for breakfast anyway,” Krissy said.  “Stand up.”

I stood and waited for her to unlock the wall chain from my collar.  I was hoping that she wouldn’t put the chains back on my cuffs, but she did anyway.  I wasn’t sure how I would be able to eat with my hands chained behind my back but figured I’d find out.  She clipped her leash on and led me out into the hallway.

The dining area was at the end of a long walkway.  There were several tables spread throughout the room.  Each table was occupied by one woman and one man.  The women all wore body suits, and the men were all naked, except for their restraints.

Krissy led me to an open table.  “Once I sit down, I will tell you what to do next.”  She pulled out a chair and sat down, never letting go of the leash.  “I want you to kneel next to me.”  She pointed to a thick green mat on the ground.

I knelt.  The pad was soft, almost like rubber.

Krissy motioned to someone.  A man walked over.  He was tall with dark hair.  The shiny collar around his neck and the inappropriately tight leather shorts were the only things he wore.  The man set down a tray of food and drinks in front of Krissy then walked away.

I glanced around the room.  Each of the other men were kneeling next to a woman.  Their eyes looked funny, even from a distance.  It was almost like their eyes were glazed over.

“What’s up with the other men’s eyes?” I asked in a whisper.

Krissy glanced around then back at me.  “That is one of the side effects of large doses of Green Goo.  Those men are prisoners, so they require more of the liquid than the volunteers do.”

I was suddenly glad that my collar was empty.  “Do I have to be drugged like that?”

She leaned over and caressed my face.  “Nothing bad will happen to you while you are in my care.”

I relaxed.  I’m not sure why, since I just met this woman but for some reason, I felt like I could trust her.

Tension suddenly radiated from Krissy.  I followed her gaze over to another woman who just entered.  She was tall and thin.  Her chest seemed slightly too large for her frame.  Krissy leaned over to me quickly and whispered, “When it is just us, you can ask me anything you like.  When we’re in public, remember not to speak unless spoken to.”  There was an urgency to her voice that I had not noticed before.

The tall woman walked directly over to us.  She was wearing leather pants and a soft looking corset.  The garment pressed her huge tits up to the point where they threatened to pop out.  “I see that your slave has no green lights.”

Krissy stood up.  “Mistress Cathy, that is my fault.  His collar wasn’t full when it was applied, and I have not yet replaced the cartridge.”

Cathy looked upset.  She glanced down at me then back to Krissy.  “These men are not candidates, they are prisoners.  How will you maintain control if his dose is too low?”

“I think a mistake has been made.  This candidate says he is from Freetown,” Krissy said.  Her tone was both serious and urgent.

Cathy softened her tone as she said, “That has yet to be proven.  Until then, he is to be treated as any other prisoner.”  She held up two fingers then turned back towards us.  “You are to dose him now.  I will note this on your application.  Do not let it happen again.”

“Yes, Mistress,” Krissy said.  She sat back down when Cathy wandered over to another table.

I looked up at Krissy.  My million questions were showing in my eyes, but I stayed quiet.

Krissy leaned over and caressed my face again.  “I know you are not like those other men.  Just do as you are told.  I will get the rest sorted out.”

The tall man came over again.  He was holding a small silver tray.  Two shot glasses filled with a dark green liquid were the only contents.  He set the glasses down in front of Krissy then disappeared.

She stared down at the glasses in front of her.  “These are filled with pure Green Goo.  If a Mistress offers one to you, you are to drink it.  You are NEVER to offer any to a Mistress.  Understand?”

I nodded.  I desperately wanted to ask why but that would have to wait.

She picked up one of the glasses and stared intently into the green liquid.  She thrust the glass towards me and said, “Drink.”

I felt my collar vibrate and I immediately leaned in.  She poured the contents into my mouth and waited as I swallowed it.  The liquid burned as it went down my throat.  It had a fruity taste that was very pleasant.  A moment later, I felt a fizzing in my head.  I realized I was becoming intoxicated.

Krissy looked vaguely concerned as she picked up the second glass.  She bit down on her lower lip as she poured the contents into my mouth.

I was surprised that it didn’t burn as much as the first one.  I was afraid that it would be too much for me, but it didn’t hit me as fast this time.

Krissy took a small biscuit from her plate and ate half of it.  When she finished chewing, she reached out and offered the remainder to me.  It felt strange to be hand fed but with my arms chained behind my back, there wasn’t another option.  Besides, I was hungry.

She finished the meal by feeding most of it to me, one bite at a time.

As we were finishing up, the tall woman came back.  She glanced at the two empty shot glasses then at my collar.  “He is back up to level.  You may continue his training.”  She turned and walked off without saying another word.

I found myself staring at the woman’s ass as she walked away.  The way the leather clung to her curves made it hard for me to take my eyes off her.

“Stand up,” Krissy said.  She could see me staring at Cathy but didn’t seem to mind at all.

I stood and waited for her to put her leash on me.

Krissy led me back towards the training room.  I noticed that she seemed tense.

“I am going to remove your chains.  Get on the chair as soon as you are released.”  She waited for me to nod then said, “Chains off.”

I hopped up on the chair as soon as the chains hit the floor.  I glanced at the metal plates then held my arms up against the rests.  The cuffs locked themselves onto the metal plates.  I pulled on my arms, but to no one’s surprise, they were held in place.  I moved my feet so the cuffs could lock themselves then waited as Krissy added the belts.

“Is it safe to ask questions now?”  My head felt like it was filled with molasses.  It was hard to get the words out, but I wanted to understand what happened in the dining room.

Krissy seemed annoyed but nodded yes.

“Why was that other woman so angry?”

“Mistress Cathy is the Mistress in Charge.  She oversees all the Mistresses in Training.  She was upset because I let your collar run dry.”

“Does that cause problems for you?”

Krissy seemed to be fighting back tears.  “She controls whether I get my Mistress License.  A mistake like this could make me lose my chance. If I cannot care for a slave properly then I could get kicked out.”

I thought about this for a second then said, “So, your future is in my hands?”  I tried to suppress my grin but failed.

Anger flashed over Krissy.  She saw the expression on my face then said, “Very funny.”  She seemed to calm down as she brought over the cart.  She attached the tube to my junk and started the vacuum pump.

It was becoming harder to talk as the sensation of someone sucking on my Johnson grew stronger.

The sides of the chair near my head began to fold in on me as Krissy pressed more buttons on the control screen.  She walked over and unlocked my collar.   “I’m going to recharge this and replace the cartridge while you’re in session.”  She set the collar on the lower shelf then came back with a ball gag in her hands. 

I tried not to resist as she pressed the rubber ball into my mouth.  After locking the straps to the chair, she brought over the dosing pen.  I saw her spin one end as far as it would go before feeding it into the hole in the gag.  Raspberry flavored vapor filled my mouth immediately.

She ran her hands over my chest as she said, “I had to set the pen to maximum.  Don’t worry, we won’t have to do this next time.”

‘Next time?’ repeated in my mind.  ‘Just how many of these sessions was she going to make me do?’ I wondered.  The thought trailed off as a massive cloud of relaxation formed in the back of my head.  The cloud moved forward at an astonishing rate and soon, my mind felt like it had gone blank.

The sudden influx of drugs into my system pushed me into a half-awake state.  When I returned to the present, Krissy was rolling my left nipple between her fingers.  My body was already rocking in rhythm to the pleasure spreading out from my chest and groin.

“That’s better.  You looked like you drifted off for a second,” she said.

“Ommw I dddii,” came out of my mouth.  Even I didn’t understand what I was trying to say.

Krissy stepped over to the cart.  She pulled two small boxes out and set them on the chair next to my hips.  She opened one of the boxes and showed me a small disk-shaped device.  It had a solid white plastic square in the center and a larger clear pad underneath.  She leaned down and began to suck on my left nipple.

I let out a muffled moan as the warmth and pressure overtook me.  She pulled back and began to roll my nipple in her fingers again.  After pulling off the clear patch from underneath the device, she pressed it down on my nipple then squeezed the white box.  It felt as if she were still sucking on me.  My hips were rocking, despite my best efforts to stop.

Krissy laughed when she saw me gyrating my hips.  “That is so cool,” she said.  She placed the second device on my other nipple.  With both sucking away, I quickly got lost in a sea of sensation.  When it suddenly stopped, I tried to cry out.  The gag stopped almost all the sound.  My mouth filled with vapor.

“I can give you a break for a few minutes but that’s all,” she said.

I looked up at her but between my restraints and the gag, there wasn’t any way for me to respond.

She brought over the visor and locked it in place over my eyes.  My world went black as I waited for the goggles to turn on.  Instead, I felt Krissy touching me.  Her hands ran along my side then caressed my neck.  In a soft voice she said, “Today we are going to start working on letting you release your fantasies.”

I heard her words but the fog in my brain was making it hard to understand what she meant.  The visor turned on and I could see the room again.  Krissy was standing next to me.  She looked radiant.

She smiled down at me.  One hand drifted down to my groin.  I was already hard when she started running her hand up and down my shaft.

‘How is she doing that when the tube is on my dick?’ I vaguely wondered.

“I’m going to change my clothing.  Your job is to just relax and let your body tell me which ones you find more attractive.  Understand?”

“Mmmm Hummm,” I mumbled out.  The goggles went black, so did my world.  When they turned back on a few minutes later, I saw Krissy walking back into the room.  She had changed into a purple corset and black silk skirt.  The way the corset pressed her boobs up was eye watering.  The silk skirt beckoned my attention down to her legs and groin.  I began to fantasize about being on my knees in front of her, feeling her muscular legs, being forced to please her with my mouth.

“Well, this one looks like a hit,” she said.  Her voice was almost giggly.  She reached over and touched my forehead.  When she did, everything went black again.

“There was no way for me to tell how long the goggles had been off.  Between being completely restrained and being unable to see, I was lost in a void of helpless ecstasy.  I flinched hard when the goggles came back on.

Krissy entered the room again.  This time she was wearing skintight jeans and a crop top.  I had a flash of some of the girls from my hometown.  Lynn had worn an outfit like that when I saw her last.  I tried to imagine what Lynn would look like if she had a better body but the whole thing just killed the moment for me.  Krissy would probably look pretty in almost anything she wore, but that outfit just wasn’t doing it for me.  She walked over and touched my forehead right away.  Again, everything went black.

After a while, the goggles turned on again.  This time, I was feeling so floaty that I had to take a minute to remember where I was.  Krissy walked in.  She had changed into a black bodysuit, the kind with the silver zipper that ran from her neck to her crotch.  The way the material clung to her curves was very flattering.  I kept staring at her chest as she walked towards me.  The simple swaying of her girls was almost hypnotic.

She stopped right next to me.  “I’m glad you like this one.”  She slowly unzipped down to her navel.  Her tits were barely covered by the flaps of fabric.  “Would you like to suck on my breasts?”

“Meeesss heees,” I said.

She zipped herself back up and said, “When we get to that part of the training, you are going to beg to do anything I ask.”  She reached over and touched my forehead.

My world went black again.  I was thrusting my hips up and down like a horny slut.  Had I been in my right mind, it would have embarrassed me to act like that.  Right now, there was nothing I could do about it.

Krissy would come back in every so often with another outfit.  Depending on my response, she would stay and stroke me for a while.  Despite my desperate, although gagged, pleas, she wouldn’t let me cum.

When the goggles turned back on again, I was expecting to see Krissy in yet another sexy outfit.  Instead, a dark-haired woman was sitting on the padded bench.  She was staring at me with a longing look in her eyes.  She was wearing a plain-looking short dress.  It had a V-cut top that showed just a hint of cleavage.

She stood up and walked over to the cart.  She wasn’t bad looking, but not in the same league as Krissy.  The outfit did little to hide the fact that she had a bit of a bottom.

The strong taste of raspberry filled my mouth.  I had forgotten about the dosing pen until it filled my mouth with vapor again.

The woman pressed some buttons on the control panel then walked over and stood next to me.  “I know it will be hard for you to talk right now but do your best, ok?”  Her hands began to roam freely over my helpless body.  “My name is Joan.”  Her eyes seemed to be taking in every inch of me as her hands continued to explore freely.  “Not everyone here approves of how they treat prisoners like you.  I’m going to try and break you out of here.  In order to do that, I need you to learn to obey me.  When your training is complete, you will be unable to resist any Mistress.  By teaching you to obey my commands before you finish training, I can free you from this place.”

I was having a hard time understanding what she was really saying.  The sensations on my cock were getting stronger as were the feelings coming from my chest.  My mind was almost completely blank, and I found myself staring at this woman’s cleavage, or what there was of it.

Joan walked back to the little cart and typed something into the control panel.  My vision went black then turned back on almost immediately.  Joan was still standing by the cart, looking at me.  The door opened and Krissy walked in.  She was wearing the corset and skirt outfit again.  ‘She is so beautiful,’ I thought.  She glanced over at Joan then walked over and stood next to me.  Her girls were threatening to pour out of the corset.

“I am going to make you fantasize about different scenarios.  Your body will tell me your true thoughts.  Your job is to just relax and go with it,” Krissy said.

More vapor filled my mouth.  The sucking sensation on my dick dropped off to almost nothing as did the sensations on my chest.

Krissy stepped in between my legs and began to stroke me.  My whole body relaxed as the pleasure washed through me. 

“I want you to imagine kneeling in front of me.  I step closer to you and press your face in between my legs.  You can feel the softness of my skirt caressing your skin.  As I lift my skirt, you can feel the heat coming from my body.  You can smell my skin.  As I put my hands on the back of your head and slowly pull you into me, you can feel the softness of my freshly shaved pussy.  You realize that I’m not wearing anything as your lips touch mine.  You begin to kiss me.  Your tongue presses in as my lips start to part for you.”

The images were forming in my mind as she spoke.  I could almost feel her against my mouth.  I felt the pressure building behind my balls, but the images kept coming.  Suddenly, my whole world shrank to a single point of pleasure as my body convulsed.  I could feel sperm shooting out of me in three massive waves.  My breathing came in halting pants as sweat covered my body.  My world turned black as the goggles shut off.

I only knew that I had passed out when the goggles turned back on.  Joan was lying on the bench.  Her small tits threatened to peek out from her plain dress. She looked over at me then sat up.  I noticed that her hair looked slightly greasy.

Joan walked over and put her hand on my chest.  “You did great.  I’m going to leave now.  Krissy will be back in a while to release you.”

I found myself staring at her ass as she walked out.  The goggles turned black again and I fell asleep.

‘Someone is tugging on my goggles,’ I realized.  I woke up to see Krissy removing them.  She winked at me then removed the gag.  I noticed that she was wearing the black bodysuit again as she put the goggles and gag back on the lower shelf of the cart.

My mouth felt tired and slightly sore.  I had a bad case of dry mouth and licking my lips only helped a little.

Krissy unbuckled the tube from my dick.  She had a surprised look on her face when she glanced down at it.  She smiled and said, “Nice.”  She retrieved a towel from the cart and washed me off.  She released me from the chair and helped me down.  “Stand still,” she said as she reattached the chains between my ankle and wrist cuffs.  She reached down and pulled the collar off the cart.  She showed it to me then locked it around my neck.  She reattached the long center chain to it then led me out on a leash as she walked me back to my room.  I was thankful that she chained my hands in front of me rather than behind my back.

I was still feeling disoriented as Krissy kissed my cheek then turned and left.  I heard the door click as she closed it.  I think I sat on the floor for a full ten minutes before I realized that I wasn’t chained to the wall.  I got up and tried the door, but it was locked.  I glanced back towards the coil of chain on the floor and Krissy’s words came back to me: “If you are in the room and not locked to the wall, it is your responsibility to chain yourself.”  I walked over and picked up the free end of the chain.  An open padlock was lying next to it.  I fitted the open end of the padlock to the last link in the chain then through the open loop on my collar.  I hesitated then closed the lock.  I flinched at the sound of the lock closing.  I was so exhausted after this last session that I fell back asleep.

My eyes popped open. I stretched as far as I could before the chains stopped me.  The door opened and Krissy walked in.  She had changed into the corset and skirt outfit that had been so flattering on her before.

“Hungry?”

I smiled at her. “Starving.”

“Stand up.”

I stood and waited for her to unlock me from the wall. 

Krissy stared at my collar for several seconds before her eyes flickered back up to mine.  “I’m really sorry about this.”

I had no idea what she was talking about until she continued.

“Dose.”

At first, nothing happened.  She pulled her leash off her belt as she stared at my collar again.

A massive wave of relaxation started in the back of my head.  Within seconds, I felt like I was floating.

Krissy nodded her head.  “That’s better.  I need to keep you at four dots or more.  Mistress Cathy is looking for a reason to punish me.”

Although she said the words calmly, I could tell that she was worried.  I stepped forward and put my hand on her low back.  It was as far as the chains would allow me to raise my arms.  “Can I help?” I asked.  With the fog flowing through my brain, it was all I could think of to say.

Krissy let her hands fall to her sides and just stared at me.  Her eyes softened as she looked into mine.  “You continue to surprise me.”  She leaned in and kissed me full on the mouth.  When she stepped back, her eyes looked slightly dilated.  “Just do what I tell you to.”  She undid the chain on my left arm then flipped it around my back and reattached it.  After checking that it was secure, she attached her leash and led me towards the dining hall.

I kept staring at her butt as she walked me down the hall.  The image of her nude, standing in front of me while she worked by member kept popping back into my mind.  We arrived at the dining area before I realized it.

Krissy made me kneel next to her as she sat at the table.  A muscular man walked over with a tray of food and drinks for her.  I noticed that she kept watching him as he walked away.

We were about halfway through the meal when she suddenly became more tense.  I followed her gaze towards a tall woman wearing a black bodysuit.  Mistress Cathy walked directly over to us.  She looked down at my collar then back at Krissy.  “How is the training going so far, Candidate?”

Krissy pulled her fork back from me and said, “Good so far.  We just started fantasy identification.”

Cathy looked down at me.  Kindness was flowing out of her.  “Have your slave stand up.”

Krissy looked at me and said, “Stand.”

I stood up immediately and waited.  I noticed that some of the other women were watching me.

“He looks amazing.  How long until he’s ready for the next stage?” Cathy asked.

“With the way he’s progressing, I think we can start right away.  Do I have your permission to continue Fantasy while we start the next stage?” Krissy asked.

Cathy looked me in the eyes and said, “Ask for a shot of Goo.”

I felt my collar vibrate.  It surprised me since I thought only Krissy could control it.

“Go to the man behind the serving counter and tell him what Mistress Cathy said,” Krissy added.

I started walking immediately, hoping I would avoid a shock.  The man behind the counter was wearing an apron, collar and little else.  He watched me approach then looked pointedly down to a small silver tray containing a lone shot glass filled with dark green liquid.  He winked at me when I picked up the tray.

I brought the tray back then hesitated for a moment.  Remembering Krissy’s warning to never offer Green Goo to a Mistress, I set the tray on the table next to Krissy.  Cathy took the shot glass and stared into the liquid before she pressed the glass to my lips and said, “Drink.”

I downed the Goo in one gulp.  It burned slightly as it went down.  The fruity flavor filled my mouth and I found that I really liked the taste.  My head began to fizz as the Goo entered my system.

“I want you to put your hands on my breasts,” Cathy said.

Even without thinking about it, my hands flew up towards her chest.  The chains stopped me before I could touch her.

Cathy bent over slightly, bringing her girls within reach.

I placed a hand on each breast.  They were both soft and firm under her outfit.  I could tell that she was not wearing a bra.

Cathy smiled at me.  She slowly reached up and put her hands on mine, pressing them harder into her.  “I think he is ready to start the next stage.  Continue with fantasy training.”  She pulled my hands down then turned and left.  Her muscular ass kept my attention until I heard Krissy speak.

“Kneel.”

I fell to my knees and waited for her next command.  She continued feeding me until the tray was empty.

“Let’s get you back to your room.  Stand.”

I waited as she reattached her leash to me then followed her back to my room.  As soon as the door closed, Krissy stood next to me.  “Chains off,” she said.  She tossed the chains towards the far wall then locked the wall chain to my collar.  “Lay down.”

It was so nice to be able to move my arms freely that I stretched a little before I laid down.  Krissy sat down next to me.  She was so close.  “I appreciated you showing off for Cathy.”  Her hand reached over and began to play with my chest. “You looked like you had lots of questions for me.”

I know I did have lots of questions but not one of them was forming in my mind.  I tried to talk but the words were having a hard time coming out.

Krissy placed one finger over my mouth.  “Your words will come back as the Goo level drops.”  She put her hand on my chest and slowly pushed me until I was lying flat on my back.  She hopped up on top of me. 

I started to reach up towards her, but she lightly grabbed my wrists and pushed them down to the ground.  Her face drew closer to mine as we looked one another in the eyes. 

“I’m going to kiss you.  You are not to resist at all.”

I felt the collar vibrate.  Between the weight of her body pressing down on my waist and her inviting lips, I didn’t need the collar to convince me.

Krissy pressed her lips onto mine.  I closed my eyes and just let the connection between us flow freely.  I was feeling a tingle down low and despite my best efforts, I began to thrust up into her.

She made out with me for a long time.  When she finally pulled back, her cheeks were bright red.  A large red patch was peeking out from underneath her corset, and she was breathing hard.  She sat up, driving her weight down harder on my groin.  She rocked back and forth for a few seconds. Her mouth was partially opened as though she were about to speak but only a soft moaning sound escaped her lips.

She looked down at me and smiled.  Using both hands, she pushed herself off me.  “Stay on your back,” she said as she sat next to me. 

I was still trying to make sense of what just happened when she reached over and began to run her hand up and down on my junk.  Raw pleasure flowed out and I felt my eyes close.  She grabbed me harder as she started stroking me.  My breathing was coming in heaves as the pressure behind my balls began to build.

Krissy leaned in.  She didn’t miss a stroke as she whispered, “We need to get you past this part of training and into Physical.  I am going to fuck your brains out when that happens.”  She sat back and gave my cock a hard slap.  The sound echoed around the small room.

I grunted at the unexpected sensation.  It was more surprising than painful.

Krissy stood up and looked like she was going to walk out.  She turned before reaching the door and said, “Dose.”

The fizzing in my head started almost immediately.  I felt like I was floating, only vaguely aware that Krissy had locked me in.


Chapter 5 – The Good, The Bad, and The Obedient

I had been fantasizing about Krissy for several minutes when I heard her voice say, “Stand.” 

My collar vibrated and I stood up quickly.  I glanced around the empty room before I heard her voice again saying, “Chains off.”  I felt the change in weight before anything else.  The wall chain clattered as it hit the ground.  I looked down, trying to understand what was happening since I was alone.  “Report to training room.”

I heard the door click and realized that it must now be unlocked.  I pushed the door open easily.  The hallway was empty, so I headed towards the training room.  When I walked inside, I realized that I was alone in the room.  The chair was in the same place, but a new mirror had been added.  It was floor length and directly in front of the chair.

I hopped up on the chair and touched my cuffs on the metal plates.  They attached silently.  I tried to pull my arms free but of course they didn’t budge.

I’m not sure how long I waited but it seemed like forever.  My head snapped towards the door as it opened.  I was expecting, well hoping, that it would be Krissy.

A woman entered.  It was the same dark-haired woman from before.  She had changed into a black bodysuit.  It seemed odd that this one didn’t have the silver zipper I had become used to.  The name “Joan” popped into my mind, but I stayed quiet.  The bodysuit was much more flattering than the plain dress she had worn earlier.  It didn’t hide her bottom at all, but it did make her small breasts look inviting.

Joan came over and attached the wide bands to my arms, legs and chest.  She pulled on the bands a few times to check her work then she rolled the small cart over.  She pulled up on the control panel then began to press some buttons.  “Oh, that was quick.”  She looked over at me and said, “They are already starting you on Physical.”  She looked surprised.

Joan pulled the ball gag off the lower shelf along with a dosing pen.  She showed me the gag then started to press the ball towards me.  I wanted to keep my mouth closed, but I vaguely remembered Krissy telling me not to resist.  Joan worked the ball in past my teeth.  She took the straps attached to the ball as though she was going to lock them to the chair then stopped.  She walked back to the cart and pressed more buttons.  The sides of the chair near my head began to move.  When they stopped, my head was held securely.  Joan came back and buckled the straps to the sides of the head rest.

She held up the pen and glanced at my collar.  “You are already at five dots, but a little more won’t hurt.”  She twisted the end of the pen then pushed it into the hole in the gag.

Peppermint flavored mist filled my mouth.  I inhaled the vapor then closed my eyes and let the waves of relaxation flow through me.  When I opened them again, Joan was looking down at me.

“See, I can be nice.”  She put her hand on my chest.  A twinkle of mischief flashed in her eyes as she began to roll my nipples between her fingers.  She seemed happy when I started to moan softly.  Her eyes drifted down towards my groin.  A big grin appeared on her face.  “Well, someone likes being touched.”  She reached down with her other hand and began to play with my dick.  I hadn’t realized that I was hard already, but it wasn’t like there was anything I could do about it either.

Joan pulled her hands back.  “Physical training is all about letting go.  You are just property.  If a Mistress wants to play with you, it is against the law for you to refuse.”

I momentarily forgot about the gag and started to say something.  I stopped as more white mist filled my mouth.  Images of Joan riding me suddenly popped into my head.  I wasn’t really attracted to her, so I was confused as to why I was fantasizing about her.

Joan retrieved the goggles from the cart.  She showed them to me then locked them in place over my eyes.  Everything went black.

More peppermint mist filled my mouth.  It seemed to be hitting me harder than usual.  I pulled against the restraints, trying to pull the gag out.  It was useless.  I was becoming very intoxicated.

“I am going to stimulate you.  The drug you’re breathing in has a component that will help you fantasize.  I will check with you every so often.  Your job is to relax.  Your body will let me know what things you are interested in.”

The goggles cleared and I was able to see the room again.  Krissy came walking in.  She was wearing a body suit like Joan’s.  I noticed that it didn’t have a silver zipper either.  She walked close to me and said, “Sometimes a Mistress will want to go down on you.  This will teach you that when a Mistress chooses to give you pleasure, you have no choice but to accept.  This will be your way of showing her that you will surrender to her.”  Joan walked around and knelt between my spread legs.

I could feel her hands on me.  She began stroking me with one hand while her other hand pulled down hard on my boys.  I let out a muffled groan.  I couldn’t see her directly but could see her back reflected in the mirror.  I felt something warm and wet as she slid my Johnson into her mouth.

Wave after wave of pleasure washed up from my junk.  The whole of my concentration was focused on the sensations she was giving me.  I began to pant as more mist filled my mouth.  My eyes closed as I began to thrust my hips as much as the restraints would allow.  I was starting to perspire.

The pleasure hit a crescendo and I felt my legs starting to spasm.  I began jerking against my restraints as cum shot out of me.  The orgasm seemed to go on and on as I felt sperm shooting.  As my body started to calm down, I felt Joan slowly pulling on me.  I mentally giggled as the image of someone trying to get the last bit of toothpaste out of the tube flashed across my mind.

The goggles turned black and my sight with it.  I could hear the straps unlocking from the chair before I felt the gag being pulled out of my mouth.  I immediately licked my lips.  They felt oddly numb.

Joan pulled the goggles off next.  She set both things over on the small cart before she pressed the command to lower the sides of the headrest.  She stepped back over to me and pulled her arms out of her jumpsuit.  The top of the garment fell to her waist.  She slowly reached up and ran her hands down the sides of her breasts before leaning in.  She stepped in closer and said, “Turn your head and suck on me.”

I turned my head towards her.  My lips grazed her nipple as I turned.  She had small breasts with thick areolas and long nipples.  When she pressed in slightly further, I opened my mouth and began to suck on her.  She made me continue for several seconds then turned and made me suck on her other breast.

Joan let out a soft moan before she pulled back.  She looked down at me and smiled. 

I had to just lay there as she unlocked the belts and tucked them back into their holders underneath the chair.  “I am going to leave you here for a while.  Krissy will come in later.”

I didn’t want her to go.  I didn’t want to be left alone, tied to the chair but like everything else, it didn’t look like I was going to have much of a choice.  ‘At least the gag is out,’ I thought.  I watched Joan leave, checking out her ass as she left.  I noticed her put a small vial in her pocket as she reached for the door.  When the door closed, I was alone and really feeling the drugs in my system.  I found myself fantasizing about Joan making me suck her tits.  Even though I had just orgasmed, I could feel my cock twitching and desperately wanted to touch it.  That would have to wait.  I passed out sometime later.

The sound of the door opening woke me.  I looked up to see Krissy walking in.  She had changed her clothing again.  Her bodysuit was now sporting the silver zipper.  I was still intoxicated, and my words were having a hard time navigating the fog in my brain.

Krissy took the ball gag off the cart and set it next to me on the chair.  She reattached the belts and raised the sides of the headrest before forcing the gag into my mouth.  She took out the dosing pen and twisted the bottom before she stopped and set it back on the cart.  She took another pen and pressed it into the hole in the gag.  Once she spun the backend of the pen, my mouth filled with raspberry flavored mist.

She returned to the cart and lifted two large black boxes off the lower shelf.  Several long leather straps were connected to one end of each box.  She attached the boxes to the underside of the chair.  She looked concerned.  “I’m really sorry about this.  I talked with Mistress Cathy, but I wasn’t able to convince her that this was unnecessary.”

She stepped back to the control panel and pressed more buttons.  I heard a whirring sound coming from both boxes.  The box to my left chimed then the leather straps swung up and hit me hard in the midsection.  I tried to cry out, but the gag muffled my sounds.  I involuntarily pulled against my restraints but, of course, nothing moved.  I could see myself in the mirror.  A long red welt appeared on my stomach.  The box to my right chimed just before the straps from that box struck me.  The falls hit my chest and I again cried out.  I was breathing hard as I heard the box to my left chime.  I tried to brace myself but cried out nonetheless when the falls hit my stomach again.

Vapor filled my mouth.  I was only vaguely aware of the raspberry taste as I inhaled.  After a few minutes, I lost track of how many times I was struck.  I was already feeling floaty when Krissy walked in but now it felt like I was watching myself from a distance.  I stared at the mirror as the poor man on the chair was struck dozens of times.  His body was now covered in horizontal red stripes. 

I glanced over at Krissy.  She was sitting on the bench, watching me.  I couldn’t read her expression, but she stared at me with her mouth slightly open.  Every now and then, she would scrape her top teeth over her bottom lip.  She didn’t take her eyes off me.

I have no idea how long she kept me like that.  No idea how many times I had been hit.  The pain of the first few strikes diminished.  I found myself just relaxing and letting the sensations roll through me.  I slowly realized that I wasn’t feeling pain from the falls hitting me, it was more of a heavy sensation, like a deep tissue massage.

When the boxes stopped whirring, Krissy stood up and walked over to me.  She removed the boxes and set them back on the cart.  When she came back, she leaned down and examined the stripes on my body.  She looked satisfied.  She unlocked the gag from the chair then pulled it out and set it back on the cart as well. 

“For you to understand what it means to obey your Mistress, you need to learn what happens if you refuse,” she said.  Her hand wandered down to my groin and she began to run her fingers along my shaft.  I became hard almost immediately.

Her eyebrows flashed up momentarily then she said, “Obedience has its rewards.”

Even through the drug induced fog, I felt the injustice of what just happened.  ‘Hadn’t I obeyed every command she had given me?’ I wondered.

Krissy stepped between my spread legs.  She took my now fully erect member and began to stroke me even harder. 

I was surprised that I was hard again already then I realized that I had no idea how long ago Joan made me cum.  I set that thought aside and just concentrated on the beautiful blonde woman making me feel so much pleasure.

After a few minutes, I could feel pressure building behind my balls.  Krissy was staring at me and when our eyes met, she winked at me.  “I’m going to make you cum for me.”

The pleasure was so intense that I found myself relaxing into it.  I had only a moment’s notice before my body began to convulse.  A thick white sticky mess shot out of me as I surrendered to the orgasm.

Krissy giggled as she held her hand up.  It was coated in a white substance.  She licked one of her fingers then closed her eyes and slowly sucked on the digit.  “You taste good,” she said.

I tried to fight it, but I passed out.  I came to as Krissy was freeing me from the chair.  She attached her leash to my collar and led me back to my room.  I passed out again after she locked the wall chain to my collar.


Chapter 6 – The Mistress Council

I was dreaming about hearing my name called.  Someone was telling me that I needed to get up and feed the Nagas.  When I opened my eyes, I saw that I was still lying on the padded floor of my room in the Training Hall.  The door was opening with a creaking sound.

Krissy smiled at me when she saw me looking at her.  She was wearing a shiny black and white latex corset and black silk skirt. 

‘She looks so cute,’ I thought.

She sat down on the ground next to me.  “I let you sleep in a little since yesterday was a hard training day.”  Her hand reached down and began to lightly touch the bruise marks on my stomach.  “Do they still hurt?”  There was a sincerity in her eyes that touched me.

I shook my head no. 

Her hand drifted down between my legs.  I inhaled sharply when she first touched my junk, but I tried to remain still.

Krissy pressed her hand into me then began to move her hand up and down.  As I started getting erect, she gripped me tighter.  I noticed a look of longing on her face.  “You’re going to be popular today,” she said.

“What do you mean?”

She didn’t miss a stroke as she spoke.  “A lot of the Mistresses here like seeing a slave with fresh stripes.  I have to admit, I think it looks kinda hawt too.”  She started to blush.

I desperately wanted to touch her.  If I was being honest, I wanted to climb on top of her and do her right then and there.  I started to reach my hand up towards her face when she suddenly pulled back.

“Keep your hands at your sides,” she said sternly.  She started stroking me again as soon as my hands were back on the floor.  “When a Mistress gives you pleasure, your job is to accept it.  If she wants you to do anything else, she will tell you.”

“Sorry,” I said.

Krissy’s harsh expression disappeared instantly, and she winked at me.  “Too bad we don’t have more time.”  She pulled her hand back and said, “Stand.”

I stood up before the collar stopped vibrating.  I was expecting Krissy to stand up as well, but she just lifted up on her knees.  She pulled my upright member down then leaned in and began kissing my cock. 

I was already panting.  It felt strange to have to just stand there as this beautiful woman was beginning to suck on me.  I found myself slowly thrusting deeper into her mouth.

She stopped a few minutes later.  I was breathing hard and wishing she would let me take her.  Instead, she stood up and attached the chains to my cuffs.  When she was finished, she led me out of the room on her leash.  My schlong was swinging side to side like a metronome as I followed her.

The energy changed as we entered the dining area.  I could feel the eyes of women on me as we walked towards an open table.  Embarrassed, I looked down.  I was relieved when I saw that my erection had mostly faded.  I caught several of the women staring at the stripes on my body.  Each woman had a hungry look on her face as though they wanted to personally add to my collection.  In an odd way, I found I liked the attention.  Each woman had a naked man kneeling next to them.  As I glanced around, I couldn’t help but notice the vacant expressions on the men’s faces.  I felt my heart sink.

“Kneel,” Krissy said.

I felt myself drop to my knees.  It was peculiar, I realized, that I hadn’t even thought about what I was doing until I was on the ground looking up at her.

A mostly naked man brought over food for Krissy.  I noticed his eyes drift down to the bruises on my midsection.  It was hard to make out his expression, but I think it was jealousy.

A piece of bacon suddenly appeared in my vision.  I turned to see Krissy beaming down at me.  Her cheeks were still looking rosy as she fed me.

I saw her suddenly look up a few minutes later.  Mistress Cathy had entered.  She was wearing the tight bodysuit again.  She scanned the room then headed over towards us with a serious expression on her face.

“What now?” Krissy said under her breath.

“Candidate,” Cathy said by way of greeting.  “How is his training progressing?”

“We just started Physical.  He seems to be taking the training well,” Krissy said.

Cathy looked down at me.  “Stand.”

I felt the collar vibrate so I hurried to stand up.

Cathy stepped back and let her eyes wander over my body.  She slowly bit down on her lip as she traced the length of my bruises with her eyes.  “Nice,” she said softly.  She stepped forward and began to run her fingers gently over the large bruises on my stomach.  “Does it hurt?”

I shook my head.

Cathy’s hand continued down towards my groin.  She gripped me and began to massage my penis and boys.  She grinned as I started to get hard in her hand.

My pulse quickened and I started breathing harder as Cathy continued to pull on me.  She had a good grip, and I began to lose focus on what was going on around me.

“The Mistress Council has agreed to hear the appeals that have been filed on his behalf.  They will want him to report to the Chamber right after lunch,” Cathy said as she continued to work my member.

Krissy’s eyes kept flicking down towards my cock.  I noticed that she was starting to breathe harder as well.

“Am I to accompany him there?” she asked.

“I think that would be appropriate,” Cathy said.  She stepped back then looked me up and down.  “Damn,” she said as she licked her lips.  She looked back at Krissy and said, “Don’t wear him out before the hearing.  The Council may want to see how his training is going.”  She turned and left.

My body was starting to shake.  I desperately needed to cum.  I glanced over at Krissy, who looked like I felt.

“Kneel.”

Krissy leaned in with a forkful of spiced omelet.  She made me eat off the fork as she whispered, “I know you need to cum.  We’ll have to wait until after the hearing.  I won’t make you suffer after that.”

After breakfast, Krissy walked me back to my room.  She unlocked my chains before attaching me to the wall.  “Since your training is going so well, I can start you on a workout schedule.  Up until now, you have been led almost everywhere on a leash.  Your collar can also direct you where to go.  When you hear “Report to Gym,” I want you to follow where the collar leads you.  When you are finished working out, you will shower then report back here.  Remember about the wall chain.”  She said the last part with more earnestness than I was expecting.

“Ok.”

Krissy began to chuckle.  “Did you see the way that Cathy was drooling over you?  I thought she was going to go down on you right then and there.”  She paused then added, “Probably should have washed you off before we went to breakfast.”  She started blushing again.

I could feel a tingling coming from my groin.  When I looked down, I saw that I was sporting a half chub.

Krissy looked down and smiled.  Her eyebrows flashed upward momentarily then she pushed herself back a couple of feet and said, “Oh no you don’t!  I’m not supposed to wear you out before the hearing.”  Her eyes sparkled as she spoke.  She stood up and walked towards the door then stopped.  “Do I need to chain your hands?”

It took me a moment to understand what she was talking about.  I grinned then shook my head no.

I was left alone in the room for about a half hour before I heard Krissy’s voice say, “Stand.”

I stood up and waited.

“Release chains,” came Krissy’s disembodied voice.

I started feeling a soft tingling near the front of my neck.  It didn’t hurt but I couldn’t ignore it either.  My collar began to pulse.  I walked a couple of steps towards the door and noticed that the intensity of the shocks coming from the collar dropped off.  I opened the door and stepped out into the empty hallway.  When I did, I noticed that the tingling sensation moved towards my left shoulder.  I turned and as I did, the tingling sensation moved so that it pointed me down the hallway.  A stronger shock hit the opposite side of my neck.  I flinched then began to walk.  The shocks stopped instantly.  ‘I get it,’ I thought.

I let the collar direct me down an unfamiliar hallway.  There was a doorway at the far end.  When I opened it, I saw a well laid out weight room in front of me.  There was a long line of machines spread out along the opposite end of the room.

The collar led me to a treadmill.  I got on and began to walk.  The collar would signal me to move to the next machine every few minutes.  When I completed the series, I felt like I had skinned a dozen Nagas.  I was coated in perspiration.  The collar led me into another room with showers.  I took the hint and cleaned myself off.

I was feeling refreshed by the time I headed back towards my room.  The collar was directing me left but I turned right to return to my room.  I flinched violently as the collar shocked me hard.  I took a moment to gather myself then let the collar direct me where it wanted.

The collar led me into the dining area.  To my surprise, it was filled with naked men.  They were forming a line near the serving area.  I recognized Oscar and stood behind him in line.

He turned towards me and nodded hello.  His eyes looked glazed, and he didn’t speak.

I followed everyone else’s lead and took one of the metal trays.  As we moved along the line, food was spread out for us.  I loaded my tray.  As we were leaving the line, each man grabbed a small towel and headed towards the nearest open table.

I spread my towel out on the seat then sat down next to Oscar.

He was looking down at his tray.  He moved like some zombie from an old-time movie.

“How are you doing?” I asked.

Oscar slowly looked over at me.  He seemed surprised that I was sitting next to him.  Recognition slowly spread out on his face.  “Hello, my young friend,” he said eventually.

“How are you holding up?” I asked.  I could see seven green dots on his collar.

He let out a long sigh.  “I don’t know.  I feel like I’m losing control of myself.  This woman keeps coming into my room.  She tells me to do things, and damn, I do them.”  He turned and went back to eating his lunch.

I would glance over at him from time to time, wondering if that was what was in store for me.  I was almost finished eating when I heard Krissy’s voice say, “Stand.”  I glanced around then realized it had come from my collar.

A light shock hit my neck and I stood up.  “Return the tray,” erupted from my collar.  I looked around and saw a line of men with empty trays.  I walked over to them and saw they were putting leftovers in a large tub then putting their trays into a rack.  I copied them, hoping I wasn’t going to get shocked again.

After putting away my tray, I felt the now familiar tingling on my neck.  I let the collar lead me out of the room.

Krissy was waiting for me in the hallway.  She looked nervous.  She had changed her clothing and was now wearing tight leather pants and a black leather vest.  She clipped her leash to my collar then pulled me in closer to her.  “I need to take you to the council meeting,” she whispered.

“Should I be worried?” I whispered back.

Her eyes flickered between focusing on my left eye then right, as though she was trying to get the words right in her head.  “It will be fine.  They will ask you some questions and might have you follow some of their commands.  After that, I will take you back to your room.”

There was obviously more to it than she was telling me, but I decided to just go with it.

Krissy stared at my collar for a second then said, “Dose.”

The forced relaxation hit me almost immediately.  To my surprise, I found that I was beginning to enjoy the sensation. I followed her as she led me to a new part of the Training Hall.  My eyes were glued to her fabulous ass as we walked.  I knew I had lots of questions, but my words were having a hard time fighting through the fog in my mind.

We stopped outside of an ornate set of double doors.  A metal plate was bolted to the wall above the door.  It read, “Mistress Council.”

Krissy pushed open one of the doors and led me in.  Around a dozen women were already inside.  We walked past several long wooden benches.  Women were sitting, watching us as we walked by.  Each was dressed in black leather pants and matching vests.

A large judge’s bench was set on a raised platform.  Five padded chairs were spread out behind the bench, although only the three center ones were occupied.  An older woman with gray hair sat in the middle.  She looked up as Krissy stopped me several feet in front of her.

The older woman looked off to my left and nodded.

I followed her gaze to a muscular woman wearing leather armor.  I didn’t see any weapons, but she was unmistakably a security person.  The woman walked over to me as Krissy undid her leash.  Krissy stepped back as the muscular woman took my arm.  “Come with me,” she said.

Her grip was like iron.  I let the woman lead me over to a chair made of heavy timbers.  The chair was odd because it didn’t have a traditional seat.  There were two raised legs in a ‘V’ shape and two horizontal beams that extended out from where the shoulders would be.

I stopped in front of the chair.  The woman spun me around then pushed me back.  It took a little maneuvering, but I was able to sit with my legs on the raised beams.  The woman locked my wrist cuffs to the horizontal beams then my leg cuffs to the base of the chair.  After adding leather belts to my waist and chest, I was completely immobilized.  I thought she was done, but she walked behind me then pulled my collar back until it locked to the back of the chair.  I coughed slightly when the collar pressed against my neck.

The older Judge looked over and said, “Bailiff, we can’t have a prisoner interrupting these proceedings.  Gag him.”

“Point of order,” said the woman to the Judge’s left.  “It has not been established that he is, in fact, a prisoner.”

“Thank you, Doris,” said the older woman.  “Bailiff, attach the truth teller but do not yet activate it.”

The muscular woman walked over to a small cabinet bolted to the wall.  She opened the door and pulled out a small shiny metal cuff.  I noticed that it had a thick leather strip dangling from the bottom.  She also took a ball gag and a dosing pen then walked over to me.  She looked me in the eyes and said, “Open your mouth.”

I immediately opened my mouth and waited for her to push the ball in.  I noticed that the expression on her face softened.  A momentary look of confusion flashed across her face as she realized I wasn’t resisting at all.

The bailiff gently pressed the ball in past my teeth then buckled the straps behind my head.  She hesitated then caressed my face with one hand as she pushed the dosing pen into the opening in the gag.  She twisted the end of the pen as far as it would go.

Peppermint mist filled my mouth.  I inhaled deeply.

The bailiff stepped between my legs and began to pull down on my scrotum.  She was obviously very strong, but she was incredibly gentle as she repeatedly pulled down on me.

I began feeling the effects of the mist right away.  My body relaxed and my mind slowed down even more.  The feeling of this woman pulling down on my balls was pure pleasure.  I could feel myself starting to get erect.

The bailiff suddenly stopped and glanced up at me.  She took her free hand and gripped my penis.  A smile spread across her face as I continued to get harder in her hand.  She gave my cock a couple of slow strokes then went back to pulling down on my boys. 

I watched her open the metal cuff.  It was much narrower than the cuffs on my wrists.  She held my scrotum down as far as it would go then she wrapped the cuff between my balls and dick.  I was thankful that she carefully made sure that no skin got trapped as she closed the cuff.

The metal felt both cool and heavy.  In a weird way, I also found that I kinda liked the sensation.  I glanced over at Krissy, who was now sitting on the wooden bench closest to me.  She looked concerned.

“Do we have a prosecutrix yet?” asked the Judge.

The doors opened and a tall redheaded woman walked in.  Like everyone else, she was wearing tight leather pants and a matching vest.  She was flat chested and wore an expression that could be best described as ‘resting bitch face.’  She sat down at the small table in front of the judges’ bench. 

The Judge cleared her throat.  “Very well.  Begin recording.  Today is September 1st in the 47th year of Her Majesty Becky’s rule.  I am Judicial Officer Rotterdam.  Joining me on the bench is Mistress Doris Breach and Mistress Darlene Goodwill.  We are here to rule on the appeals filed on behalf of the uncategorized male…”  She glanced down at the papers in front of her.  “…Hank.  If the representatives would please identify themselves for the record.”

“Prosecutrix for the Crown, Mistress Abigail, Your Honor,” said the stern looking redhead.

“The Council recognizes Mistress Abigail, for the Crown.”   She looked around then asked, “Do we have anyone on behalf of the male?”

A homely woman stood up.  She wore a plain dress, which did little to improve her appearance.  “Your Honor, Retired Mistress Harietta appearing for PETS.  We filed a Wrongful Identification Petition on behalf of this candidate.”

“His status as Candidate or Prisoner has yet to be proven,” interrupted the Judge in a harsh tone.  “The Council recognizes the representative from People for the Ethical Treatment of Slaves.” 

Harietta sat down at the small table to the Prosecutrix’s right.

“Abigail, would you please present the Crown’s case.”

The redhead stood up and said, “Your Honors, the Crown has conducted a thorough examination of the record.  We have been unable to find any record of a native male matching the biometrics of the uncategorized male present today.  Further, we have run his DNA.  It contains strands that are not of this world.  As such, we move for dismissal of the appeals and ask that the male be designated a Prisoner and returned to Programming.”  She sat down and looked over at Harietta.

I was having a hard time following what Abigail was saying.  ‘How could I not be of this world?’ I wondered.  The forced wave of relaxation was flooding my brain.  I found myself beginning to imagine the redheaded woman making me suck on her tiny tits.  The rational part of my mind, or what there was left of it, kept trying to tell me that I wasn’t attracted to her at all, so why was I fantasizing about her?

“Did the Crown double check the results?” Judge Goodwill asked.

“Yes, Your Honor.  We filed the lab results with the Council this morning,” Abigail said.

I could see the judge look down and flip through some papers.

“Very well.”  Judge Rotterdam turned towards Harietta.  “What do the PETS people have to say?”

Harietta slowly stood up.  She was so short that this really didn’t add much.  “I will direct the Council’s attention to the affidavits filed by Hank’s parents.  They indicate that Hank was born on Hera in Freetown.  He has lived his whole life here.  Further, in checking the shuttle’s manifest, the Court will notice that no prisoner matching Hank’s description was delivered to our planet.”

“Objection, Your Honor,” Abigail said.  “This Court knows very well that the people of Freetown have strong negative feelings about our society and are therefore biased and any statements from them should be given no weight at all.”  She looked over at Harietta as though this closed the case.

“Why should the Council give any weight to statements made by a Freetowner?” asked Rotterdam.

“We have affidavits from both his mother and father,” Harietta started.

“Objection.  Men lack the legal standing to make binding statements.  As such the affidavit from the male should be suppressed,” Abigail said.

“Sustained.  The Council will disregard the affidavit from the person claiming to be this man’s father.”

I saw both other judges nod their heads in agreement.  The expression on Rotterdam’s face was growing bitter.

“The affidavit from Hank’s mother should be considered,” Harietta said.  For being so small and soft spoken, she stood her ground.

“Another Freetowner?” Rotterdam asked.  The tone in her voice made it seem, even in my altered state, like she had already decided my fate.

“Hank’s mother is a retired Mistress,” Harietta finished.

‘She was?’ I wondered.  My mind slowly processed every conversation I had ever had with my mother, and she had never once mentioned that.

The surprised look on Rotterdam’s face spread instantly to the other Judges.  She turned back to Abigail and asked, “Has the Crown confirmed that this man’s mother once held a Mistress license?”

“She did,” Abigail said.  “However, the Council should be aware that she voluntarily surrendered that license and later married her slave.”

Judge Rotterdam inhaled audibly as her eyes grew wide.

‘Dad was a slave?’ echoed through my mind.  ‘And what about all those crazy stories?  Could they have been true?’ I wondered.

“What do we know about her former slave?” asked Judge Breach.  “Do we know if he was an off worlder?”

“We do not have that information,” Abigail said.  “He went through training about the time we first started receiving off world prisoner shipments.  The timing is correct but records from that time are sketchy at best.”

“Your Honors,” Harietta said, “I ask for an offer of proof.”

Abigail stood up immediately.  “Objection.  This male has no standing to testify before the Council.”

“Although the Prosecutrix is correct about verbal testimony, she is incorrect about an offer of proof.  This Council has long recognized that a man cannot hide his body’s reaction to the truth teller.  Since we will be able to see the results ourselves, I am not asking that we take testimony from him,” Harietta said.

Rotterdam looked like she was going to grant Abigail’s request but then changed her mind after conferring with the other judges.  “Very well.  We will be in recess until the uncategorized male is prepared.”  She motioned over to the bailiff before she and the other two judges stood then exited the room.

I looked over at Krissy.  Her normally peaches and cream complexion now looked ashen.  I knew I should have been worried but for some reason, I remained completely calm.

Conversations erupted from the groups of women still in the council chambers.  I could hear the discordant sounds but the fog in my brain made following any individual conversation almost impossible.  I made out one woman saying, “I would totally do it, but my Aunt Flo arrived…” 

I had no idea what she was talking about.

Two huge guards entered the chamber.  They led two muscular men into the room.  The men dragged a large wooden structure and set it in front of the judge’s bench.  When they finished, the large women led them out in silence.

My mind was struggling to understand the structure’s purpose.  It had a padded bench about three feet off the floor.  At one end were wooden stocks.  I saw a larger opening in the center and two smaller openings, one at each end.  Another flat padded rectangle was positioned in front of the largest opening, but it was pointed towards the floor.  ‘How am I supposed to sit on that?’ I wondered.  More mist filled my mouth, and I felt an even stronger sensation of floating.

The bailiff walked over.  She had bushy blonde hair that framed a face that was oddly beautiful.  I could see a mix of emotions on her face.  She started to loosen the belt across my chest but stopped when Krissy walked over.

I watched her as she made her way next to the bailiff.  ‘She is so beautiful,’ I thought.

“Audience members are not allowed to interact with the accused,” the bailiff said.

“I’m his Mistress in Training,” Krissy said.

The bailiff nodded then continued to remove the belt.  “He is not your property so I will not allow you to interact with him, but you may inspect him to make sure that he is not being mistreated.”

“I’ve spent a lot of time with him.  I do not believe he is a prisoner,” Krissy whispered.

The bailiff lowered her voice and leaned into Krissy.  “I have my concerns too.”

“Would it be against the rules if I gave him some Goo?”

The bailiff glanced around the chamber.  “Get some from the cabinet.”

Both leather straps and my gag were removed by the time Krissy walked back with a shot glass in her hand.  She handed it to the bailiff then watched as she made me drink the fruity liquid.  Krissy took the empty glass and returned it to the cabinet before she went back to her seat.

The bailiff leaned over and unlocked my leg cuffs from the chair.  As she did, the leather armor started to act like a corset.  Her breasts were lifted and pushed together. 

I found myself looking at her longingly.

She glanced up and saw me checking her out.  She looked down to see what I was staring at then back up to me with a twinkle in her eyes.  “You like?”

I nodded.  My words were having a hard time forming, so nodding was the best I could do.

She reached over and caressed my face.  “Would you like me to make you suck on them?”

I nodded again, this time with more urgency.

She smiled at me then leaned in and whispered, “When you finish training, I may ask your Mistress for a play date.”  She reached over and began to play with my nipples before unlocking my wrist cuffs from the chair.

A wave of fizzing started in my head.  It almost felt like I was falling forward.  I kept imagining the bailiff pulling her armor down and pressing one of her massive breasts into my face.

She walked behind the chair and unlocked my collar.  When she stepped back in front of the chair, she nodded to herself when she saw that I hadn’t tried to get up.  In a kindly voice, she said, “Give me your hand.”

I reached up with my right arm and let her take it.  She pulled me into a standing position then walked me over to the bench.  I noticed that her grip was much softer this time.  As I got closer, I realized that a ‘U’ shaped piece had been cut out of the end of the bench facing me.  She held on to my arm, but only lightly.

She unlocked the top beam of the stocks and lifted it up a couple of feet.  “I want you to lay down on your stomach and put your head through the opening.”  She pointed to the largest opening in the stocks.

I laid down on the bench right away but had to scoot forward a couple of times before I was able to stick my head through the center opening.  Without looking at them, I could feel the eyes of every woman there on me.

The bailiff locked my ankles to the sides of the bench.  She stepped in front of me then said, “Stick your hands through the holes.”

My head wasn’t completely immobilized but the stocks made it harder to see my hands.  I felt my way through the openings.  The bailiff locked my cuffs to the stocks so that I was unable to pull them back then she brought down the top piece and locked it into place.  I heard the door open and saw a blonde woman walking in.  She was dressed like the others, but I recognized her right away.  Giselle had a perfect hard body.  Her breasts were slightly too large for her frame, but I found that I liked the look.  She smiled over at me when our eyes met.

A sound, like a heavy spring, made me look forward again.  The bailiff was pulling up on the padded rectangular seat.  It clicked into place just below my chin.  I looked upward and saw the bailiff looking down at me.  The expression on her face combined compassion with something else. ‘Was that lust?’ I wondered.

She walked off then returned with two long poles.  She screwed each one into the top of the stocks, near my hands.  After wrapping a thick leather band around my low back, she sinched it down to the bench so that I was unable to lift up.

All talking in the room stopped suddenly.  I could just turn my head enough to see the three judges walking back in.

“Is he ready for the offer of proof?” asked Judge Rotterdam.

“He is,” said the bailiff.

“We will need a volunteer,” Rotterdam said.

“I volunteer,” Krissy said immediately.

“And you are?” asked the Judge.

“Mistress in Training, Krissy.  This male is under my care.”

“Objection,” said Abigail.  “As a trainer, she may have already established a connection with the male.  The Crown asks that a neutral witness be found.”

“Granted,” said Judge Breach.

“I’ll do it,” said a woman to my left.  I recognized Giselle’s voice.

“Hearing no objection, the Council accepts Mistress Giselle.”

I watched Giselle as she walked over then stood in front of me.

“Hank, the device attached to your balls will strike you if you make physical contact with the woman who will be seated in front of you.  If you hesitate to follow my commands, it will also strike you.  Do you understand?” asked Rotterdam.

It took a couple of tries but I finally said, “Yes.”

“Very well.  Bailiff, activate the truth teller.”

I could hear her walk behind me then a hand grasped my genitals and pulled them down.  They suddenly felt free.  I vaguely realized that she had moved them into the cutout section of the bench.  The cuff locked onto my sack vibrated for a few seconds then stopped.

“So that there is no misunderstanding, this is what will happen if you violate the rules,” Judge Rotterdam said.

I cried out.  Something heavy struck the base of my scrotum.  I realized that I had cried out, not so much out of pain, but from the sudden shock.  It hit me three more times in rapid succession.  I grunted but didn’t cry out.

Giselle had already taken off her top and was unzipping her pants.  Her large breasts were in a perfect tear drop shape.   When she pulled her pants off, I saw that she had a wonderful hourglass figure.  She was also clean shaven.

She walked over, then with the assistance of the bailiff, sat down on the padded seat in front of my face.

I could feel the heat radiating from her body.  She had a musky smell that I found intoxicating.  She reached up and grabbed the poles with her hands then inched herself forward until her pussy lips were inches from my mouth.

“I want you to kiss me,” Giselle said.

I tried to scoot forward but the restraints stopped me from moving very far.

“Reach for it.”

I pressed my body forward.  She was still too far away.  I heard muffled murmurings coming from the audience.

Giselle scooted forward a little more.

I tried to force myself forward again.  This time, my lips lightly brushed her skin.  I cried out again as the leather strap hit my boys.  I was so focused on Giselle that I had momentarily forgotten about not being allowed to touch her.

“Kiss me,” Giselle said.  She scooted another inch towards me.

I was panting already.  I could feel a light coating of perspiration covering my body.  I pressed forward and kissed her labia.  I knew I was going to get hit again, but I wanted to taste her.  The smack on my balls seemed to have lost a little of its force – either that or I was starting to get used to it.

I began to kiss her lips.  Giselle moved in a little closer.  I could feel one of her hands lightly touching my head.  The leather strap continued to strike me, but I sucked in on her labia and ran my tongue over the edges.

Giselle let out a soft moan.  “Lick me.”

I drove my tongue in and slowly licked upwards.  Her hand gripped my head harder.

She began to rock into me in time with my tongue penetrating her.  She pressed her hips harder against my face.  “Get me off.”

I drove my tongue deep inside.  I worked my way up towards her clit.  It was slowly starting to swell, so I gently began to suck on it. 

Giselle was moaning loudly and grinding her genitals into my mouth.

I backed off then drove my tongue in deeper again.  Wetness began to form as I continued to suck on her clit.  I noticed that she felt slippery.  She made me continue for several minutes.

I could feel her body grow tense.  I knew she was getting close to climaxing, so I started alternating between sucking and licking her.  I heard her cry out as liquid sprayed out on my face.  I kept going until her body relaxed.  I knew the slapper was still hitting me, but I didn’t care.

The bailiff walked over and helped Giselle off the padded seat.  She was wobbly and had to have help getting dressed.

I was panting and covered in sweat.  My balls were aching, and I desperately wanted to cum.

The room was completely silent as Giselle sat down next to Krissy.  Moments later, the room filled with excited conversations.

Judge Rotterdam began to bang a gavel down on the bench.  “The audience will remain silent.”

It took a few seconds then everyone stopped talking.

“The Council will consider the evidence before it and render a decision in the next few days.  Until then, the uncategorized male will be returned to the custody of his Mistress in Training,” Rotterdam said.

All three judges stood and left the room. 

Krissy walked over immediately.  She leaned down and said, “That was so hawt.”

I heard several more sets of feet walking towards me.  A woman I couldn’t see said, “That ass.  I hope he finishes training soon.  I’d like to take him from behind.”  Another woman asked, “Bianca, as long as he is already strapped down, what about letting a few of us take turns on him?”

“You heard the Council.  He is to be released to his MIT,” said the bailiff.

I felt grateful to the bailiff, as I wasn’t sure I could take a lot more.  I felt a tugging on my midsection as the bailiff undid the belt.  I was released from the stocks and Krissy helped me into a standing position.  My legs were shaking.

Krissy locked chains onto my cuffs then down my back.  She clipped her leash onto the front of my collar when Giselle walked over.

She reached out and caressed my face.  Her eyes looked slightly dilated and her face was flushed.  “What did you think of that?”

“You taste good,” I said.

Giselle blushed.  She turned towards Krissy and asked, “How far into Physical is he?”

“Just started,” Krissy said.

Giselle slowly shook her head.  “And he can already do that…” she said to herself.  “I’m going to send you a play request when he’s ready.”

Krissy smiled wide.

I saw several other women staring at me as Krissy walked me out.  One woman stood out to me.  She was a little younger than I was.  She had red hair, an oval face and bright green eyes.  Her tiny frame was well endowed.  She winked at me as I passed by.

Krissy walked me back to my room in silence.  “Chains off,” she said once the door was closed.  She locked me to the wall chain then said, “Sit.”

I didn’t need the collar to encourage me.  I sat down, hoping she wasn’t going to dose me again.  My mind felt like mush and my groin ached.  I couldn’t tell if the pain came from the slapper or from my desperate need to cum.

“Lay on your back,” Krissy said.  She sat down between my legs and put her hands on my thighs.  “You’ve had a big day.  How are you doing?”

“My groin hurts.”

“Oh, poor baby,” Krissy said in a slightly mocking tone.  “Well, I can help you with that.”

I was starting to say something smart when Krissy said, “Dose.”

I exhaled hard when the wave of relaxation hit me.  My brain seemed to go into autopilot and all thoughts seemed to disappear.

“You’re already at five dots.  This should move you up to six.” 

I felt her hand move up to my cock.  She had only been tracing the sides when I sprung to full mast.

“It’s not healthy for a man to get all worked up and then, you know, not be able to finish.  I get that.  The pain you’re feeling right now is just your body telling you that you need to ejaculate.  I’m going to make you cum.  It’s going to both hurt and feel good at the same time.”

‘She’s right about that,’ I thought.  I could hear myself starting to moan as she stroked me.  She reached down and ran her fingers over my boys.  Her touch was incredibly light.

I could feel myself getting ready to climax.  If I were being honest with myself, I was scared to go through it.  I made a feeble attempt to think of something, anything, else but the more I tried to mentally distance myself from the pleasure pouring from my groin, the more intense it became.  I had only a moment’s notice before my body began to convulse.  I cried out.  ‘Was that from extasy or torture?’ I wondered.  When I finished, the pain had disappeared.  I was panting and coated in sweat.

Krissy beamed down at me.  “I told you I wouldn’t make you suffer.”  She slid one of her fingers through the sticky white mess on my stomach.  She laughed suddenly.  “Oh my, you almost got yourself,” she giggled.  With her other hand, she wiped some of the mess from the top of my chest.

I passed out a few seconds later.


Chapter 7 – The Visitor

I was dreaming about sitting by the side of a slow-moving river.  A young girl was sitting next to me.  She was dressed in tight jeans and a crop top.  Her midsection was slightly doughy and had several moles spread out in the shape of a backwards checkmark.

“What happens if you get chosen?” she asked.

I tossed a pebble into the water.  “What do you mean?”

“I mean…once you become a slave, do you think that you and I can still be together?”

“Would you even want me?  I mean, once I go through training…” I said.

A creaking sound woke me up.  The soft green grass and wide-open meadow disappeared. I found myself naked in a bare room, chained to the wall.  A beautiful blonde girl was walking in.  Her amazing frame was wrapped in a black latex bodysuit.  She smiled at me.

“Wake up sleepy head,” Krissy said.

She walked over to me, but my eyes seemed glued to her chest.  Her breasts swayed as she moved.  ‘Wow,’ I thought.

Krissy glanced down to see what I was staring at.  She started to blush when she looked back up.  “You are really going to enjoy the next phase of training; well, most of it anyway.”  She finished with a smile.  She walked the rest of the way over to me then said, “Lay on your back and spread your legs.”

I felt the collar vibrate. 

She sat down between my legs and gently picked up my balls.  She twisted them around as she inspected them from every angle.  “Does it hurt when I touch them?”

“No.”

She grinned at me.  “Good.  Now stand up.”

I stood up quickly.  “May I ask you something?”

“Chains off.  Yes, slave.”

“I didn’t really understand what was happening with the Mistress Council.  How could they think that I wasn’t born here?”

Krissy glanced at my collar.  I could see her mouth the word “three” before her eyes looked back at mine.  “The people of Terra send prisoners here for rehabilitation.  Because they are not of this world, they do not understand how to treat their men.  As a result, the men become unruly and can even be dangerous.  We try to free those men from the pressures of decision making.  We try to show them a way of truly being free.  Some resist – even violently.  As a result, the training they go through is much more intense than a slave candidate would.”

The image of Oscar flashed in my head.  “Have I been treated like a prisoner?”

Krissy shook her head.  “No.  Once it became obvious that you were not like those men, a temporary stay was entered.  You’ve been treated much more gently than a prisoner would be but harder than a normal slave candidate.”

“Any idea when the Council will make their decision?”

She shook her head again, but she grinned.  “After your performance with the truth teller, I can’t imagine it will take them long.”

I noticed that she had more of a glow about her than normal, so I said, “You seem happy today.”

She squinted slightly as she tilted her head a couple of inches to her right.  “You continue to surprise me.”  She collected her words then said, “I just passed my first Suggestions exam.”  She giggled then added, “I am anxious to try it out on you.”

“What is that?”

Krissy held one finger up to my lips.  “Enough questions for now.  Dose.”

I inhaled hard as a huge rush hit my brain.  My eyes closed and I just let the sensation overtake me.

“We are going to be entering a new phase of training.  I want you to report to the training room.  I need to get some things ready so you will be left alone for a while.”

“Report to Training,” erupted from my collar accompanied by a vibrating sensation.

I took one last look at the beautiful blonde girl next to me then started for the door.  The hallway was empty as I turned to head towards the other room.  ‘Am I the only one here?’ I wondered.

The room was unoccupied when I entered.  I hopped up on the chair and touched my cuffs to the metal plates.  They locked instantly.

Krissy walked in a few minutes later.  She looked at my cuffs then walked over to me.  “I’m so glad I can trust you.”  She wheeled over the small cart and started pressing buttons on the control panel.  The sides of the head rest rose and pressed firmly against the sides of my head.  She attached the belts to my elbows, knees and across my waist and chest.  “Can you get out?”

“No.”

“Good.”  She brought over the gag and inserted it into my mouth.  “We are going to start you on a new kind of dosing pen.”  She held up a silver tube.  “You may have noticed when you were in the Council Chambers, the pen they used had a different flavor.  The peppermint one has a chemical that helps you fantasize.”  She pushed the end of the pen into my gag then turned the back end as far as it would go.

Peppermint mist filled my mouth.  I breathed it in and felt the wave of relaxation flow through my mind and down my body almost immediately.

Krissy unzipped the top of her body suit, exposing a lot of her breasts.  She leaned over me and began to suck on my left nipple. 

I started getting hard as soon as she touched me.  ‘I wish she would let me suck on her,’ I thought.

She held up a small white square so that I could see it.  She pulled a clear pad off the bottom then stuck the device on my nipple.  She did the same thing with my other side.  “For this part of training, I need to get you worn out.  Try to stay conscious as long as you can.  Ok?”

“Mow ay,” I mumbled out.

“That is adorable,” Krissy said.  Her hand reached down to my groin.  Her eyes shot back up to mine as she gripped me and realized I was already at attention.

I could see her pause as though considering something.  In the end, she just stroked me for a few minutes.

I was panting behind my gag as the waves of pleasure flooded through me.

“I can’t wait to teach you the rules about Thanking,” she said.  She did a long slow exhale then leaned over me and stared into my eyes.  “I want you to imagine a blank wall.  Nothing special about it other than there is nothing else around it.”

As I was trying to imagine it, the pen filled my mouth with vapor again.  I could feel my whole body go limp, well most of it anyway.  I noticed that it was easier to imagine the wall.

“When you hear me tell you to clear your mind, I want you to remember the wall.”

I could feel my dick twitching, but I tried to set that aside and just think of the wall.

“I’m going to attach some things to you.  While I do, try to keep thinking of the wall.”  She disappeared from my sight when she walked back to the cart.  I heard some things getting shifted around then she reappeared by my feet.

“Spread your legs.”

‘How am I supposed to do that?’ I wondered.  I hadn’t even finished the thought when the chair legs began to move apart.  In my altered state, I couldn’t tell if that was me or if the chair was moving on its own.  When it stopped moving, my legs were spread wide.  I watched her step between my legs.  She spread some thick looking clear liquid on my penis then stroked me a few times before pressing the clear tube down over my shaft.  She buckled it under my scrotum then brought up another device I hadn’t seen before.  It had a square end that looked like it was made of rubber with a small protrusion sticking out.  Extending out the other side was a long object that wiggled when she moved the device.  I inhaled suddenly when her hand hit my butt.  I breathed in more mist without meaning to.

She hit the inside of my thighs and the area behind my balls dozens of times.  It hurt at first then started to feel really good.  She would caress my ass in between hitting me.  Finally, she spread more of the clear liquid between my cheeks. 

It felt cold and slippery.  I felt her finger pressing against my starfish.  I was surprised to find that I was pressing into her hand as she did it.  After a couple of minutes, I felt her finger press gently into me.  It felt wonderful.  She slowly moved her finger deeper then she pulled it back only to press it in deeper again.  She held the square end against me then pressed in and buckled it into place. 

I let out a moan when I felt the small protrusion enter me.  When she stepped aside, I could see myself in the mirror.  It looked like I had a second dick sticking out of my ass.  I tried to imagine what it was for, but nothing came to mind.

Krissy stepped back into my vision.  She held the two boxes with the leather falls attached to them.  I flinched when I recognized the boxes that flogged me last time.

“Clear your mind.”

The image of the wall popped into my mind’s eye.  I could hear her attaching the boxes to the chair, but I tried to keep focused on the wall.

“I’m going to leave you here for a while.  The machine is going to stimulate you while I am gone.  When I come back, we’ll begin the next phase of training.”  She pressed the goggles down over my eyes and buckled them to the chair.  I could still see the room until she touched the top of my forehead then everything went black.  More mist filled my mouth.

The sound of a pump started from the cart.  I felt something pressing down on the tube covering my penis.  Shortly after that, it felt like someone was sucking on me.  I tried to complain when it stopped but nothing audible made it past the gag.  I soon felt like I was floating in complete darkness.

After a few minutes, I heard the whirring sound come from both boxes.  I tensed when I heard the one on my left chime.  I felt the leather falls strike me, but they were very soft.  It almost felt like a heavy blanket hit me then fell off the side.  The box to my right chimed and I felt another strike, just as gentle.  ‘This isn’t too bad,’ I thought.

The two devices on my nipples turned on and it felt like a lover sucking on me.  This was followed by a more intense sucking on my cock.  When it stopped, I felt the falls hit me again, this time harder.  The cycle kept repeating with the falls hitting me harder each time.  At some point, it occurred to me that I had no idea how long I had been sitting in the chair. 

My sight suddenly returned.  I followed the arm reaching back from my forehead and saw a plain looking woman standing to my left.  I recognized Joan immediately.

“Welcome back,” she said.

“Mehlow,” I said before I remembered the gag was still in. 

Joan unbuckled the gag and pulled it out.  She pulled the goggles off me and set both on the small cart.

I licked my lips immediately.  My mouth felt slightly sore and tired.

The headrest lowered and I was free to move my head again.  Joan was still pressing buttons on the control panel, but my attention was focused on the tight black corset and shiny skirt she wore.  Motion drew my eyes back to the mirror in front of me.  The poor man in the mirror now sported numerous horizontal stripes on his body.

“Those monsters,” Joan said under her breath.

I turned to look at her.  The offended look on her face was hard to miss, even with all the drugs in my system.  It seemed like the longer she stared at the control screen, the angrier she became.

Joan let out a loud exhale then turned back towards me.  Her expression changed in an instant and now showed real compassion.  “I’m so sorry.  It looks like the Mistresses were keeping you worked up but didn’t let you cum until after the Mistress Council hearing.  That is not healthy for you.  Its torture pure and simple.”

I tried to speak, to let her know that Krissy was taking care of me, but my words seemed to be lost.  My gaze flashed over to the man in the mirror.  ‘Why doesn’t she care about the whip marks on me?’ I wondered.

Joan stepped over next to me.  She pulled down on her corset and let one of her girls fall free.  “I am going to tell you to suck on me.  When I do, you will keep sucking on my breast until I tell you to stop.  If you don’t do what I say or if you stop before I tell you, I will let the chair flog you.”

The expression on her face was completely serious.  She leaned over and stuck her breast near my face.  “Suck.”

I traced the outline of her nipple with my lips.  As she pressed in a little further, I opened my mouth and began to suck on her.  I noticed that the sensations from the devices on my nipples and cock increased a hundred-fold.

“Stop.”  Joan pulled back slightly then looked me in the eyes and said, “Suck.”

The devices stopped when Joan pulled back.  I struggled violently against my restraints, wanting them to turn back on.

I began to suck on her again. The pleasure from my chest and groin started at the same time.  After five more rounds, I was beginning to get fatigued.

Joan looked down at me and said, “Again.”

“Please, Mistress.  My mouth is getting tired,” I complained.

Joan stared down at me.  No empathy showed in her eyes.  She stepped over to the control panel and began pressing buttons.

I heard the boxes begin to make a whirring sound.  “Stop.  Please, may I suck on you again?”

The box to my left chimed.  I flinched hard when the falls struck me.  The box to my right chimed and I was struck again.  I was hit several more times before the boxes stopped making the whirring sound.

Joan looked unhappy when she walked over to me again.  She leaned down and stuck her breast in my face.  “Suck on me.”

I was panting and covered in perspiration.  My body felt heavy, and I seemed to have lost the will to put up any resistance to her. I moved my mouth closer to her and began to suck again. 

Joan let out a soft moan.  She was looking me in the eyes when she pulled back.  “When a Mistress tells you to do something, you must do it.”

I nodded.  “Yes, Mistress.”

She smiled at me as she tucked her breast back into the corset.  She pressed something on the control panel and the headrests began to lift.  Once my head was secured, she reattached the gag and goggles to me.  “I’m going to leave you here for a while.  Krissy will come back to finish your session.”  She reached over and touched my forehead.

My world went black, and more peppermint mist filled my mouth.  A hissing started that sounded like waves crashing on a beach.  Every so often, I could make out words underneath the hissing.  I tried to fight it, but I soon dozed off.  I was dreaming about being on top of my old girlfriend.  She was pinching my nipples as she said, “Harder.”  I tried to roll off her, but my hands seemed glued to the ground.

I woke when I felt someone pressing down on the top of my goggles.  The hissing stopped and my vision came back.  I was expecting Krissy, but a young redheaded woman was standing in front of me.  She was wearing a soft corset and matching silk skirt.

“Hi, I’m Eve,” she said.

“Mmmoo rrrr uuu,” I mumbled before realizing that the gag was still in.  I felt so floaty that I wasn’t quite sure if I was dreaming.  The girl looked familiar.  I tried to recall if I knew her from Freetown, then I remembered that I had seen her in the audience at the trial.

“That’s adorable,” she said.  She looked me over then smiled.  There was a twinkle in her eyes that, even drugged as I was, I found intoxicating.

“Annn ooo ggaaa,” I said.  Even I didn’t understand what I said.

The girl giggled.  “Want your gag out, huh?”  She seemed to think about it for a second then said, “I don’t think it will hurt anything.”  She walked over and unbuckled the gag.

I coughed a little when she took it out.  I could see mist shooting out of it in small puffs.

Eve looked down at the gag.  “Wow, they’re moving you up to peppermint already.  Are you tripping?”

I nodded.

A genuine smile spread out on her face.  She set the gag down and stepped closer to me.  She put her hand on my chest. 

Warmth and something else spread out from where our skin met.  I closed my eyes and just let the sensation of her touch wash through me.  My eyes popped open as soon as she pulled her hand back.  I noticed that her mouth was slightly open.

Eve reached over and removed the goggles.  “That’s better,” she said.  She looked into my eyes then said, “You have pretty eyes.”

I looked into her deep green eyes.  ‘She’s beautiful,’ I thought.  I tried to talk but my words weren’t forming.

Eve reached down and began to caress the sides of my face.  “Don’t worry about talking right now.  You’re at eight dots, so words are going to be hard for you.  Don’t worry, it will pass.”

I relaxed and just focused on her touching me.  I let out a soft wine when she pulled back.

“Your MIT is Krissy, isn’t she?” Eve asked.

I nodded.

“I saw you at the Mistress Council.  The way you got Giselle off really got me going.  I know I’m not really supposed to come down here and play with candidates, but I saw that other woman leave, so I figured they started slut training already.  You’re really adapting to the training if you’re that far already.”  She seemed to think about something for a moment then said, “I don’t believe you are a prisoner, but I had to know for sure.  You don’t mind, do you?”

I didn’t know what she was talking about, but I didn’t have enough words to ask.

Eve began to play with my chest as she watched my eyes.  “You like that, huh?”  She glanced down to my groin then back up to my face.  “Too bad they have you locked into that thing.  I’d kinda like to taste you.”  She flicked the plastic tube covering my schlong with her finger.  It made a muffled thud sound when she did.  She glanced at my chest then she reached over and pulled the things off my nipples.  She set them down next to the gag.

She seemed to be considering something then glanced back at the small cart.  “I may not be able to get to the goods, but I can make our visit more interesting.”  She had a wicked glint in her eyes.

I watched helplessly as she walked over to the cart and began to push buttons.  She grinned at me then walked to the chair and climbed on top of me.  She started to play with my chest then inched forward and began to kiss me.

I heard a motor start.  Air began to get sucked out of the thing on my junk, making me feel like I was getting a powerful blowjob.

Eve grinned at me as my hips began to rock up and down.  She was staring into my eyes as though watching an experiment unfold before her.

My breathing started coming in small pants.  The expression on her face said that she was planning something else.  I felt a strong vibration on my taint followed by pressure on my starfish.  I didn’t understand what was happening until I felt something begin to penetrate me.  It felt like pure pleasure as it began to move in and out of me.  Even with Eve on top of me, part of the mirror was still visible.  I could see my reflection.  The black tail was moving slowly in then out of me.  I pulled against my restraints, but they were unyielding.

“Just relax and let it happen,” Eve said.  She scooted down a little and began to suck on my chest while she played with my right nipple with her hand.

I felt myself rocking in rhythm to both her touch and the device attached to me. 

Eve sat up and pulled one of her girls out of the corset.  For such a tiny woman, she had enormous breasts.  She crawled further up on me and stuck her breast in my face.  “Suck on me,” she said.

I began to kiss her breast until I found her small nipple.  I opened my mouth and began to suck on her.  ‘She tastes good,’ I thought.  She made me suck on her tit for a few minutes.

The pressure behind my groin was becoming unbearable.  I only realized that I was about to orgasm a moment before it happened.  My body started convulsing as my world shrunk down to a single point of pleasure.  I noticed Eve start laughing as she rode my shuddering body.  She looked like a kid on some ride at an amusement fair.

When the orgasm subsided, Eve climbed off the chair.  A giant grin was plastered onto her face.  She tucked herself back into the corset then looked at me like a child that had gotten away with being naughty.  “That was amazing!” she said.

I watched her go back to the small cart and push more buttons.  The sucking sensation on my privates stopped as did the penetration from the tail.  I was struggling to remain conscious.

Eve reappeared in my vision.  She had a light coating of perspiration on her face.  “That was fun,” she said.  She looked back at the door then said, “I might come back and play with you again later.”

She held up the gag and showed it to me.  “You’re going to pass out soon, so we better get this back in.  I’ll reattached the nipple stimulators before I go.”

I felt the sides of the head rest begin to rise.  I desperately wanted to ask her not to gag me, but no words made it past my lips.

Eve leaned over and kissed me.  “Don’t worry, Krissy will be back soon to take it out.  Now, open your mouth.”

My mouth immediately opened, and I offered no resistance as she reinserted the gag.  She snapped it in place then put the goggles back on.  I could see her wink at me just before she touched the top of the goggles, turning my world black again.  I think I passed out immediately.

It felt like I must have been sleeping for a long time.  The goggles turned on and I could see my surroundings again.  The extreme floating feeling from earlier had lessoned considerably.  I was locked onto a chair, staring at myself in the mirror.  A beautiful blonde girl was walking towards me.  I would have smiled at her but there was a gag in my mouth.

“Wake up, sleepy head,” she said.

My memories were coming back to me as the sleepiness left my brain. 

Krissy stepped between my legs and removed the tube still attached to my junk and the thing in my ass.  She set it on the cart then picked up a small ‘U’ shaped device.  She slid it down my dick and behind my balls then tightened it.  I was hoping she would take the things off my chest, but she left them in place.  I had a vague recollection of someone taking them off me but decided that must have been a dream since they were still attached.

She unlocked me from the chair and helped me into a standing position.  I was extremely wobbly.  She looked up at my collar then said, “I think we need to lower your dosing a little.”

I waited patiently as she attached the chains to my wrists and ankles. 

“Kneel.”

I knelt then stared up at her.  The wonderful curves of her body seemed to steal all other thoughts from me.

“Clear your mind.”

The image of the wall popped into my vision.  I was vaguely aware of wondering why since I had not tried to think of it.

Krissy stepped closer to me.  The soft material of her skirt gently caressed my face.  “I want you to notice the way the fabric feels against your skin.  Close your eyes and just concentrate on what my skirt feels like as it touches you.”

I closed my eyes and let the softness of the material take my attention.  My eyes flew open as a mild vibration started near my groin.

“Keep them closed,” Krissy said sternly.

I closed my eyes and let the softness of the material merge with the pleasure spreading out from my genitals.  As I calmed down, I started to notice the heat radiating from her body.  Her scent was barely present.  I found myself inhaling, letting the delicate smells mingle with the pleasure I was receiving.

“Clear your mind.”

The wall appeared immediately.

“When I want to get you aroused, I will say your name and tell you the number, ‘One.’  When you hear that, I want you to remember all the sensations you’re experiencing right now.”  She stepped back and waited for me to look up at her.

“Hank, One,” she said.

The wall popped into my mind.  I closed my eyes and felt the softness of the material against my face.  I inhaled and the memory of her scent filled my nose.  Even without the vibrations on my privates, the feeling of pleasure hit me again.  I opened my eyes and looked up at Krissy.  The smile on her face was all the reassurance I needed.  I winked at her.

She slipped off her skirt, revealing naked skin underneath.  She let me take a long look at her then moved closer to me.

Her pussy was right in front of my face. 

“After a Mistress is done playing with you, she may tell you to Thank her.  What she means is that she wants you to get her off with your mouth.  If she asks you, then you must do it.”

My eyes moved slowly from the inviting lips in front of me up to her eyes.  I knew what she was going to make me do and despite being exhausted, I wanted to give it to her badly.

“Thank me,” Krissy commanded.

I pressed my face forward.  Her skin felt soft and warm pressed up against me.  As gently as I could, I began to kiss her labia and run my tongue over it.  She moved millimeters closer to me as my tongue slowly penetrated the soft skin.  She was so warm.  When her body shuddered, I felt my cock begin to rise.

I started to trace the inside of her lips when I felt her hands behind my head.  I drove myself in deeper then pulled back, only to repeat it again several times.  From somewhere outside of my immediate attention, I heard Krissy begin to moan.  She was already panting by the time I started focusing on her clit.

I could just see her face as I glanced upward.  Her eyes were closed.  She was biting down on her lower lip as her body rocked against me.  I started sucking on her clit while my hands slowly moved up the sides of her thighs.  Wetness began to spread out on my cheeks as she began to convulse.  I knew she was close, so I began going harder.

Krissy started to say something then stopped.  She started again, only to end in a loud series of moans.  As her body began to convulse for the last time, her face seemed to be stuck mid word.  Her hips suddenly pressed down on me hard as her body tensed.

She held my face against her until she finally finished shuddering.  When she pulled back, I could see a bright red patch on her chest.  Her cheeks were rosy.  As I looked up at the slightly shocked and confused expression on her face, I thought, ‘That is adorable.’

It took Krissy almost twenty seconds to compose herself.  The bright patch was still visible as she pulled her skirt back on.  The room lights glistened off the perspiration still coating her skin.  She let out a long exhale then said, “Stand.” 

She took a towel off the cart and washed my face.  I waited as she clipped her leash to my collar.  Her eyes looked dilated as she stared into mine.

“That was amazing,” she said.  A big grin spread out on her face.  “Thanking a Mistress like that will get you everything.” 

As she led me back to my room, all I could think about was how bad I wanted to do that to her again.  She said, “Chains off.”  After the chains on my cuffs fell free, she locked me to the wall.  She winked at me before walking out.  Despite the non-stop fantasies boomeranging around inside my head, I fell asleep moments after my head touched the ground.


Chapter 8 – Savior Complex

I felt stiff when I woke up.  I stretched for several minutes but it only seemed to help a little.  When the door creaked, I looked over to see Krissy walking in.  I smiled as I saw she was wearing a purple and black corset and soft skirt.  Fantasies of her making me go down on her filled my head.

Krissy saw the look on my face and began to blush slightly.  She shook her head then walked over to me.  She looked at my collar then said, “You are going to be a handful.”  She leaned in and kissed me.  “Hungry?”

I nodded.

“Good.  Let’s get you something to eat.  Chains off.”  The wall chain clattered to the ground.  She glanced down at my midsection then ran her hand over the new bruises.  “Do they hurt?”

I shook my head.

Her eyes wandered down to my groin.  She half chuckled then said, “We’ll have to see if Mistress Cathy can control herself today.”  She locked chains to my cuffs then down my back.  “It will be nice when the Mistress Council makes their decision.  Once they decide that you are not a prisoner, I won’t have to chain you up so much.”  She clipped her leash to my collar.  As she did, I could see her mouth the word three.  She shook her head and said, “I may need to get you a new collar.  This one seems to be having a hard time keeping you at level.  Dose.”

I was starting to get used to having my hands chained behind my hips.  As the Goo hit my system, I closed my eyes and let the rush run through me.  When I recovered slightly, I asked, “Is it more training today?”

Krissy nodded.  “Yesterday was a good start, but we have a long way to go.”

I glanced down at her crotch then absentmindedly licked my lips.

Krissy began to blush.  “That too,” she said.

We found an empty table in the dining area.  Like before, I noticed several of the Mistresses staring at me as we entered.  I was both turned on by the hungry expressions and a little scared.

“Kneel,” Krissy said.

I flew down to my knees then waited for her next command.

One of the serving slaves came over with food and drink for Krissy.  She fed me several bites then said, “I’m going to change the cartridge in your collar today.  The new one will have the peppermint chemical added to the Green Goo.  This will help you fantasize while I share you with other Mistresses.”

It felt like my heart stopped for a second.  ‘What do you mean?  Haven’t I been shared with other Mistresses already?’ I wondered.  Remembering Krissy telling me to not ask questions when we were in public, I filed my question away for later.

I saw Mistress Cathy standing at the doorway.  She surveyed the room then started walking over to us.  I nudged Krissy and glanced in Cathy’s direction.

Krissy looked down at me then her eyes flashed to my collar.  She let out a sigh then went back to feeding me.

“Candidate,” Mistress Cathy said.  “I have wonderful news.  The Mistress Council published their decision this morning.  They have ruled that Hank is a slave candidate and not a prisoner.”

Krissy stood up.  “That is great!”

Cathy held up one hand.  “There’s more.  Since he has not been enrolled in Candidate classes, the issue of whether he would need to start over at the beginning came up.  The Council has ruled that under your guidance, he has made considerable progress.  This means that you will remain as his MIT and may continue his education.”

Excitement flowed out of Krissy.  She looked at me and beamed.

“I was reading his progress report from yesterday.  Really impressive.  Yes, you have permission to begin the next phase.  Have you posted a signup sheet yet?” Cathy asked.

“No, Mistress.  I need to replace his cartridge with a peppermint enhanced one first.  I am also considering having his collar returned to Maintenance.  This one doesn’t seem like it’s holding him at level.”

Cathy nodded then said, “Prudent.”  She looked down at me then said, “Stand.”

I stood up immediately and waited.

She looked me up and down then slowly smiled.  “I love a slave with fresh marks,” she said to herself.  Turning to Krissy she said, “After you have replaced his collar and posted the signup sheet, I may want to see him in action.”

Krissy’s eyes grew wide.  “Yes, Mistress,” she said excitedly.

Cathy looked back at me.  I could see her eyes pause at my bruises then go down to my groin.  She shook her head then let out a long exhale before she turned and walked off.

Krissy sat back down then said, “Kneel.”  Excitement was flowing out of her.

I started to ask her about Cathy but stopped when she shook her head.

After breakfast, Krissy took me back to my room.  The door had barely closed when she said, “Chains off.”  She took the coil of chain near the wall and locked it to my collar.  She pulled on the chain a couple of times then told me to sit down.

Krissy scooted in next to me.  She seemed lost in her thoughts.

“May I ask questions now?”

She looked over at me then nodded her head and said, “Yes, slave.”

“I understood that I am no longer considered a prisoner, but I didn’t understand what Cathy was talking about.”

Krissy’s eyes went wide.  She collected herself then said, “You have no idea how rare it is for someone in Cathy’s position to check in on a slave candidate.  It is a real honor.”  She shook her head again in disbelief then continued.  “The next part of Physical is to share you with as many Mistresses as I can find.  Sometimes, they will come in here and use you.  Sometimes, they will come into the Training Room and play with you.  The idea is to teach you that you don’t have any control over who plays with you.”

The light went on in my head.  “So, Cathy asking about the signup sheet means that she wants to come and play with me?”

Krissy nodded.  “As your MIT, it is my job to keep you safe.  Part of my responsibility is to make sure that no one mistreats you.  Since it is illegal for you to refuse a Mistress, your MIT staggers the visits so you don’t get injured from too much use.”

I gulped.  “How many Mistresses are involved in this part of training usually?”  I tried to hide my concern but suspected I had failed.

Krissy chuckled.  “Only as many as I think you can handle.”  She put her hand on my thigh.  “Don’t worry.  I’ll check in on you a lot.  I have some control over who I allow on the list, so you won’t have to worry about pain Mistresses until you’re ready.”

“What Mistresses?” I asked.

Krissy took a second then said, “Some Mistresses enjoy inflicting pain on their slaves.  If they do it correctly, it can be very enjoyable.  My job is to screen the potential play partners so that only experienced ones can sign up.”

I felt my heart racing but not in an excited way.

She gave my leg a squeeze and said, “Hold off on judgment until you’ve given it a try.”

I nodded but inside, I was quivering.

She glanced at the plate bolted to the wall.  “It is very important that you remember to chain yourself to the wall during this part of training.  If they catch you unchained while alone, any of the Mistresses will punish you and not in the fun kind of way.”

I nodded again.

“This part of training will also involve a lot of liquid Green Goo.  I’ll be monitoring your intake, but it will take you a little while to get used to it.”  She looked over at one corner and added, “I’ll have a bin and some towels brought in.  Just remember to put the used ones in the bin after you’re done with them.”

“Should I be worried about this part of training?”

Krissy slowly shook her head.  “No one will mistreat you.  Besides, with the way you looked at me this morning, you are going to really enjoy this phase of training.”  She stood and said, “I need to get some things ready for you.”

I considered what she had said then smiled.  “Does this mean that you’ll get your license soon?”

She stopped and looked down at me then nodded.  She leaned in and kissed me hard.  “I never thought I would meet a slave candidate like you.”  She beamed at me then turned and left.

“Report to Training,” erupted from my collar a few minutes later. 

As soon as I was standing, I heard Krissy’s voice say, “Release Chains.”  I headed towards the door as soon as I was free.

When I entered the Training Room, I was surprised to see the chair gone.  Two new floor length mirrors had been added, each on a different wall.  Where the chair had been was a new piece of furniture.  It looked like a padded bench with one end lifted up to form a backrest.  There was also a large hole in the middle of the bench, but I couldn’t figure out why it would be there.

A motor started above me.  I watched as two thick chains lowered from the ceiling.  At the end of each chain was a small metal cube.  When the chains stopped, I heard Krissy’s voice say, “Attach your cuffs to the chain.”

I walked next to the closest chain and inspected it.  There was no lock or clasp that I could see.  Remembering the metal plates from the chair, I set the cube on top of my cuff.  It was glued instantly.  I stepped over to the other chain then locked it to my cuff.  I glanced at the door, wondering when Krissy would get here.

The motors started again.  Panic set in as the chains began to rise.  I pulled against them at first but as they continued to rise, I was lifted onto my tip toes.  I was left hanging for a long time.

I let out a sigh of relief when the door finally opened.  Krissy came walking in.  I could see a metal collar in her hands.

She smiled at me then began running her hands over my body.  She kept playing with my cock until I was standing at attention.  She let out a long sigh then said, “Collar off.”

I felt my collar vibrate then come loose. 

She took it off me then gently placed the new one around my neck.  It vibrated when she touched the two ends together.  “Set dosing to four.”

I inhaled as a new rush filled my brain.  I glanced at Krissy and noticed the tops of her breasts poking out over her corset.  Images of her putting my head between her tits filled my mind.  I absentmindedly licked my lips as I imagined her asking me to Thank her for the new collar.

“Well, the new collar looks like it’s working.  You are already up to three red dots.”  She walked over to the new bench then took a small controller off it.  The bench raised up several feet, revealing another seat bolted to its base.  ‘Hate to be sitting in that when the bench lowers,’ I thought.

She walked back to me and began to play with my balls and cock.  “The chair that was in here before was all about teaching your body to accept pleasure.  This new bench is all about you giving pleasure to your Mistress.”

The sexual images flashing through my head were becoming distracting.  I desperately wanted her to show me how the bench worked.  I wanted to ride her in the worst way.  I think she knew what I was going through because she said, “You can see why I chained you up.  You’ll get used to the new collar, but it will take a while.”

There was a knocking at the door.  Krissy looked surprised but went to answer it.  A mostly naked man, wearing only a collar and tight black shorts stood in the hallway.  He handed a paper to Krissy then disappeared.

“That was quick.  We already have our first volunteer,” Krissy said.  She was shaking her head in disbelief.  She glanced at me then said, “I even posted the sheet in the restricted area of the Hall.  I figured that way; only more senior Mistresses or VIPs would be able to see it.”

She folded the paper and put it in her pocket.  Glancing up at me she said, “Well, you are obviously ready to go so let me show you how the bench works.”  She stepped next to my right side and said, “Release right cuff.”

My hand arm fell immediately.  I would have overbalanced but Krissy caught me.  I rested my arm on her shoulder.  The warmth and touch of her filled my mind with more fantasies about her.

“Release left cuff.”

Krissy led me by the hand to the bench.  “Climb in there and press your back to the chair.”

I crawled onto the bench then sat with my back rigidly pressed against the seat.  The seat back was surprisingly narrow.  Krissy locked my cuffs down at my sides then locked my feet in front of me.  Finally, she locked the back of my collar to the top of the seat.

She sat in front of me and showed me a spring-loaded clamp.  It was about four inches across and had wires running out of it.  She reached down and began to pull on my sack.  I let out a soft moan as she touched me.

I saw her open the clamp then, to my surprise, she clamped it onto my balls.  I was scared at first, but then I realized that it didn’t hurt – it just held firmly onto my boys. 

Krissy showed me a small doughnut shaped device.  Like the clamp, it had wires coming out of it too.  She pressed my penis through the opening then did something to it.  The doughnut suddenly felt much tighter against my cock.

She climbed out then showed me the controller.  At the touch of a button, the bench began to lower on top of me.

I felt a sudden rush of adrenaline.  I imagined the bench crushing me.  Instead, my head and the top of my seat fit through the hole in the bench easily.  I could see that I had another four inches between the edge of the hole and my face.  I let out a sigh of relief.

Krissy hopped up on the bench then straddled it with her legs spread.  She leaned over and kissed me passionately.  When she pulled back, she licked her lips and said, “Damn, I may have to sign up on my own sheet.”  She giggled then hopped off.

I had no idea what she was talking about but grinned at her all the same.

The door opened and a familiar redheaded girl walked in.  She was wearing a sheer robe and little else.

“Hi Krissy.  I’m Eve.”

Although the bench blocked part of my view, I could see a stunned look appear on Krissy’s face.  “It’s nice to meet you in person.  Hank is ready for you.  We just started him on the Peppermint infused Goo.”

“Excellent.  Do you want to stay and watch?” Eve asked.

Krissy shook her head no.  “This is all about you.”

Eve smiled at her then began to disrobe. 

I recognized her firm breasts even though I wasn’t sure I had seen them before.  I was too busy fantasizing about Eve to notice Krissy leave.

Eve climbed up on the bench and spread her legs to either side of my head.  She leaned back then picked up the controller.  She pressed a button, and the back of her chair began to move towards me.  As I watched, her pussy inched its way towards my face.  I was suddenly nervous that it would force her into me, but it stopped just as her crotch reached the edge of the hole.

“Is this the first time you’ve been put in the bench?”

“Yes, Mistress,” I said.

Eve rested her feet on two raised platforms.  This caused her to lean back further and brought her pussy directly in front of my face.  “Your job is to pleasure me.  If you do something that I don’t like, then you will get a correction.”  She pressed another button.

I grunted hard as the sensation of having my balls smacked hard hit me.  I started panting.

“If I like what you’re doing, then you get rewarded.”  She pressed another button.

A strong vibration started coming from my penis.  The pleasure was intense and I began to moan loudly.

Eve giggled.  “Better to do what I like.”

I nodded.  “Yes, Mistress.”

The vibrations slowed down as Eve used the controller again.  I noticed that they didn’t stop completely.

An evil glint appeared in her eyes as she pressed the controller again.

My head moved forward slowly.  As I was pushed into her, fear hit me, and I pulled against my restraints.  The motion stopped when my lips pressed against her labia.

“You will need to get me warmed up first,” Eve said.

I started to gently kiss her tender flesh.  The warmth of her body radiated against my face as I began to trace the inside of her lips with my tongue.  She felt so slick that I started going harder right away.  She rewarded me with a series of moans as she scooted closer to my mouth.

Suddenly, my head was pulled back.  I whined at the sudden loss of connection.  I realized I was panting as I looked up at Eve’s face.

She grinned at me then asked, “How do I taste?”

“Good, Mistress.”

“Would you like to taste me again?”

“Yes, please.”

I noticed her hand twitch.  My head began moving slowly towards her again.  Like before, I was stopped just as my neck reached the far end of the hole.  Eve’s skin was pressing against my face as I began to pleasure her again.

She made me go longer this time.  My face was coated in her wetness.  Eve had several new bright red patches on her chest.  They went well with the bright pink of her cheeks.  I noticed her eyes were dilated as she looked down at me with the remote control in her hand.

Suddenly, the vibrations on my genitals increased exponentially.  My body struggled to decide if it wanted to inhale, moan, or just grunt as the waves of pleasure erupted from between my legs.  Eve kept the devices on until I was almost at the point of no return.  When she turned them off, I began to shudder as I tried to pull free from my bonds. 

The sound of giggling made me look up.  Eve had sat up further and was watching the emotions play out on my face.  Her eyes twinkled as she watched me.  “I wonder how long I could keep you on edge before your body gives out?” she said to herself.

Her hand pressed a button on the controller.  The vibrators came back on, forcing my concentration to focus on pleasure and nothing else.  When it finally stopped, I was coated in sweat.  My shoulders hurt slightly from my feeble attempts to pull free from the chair.

Eve crawled forward, so that we were face to face.  She held out one finger and said, “Suck.”

My body began to move forward, until her finger penetrated my mouth.  I began to suck on her digit.  The chair moved my head back and forth as I continued to suck.

Eve stopped me a few seconds later.  She pulled her finger back and winked at me.  “I might violate your mouth next time.”

I didn’t know what to say or do.  My whole body was focused on my immediate need to orgasm.

Eve grinned at me.  “You look amazing like that.  I think I could make you do anything I want right now.”  She bit down on her lip then pressed the controller again.

I felt myself jump as the vibrators started.  Within seconds, I was panting and vainly pulling on my restraints.  Suddenly, my body relaxed, and my eyes closed.  I could feel semen starting to flow out of the top of my penis.  I didn’t understand what was happening, then everything stopped, and I ground down on my hips.  More sperm shot out of me as I had to endure one of the most intense orgasms I had experienced so far.

Eve turned off the vibrator and let me sit quietly for a few seconds. 

When my eyes opened, I saw that her face was next to mine.  She leaned forward then kissed my forehead.  “You really are fun,” she said.

She climbed down off the bench and put her robe on before walking back to me.  “I’m going to leave you in there.  Krissy will come back and clean you up.  She seemed to think about something then said, “I’m going to sign up to play with you again.”  She chuckled to herself then added, “I think I’m going to just fuck your brains out next time.”  Her cheeks were still rosy as she winked at me before leaving.

I think I was sitting in the chair for a good ten minutes before my mind started to settle down.  I was still covered in sweat and my groin felt damp.  The burning in my shoulders had settled down and now I desperately wanted to be released.

Krissy came in and immediately began to raise the bench.  She wiped me down with a small towel before she undid my restraints.  She had to help me out as my body was having a hard time following my instructions.  She pointed to the floor and said, “Sit down.”

I sat and just concentrated on my breathing.  I felt like I was watching everything using someone else’s eyes.

“How are you doing?” Krissy asked.  She looked concerned.

I just shook my head.  After I found my words, I said, “I don’t know…”

Krissy smiled at me.  She sat on the ground next to me and held me, slowly rocking me forward then back.  After a few minutes, she said, “That is just your body adjusting to the peppermint.  It will make your orgasms way more powerful, in addition to helping you fantasize.”

I was starting to gain control over my breathing.  I nodded to her then said, “Thank you, Mistress.  Will it be like that from now on?”

Krissy let go of me then moved so that we were face to face.  “It will be until your body gets used to it.  I saw that Eve made you cum.  Normally, this part of training is just you pleasuring your Mistress.  Don’t be surprised if some of them get off by making you cum for them.”

I nodded again.

Krissy stared at me with a calculating expression on her face.  “I think I’m going to mark you out of service for the rest of today.  We had another volunteer set up for this afternoon but I’m a little concerned that your peppermint dose is too high.  Your orgasm should have been stronger than normal, but this is a bit extreme.”

“Do you think I just need more time to recover?” I asked.

Krissy kept staring at me before she spoke.  “We might give it a try later today but for now, I’m going to mark you as unavailable.”  She stood up then said, “Stand.”

I was grateful that she helped me up.

“Go back to your room.  I’m going to update the signup sheet.  I haven’t decided if I will make you available later today.  If I do, then I will probably have the volunteer come to your room.”

I waited for her to put her leash on me. 

Instead, she said, “You know the way.”

I nodded then began meandering my way back to my room.  I got down on the floor as soon as the door closed.  Fatigue was hitting me hard.  My face was pointed towards the coil of wall chain.  As much as I didn’t want to, I crawled over and locked the free end to my collar.  I passed out right afterwards.

I heard the door open and reluctantly opened my eyes.  I was still feeling extremely intoxicated.  A woman was walking towards me.  She was wearing a black bodysuit.  Her big bottom and tiny tits looked amazing in the outfit.  I began fantasizing about her as soon as I saw Joan’s plain face.  Something clicked in my mind, and I realized that Krissy must have made me available again.

“Sit up,” Joan said.

It took longer than normal but I was able to sit.

Joan looked at my collar and said, “I know you are really tripping right now.  Your collar only shows four dots, but I had a friend in maintenance adjust it so that it won’t go above four dots, no matter how much peppermint you have in your system.  Can you speak?”

I nodded but was having a hard time getting my words out.

Joan smiled at me.  She unzipped her outfit then stepped out of it.  “Stand,” she said.

I stood up and waited.

Joan knelt in front of me and began to massage my boys.  As I became erect, she leaned in and put me in her mouth. 

I closed my eyes and enjoyed the pleasure she was giving me. 

Joan pulled back then got on all fours.  “I want you to fuck me,” she said.

I got down on my knees behind her then reached out and began to touch her vaj.  She was already wet, so I scooted in closer and slowly inserted myself into her.  The warmth and pressure was instantly turned into pleasure.  It felt intensely good as I drove myself in deeper.  It took a couple of tries, then we got the timing right and were rocking into one another. 

She started moaning a few minutes later.  I reached out and grabbed the back of her hair then pulled it towards me.  Joan began thrusting backwards harder.  Her moaning got louder as the pleasure increased for both of us.  When I saw her start to convulse, I lost it and came into her, hard.

Almost immediately after I climaxed, the sensations from my penis turned into a terrible buzzing.  I pulled out and fell back on my butt.  I was confused and the room seemed like it was spinning.  When I looked back up, Joan had already redressed herself.

“It’s time for us to get you out of here,” she said.  Her eyes went to the chain locked on my collar.  She inhaled hard then said, “Release chains.”

Nothing happened.

“Release chains,” she said again.  Her face grew angry.  She reached over and pulled down hard on the chain, but it remained locked in place.

The back of my neck hurt when she pulled down on the chain.  I was still fighting the confusion in my brain and had no idea what was happening.

“Damn it,” Joan said.  She glanced towards the door then back at me.  She seemed to be thinking something through then darted towards the door.

Just before she reached the door, it began to open.  Mistress Cathy stood in the doorway.  She was wearing a sheer robe.  There was an excited expression on her face.  Her expression changed as she saw Joan.  “Who are you?” she demanded, her face now looking angry.

Joan shot past her and into the hallway.  She clipped Cathy’s shoulder as she passed.

Cathy looked back at me.  Her eyes paused at my groin then moved to the chain locked to my collar.  She followed the length of chain back to the wall then spun and ran after Joan.

My body was still quivering from the massive orgasm.  I felt lightheaded.  Fatigue hit me and I passed out.

I woke to somebody pushing me awake.  A beautiful blonde girl was leaning over me with an intense look in her eyes.  It hurt to think.  I knew that the girl was familiar, but I was having a hard time finding her name.  She stared into my eyes then yelled, “Collar off.”  She reached out and pulled the collar from my neck.

As I lay on the floor, I could see two humongous female guards standing in the doorway.  They each wore leather armor, and one was holding a spear.

The blonde girl said, “Release chains.”  When the wall chain separated from my collar, she tossed the metal circlet to the closest guard and said, “Please take that to Mistress Cathy.”

I heard footsteps echoing down the hallway then another guard appeared.  “She’s in custody,” said the new guard.

“Will you need help with him, Krissy?” asked the woman holding the spear.

Krissy shook her head.  “I’ve got him.”

The guards nodded then closed the door as they left.

Krissy lay on the ground behind me.  She scooted closer and held me tightly.  “You’ve been given too much peppermint.  We need to let your body process it out.  I’ll stay with you until you’re feeling better.”

I reached up and pressed her arm tighter against my chest.  The warmth of her skin and the tightness of her hold on me felt reassuring.


Chapter 9 – A Plot Uncovered

I knew I was having a bad dream, but the details disappeared as I woke up.  I was sweaty and my muscles felt sore.  I sat up slowly, realizing as I did that I was hungry.  My eyes landed on a coil of chain piled neatly next to the wall.  I felt a moment of panic as I realized I was not chained to the wall.  My hand flew to my neck but all I felt was skin.  Confusion set in as I realized that I was not wearing a collar.

The door opened and Krissy came walking in.  She was wearing leather pants and a skintight black shirt.  A small backpack was thrown carelessly over one shoulder. 

I grinned when I saw that her nipples were poking through slightly.  ‘She’s so cute,’ I thought.

“Good morning,” she said.

“Good morning.”

“How are you feeling?” she asked.

“Hungry.”

“I’m not surprised.  You’ve been out of it for the last two days.”

I could feel my eyebrows scrunch upward as what she said hit me.  “What happened?”

“I’ll explain it to you as I get you ready for breakfast.”  She set the backpack on the ground next to me then dumped out the contents.  She picked up a shiny collar and held it out to me.  “Kiss it,” she said.

I leaned forward and gave the metal a light kiss.  I didn’t resist as she locked it around my neck, realizing as she did, that I felt truly naked without it.  It felt oddly comforting when the collar vibrated.

As Krissy began locking the cuffs to my wrists and ankles, she said, “We found out why your other collars weren’t working correctly.  That woman had a co-conspirator in the maintenance department.  They had modified your collars to mask how much of the Goo you were receiving.”  Her tone was both somber and sad.

I was beginning to feel a cloud of relaxation forming in the back of my head, but my thoughts were still clear.  “How did you find out?”

Krissy exhaled loudly.  “I had decided to let another Mistress play with you after your first session on the bench.  Mistress Cathy had signed up, so I knew you would be safe.  Apparently, when she came into your room, another woman was trying to get out.  She forced her way past Cathy and tried to escape the Hall.  Cathy had the guards stop her and they were able to take her into custody.”

It looked like Krissy was about to cry.

“When I heard, I came in to check on you.”  She shook her head back and forth slowly.  “You were not doing well.  It was obvious that you had been overdosed on the Peppermint Goo, even though the collar only showed four dots.  I got it off you as fast as I could.”  She rested her hand on my leg as she looked into my eyes.

The wave of relaxation was moving from my head down to my body.  The soreness from a few minutes earlier disappeared.  I suddenly began having very sexual thoughts about Krissy.

“I’m so sorry.  My job is to keep you safe, and I failed.”  Tears were building up in her eyes but hadn’t started cascading down her cheeks yet.

I put my hand on hers.  With her head pointed at the floor, I had to lean down in order to look into her eyes.  “But you did keep me safe.  You’re the one who realized what was happening and got the collar off me.”

She lifted her head and stared at me as if checking to see if I was serious.  “You mean, you’re not mad?”  She said the words very softly.

I shook my head no.  “Sounds like I would have been in a lot of trouble if it weren’t for you.”

Krissy half chuckled as she smiled at me in disbelief.  Her eyes were wide.  She let out a long exhale then reached over and hugged me.  When we finally separated, I saw her wiping something off her cheek.

“What happens next?” I asked.

“For you, we need to get you mentally past what happened.  The collar I put on you has the peppermint cartridge.  I need to teach your body that it’s still ok to have the Goo.”

The feeling of complete relaxation made me smile.  As I glanced over Krissy’s body, I felt a strong sense of longing.  “I don’t think that’s going to be a problem,” I said.  I had a sudden flash of being locked in the bench as she made me pleasure her.

Krissy blushed slightly as she realized what I meant.

Slowly, another thought occurred to me.  “What is going to happen to Joan?”

Krissy’s eyes went wide.  “How did you know her name?”

“She was one of the women that you had come in and play with me during our sessions,” I said.  I didn’t understand why Krissy would ask that.

“I have never met her before and certainly didn’t authorize her to be part of any session.”

“Wait.  What?” I asked.

“How many times did she come in to see you?” Krissy asked.  There was a harsh edge to her voice.

“Many.  I’m not sure of the number but she would come in and make me obey her.  You were there too.”

Krissy shook her head.  “I have never seen her before.”

I watched Krissy’s eyes twitch left then right in rapid succession as she was thinking.  When they stopped, she stood up and said, “Let’s get you something to eat.  Stand.”

It felt almost reassuring when the collar vibrated.  I waited patiently as she locked my wrists behind my back.

She looked at my collar then said, “Dose.”

My eyes closed as a fresh wave of Goo hit me.  I opened them a moment later when I felt her hand on my cock.  She seemed relieved as I got hard in her hand.  She glanced down then began to stroke me.

I lost track of everything else and just focused on her touch.  Images of her letting me fuck her flooded my mind, followed by more images of me Thanking her.

When she stepped back, I could see the top of a bright red patch peeking out from the top of her shirt.  She clipped her leash to my collar and began walking towards the door.  As she did, I kept imagining her on all fours with me behind her.

We found an open table in the dining hall.  I knelt next to her as we waited for a man to bring over food.  She started feeding me as soon as the other man left.

I saw Mistress Cathy come in a few minutes later.  My attention was drawn to her tight body, and I found myself fantasizing about her.  She walked directly over to us.

Cathy looked at my collar then back to Krissy and nodded in approval.

Krissy stood up and asked, “Mistress, may I have a word with you?”

Cathy looked over at a dark-haired Mistress and motioned to her.  The woman came over and whispered to Cathy for a second then took Krissy’s seat.  She waited until Krissy and Cathy left then held out a fork full of steak for me.

I leaned in and slowly pulled the steak off with my mouth.  My attention was focused on the exposed parts of her breasts poking out from her corset.

The dark-haired woman looked down to see what I was staring at.  When she looked back up she asked, “They’ve started you on peppermint, haven’t they?”

I nodded as I swallowed the meat.

“Would you like to suck on them?”  There was a twinkle in her eyes.

“Yes, Mistress.”

She fed me another bite then slowly caressed the sides of her breast as she watched me.  She pulled down on her corset and let one of her girls free.  The soft pink nipple stood out to me as I fantasized about sucking on her.

“Suck on me,” she said softly.

I leaned in and kissed her breast before beginning to softly suck on her.  Her hand came around and she began to run her fingers through my hair.

All thoughts of food disappeared as I lost myself in touching her.  When she pulled back, I saw Krissy and Cathy looking at us.  The expressions on their faces were both loving and happy.

“Thank you, Mistress O’Dell,” Cathy said.

O’Dell glanced back at me then said, “My pleasure,” as she tucked herself back into her corset.  She let out a sigh then returned to her table.

“I’ll take care of it,” Cathy said.  She looked down at me and smiled then turned and left.

Krissy finished feeding me then took me back to my room.

“How are you feeling?” she asked.

I thought about it then said, “I feel great.  The soreness is gone but I keep having these really strong sexual fantasies running through my head.”

Krissy giggled.  “That’s the peppermint.  It helps you fantasize.”  She glanced at the floor then said, “I’m not going to restart your training until tomorrow.  In the meantime, lay on your back.  I’m tired of waiting.  I am going to fuck your brains out.”

I got down on the ground as fast as I could.  I could feel myself getting erect as I watched her slowly take off her clothes.

We made love for a long time.  She came in twice more before it was time for dinner.

That night, I slept like a baby.


Chapter 10 – Joan’s Trial

Krissy walked into my room the next day.  She looked pissed.

I noticed that she had something in her hand.  The black leather shorts were wadded up, as if she had been clenching and unclenching her hand on them.

She threw the shorts onto the ground in front of me.  “Chains off.  Stand then put these on.”  Her voice matched the angry expression on her face.

The wall chain fell to the floor then I felt the collar vibrate.  I stood immediately then pulled on the shorts.  They felt stiff.  I found myself wondering what I had done wrong.

Krissy stared into my eyes.  She looked like she was going to cry.  “I blame myself.  I should have noticed earlier that something was going on.”  She turned as though to look at something in the empty corner of my room.

“How could you have?” I asked.

Krissy’s eyes snapped back to mine.  Her facial expressions softened.  “Looking back at things, I should have noticed that you kept climaxing into the penis pump.  That device is supposed to keep you worked up, but it’s not supposed to let you orgasm.  I could just kick myself.”

It suddenly occurred to me that Krissy was upset, not at me but at herself.  ‘She is worried that she is a bad Mistress,’ I realized.

“That woman, Joan, is on trial today.  We have both been summoned to attend,” Krissy said.

“Will they ask me anything?”  Memories of the truth teller flashed through my mind.

Krissy grinned and slowly shook her head.  “No, as a man, you do not have legal standing to testify.”

I nodded, remembering more of the Mistress Council experience.

Krissy retrieved the metal cuffs from the corner of the room.  She locked them around my wrists and ankles then attached a chain between them.  “Court rules require you to be shackled, otherwise I wouldn’t make you wear these today.”

I waited patiently as she put me in the restraints.

Krissy clipped her leash onto my collar then she stepped back to inspect me.  She took a step towards me then kissed me passionately for several seconds.  “Not everyone is like Joan,” she said.  The expression on her face was loving.

She stood still for a second then said, “Sorry about this.  Silence.”

I felt the collar vibrate.  I knew from experience that I would get shocked if I spoke.

Krissy let out a long slow exhale then began walking towards the door.

I was forced to follow her as the leash grew taught.

Krissy led me to the Mistress Council room.  We walked in and took a seat on one of the long benches.  As I looked around, I could see dozens of senior Mistresses waiting.  None of them looked happy.

A stern looking redhead walked in a few minutes later.  I recognized Mistress Abigail from my first time here.  If anything, she looked even bitchier than the first time I saw her.

A homely woman walked in next.  Her plain clothes and short stature set her apart from the other Mistresses present.  I remembered Harietta from before.  This time, however, she looked even angrier than Abigail.  She took a seat at the table next to the prosecutrix.

I saw a woman wearing leather armor with bushy blonde hair looking at me.  She smiled when our eyes met.

A few minutes later, the woman in leather armor spoke up.  “All rise.”

The door behind the judicial bench opened and five women walked in.  I recognized three of them from before, but the two new ones looked even older.  They all took seats with Judicial Officer Rotterdam taking the center chair.

Rotterdam scanned the crowd.  Her eyes landed on me.  I could see a mixture of emotions play out on her face for just a moment.  “Bailiff, please secure the slave.  There is no reason why he needs to suffer during these proceedings.”

The bailiff walked over towards Krissy then motioned to her.  Krissy stood then walked me over to the wooden chair I had been chained to before. 

“Chains off,” the bailiff said.

I immediately felt the chains between my cuffs fall to the floor.  I felt tugging near the top of my shorts and looked down to see Krissy pulling them off.  Murmuring from the crowd made me look over at the women sitting there.  Most were smiling at me and several of the women winked.

The bailiff took my hand and gently led me to the chair.  I waited patiently as she made me sit then locked my cuffs to the chair.  She wrapped several wide leather belts around my thighs, arms, chest and waist.  Even without testing the restraints, I knew I was bound securely.

She pushed my head back until there was an audible click as my collar was attached to the back of the chair.  She faced the Judges and asked, “Does the Court want him gagged?”

Rotterdam glanced over at me then asked, “What is his level?”

“Three dots,” the bailiff said.

I noticed that she had not needed to look at my collar before she answered.

“Gag him and set a slow drip,” Rotterdam said.

“I’ve set his collar to silence,” Krissy whispered.

The bailiff gave her a stern look.  “Collar commands off,” she said.

I didn’t understand why the bailiff would be upset with Krissy for making me be silent since they were going to gag me anyway.

“Get the gag and funnel,” she said to Krissy.  The bailiff began to play with my chest as we waited for Krissy to come back.

I felt my eyes close as the sensations of this woman’s touch swept through me.  When I opened them, I saw the bailiff holding a leather panel gag in front of me.  She looked at it then reached down and pressed her hand against my crotch.  She seemed pleased that I was already sporting a half chub.  She grinned then began to stroke me as I got hard.

“I’ve been thinking about you since you were here last,” she whispered.  She pulled down on the front of her armor and let one of her girls fall free.  She slowly pressed her massive boob into my face and said, “Suck.”

With my head held in place by the collar, I couldn’t move much.  When her breast pressed against my face, I found her nipple and began to gently suck on it.  She kept stroking me as I sucked on her. 

When she pulled back, I could see that her face looked much rosier than before.  I heard more noises from the crowd.  I glanced over and saw that most of the women there had expressions on their faces that reminded me of women watching someone playing with a new puppy.

The bailiff tucked herself back inside the armor.  She pressed the gag into my mouth then attached the various belts around my head, securing the gag in place.  She took the funnel from Krissy and fed the tube end into the small opening in my gag.  She attached the funnel to a holder above my head then poured a small bottle of greenish liquid into the tube.  I could just barely see her twist a small knob below the tube.  I could taste the Green Goo as it slowly dripped into my mouth.

The bailiff looked down at my crotch and smiled.  She knelt, and for just a moment, I thought she was going to take me in her mouth.  Instead, she stroked me a few times then pulled my penis down towards the floor.  She pulled something from under the chair and fed my dick inside of it before pushing the device back towards the rear of the chair.

I immediately felt something moving along my shaft.  It felt like I was getting a slow-motion hand job.  I glanced up at her.  She was breathing harder and kept glancing down at me.  Finally, she turned towards Krissy and asked, “Satisfied that he is not being mistreated?”

Krissy nodded then walked back to the bench and sat down.

“He’s secured,” the bailiff announced.

As I looked around the courtroom, all eyes were on me.

Rotterdam let out a long exhale then said, “Very well, we can commence the trial.  Bring in the accused.”  Like the other judges, her face had more color than before.

The large doors opened, and two huge guards led another woman inside.  She was naked and shackled with her hands behind her back.  A thick metal collar was locked around her neck and a leather hood was over her head.

I heard a whirring sound.  As I looked towards the far end of the courtroom, I saw a thick chain being lowered.  The guard walked the woman over to the chain and locked it to her collar.  When they removed the hood, I immediately recognized Joan.

A fizzing sensation began to take hold inside my head.  I recognized the effects of the Goo as my body relaxed.  I looked at Joan and found myself fantasizing about being forced to suck on her tiny tits.  A soft moan made it past the gag.

Rotterdam glanced at me, as if taking note of my response to seeing Joan.  She turned towards Mistress Abigail and said, “Will the parties please identify themselves for the record.”

The stern redhead rose and said, “Mistress Abigail for the Crown.”

Harietta stood and said, “Retired Mistress Harietta on behalf of PETS.”

“Very well.  The prosecutrix may present the Crown’s opening statement.”

Abigail sat down and glanced at her notes before speaking.  “Your Honors, the Crown is alleging that over the last several weeks, Mistress Joan began programming this slave to obey her commands, not because of any training orders or even for personal pleasure but in an attempt to kidnap this male for her own immoral purposes.  We further allege that this Mistress is a part of a larger conspiracy to kidnap males for the purpose of selling their semen on the black market.”

Gasps erupted from the crowd.

Rotterdam banged her gavel several times before the crowd became silent.  “We will not allow any interruptions in these proceedings, no matter how outrageous the claims.  Further interruptions will require me to clear the courtroom.  Is that understood?”

Several of the women in the audience nodded their heads.  I noticed a beautiful redhead sitting on the bench farthest away from me.  When our eyes met, Eve winked at me.

“Does the representative from PETS have an opening statement?” Rotterdam asked.

“Your Honor, Mistress Joan joined our organization five years ago.  Since that time, we have not seen anything that would support the Prosecutrix’s claim.  It is with sincere hope that these allegations prove to be baseless as they would go against every single element of the PETS’ charter.  It would go against the very reason that PETS exists,” Harietta said.

Rotterdam slowly shook her head in disbelief.  “Very well, Mistress Abigail, would you present your case.”

“Your Honor, the Crown has submitted what has been marked as Prosecution’s Exhibit 1.  The Court will note that Mistress Joan used her Mistress License Code on the indicated dates to interrupt the virtual training sessions for this male.  She then began to train this male to obey her commands.  Prior to leaving the training room, she then restarted the virtual training tapes, making it appear to the male as though this were a normal part of training.”

All five judges looked down at the screens in front of them.  Behind the bench, a large projection started.  It showed Krissy attaching devices to the genitals of a bound male.  She then left as the male writhed on the padded chair.  A few minutes later, Joan could be seen walking in.  She adjusted the controls on a small cart then removed the man’s gag and goggles.  Over the next few videos, it became apparent that the man was following her instructions as she made him service her.

When the videos stopped, Abigail stood and said, “Prosecution’s Exhibit 2 is the training schedule for this male.  As the Court will notice, Mistress Joan was not granted permission to train him.”

“Did she receive permission from his Training Mistress?” Judge Goodwill asked.

“The Crown calls MIT Krissy to the stand,” Abigail said.

The fizzing in my brain made me feel like I was watching a movie unfold in front of me.  Krissy stood and walked towards a padded chair next to the Bench.  I found myself just staring at her.  The way she moved was mesmerizing.

“Krissy, have you ever met Mistress Joan before?” Abigail asked.

“No and I certainly never asked her to help with his training.”  The expression on her face was one of pure disgust.

“Liar,” Joan called out.

“The accused will remain quiet during direct examination,” Rotterdam said.  There was fire in her eyes.

I watched the muscular ass of the bailiff as she walked slowly over and stood behind Joan.  The memory of her breast in my mouth made me rock my hips even harder.

Joan clenched her mouth, as though afraid more words would come out.

“This witness may be excused,” Abigail said.

Krissy stood then glared at Joan before returning to her seat.

“Your Honors, the Crown next presents Exhibit 3.  This is the list of Terran prisoners Hera received during our last shipment.  The second page shows all Mistress License numbers for anyone accessing that list.  The Court will note that Mistress Joan’s number appears several times.”

“What does that prove?” asked Judge Breach.

“It is the Crown’s position that Mistress Joan targeted those males because they would be easier to convince that she was trying to free them.  A slave candidate is here by choice and would be much harder to convince to leave.”

I looked over at Harietta.  She seemed very interested in the surface of the table in front of her.  I noticed that she held her head in her hands and refused to look at Joan.

“How is the Court to know whether Mistress Joan simply wanted to play with this slave?” Judge Goodwill asked.

“The Crown points to Exhibit 4.  This is the recording made from this slave’s collar on the night of the 14th.  The collar’s location shows that this slave was in his room.  Mistress Joan’s voice can clearly be heard telling this slave that she has come to free him.”

“Why wasn’t she able to remove him from his room, if that was her intent?” Rotterdam asked.

“According to his collar, a ‘chains off’ command was issued just thirty minutes before Mistress Joan entered his room.  In other words, this slave’s MIT left him unchained from the wall when training ended for the day,” Abigail said.

All five judges glanced over at Krissy.  I could see several bright red patches appear on Krissy’s neck and chest.  She looked like she was starting to tremble.

“Wouldn’t that have made it easier for her to remove him from the room, if that was really her intent?” asked Judge Rotterdam.

“She was unable to remove him because the slave, Hank, reattached the wall chain to his collar after his MIT left.  Since the wall chain has a separate security setting, Joan was unable to unlock it by voice command.”

The Judges all nodded then turned to face me.  Each one either smiled at me or looked at me with an expression of approval on their faces.  When they turned back to face one another, furious whispering began.  Finally, Judge Rotterdam asked, “In your opening statement, you claimed that Mistress Joan was working in concert with others.  What evidence of that do you have?”

“The Crown asks to be able to examine the accused,” Abigail said.

Even with all the sexual fantasies filling my mind, I could feel the tension in the room explode.

The Judges began to whisper among themselves again.  When they separated, Judge Rotterdam said, “Granted.”

I looked over at Joan, who seemed to be struggling against her shackles.  ‘Good luck with that,’ I thought as I glanced down at the metal cuffs securing me to the chair.

“Those records have been faked,” Joan called out.

“Bailiff, please prepare the accused,” Rotterdam said.

I watched as the bailiff produced a large syringe filled with a greenish liquid.  The syringe had a long tube attached to it.  In a surprisingly fast move, she fed the tube into Joan’s mouth then injected the entire contents of the syringe down her throat.  A little of the liquid poured down from her cheeks.

“While the Court waits for the accused to adjust, is there any other evidence the Crown wishes to introduce?” Judge Goodwill asked.

“Testimony from the accused will be our final evidence,” Abigail said.

“Very well, does the representative from PETS have any evidence?”

Harietta looked up briefly then shook her head no.  She glanced over at me and mouthed the word, “Sorry.”  Compassion was pouring out of her eyes.

I was panting hard.  I felt pressure behind my groin, and I knew that I would be forced to orgasm soon.  The machine stroking me suddenly slowed.  I pulled against my restraints, but it was no use.  I noticed a woman whispering to Eve.  She looked over at me and slowly bit down on her lip.  She looked like she wanted to mount me right then and there.

A soft moaning drew my attention back to Joan.  Her eyes looked glazed.  The image of Oscar flashed across my mind as I realized that her eyes looked like those of the Terran prisoners.

Rotterdam was also watching Joan.  “The accused is ready.  You may begin your direct examination.”

“Mistress Joan…” Abigail began.

“Those tapes were faked,” Joan said.  Her words were very slow and slightly slurred.

“Did you attempt to train this male to obey your commands so that you would be able to remove him from the Training Hall?”

Joan slowly shook her head no.

“Is it your testimony that you have not trained this male?”

Joan shook her head no again.

“Your Honors, the Crown asks for an offer of proof.”

Rotterdam began nodding her head immediately.  “Granted.”  She turned to face me then said, “Hank, you are directed to refuse to obey anything that Mistress Joan tells you to do.  Understand?”

I nodded my head as much as the restraints would allow.

The bailiff walked over to me and removed my gag but left my collar attached to the chair. 

I watched the two huge guards unlock the ceiling chain from Joan’s collar and walk her over to me.

“Mistress Joan, command this slave to suck your tits,” Rotterdam said.

The guards walked Joan over to me and stopped her directly in front of me.  With her hands still chained behind her back, the guards had to push her closer to me.

I recognized the large nipples on her tiny breasts.  Images of me sucking on them flooded my mind.  I looked into her glazed eyes and waited.

“Suck on me,” Joan said as the guards pressed her breasts next to my mouth. 

I immediately leaned forward and locked my mouth around her nipple.  The softness of her skin and the familiar smell was overwhelming.  I began to suck on her as I had done many times before.  I could vaguely hear murmurings coming from the audience.  When the guards pulled her back, I struggled against my restraints as I tried to continue sucking on her.  I could see several of the audience members whispering to one another.  Gone, however, were the loving expressions on their faces that had been so prevalent when I had done the same thing to the bailiff.

The guards walked Joan back and reattached the ceiling chain to her collar.  I noticed that her face looked flushed, and she was rocking her hips back and forth.

“Why would anyone want to fake those tapes?” Abigail asked.

Joan remained silent.

With the device still stroking me, I began to moan slightly.  Suddenly, I was very thankful that the bailiff had turned off the silence command on my collar.

“That still leaves us with the issue of whether Mistress Joan was part of a larger conspiracy,” Judge Breach said.

Abigail looked down at her notes again.  “Your Honors, it is the Crown’s request that a verdict be reached on Joan’s involvement.  While the Crown possesses evidence of the larger conspiracy, I ask that a more formal interview of the accused take place.  It is the Crown’s concern that if the identity of the other parties involved were divulged at this hearing, then those involved might be informed thus preventing us from apprehending them.”

The judges began to whisper among themselves.  “That seems prudent.  The allegations of conspiracy will be placed on hold at this time.  The Court will recess while the other judges and I make a ruling on the evidence against Mistress Joan,” Rotterdam said.

“All rise,” said the bailiff.

Everyone rose as the Judges exited the room.  The moment the door closed; multitudinous murmurs flooded the room.

Between the drugs in my system and the chair’s non-stop stimulation, I lost track of how long it took the Judges to come back.  Once they were again seated, all conversation stopped.

Judge Rotterdam cleared her throat.  “We have reached a verdict.”

I glanced over at Joan.  She appeared to be trying to reach around so that she could touch herself.

“We find the accused guilty of tampering with the training software and illegal use of a training chair,” Rotterdam said.  The other Judges all nodded their heads in agreement.  “Does the Prosecutrix have a recommendation as to sentence?”

Abigail stood.  “Your Honors, the Crown asks for Community Service and a lifetime ban on owning slaves.  We further ask that her Mistress License be revoked.”

Rotterdam nodded.  She looked at Harietta and asked, “Does the representative from PETS wish to address the Court as to sentencing?”

Harietta stood.  “Your Honors, Joan has violated both the law and the very idea of the fair treatment of slaves.  PETS asks for Banishment.”

The crowd gasped.  A moment later, they all began nodding their heads in agreement.

‘Community Service?  Wow, they don’t punish women very much,’ I thought. 

Rotterdam rolled her chair back as the other Judges formed a semicircle around her.  They began whispering among themselves.  After a few minutes, Rotterdam addressed the courtroom again.  “Sentence will be as follows:  Joan will be required to perform Community Service for a period of no less than five years.  She will be stripped of her Mistress License and banned forever from owning a slave.  Community Service will require her to be subservient to any male, trained or untrained.  Joan, you will be treated as a prisoner slave until your Community Service is completed.”  She looked over at me then back to Joan.  “Bailiff, you will free Hank from the stimulator.  I imagine that he needs to cum very badly by now.  Joan, your first act as a prisoner slave will be to blow Hank until he cums in your mouth.”

The crowd, including Krissy, all began to cry out.  A blonde woman in the second row called out, “That’s not fair.  We have several volunteers that would be happy to service Hank.”

Rotterdam banged her gavel until the talking stopped.  “This is part of her sentence and will be carried out immediately.”

The bailiff walked over to me then knelt.  She pulled the device attached to my cock away from the chair then freed me from it.  My dick popped straight up the moment it was free.  She looked me in the eyes and whispered, “I would have volunteered, too.”  There was a twinkle in her eyes that made me grin at her.  She stood as the two huge guards pulled Joan over to me.

The guards forced Joan into a kneeling position in front of me.

As I looked into her eyes, Joan smiled at me then quickly leaned down and put me inside her mouth.  The sudden warmth and pressure caused me to close my eyes as waves of pleasure erupted from my genitals.  When I opened them again, I saw everyone watching us.  The bailiff was standing nearby, but unlike the other women in the room, her expression showed that she was watching Joan intently.  The professional look made it obvious she was making sure that Joan did not hurt me.  I felt thankful.

I was already needing to cum.  After just a few minutes, I felt the pressure behind my balls build to the point of no return.  I shot three massive squirts of semen into Joan’s mouth.  She swallowed every drop.  When I was finished, I saw her licking her lips.  Our eyes met and she slowly winked at me.

Judge Rotterdam banged her gavel once then said, “Prisoner Joan is to be housed at the Training Hall.  It is the order of this court that a Mistress be assigned to monitor Joan during her period of Community Service.”  She looked at one of the huge guards and said, “Please remove the prisoner.”  The Judge looked over at Harietta and said, “The Court considered banishment as a part of sentence, but we felt that if she were to be expelled from society, there would be no way to enforce any punishment against her.”

I saw Harietta nod towards the Judge.


Chapter 11 – Returned to Training

The door to my room clicked just before it was pushed open.  I was already starting to stand as Krissy came walking in.  She had a small black bag in one hand.  I smiled at her and was rewarded with a wink.  She closed the door then walked over to me.

“More training?” I asked.

A large grin spread out on her face.  “You have received a play request.”

“From whom?”

Krissy looked at me kinda funny then said, “What does it matter?  Chains off.”

I stood still as the chain attached to my collar fell to the floor.

“You will be required to wear clothing.”  She reached into the bag and pulled out a small pile of black material.  It looked like shiny latex.

I thought she was just going to hand the clothing to me.  Instead, she said, “I will help you get into this.”

I felt the collar vibrate and tried my best not to move.

Krissy walked around me several times, as though inspecting my body.  Finally, she stopped in front of me.  She held up the clothing with one hand and let the garment fall free.  She pulled down on the long zipper then held it out towards me.

I looked at the one-piece bodysuit.  It reminded me of the kind of pajamas with the feet sewn in.  With Krissy’s help, I stepped in to one leg and then pulled the material upward.  It felt soft and stretchy.  It took a little effort to pull the material up high enough so that I could put my other leg in.  After that, it was easy to put my arms into the sleeves.  Krissy made me turn then zipped the garment up.  The zipper stopped at the top of my neck.  Krissy produced a small brass padlock and fed the ends through the zipper.  When the lock clicked, I realized that I would be unable to remove the outfit.

She stepped back a few feet then said, “Turn around for me.”

As I slowly spun around, I couldn’t help but notice her inspecting me again.

“That looks great on you.”

After being kept nude for so long, it felt odd to have clothing on again.  I already knew that Krissy wasn’t going to be answering any questions, so I stayed quiet.

She smiled at me then reached down and began pressing her hand against my groin.  “You’re learning.  I know you have lots of questions, but your job tonight is to show your date a good time.” 

I felt myself becoming erect as she touched me.

Krissy giggled as she felt me getting hard.  “I’ll tell Giselle that you’re ready.”  She turned and walked out without saying anything else.

When the door closed, I looked down at the chain still lying on the ground.  I reached down and picked up the free end.  The lock was still attached, although open.  I locked the chain back onto my collar and waited.  I tried to imagine what tonight was going to be like, but I had to admit, I had no idea what to expect.

The door opened about an hour later.  I stood, expecting to see Krissy.  The blonde woman that entered smiled at me as her eyes slowly looked me up and down.  She licked her lips then walked over towards me. 

I recognized her immediately.  Giselle was wearing a low-cut blue dress with several jewels sewn into it.  They sparkled as she moved.

“Hands at your sides.”  She began to run her hands over my body before reaching up and lightly tugging on the chain connected to my collar.  She smiled as she realized that the chain was still locked on.  “Krissy was right,” she said to herself.  “Chains off,” she said in a more commanding tone.  She stared at my collar for a moment then said, “Set dosing to two.”

I felt the collar vibrate but nothing seemed to change.

“Do you have any food allergies?”

I shook my head no.

“Good.  I have something special for you tonight.”

I felt my pulse quicken.  I desperately wanted to ask her about it, but she had not given me permission to speak freely yet.  I hoped that would change soon.

“I am going to take you out on a date.  I will not use the collar to control you, as long as you behave yourself.  Your job tonight is to make me feel like I’m the only woman who really gets you.  Make me feel special.”

I wasn’t sure what she really meant.  “May I ask you some questions?”

Giselle quickly glanced at the dots on my collar then tilted her head to one side and said, “You may.”

“Are you asking me to treat you as a man taking a beautiful woman on a date, rather than just being a slave you can command?”

A genuine smile appeared briefly on her face as I said, “beautiful woman.”  A second later, a sparkle appeared in her eyes as she considered the rest of my words.  “Yes, Hank.  Tonight, the collar will not force you to do anything.  I’ll use it to keep a minimum level of Goo in your system but that is only because men are not allowed to drink alcohol.”

“I would like that,” I said.

She showed me a leather leash and said, “I will need to put my leash on you until we are outside.  After that, you will not be restrained.”

My heart was pounding faster.  This was going to be the first time since I got here that I wasn’t either restrained or under the collar’s control.  I felt elated.

Giselle clipped her leash onto the front loop of my collar then led me out of the building.

A small wagon was waiting for us.  It had an open top.  The man sitting in the front was barely clothed, although his collar shined as the last rays of daylight were beginning to disappear.

I helped her get in the coach then sat down next to her.  The wagon started as soon as we sat.

She removed her leash from the front of my collar then rolled it up and put it inside the small purse she carried.

“May I speak freely while we are on our date?”

Giselle reached down and put her hand on my thigh.  “Just for tonight, you can say anything you like.” 

I noticed there was some hesitation when she spoke.  “It really meant a lot to me when you were so kind that first day we met.”

The expression on her face softened.  Apparently, this was not what she expected me to say.

She reached up and slowly pulled my face closer to hers then she kissed me softly.  “Talk like that is going to get you everything.”

I glanced down at her partially exposed breasts and hoped she was right.

The carriage took us along the river that wound its way into the center of town.

“How long have you been a trainer?” I asked.

“Almost four years.  I like the idea of giving back to the community and training slaves is the best way I can do that.”

“Is tonight part of training?”

She turned and looked me in the eyes.  “Krissy was right.  You are something different.”

I smiled at her.  “Is that a good thing?”

She nodded.  “Some men never realize that true submission to a Mistress is much more than being forced to obey commands.  Every woman wants to feel like she is special.”

The carriage stopped in front of a small restaurant.  We got out and headed inside.

The man behind the counter was wearing formal clothing.  He would have fit in at any fancy restaurant in Freetown if it weren’t for the shiny collar locked around his neck.  “Good evening.  Party of two?”

Giselle looked back at me then told the man, “Yes.  Please find a table for us in the back.  One that is quiet.”

The man nodded then led us towards a small table.  Candles were already lit, and menus had been placed near the two chairs.

I pulled out the chair for Giselle then sat down next to her.  I had a small moment of panic when I saw that eyebolts were positioned in several places on my chair.  I involuntarily glanced down at my wrists, somewhat taken aback that I wasn’t wearing metal cuffs.

A scantily clad young man appeared at the table.  He held out a wine bottle and a single long-stemmed wineglass.  Giselle inspected the bottle then nodded her head.  The man filled the glass then set the bottle down next to it.  She took a sip then closed her eyes as she savored it.

The waiter appeared a few minutes later.  He stood next to Giselle.  She ordered for us without asking me what I wanted.  She waited until he was gone then asked, “Have you had alcohol before?”

I shook my head no.  “They don’t allow alcohol in Freetown.”

“It’s too bad that males are not allowed alcohol here either.”    She gave me a wicked grin.  “It can be like liquid panty remover for women.”  She took another drink from her glass then asked, “What was it like to grow up in Freetown?”

“Early mornings and long days,” I said.  “My family raises Nagas and farms some.”  I think she could tell that I wasn’t a fan.

“So, you wanted to come to the big city and see if you like it here better?”

I nodded.

“Did you have anyone special back home?”

I hesitated then said, “I was starting to see a girl, but it hadn’t gotten very far.”

Giselle leaned in a little closer.  “What did she think of you becoming a slave?  Did she have fantasies of making you do her work and getting her off on command?”

I let out a half laugh.  “Yes.  In fact, she told me that she thought it was hawt that I was going to learn how to pleasure a woman.  She told me that she wanted me to be her slave so that I could do her chores and get her off whenever she wanted.”  I don’t know what I was expecting but the sincerity in Giselle’s eyes caught me off guard.

She slowly shook her head no as a slight frown crept onto her face.  “Doesn’t sound like much fun, does it?”

I slowly shook my head no.

She brightened up a little then said, “Learning to be a Mistress can be a struggle for some.  The training weeds out those who do not cherish men.  Your friend might come around someday, but I think you will find that submitting to the right woman is the most freeing thing you can do.”

We sat in silence for a minute as she took another drink of wine.  She caught me staring at her then asked, “What were you thinking?”

I had a couple of false starts then I said, “I don’t think I’ve met anyone who really got me before.”

Giselle began to blush.  She let out a long slow exhale as she stared into my eyes.  I couldn’t tell what she was thinking but I did notice that she leaned down a little, exposing more of her cleavage to me.

The waiter arrived.  He set a plate down in front of Giselle.  The steak was still sizzling and smelled delicious.  “Will he be allowed to eat at the table, or would you like a mat brought over so that he may kneel by your side?”

“At the table is fine,” Giselle said.

“Very well, Ma’am.”  He set the plate in front of me then vanished.

I looked down at the steak in front of me.  It looked and smelled like Naga meat.  Briefly, I wondered if it came from Freetown.

After the second glass of wine, I noticed that her cheeks were becoming rosier.  We were about halfway through dinner when she set her purse on the edge of the table.  She saw me looking at it but seemed happy that I didn’t ask what she was doing.

“I want you to know that you are not required to do what I tell you tonight.  However, if you would consent to me playing with you, I think you’ll enjoy it.”

I felt my eyes widen.  I nodded.  I could feel myself grinning.

She pulled out a small black rubber device from her purse and set it on the table.  It looked like a small donut with a square attached to it.  Her face was becoming even more flushed as she continued to drink her wine.  She leaned over to me and said, “I want you to take this into the bathroom.  There is a small zipper between your legs. Unzip it then put this around your cock.  Come back as soon as it is attached.”

I picked up the rubber thing and examined it.  I found a small latch that looked easy enough to open.  The bathroom was behind us, so I excused myself.

I stared at doorways on each side of the small hallway.  One had a picture of a woman.  The other had a small picture of a man kneeling with a shiny collar around his neck.  I shook my head and walked inside.

It looked like any other bathroom I had seen in Freetown.  There were a couple of stalls, so I picked one and closed the door behind me.  I listened but couldn’t hear anybody.  I found the zipper and pulled it down and towards by butt.  My boys immediately fell free.  The sudden sensation of cool air around my privates felt good.

I looked down at the donut shaped device then undid the small clasp.  I wasn’t sure exactly what to do with it until I fit the donut shaped part around my shaft then clasped the square part behind my balls.  Once the clasp was secured, the device looked like it would stay on by itself.

I waited for a second to see if anything would happen.  When it didn’t, I zipped myself back up and headed towards Giselle.

She was talking with another woman when I walked up.  The woman looked over at me and smiled.  I couldn’t help but notice as she checked me out.  I must have passed because her eyebrows flashed up for just a moment.

“Enjoy your date,” the woman said as she walked off.

Giselle looked over at me as I sat down.  Her facial expression was asking, “Well?”

I nodded.

She pulled a small black plastic rectangle out of her purse.  I noticed that it had a fine silver chain attached to it.  She pulled the chain over her head and let the plastic part rest between her tits.  She smiled at me as she watched me staring at it.

I think she was waiting to see if I would ask about it.  When I didn’t, she pressed down on the plastic.  I immediately felt a strong vibration between my legs.  As the pleasure swept through me, I slowly closed my eyes.  My breathing became harder, and I was losing focus.  When the vibrations stopped a few minutes later, I was panting.

“I said I wouldn’t use the collar to control you,” she grinned into her wine glass before looking me back in the eyes.  An evil glint had taken refuge there.  She looked like a hunter that realized her prey was now stuck in a trap.

Throughout the rest of dinner, she would turn on the vibrator for short periods of time.  I found myself rocking my hips each time.  Sexual fantasies kept flashing through my mind that had nothing to do with the peppermint cartridge.

After her third glass of wine, she looked up at me and grinned.  “I’m not supposed to take you while we are here.  Otherwise, I’d have you crawl under the table and ‘Thank’ me for taking you on a date.”

I glanced down at where her vaj would be and bit down on my lip.  I hadn’t said anything, but I noticed her eyebrows flash upward momentarily as she recognized that I wanted to.

Giselle let out a long exhale then said, “We should finish up so I can take you home with me.”

She led me out of the restaurant by my hand as soon as the waiter came to clear the dishes.  The same carriage was waiting for us.

Once we were seated, she leaned over and began to kiss me.  Her hands wandered over my body as we made out.  I remembered Krissy telling me that if a Mistress wanted me to do something, she would tell me, so I did my best to keep my hands to myself.  She kept me hard most of the way back.

The carriage stopped outside a small house.  We got out and Giselle held my hand as she led me inside.  Once we got inside, I noticed a small wet spot near my junk.  I was embarrassed about it since it looked like I had wet myself.   Giselle looked to see what I was looking at then giggled.  “You got me worked up too,” she said.

She set her purse on a small table then led me into her bedroom.  The room was dominated by a large four post bed.  I noticed leather cuffs attached to each of the posts.

“Stand by the foot of the bed,” she said.

As I moved over to the foot of the bed, I realized that my collar had not vibrated.

Giselle spun me so that I was facing the pillows.  I could feel her pulling at the small lock at the back of my neck.  It clicked then she pulled the zipper down to my butt.  I quivered slightly as she ran her hands down my back.  She brought them up again then pulled my right arm out of the sleeve followed by my left arm.  The garment fell to my waist.

Giselle locked a soft leather cuff around my wrist.  It was chained to the top of the post, so I was forced to keep my arm up.  Once both arms were cuffed, she began to run her hands down my back again.  I found myself leaning into her before she pulled the outfit down to my ankles.

Once I stepped completely out of the bodysuit, she cuffed my ankles so that I was forced to stand with my legs spread.

“That ass.  It’s just…mmm,” she said to herself.  She continued touching me as she asked, “Has Krissy started flogging you yet?”

“Just when I was tied to the chair, Mistress,” I said.

“For tonight, you may call me Giselle.”  She walked over to the side of the bed, so that I could watch her as she undressed.  Once she was naked, she bent over and opened the bottom drawer of her nightstand.  I noticed that she took her time pulling it out.

My eyes were drawn to her ass as she bent over.  Images of me taking her from behind flashed through my mind.

She pulled out a large black leather flogger.  When she stood up, she looked over at me and began to caress her breast.  She pressed a button on the plastic rectangle still dangling between her girls.

The vibrator kicked on and I shuddered at the sudden sensation.

Giselle licked her lips as she watched me squirm.  After a few seconds she turned it off then walked behind me and ran her hand from my neck down to my ass.  “The flogging you received when you were on the chair was a punishment.  A talented Mistress can use the same tool as a reward.  It’s all in how you use it,” she said.

I heard her take a couple of steps back then I felt the leather falls hit my back.  ‘That’s nice,’ I thought as I realized that she was hitting me very lightly.  To my surprise, it felt good.

She continued hitting me lightly for several minutes.  I found myself leaning back into the oncoming strikes.  Giselle stepped closer to me then reached around and began to fondle my chest.  I found myself moaning slightly as she started playing with my nipples.

She stepped back again then brought the flogger down on my back much harder.  The sound of the falls hitting me echoed around the room.  I grunted and pulled against my restraints.  She hit me over and over, each time with the same amount of force.  After a minute or two, the pain vanished as the sensations started to feel more like a heavy massage.  I found myself leaning back into the oncoming strikes.

Giselle repeated the cycle of touching me then stepping back and hitting me harder several times.  By the end, she was hitting me so hard that it sounded like someone was hammering wood inside the small room. 

I realized that even though she was hitting me extremely hard, I was enjoying it.  I was surprised to find myself moaning in pleasure with each hit, even though my body was forced forward with each strike.

When she stopped, I felt like I was floating.  It was similar to having a large dose of Goo, but I knew she hadn’t given me any.  My mind was moving so slowly that I seemed to only be able to concentrate on the sensations she was giving me.

I felt her hands on my back then my butt.  She began to spank me lightly with one hand while her other returned to my chest.  I started rocking my hips and breathing harder.

Giselle undid the cuffs on my ankles.  She ran her hands slowly up my sides then released me from the bed.

I turned around and saw that she was covered in perspiration.  Her cheeks were rosy from the exertion.

She reached down and removed the vibrator attached to my cock.  It was coated in pre-cum.  She tossed it to the ground next to the flogger then began to fondle me.

I was so relaxed that I just closed my eyes as she began to stroke me.

She stepped back and said, “Thank me.”

I dropped to my knees then waited as she stepped closer to me.  I reached up and lightly grabbed the sides of her legs as I pulled her into me.  I licked my lips then gently reached out with my tongue and began to trace the lips of her labia.  She was already wet, so I started licking between her lips as I moved up towards her clit.

After a couple of minutes, she stepped back and said, “Get on the bed.”

She followed me onto the bed then laid down next to me.  Her hand went to my cock and began to stroke me again.  She sat up then locked my legs and arms into the cuffs from the four posts.  Once I was helpless, she leaned over and began to suck on my cock.  I started moaning and rocking my hips right away.

Giselle slowly climbed on top of me then reached back and held my penis up until it pressed against her vaj.  She winked at me then slid backwards until I was inside of her.  She began to grind down on me then sat up and drove me deep inside of her.

I watched her eyes close as I penetrated her all the way to my balls.  Her spectacular tits slowly swayed as she rode me.  I would have loved to play with her girls but with my hands bound, staring was all I could do.

I noticed several bright red patches break out on her chest as she began to sweat.  She was panting and softly biting down on her lip as she slowed down.  Her body began to squirm as she let out a series of long soft moans.  Her mouth suddenly opened as if she were going to say something, but no words came out.  Instead, she suddenly convulsed as a wave of warm liquid flowed down between my legs.  She grunted loudly and drove herself hard against my hips.

Her eyes popped open as she stared into mine.  She paused then started pressing down on me again.  After another minute, she came again.

I was having a hard time postponing my orgasm but when I saw her climaxing for the third time, it became too much and I came into her, hard.

She seemed to be laughing to herself as she rode me throughout my orgasm.  When I stopped, she grinned at me before she climbed off and laid down next to me.  Her hand was casually draped over my chest as we both passed out.

Sometime in the night, I awoke to the feeling of someone playing with my cock.  It was dark and for just a moment, I wondered if I was dreaming.  When Giselle climbed on top of me, I smiled to myself.  By the time she was finished, I was covered in sweat and relieved when she untied me.  I was surprised that she let me sleep in her bed all night as Krissy had warned me that many Mistresses do not allow slaves on the furniture.

When morning came, Giselle took me into the shower with her.  We washed each other, taking our time to explore one another’s bodies with our hands.

She kept me naked as I helped her make breakfast.  She hand fed me as I knelt next to her by the kitchen table.  Afterwards, she wrapped a small towel around my waist and told me that she would call the carriage to take me back to the Hall but that she had plans and wouldn’t be going with me.

Krissy met me at the Training Hall entrance.  She looked happy when I got out of the carriage dressed only in a towel.  “Good night?” she asked.

I nodded.  I could feel myself grinning from ear to ear.


Chapter 12 – Slut Training

I heard something.  In my half-awake state, it took a second to realize that I was back in my room.

Krissy walked in.  She was smiling ear to ear as she looked at me.

“You’re in a good mood today,” I said.

“Stand,” Krissy said.

I stood up before the collar finished vibrating.  Memories of my date with Giselle flashed through my mind, and I smiled.

She stood next to me and placed her hand on my chest.  She stared into my eyes for a while then let her hand slowly trace its way down to my groin. 

I inhaled sharply when she first gripped my boys.  The twinkle in her eyes made me feel like everything was ok.

Krissy began to fondle me.  When I was fully erect, she slowly started stroking me.  “I talked with Giselle this morning.  She told me about your date.  I am so proud of you.  She said that she is still fantasizing about you.”

I closed my eyes and just let the feeling of her touching me wash through my soul.

“Hungry?”

I nodded.

“Good.  Chains off,” she said.  After glancing at my wrists, she said, “Almost forgot.  Get your cuffs and bring them to me.”

I retrieved the metal restraints and waited as she locked them to my wrists and ankles.  I was hoping she wouldn’t chain me too, but I soon had my hands chained behind my back.  She attached her leash to me and led me to the dining area.

The room was packed.  Naked men were kneeling next to their Mistresses.  I noticed that a bondage chair had been set up near one end of the room.  A man was tied to it.  I had to do a double take as I realized that a naked woman was kneeling in front of the man.  She was shackled and wearing a collar.  The word “Prisoner” was written on the back of her collar.  Looking closer at the woman, I recognized Joan.

Krissy led me to an open table then sat down.  “Bring me a plate of food,” she said.

I felt the collar vibrate.  Men were queued up near one end of the serving line, so I headed over.  After filling the tray, I walked back and set it in front of her.

“Kneel.”

I knelt on the green pad next to her chair and waited.  She would take a few bites then hand feed me.

A few minutes later, Mistress Cathy walked in.  Her bodysuit looked painted on as it clung to her generous curves.  She looked over at the bondage chair and slowly shook her head.  An expression of disgust appeared on her beautiful face.  She shook her head again then glanced over at Krissy and me.  She smiled then walked over to us.

By the time she arrived, the disgusted look had been replaced by something more akin to admiration.  “Candidate,” she said.

“Good morning, Mistress,” Krissy said.

“Did Mistress Giselle already talk with you?”  She looked like a child about to reveal a big secret.

Krissy nodded.

“Very few Candidates get a 10 out of 10 for their slave’s first date.  I wanted to congratulate you personally.  I have already filed a report with the Mistress Council.”

Krissy looked both shocked and elated.  “Thank you, Mistress.”

“You’re close to the end of your training period, aren’t you?”

“Yes, Ma’am.  I have one more class to go.”

Cathy nodded.  “A report like that will go a long way in helping you get your license.  Keep up the good work.”  She looked down at me and said, “Stand.”

I stood immediately.

She walked over to me and began running her hands over my body.  She paused at my groin and began to fondle me.  She smiled as I sprung to attention in her hand.  “Slave, does it bother you to see Joan after you found out what she was planning on doing to you?”

I was slowly rocking my hips in rhythm to her stroking me.  “No, Mistress,” I said.

Cathy nodded.  “She has violated our laws and will be punished for it.  I intend on making her have sex with you this morning but not if it causes you any concerns.”

I glanced at Joan.  She was standing next to the chair as another Mistress was unlocking the man she just went down on.   I recognized Oscar as the Mistress led him away.  He looked like he wasn’t sure what just happened.  I looked back at Cathy and said, “I’m ok.”

“Candidate, finish feeding him then bring him to the front of the room.”  She turned and left.

My eyes seemed glued to her muscular ass as she walked away.

After she was gone, Krissy let out a long exhale then said, “Kneel.”

She fed me a piece of toast then said, “I know this is part of her punishment, but I just don’t like the idea of you giving any pleasure to that woman.”  Krissy seemed to take her time feeding me.  When the plate was empty, she said, “Stand.”

Once I was upright, I noticed that Joan had been bent over a small bench.  A man was between her legs with his mouth on her vaj.  Joan was moaning loudly.

Krissy shook her head then led me over to Joan.  The man was led away as Krissy walked me behind Joan.  She began to fondle me until I was erect then she slowly pushed me towards Joan’s waiting pussy.  She pushed down on my cock until it was level with Joan then she pushed me forward until I entered her.  “Fuck her,” Krissy said.

My collar vibrated as it accepted her command.  I began to thrust into Joan.  She was incredibly wet as I moved in and out of her.  My eyes close as the pleasure of taking her from behind swept through me.  As I began to climax, I felt Joan’s body begin to convulse as we joined one another in mutual orgasm.

Krissy pulled me back and lightly kissed my cheek.  “Go to the showers and get cleaned up.  After that, I want you to return to your room.”

With my hands still chained behind my back, all I could really do was rinse off, but I tried my best.  My thoughts kept returning to Joan.  I remembered someone telling me that a Mistress who abused her slave would be severely punished.  I shook my head as I realized, ‘They really mean it.’

Krissy was waiting for me when I entered my room.  She winked at me then patted the ground next to where she was sitting.  As I got close, she said, “Chains off.”

I reached up and scratched my nose as soon as the chains hit the floor.  I stretched then sat down next to the beautiful blonde.  She locked the wall chain to my collar and tugged on it a couple of times then smiled at me.

“Tell me the truth, did it bother you at all to have sex with Joan?”

I hesitated before I answered.  “Would it matter?”

Krissy grinned at me then looked down slightly.  “As a man, you have no right to refuse a Mistress.  Joan is a prisoner and has lost all rights to control you.  We cherish men and the thought of what she was planning shocked everyone to their core.  As a Mistress, part of my job is to keep you safe.  That means both physically and mentally.  It is safe for you to tell me anything.”

I found myself looking into her beautiful eyes as I considered her words.  “Any man would be lucky to have you as a Mistress,” I said.

I watched as her eyes dilated momentarily.  A bright red patch broke out on her chest as she considered my words.  In the end, she smiled at me.  “I can see why Giselle gave you a ten.”  She shook her head like someone who had drifted off for a second then said, “We have more training today.  Before we do, are there any questions you wanted to ask me?”

“Yes.  I haven’t seen a female slave before.  Are they treated like the male slaves?”

“Joan’s sentence means that she will have to go through Programming, like the male prisoners.  It is very rare for someone who has gone through Mistress training to commit a crime.  I understand that on Terra, there are special buildings where they keep their prisoners.  We don’t have that, so she will do her training here.”

“Do you worry that having the men see her presented as a slave will cause them to see women in a different light?” I asked.

Krissy seemed taken aback by my question.  She had a couple of false starts then said, “I think that slaves need to know for sure that they can count on their Mistresses to keep them safe.  By seeing Joan punished for what she did, I think it is everyone’s hope that the slaves will be reassured that they can trust their Mistresses.”

I found myself nodding.  Another thought crossed my mind.  “Does Mistress Cathy’s report mean that your license is in the bag?”

Krissy smiled wide at me.  “Not yet, but yes, it will help a lot.”  She glanced at my collar.  “Enough questions for now.  I need to get you ready for the next phase of training.”

I was about to ask what she meant when she said, “Dose.”

The fizzing in my head started almost immediately.  I closed my eyes as I felt a rush of the Green Goo hit my system.  When I opened them again, all I could think about was this beautiful woman in front of me and whether she might let me get her off.

“Because you did so well with Giselle, I have been given permission to start slut training.  You will be given to a Mistress as her slave.  After a time, you will be given to another Mistress.”  

Whatever questions I had seemed to be lost in the fog inside my brain.

“I am going to make you pass out for a time.  When you come to, the training will have started,” Krissy said.  She pulled two small disks out of her pocket.  As I watched, she pulled the plastic pad off the base and stuck one to my right temple.  She attached the second one to the other side of my head.

She caressed my face then leaned in and kissed me passionately.  When she pulled back, she said, “By the time you’re done, I might have my license.  Heck, I might even bid on you myself.”

I started to say something when a blinding white light spread across my vision.  I passed out almost immediately.

I was dreaming about home. It was morning and I was supposed to get up and feed the Nagas.  I looked out the window and noticed the sun coming up over the hill.  Suddenly, it started getting brighter then painfully bright.  I groaned then realized that I was lying on a padded floor.  As I became more awake, the memory of Freetown faded.  I realized that I was still in my room at the Training Hall.

I rubbed the sand out of my eyes.  It was my room but a low table with two chairs had been added.  I sat up.  The chain locking me to the wall draped across my back.  I followed its length with my eyes until I saw one end locked to a metal plate bolted to the wall.  Glancing down, I saw that I was naked.

I walked over to the table.  A corked bottle filled with greenish liquid and two shot glasses were set on a small mat near one side.

The door opened and Krissy came walking in.  She smiled at me then walked around the table and gave me a hug.  “How are you feeling?”

“A little groggy but otherwise ok.”

“You’ve been out for a couple of days.  You’ll start to get hungry as the drugs leave your system.”

‘A couple of days?’ I mouthed. 

She nodded at me.

“Why knock me out for so long?” I asked.

Krissy giggled.  “We’re moving into a new kind of training for you. While you were out, we had you listen to subliminal suggestion tapes.  They are similar to the ones that sounded like hissing when you were in the training room but much more powerful.”  She squinted her eyes a little then asked, “Do you remember me coming in and talking to you?”

“I don’t remember a thing,” I said.

Krissy beamed at me. “Good.  You’re not supposed to.”  She winked at me then said, “Position One.”

I fell to my knees then spread my legs and put my hands behind my back as though wearing handcuffs.  I tried to bring my hands forward, but they refused to obey my commands.  I must have looked shocked because Krissy came over and gently caressed my face.

“It’s ok.  You are in Position One.  You will have to remain like this until I free you.  The idea with this position is that your Mistress can inspect you.  If she decides to put you to work, your mouth is at an ideal height.”

I’m not sure why, but I found myself getting turned on at the thought of being used like this.  Inside, I was hoping that Krissy would make me Thank her.

She seemed pleased that I wasn’t able to move.  She looked down at me with a loving look in her eyes then said, “Position Two.”

My body seemed to spring forward of its own accord.  I was on all fours with my legs spread wide.  I seemed to be unable to lift my head.

“The idea with Position Two is to make your body available.  From here, your Mistress can take you from behind, make you service her with your mouth or even make you fuck her from on top.”  She sat down next to my right side and began touching me.

I felt myself getting erect even without her touching my junk.

“Can you stand up?”

I tried but my body seemed to have lost the desire to listen to me.

“Speak.”

“No, Mistress.  I can’t seem to lift my legs or hands from the ground.”

Krissy giggled.  “That is so hawt.  It’s not the collar controlling you.  The hypnotic suggestions you received make it impossible for you to control your body.  You are going to be the plaything of your Mistress.”

Fantasies of being forced to fuck without being able to stop it, flashed through my mind.  I felt myself perspiring as my heartbeat increased.  I was getting incredibly turned on.  I felt a hand on my cock.  I knew it had to be Krissy, but I couldn’t turn my head to look at her.  I started softly moaning as she stroked me.

“Somebody likes being a fuck toy,” she said. 

I knew she was right.  Images of her underneath me as I moved in and out of her kept running through my imagination.  ‘Please, Mistress, may I fuck you?’ kept repeating in my head.  I let out a soft whine when she took her hand off me.  I wondered what she had planned next, when she touched both of my shoulder blades at the same time.  I suddenly imagined a long black line running down the length of my spine.  Soft yellow lights appeared near the base of my neck.

“I implanted a hypnotic trigger while you were out.  It turns your spine into a long switch.  Right now, the part by your neck is lit up.  As I move my fingers down towards your butt, I want you to imagine that the light follows the sensation of me touching you.  As the light moves down your spine, you find yourself less turned on.”

I would have flinched when she touched my neck, but my body had no intention of doing what I asked.  In my mind’s eye, I could see a bright yellow light at the top of my spine where she touched me.  It was hard to concentrate as images of her underneath me kept flashing in front of my eyes.

Krissy moved her fingers down my back a few inches. 

I imagined the light following her touch.  The images of her underneath me slowed down. I became aware that I was panting.

She moved her fingers another few inches down my back.  I could no longer see her underneath me.  Instead, a strong feeling of wellbeing started spreading through me.

By the time Krissy took her hand off me, I was breathing normally.  I was still turned on, but it was manageable now.

She moved her fingers a few inches up towards my neck.  When she did, I started having very sexual images flash through my mind.  By the time she was halfway up my back, I was again imagining her underneath me.  In my mind’s eye, she was covered in perspiration and moaning loudly as I thrust myself inside of her.  I tried to set aside the image, but it was no use.  When her fingers touched the base of my neck, I was panting hard and desperately wanted to do anything she asked.

“I am going to touch both of your shoulder blades.  When I do, the imaginary switch on your spine is going to disappear.  I’ll be able to run my fingers up and down your back without it forcing you to become horny.  All you will feel is the pleasure of my touch.”

If I was being honest with myself, I wanted to see if the switch really would disappear.  I was confused as to what was happening, but it was also extremely erotic.

Krissy touched my shoulder blades. 

The switch that I had imagined so clearly a moment earlier, vanished.  I tried to imagine it appearing again, but it refused.

“Hank, you can move,” Krissy said.

In the instant she said the words, I knew that I would be able to move freely.  I sat up and looked over at her.  “What…” I started to say.

She grinned at me.  “You are the final project for my Suggestions class.  While you were out, I came in and saw you.  I put you in a hypnotic state then you and I agreed on several suggestions.  I think you will find that when I give you a command, you will be unable to stop yourself from obeying.”  She looked so pleased with herself.

“Wait.  You mean that you and I agreed on the commands?  Why don’t I remember any of that?”

She smiled.  “We agreed that you wouldn’t.”

I shook my head.  “Well, it worked.”  I could feel a grin spreading out on my face.

“We are going to have a lot of fun with that,” she said.

A thought crossed my mind.  “Does this mean that you passed your class?”

She chuckled.  “The test isn’t for a little while yet but if you are still reacting this way, then yes I will definitely have passed the class.”  She grinned at me again then said, “Position One.”

I knelt and spread my legs.  My hands flew behind my back, and I held my head up high.  Krissy scooted in front of me then reached out and started touching my junk.  She began stroking me as she looked into my eyes.  “You are incredible,” she whispered.

I started to rock my hips as much as my position would allow.  My breathing became more labored as her touch completely captured my attention.  I was almost depressed when she stopped.

Krissy rose to her knees then began to kiss me.  We made out for a few minutes.  She was sporting a bright red patch on her neck when she finally pulled back.  She swallowed hard then tried to slow her own breathing.

“Hank, you may move again.”

I almost fell to the floor.  I was still hard and wishing she would let me Thank her.

“You are about to enter a new phase of training.  Two Mistresses will walk in and sit on the far side of the table.  When instructed, you will fill the two shot glasses with Green Goo.  Pick whichever one you want then offer her the glass.  If she takes it from you then makes you drink it, she has accepted you as her slave.  You will be her property until she releases you.  If she pours the Goo on the table, she has refused your offer.  You may offer the Goo to the second Mistress but don’t be surprised if she rejects you.  No one wants to be a second choice, after all.”  She said the last part with a bit of a chuckle.

“What if I don’t want to accept either Mistress?  Will I be forced to choose one?”  I wasn’t sure what to expect but Krissy looked at me kindly. 

“This must be your choice.  No one will force you.  Besides, after your last couple of public appearances, I think there will be a long line of Mistresses for you to choose from.”

“How long will I be their slave?”

Krissy thought about my question before she answered.  “There is no fixed rule, but it can be anywhere from just a couple of days to over a month.  The purpose of this part of training is to make sure you understand the consequences of offering a shot of Green Goo to a Mistress.  Once you are done with training, if you decide to offer yourself, you will know how to do it and what that means.”

I nodded my head.  I desperately wanted to ask her if she would be one of the Mistresses, but I knew better than to ask.

Krissy seemed to know what I was thinking.  She touched me then said, “It’s too bad that the rules don’t allow me to participate until I have my license.  Besides, it’s good for slaves to be shared as much as possible.  Find what you enjoy about your Mistress then embrace being owned.”

I grinned at her.  ‘God, she is beautiful,’ I thought.

Krissy saw the expression on my face and began to blush.  “I need to leave before I fuck your brains out,” she said as she shook her head no.  She stood up then said, “Stand.”

I felt the collar vibrate and stood, uncomfortably aware of my dick standing straight up.

Krissy’s eyes landed on my groin.  “You look amazing like that,” she said.  Looking back at my collar, she said, “Release collar.”

I felt my collar vibrate then loosen.  I reached up and found that it opened easily.

“Put your collar on the ground,” she said, pointing to where the steel plate was bolted to the wall.

I pulled the collar off and set it on the ground.  I felt my neck and realized that this was the first time I hadn’t worn a collar since I entered the Training Hall.  I felt oddly disappointed that it wasn’t locked on.  I caught just a glimpse of Krissy as she closed the door behind her.  I glanced around my room.  A feeling of elation swept through me.  Another thought occurred to me, and I checked the door.  It was unlocked.

I smiled then sat on the ground at the far side of the table and waited.  I heard voices in the hallway moments before the door opened.

A woman stood in the doorway, looking at me.  She was about Krissy’s height but much more muscular.  She wore her black hair short.  It framed a pretty face with lovely deep brown eyes.  She let me take a good long look at her before she came in and sat at the table.

Another woman stood in the doorway.  I recognized her immediately as the bailiff from the Mistress Council.  She wore a black corset and a short silk skirt.  Her massive boobs fought with the corset to stay covered.  I remembered the way that her skin felt when she made me suck on her breast.  I felt myself getting aroused just looking at her.  Her face was pretty but not in the same league as the first woman.  She let me look at her for a few seconds then walked in and sat down.

“Stand up and turn around for us,” said the dark-haired woman.

I stood then slowly spun around for them.  When I was facing them again, I couldn’t help but notice the smiles on their faces.

“Come closer to the table then kneel,” the dark-haired woman said.

I stopped a couple of feet from the table and knelt.

“Position One,” she said.

I felt my legs spread wide as my hands flew behind my back.  I lifted my head high and waited.

“I am Mistress Black.  Next to me is Mistress Bianca.  I will release you in a minute.  You are free to ask us anything you like.”

I could tell they were making mental notes of how I responded to Mistress Black’s command.  They seemed happy.  I noticed that Mistress Bianca was slowly biting down on her lower lip as she watched me.

Mistress Black slowly inhaled then said, “Hank, you may move freely.”

My body relaxed.  I fell forward but was able to easily catch myself before I hit the floor.

Both girls giggled.

They seemed to be waiting for me to ask them something, but I wasn’t sure what to say.  In the end, I said, “I’m not sure what to ask.”

Mistress Black looked at me as though studying a fine work of art.  “If you decide to offer yourself to one of us, you will be our slave.  You will probably want to know what type of play we prefer.  Some Mistresses like nothing better than to beat their slave regularly.  Others prefer a more sensation driven approach.  No one will mistreat you but if their play style is something that you don’t like then you will want to know that up front.”

Her words made me calm down instantly.  “Mistress Black, would you enjoy a slave that likes getting beaten regularly or would you enjoy me more if I was a pleasure slave?”

She looked impressed.  “Asking your Mistress what SHE wants is always a good place to start.  I like beating my slaves into subspace then using them.  I prefer taking control of you myself rather than relying on a control collar.”

“Mistress Bianca, do you like beating your slaves?”

“It can be a lot of fun to watch them surrender during a good flogging.  For me, it is more about pleasure.  I like fucking my slaves.  I enjoy controlling slaves by increasing the pleasure until you have no choice but to do what I want.”

I looked back at Black.  “Would you allow me to ask you questions, if I was your slave?”

She looked into my eyes and said, “My slaves are not allowed to speak unless spoken to.  The best slave for me is one that will obey my commands without question.  You will come to realize that I know what is best for you and will take care of you.  It is my belief that by surrendering to me fully, your questions will be answered in time.   You will learn that obedience has its own rewards.”

I looked over at Bianca.  “What I want most from my slave is connection.  You will do what I want one way or the other.  I know from Krissy that you like asking questions.  I see that as a sign of inexperience but also of intelligence.  I prefer intelligent slaves because it allows me to connect in a way that is deeper than just obedience.  As you surrender to me, you will learn that its ok to let go and just enjoy the experience.”

I nodded at them.  “Once I make my decision, what is the next step?”

Mistress Black smiled at me.  “You will fill both glasses then offer one to the Mistress you want. If I or Mistress Bianca accept, then we will make you drink the Goo.  At that point, you will belong to your new Mistress.”

I crawled closer to the table then uncorked the bottle and filled both shot glasses with the green liquid.  I picked one up and stared into it.  My mind was reeling.  Fantasies of being Mistress Black’s helpless fuck toy flew past my mind’s eye.  I realized that I was very curious as to what that would be like.  The logical part of my mind was making suggestions like, ‘If you were owned by a hard Mistress, like Black, it would be nice to know what you were in for.’  The other part of my mind was drawn to Mistress Bianca.  The thought of a deep connection with her was appealing to me.

I looked up from the shot glass, as I hoped I was making the right decision.  I slowly slid the glass to Mistress Bianca.

Bianca took the shot glass from my hand.  She stared into the green liquid for several seconds then handed it back to me and said, “Drink this.”

My hand was shaking slightly as I accepted the shot glass.  I lifted it then swallowed the fruity liquid in one gulp.  I vaguely remember setting it back on the table before the fizzing hit my brain.

Both women stood up.  Mistress Black clapped Bianca on the back and said, “Congratulations.”  She turned and left without looking back at me.

Bianca looked down at me and said, “Position One.”

My body moved into the spread leg kneeling position without conscious effort on my part.  I waited helplessly as Bianca walked behind me.  I could feel something smooth and cool pressing against my neck.  I felt myself tremble slightly as she locked the collar.  It vibrated.  As it did, I felt like I belonged to this woman.

She picked up the remaining shot glass then said, “Drink this,” as she poured the contents down my throat.  After I swallowed, she said, “Hank, you may move freely.”

I immediately reached up and felt the new collar around my neck.  I looked up at Bianca and smiled at her.

“Stand.”

I stood and waited as Mistress Bianca slowly walked around me.  She stopped in front of me and said, “Set dosing to zero.”

I felt the collar acknowledge her command but with the fizzing in my head feeling like a thunderstorm, I couldn’t feel any difference.

Bianca attached her leash to my collar and began to walk me out of the room.  We stopped fifteen minutes later in front of a wooden door at the far end of the Training Hall.  “This is your new home,” she said.

She walked me inside.  There was a main room with a small kitchen area off to one side.  Another door led into a room where I saw a large four post bed.  She unclipped her leash from me and set it on the counter by the kitchen.  After the barest hesitation, she said, “Collar off.”

I felt the metal around my neck vibrate then come loose.  I managed to grab the collar before it fell off.  I looked down at the circlet in my hand then back up to Bianca.

“You’re home now.  We can relax.  Put your collar on the table near my leash.  You’ll find some tea and two mugs in the cabinet.  Make us something to drink then join me by the couch.”

It felt surreal to be in this woman’s apartment.  True, I was still naked, but even without the metal locked around my neck, I was starting to think of myself as her property.  The thought made me grin.  I found the cups and made tea for both of us.

Bianca was relaxing on the couch when I walked over.  She pointed to the small table next to her.

I set the cups down then waited.

She smiled at me as she took one of the cups.  “You are gorgeous,” she said as she took a sip.  “I’m afraid I don’t allow males on the furniture, so you’ll need to sit on the mat.”  She pointed to a soft-looking green mat in front of her.  She handed me a cup as I knelt.

“You must have a million questions running through your head right now,” she said.

I nodded.

“Did Krissy let you ask questions whenever you wanted?”

“Only when we were alone,” I said.

Bianca nodded.  “Every Mistress sets the rules of her house.  In my home, you are free to ask anything you like, as long as you are respectful.  I typically won’t have you wear your collar unless we are out somewhere.  If you need more control, we can negotiate so that you can have your needs met.  Some slaves crave complete submission, and I get that.”

Her comments stunned me into complete silence more than any gag could have.  When I recovered, I asked, “What about you?  What do you want?  Now that you own me, what do you envision that being like?”  I unconsciously bit down on my lip, wondering what my time with her would really be like.

Bianca cocked her head to one side before she spoke.  “I think you are the first man that has ever asked me what I want.”  She blinked several times before continuing.  “Right now, I’m thinking of rocking your world.”

I felt a tingle in my junk.  I stared up at her cute face, bushy blonde hair and thought, ‘Yes, please.’

“Do you have any fantasies that you would like to live out?” she asked.

A memory of Krissy flashed through my mind.  “There is one,” I began.  “When Krissy put me in Position Two, I started fantasizing about being used that way.”

Bianca’s eyes widened momentarily as a large grin spread out on her face.  “You will find sheets in the hall closet.  Take one and spread it out on the floor in front of the couch.”

I stood and walked over to the closet.  Several sheets were stacked neatly in a pile on one of the shelves.  I took a light blue one and returned to Bianca.  She had moved the small table, clearing a spot in the center of the room.

I spread the sheet out then waited.

“Position Two,” Bianca said.

I immediately fell to the ground on my hands and knees.

Bianca walked around me several times then sat on the ground next to me.  She ran her hands over my body.

I found myself biting down on my lower lip.  I couldn’t see her directly as my head refused to obey my commands to move.  I felt her touch my shoulder blades and instantly saw the imaginary switch along my spine. 

Bianca rested her hand on my low back.  She slid her fingers up my spine several inches.  As she did, images of her underneath me sprung into my mind.

“That is amazing,” she said.  Her hand reached down between my legs and began gently pulling on my scrotum.

I let out a soft moan.  I started breathing even harder as she moved her fingers closer to my neck.  I could hear her stand up then begin to remove her clothing.  When she sat in front of me, she was naked.  Her lightly tanned skin and tight body beckoned to me, but I was unable to move.

“Position One,” she said.

I immediately knelt with my hands behind my back.

Bianca scooted herself closer to me.  She stopped when her inner thighs touched the outside of my legs.

The only thoughts going through my mind were images of her underneath me.

“Position Two.”

I fell forward onto my hands and knees.  My head stopped directly over hers.  She reached up and pulled my head down until our lips met.  Warmth flooded through me as we began to kiss.  I was already hard.  Despite desperately wanting to thrust myself into her, my body refused to move.  I could feel the head of my penis pressing against something soft and warm.  She pushed my head back slightly.  When she did, I could see that her cheeks were much rosier than before.

Bianca scooted down a little, slowly forcing me inside of her.

My eyes closed as I entered her.

“Fuck me,” she said softly.

My hips began to slowly push forward then back.  Raw pleasure swept through me.

I lost track of time as the feeling of being inside of her and the way her breasts pressed up against me combined.  Slowly, I became aware of the pressure building behind my groin.  I tried to say something, to give Bianca a warning that I was about to climax, but she seemed to already know what was happening.  I must have looked slightly panicked as I stared into her eyes.

“Cum for me,” she commanded.

My body began to shudder as a massive orgasm ripped through me.  I was vaguely aware of Bianca convulsing in time with me.  Her face grimaced as she came as well.

We were both panting.  She swallowed hard then a large smile spread out on her face.  “Stand,” she said.

I was wobbly as I stood up.

Bianca got up and caressed my face.  “You may move freely.”  She shook her head and said, “I’ve been wanting to do that since I first saw you.”  She glanced over her shoulder towards the bathroom.  “I’m going to get cleaned up.  Put the sheet in the basket by the bathroom then meet me in the shower.”

I put the dirty sheet away then walked towards the sound of running water.  We stayed in the shower for a long time, just touching one another.

We made dinner together then she hand fed me as I knelt next to her at the table.

I was fantasizing about having sex with her.  It struck me as odd, since we had just done one another.  Images of me on top of her kept repeating through my mind.

Bianca looked down at me and asked, “What are you grinning at?”

“That was really fun, Mistress.”

Bianca seemed to be smiling through her eyes.  “You will enjoy belonging to me.”

After dinner, she began teaching me a card game she called ‘Sharatt.’  We played several hands and chatted.

“Do you have any fantasies that you would be interested in trying out with me?” I asked eventually.

She leaned back and thought about it.  “Many.”  She looked down at me and asked, “How would you feel about me overpowering you?”

I cocked my head to one side.  “You can already make me do anything you like.  Would this be different?”

She grinned at me.  “Yes.  I would want you to try and stop me.  If you agreed ahead of time, then I would take you anyway.  That means that you could say or do anything you want, but I will have sex with you regardless.”

I half chuckled as the thought of her taking me spread through my head.  “Would I get hurt?”

She shook her head no.  “Absolutely not.  This is supposed to be a fantasy and you would have to agree to it.  If you have any hesitation, say no.”

I stared into her pretty face.  The kind eyes and loving expression on her face put me at ease.  After several seconds, I said, “I would be interested in that.”

She smiled at me.  “When we play, there is always a chance that something can go wrong.  If it is too much for you or if something isn’t right, I want you to say the word, ‘Red.’  However, once you say the word, we will stop playing.  It is the only word you can’t say unless you mean it.  Do you agree?”

“Yes, Mistress.”  I found myself oddly aroused at the thought of her taking me that way.

She winked at me then dealt the next hand.

During the game, I found myself wondering several times when she was going to take me.  I was both excited and nervous.

Towards the end of our game, she said, “There is a small wooden barrel in the kitchen by the sink. Bring it to me and a shot glass.”

I got up and retrieved the barrel.  It was tiny, about the size of a football.  I set it on the table in front of her then set the shot glass next to it.

“After you perform a task for me, stand to my left side and wait for further instructions.”

I moved next to her and waited.

Bianca filled the shot glass with dark green liquid.  She held up the glass and stared into it for several seconds.  Finally, she turned towards me and held out the glass.  “Drink,” she said.

I took the glass and held it to my nose.  The fruity smell was really growing on me.  I downed the contents in one gulp.  I felt her hand resting gently against my boys as the fizzing in my head started.  I found that I was really starting to enjoy the sensations of the Green Goo.

As Bianca began to press her other hand against my Johnson, I started getting hard right away.  She stroked me for several minutes, never taking her eyes off mine.  When she finally stopped, I set the shot glass back on the table.

“Go into my room and stand next to the bed,” she said.

It was hard to concentrate, but I walked into her room then turned and waited with my butt pressed up against the side of her bed. 

She walked in a few minutes later.  I watched as she undressed and put her clothing in a bin.  She walked over to me, and we began to kiss.  I could detect a fruity smell from her mouth but in my slightly altered state, I couldn’t tell if the Goo smell was coming from her or from me.  Either way, she was a great kisser.

When we separated, she said, “I want you to try and get out of this room but I’m not going to make it easy.  You should know that if you can’t escape, I’m going to fuck you.”

I think I would have been slightly concerned if it wasn’t for the large grin on her face.  This was a game and I found myself getting excited to play.

“Yes, Mistress,” I said. 

The expression on her face said, “Whenever you’re ready.”

I pushed off from the bed.  I moved to the right then turned hard to my left, just like in football.  I thought I was going to get past her, but she managed to grab my arm.  I’m not sure how she did it, but she spun me around so that I was headed back towards her bed.  I felt a hand on the middle of my back, then I was forced face first onto the covers.  Her hand held me in place as her other hand began to lightly spank me.

When she moved her hand off my back, I immediately lifted up and began to move to the side.  I darted towards the door.  She caught my arm and spun me then pushed.  I ended up facing the bed once more.  Despite myself, I was laughing.

I decided to try a different tact.  This time I ran directly towards her.  She lowered herself down just before I made contact and I found myself launching over her.  She caught me midflight and balanced me on her hips before tossing me on the bed like a rag doll.  The whole thing struck me as funny.  I began to giggle.  Big mistake, I realized, as she landed on top of me.  I tried to reach up with both hands, but she grabbed my wrists and pushed them to the bed above my head.  I tried to push up against her, but she was too strong.  She let me struggle for a few minutes.  As I became fatigued, she leaned down and kissed me.  I relaxed and kissed her back.

She moved further up my body so that one of her massive breasts rested against my face.  “Suck on me,” she said.

I made a couple of futile attempts to free my hands.  I found her nipple and began to gently suck on it.  She made me suck on her other breast for a few seconds then slowly moved her body down towards my groin.  Her hands kept their grip on my wrists as she started pressing her hips down on me.  I was surprised to find that I was already erect.

I could see that she was trying to get me to go inside of her.  I gave one final push with my arms, giving it all that I had.  I managed to lift my arms up almost a foot before she pushed down, and I was again pressed into the bed.

A sudden feeling of warmth and wetness spread out from my groin as I entered her.  Pleasure spread out from our connection.  I stopped fighting and just surrendered to her riding me.

After a few minutes, I asked, “Please Mistress, may I touch you?”

She smiled at me but shook her head no.  “You are mine to fuck but you do get points for asking.”  She continued to ride me as all thoughts vanished from my mind.

I started to pant as sweat covered my body.  I knew I was close.  She let go of my wrists and sat up on me, driving me deeper inside of her.  I tried not to cum but when I saw her body begin to shake, I lost it.  I closed my eyes as the orgasm overtook me.

Bianca continued to ride me through the orgasm.  She was covered in perspiration.  The room lights glistened off her body.

I began to feel a buzzing sensation from my penis.  Before it became too much, she rolled off me then cuddled up next to my body.  I was both exhausted and elated.  Fatigue hit me hard, and I passed out.

I woke the next morning to someone gently touching my back.  I smiled as I felt myself lifting my body slightly to meet the fingers caressing me.  In my half-awake state, I kept my eyes closed and just enjoyed the feeling of Bianca touching me.  Slowly, I opened my eyes.  In the half light, I saw a woman with bushy blonde hair looking over at me and smiling.

“Good morning,” she mouthed.

I smiled back at her.  The sparkle in her eyes was amazing, even with a bad case of bed head.

She leaned over and kissed me passionately.

When we parted, she said, “I have a fun surprise for you.  This city has a lot of amenities.  There’s one I want to take you to after breakfast.”

I waited but she didn’t say anything else. When I couldn’t take it any longer, I asked, “Well?”

“Why ruin the surprise? Besides, you will be doing whatever I want anyway.” There was a cocky expression on her face.

“Yes, Mistress.”

Her expression softened and she winked at me.  “Don’t worry, you’ll like it.”

We boarded a transport a few hours, and two rounds of lovemaking, later.  She locked her collar around my neck and attached metal cuffs to my wrists and ankles.  I was slightly disappointed when she attached chains to my cuffs and a long center chain down my back.  It reminded me of when I first was brought to the corral.  It seemed like a lifetime ago.  To my surprise, she also made me wear a pair of leather shorts and sandals but no shirt.  As I pulled on the shorts, I realized that I didn’t like wearing clothing anymore.  ‘Clothing really chafes,’ I thought.

As we reached her front door, she stopped me and said, “Set dosing to four.”  She waited until I had adjusted to the collar then walked me out.

The transport let us out in front of a large walled off park. A huge archway marked the entrance. The ornate sign on the arch read, “Mansland.”

“What is this place?” I asked.

Bianca beamed at me. “It’s a play park for slaves.”

“Like a fair?” I asked.

“No. There are areas for you to run around in. They have food and other ‘entertainment’ areas. The advertisement said it was a great place to come and relax for a while. They even have shopping.”

Images flashed through my mind. Finally, I asked, “You’ve taken me to a dog park?”

Bianca laughed. “Kind of.”

A line was forming underneath the archway. People stopped by one of the two booths. I could see them handing coins to the woman inside then receiving a smaller square paper back.

Two girls were in line before us. I tried to listen as they spoke to the woman inside the booth.

“Two please,” said the shorter of the two girls.

“Put your hand on the scanner,” said the booth girl. She looked at a screen then said, “I’m sorry but you must be 18 to enter.”

The taller of the girls looked back at me. Her eyes wandered over my body as she bit down softly on her lower lip. She turned back towards the booth and asked, “Can’t you make an exception?”

“I’m sorry. Park policy.”

The two girls huffed then meandered off.

Bianca gave my leash a slight tug then stepped up to the little window. “Two please.”

The woman on the other side of the window looked to be in her early twenties. She had short black hair and a radiant smile. “Is he yours?”

Bianca glanced back at me then said, “Yes, just got him.”

A look of unmistakable jealousy spread over the booth girl’s face. “Lucky,” she said under her breath. She took the coins that Bianca held out for her then pushed a small plastic-coated square and a few of the coins back to her. “Males get in free.” She looked over at me for a long second then said, “Clothing is not required inside the park. We have attendant stations if you need to store his clothing or just want someone to watch him while you are out.”

“Thank you,” Bianca said as she took the small square. She started walking into the park. I was forced to follow her as soon as the leash became taught. I could still feel the booth girl’s eyes on my ass as we moved.

Long lines of canvas roofed stalls were spread out along the center walkway. Each had colorful jewelry, handicrafts, or other well displayed merchandise.

Although I had seen similar things at the summer fair in Freetown, I marveled at it all. Our fair seemed so small and quaint compared to this.  I glanced over at Bianca. Her eyes were wide as she looked at all the shops. “Anything catching your eye?” I asked.

She turned back towards me and smiled. “This is my first time here.  I may want to explore some of the stands before we go.”

We stopped at one of the stalls. Several ornate brass statues lined the table. The eyes seemed to follow me as I moved. I was reaching down to touch one of them when a sharp tug on my collar pulled me away. I looked up to see Bianca walking towards a less crowded area.

In the middle of the courtyard was yet another strange object. The base was circular, maybe eight feet in diameter. A large clear dome covered the entire thing. Inside was a bronze statue of a naked woman. The artist was obviously talented as she looked very lifelike.

“Why do they have a dome over the statue?” I asked.

She looked at me with an excited expression on her face. “Oh, I was reading about those. It’s called a Man Mind’r?”

I pointed to the large statue. “What is it for?”

“You.” She scrunched her eyebrows together before continuing as if trying to remember something. “It’s for the busy Mistress. They can park their slave here for an hour or so while they finish their shopping.”

“Oh.” I had no idea what she was talking about.

“Actually, that’s not a bad idea. I have an appointment down the street that should take about a half hour.” She looked me in the eyes and said, “Chains off. Strip.”

I felt the weight change before I noticed the chains fall to the ground. I felt my hands move immediately to the leather shorts. I slipped them off then handed them to her. It felt freeing to be naked again, even though we were in public.

Bianca walked over to the Mind’r and put her hand on a raised square near where the dome connected to the base.

I watched the bronze statue turn its head towards her. The mouth smiled. The statue’s right arm gestured towards the area on the ground next to her.

Bianca unclipped the leash from my collar and gently pushed me backwards, towards the bronze woman.

I sat down and was surprised to find that the deck was firm but soft.

She walked behind me then grabbed my right arm, forcing me to lay on my back. She attached a metal clip onto the shackle on my wrist. She repeated this process with my other arm and both legs.

I was growing concerned. I was naked and tied spread eagle in public.

“The dome is soundproof,” she said.

“What if I need help or something?” I asked.

“You won’t.” She stepped back to the raised rectangle. “I’d tell you more about this but why ruin the surprise?”

I saw the dome lowering down into place. My heart was racing. ‘Was she really going to leave me in here?’ I wondered.

As soon as the dome sealed shut the statue rotated towards me. Her bare breasts were directly over my face and her hand reached down towards my groin.

I tried to move out of the way, but the restraints held me stationary. Hard cold metal rested softly on my penis and balls. The metal hand began to trace the outline of my dick then it suddenly grabbed ahold of me. I cried out, not knowing what was happening.

A buzzing started and I felt my Johnson getting vibrated. I could see people walking around outside the dome. A couple of girls stood and watched me. I looked for my Mistress, but she was gone.

I felt slightly embarrassed when I started to get a hard on. The metal hand stopped vibrating then began to slowly stroke me. Although it felt good, I was concerned that the metal hand could really hurt me.

There was a soft whirring sound. I watched the statue’s other hand come down on my chest. The hand opened and began to caress my chest and nipples.

A few more women stopped and watched me. I saw one of them reach under her shirt and begin to massage her breasts.

I couldn’t move and was slowly getting into the sensation. My body started rocking in rhythm to the statue. As the slow-motion hand job continued, I started to lose myself. The crowd seemed to disappear. I was only partially aware that I was moaning softly. I caught myself and tried to regain control only to lose it again a minute later.

I wasn’t sure how long I had been in the Mind’r when the statue stopped stroking me and sat upright. The dome opened and I saw my Mistress standing there. Her hair was a slightly different color and looked like it had been freshly permed. It hit me suddenly that I was beginning to like having Bianca as my Mistress.

She set the two bags she was carrying down then climbed inside and stood next to me. She undid my arms and legs from the device and helped me sit up.

“What did you think?”

I didn’t know what to say. My testicles were hurting. I knew from my youth that the only thing that would relieve the pain was to orgasm. I also knew that it was going to hurt when I came. I gingerly rubbed my balls. “They’re tender,” I said.

“The Mind’r won’t let you cum. It’s just here to keep you occupied while I’m off running errands.” She looked down at my groin then said, “Don’t worry. I won’t make you suffer.”

I smiled at her. ‘Is she going to make me have sex with her here?’ I wondered.

She reattached her leash to my collar. I was hoping that she wouldn’t make me wear the shorts again.  Instead, she handed me the two bags.  “Carry these,” she said as she began to walk.

I followed behind her. Several women passed us. Many had naked men following them on leashes. The ones that didn’t, would often stare at me with lust on their faces.

We stopped in front of a large tent. The sign above the door read, “Attendant Station.” Bianca stopped for a few seconds then walked me inside.

A young woman was standing behind a counter. She was wearing a long apron with a name tag that read, “Olivia.” When she turned to grab some papers, I saw that the apron was the only thing she wore.

“First time?” Olivia asked.

“Yes,” Bianca said.

Olivia grinned at her. “Don’t worry. We are here to keep your male entertained while you are out doing more important things.”

“What kind of services do you offer?”

Olivia slid a piece of paper towards her. “Just check off the services you want.”

Bianca glanced over the list. “There are no costs listed here.”

Olivia nodded. “There are no charges to watch a male.”

Bianca looked through the list again. She took the pencil that Olivia set out for her and began to mark several boxes. “For items three and seven, how long will you need?”

Olivia took the paper then glanced over at me. Her eyebrows shot up momentarily as she smiled. “About an hour to 90 minutes. The next show is scheduled for 11:30, so he should be ready by then.”

Bianca unclipped her leash from me. “Can I leave my bags here as well?”

“Of course.” Olivia took the bags and placed them into one of the open cubicles behind her. She handed Bianca a small plastic square with the number 18 imprinted on it.

Bianca turned towards the exit but stopped when Olivia said, “We’ll need you to authorize voice commands while he is here.”

Bianca turned towards me and said, “You are to do anything they tell you to do.”

My collar vibrated as it accepted her command.  I felt a moment of panic when I realized what she had just said.

Olivia stepped next to me and ran her hand up my back. “Don’t worry. We’ll take good care of him.”

Bianca caressed my face then turned and left.

Olivia grabbed a leather leash and walked back over to me. She clipped it to the front of my collar and said, “Follow me.”

She walked me behind a black curtain. My eyes were glued to the curves of her ass.

Olivia led me to a series of sunken tubs. “Stand still,” she said.

I felt my body go slightly rigid. Olivia unclipped her leash from my collar. She walked over to a doorway on the far side of the tubs. When she opened it, I saw a line of women waiting. “We have an opening for two.”

The women near the front of the line all looked over at me. The first two smiled at me then stepped forward. Another woman stepped forward but stopped when Olivia said, “I’m sorry, only two. We’ll have more openings later.” She slowly closed the door and walked back to me.

The two women got to me first and began to run their hands over my body. I was suddenly thankful for my training with Krissy. It felt weird to have to just stand there as two women I had never met touched me so intimately.

“Get into the tub,” Olivia said.

I immediately lowered myself into the warm water. There was a lower bench around the middle that acted like a seat, so I sat down. I could still see Olivia. When our eyes met, she said, “You are to do anything they ask.”

I felt my heart start to race.

The woman closest to me was short. She had long dark hair pulled back into a ponytail. I noticed a delicate silver collar around her neck.  She slipped out of the silk robe she was wearing. As it fell to the ground, I could see her tanned body and beautiful small breasts. Her eyes were dark brown and had a sparkle of mischief in them. She slowly lowered herself into the water then moved in behind me. I was forced towards the center of the tub, but there was just enough room for my butt to rest on the bench. She began to rub my shoulders.

The other woman was much taller. Her shoulder length blonde hair was pulled back. When she undressed, I could see that she had massive boobs.

‘I hope she lets me play with them,’ I thought. I could feel myself sporting a half chub.

The blonde woman called out to Olivia. “Would you bring us a shot of Goo?”

Olivia nodded then walked out.

The girl behind me pulled my shoulders back slightly. “I’m Tanya,” she whispered.

I reached back and let my hands rest on her thighs. I felt her scoot closer to me. She reached around and began to play with my chest.

The blonde woman moved in front of me. She winked at me then reached down and began to fondle me.

I closed my eyes and just enjoyed the sensations these women were giving me.

Olivia walked in. She was holding a silver platter with a lone shot glass on it. I recognized the dark green liquid immediately.

“Thank you,” called out the large blonde woman. She stood up and took a step closer to the tray. She held up the shot glass and stared intently into it. When she looked over at me, our eyes met. Her eyebrows shot upward for a moment then she picked up her left breast and dipped the nipple into the glass.

She leaned over and pressed her gigantic breast into my face. “Suck on it,” she said.

I felt Tanya squeeze my nipples harder as I began to suck on the other woman’s breast. The fruity taste was strong, and I found myself sucking on her to get the last of the Goo.

The blonde woman leaned back then grabbed the top of my head. She pushed my head backwards until my mouth opened, then she poured the green liquid down my throat.

I felt a hand on my junk. Tanya began stroking me as I drank the Goo. My head started fizzing right away. Whatever tension there was in my body just floated away.

“Look at his eyes!” the blonde woman said. She leaned down and kissed me passionately. When she pulled back, I saw her licking her lips.

“I think he’s going to pop if we keep this up,” Tanya said.

“Well…can’t let him go to waste,” the blonde woman said. She got out of the tub and, as I watched her, she spread a towel out on the ground.

Tanya pressed me forward. She waited until I was standing then got out and stood next to the blonde woman.  “Come here,” she said.

I got out of the tub and let Tanya dry me off.

“Do you want some?” the blonde woman asked. She was holding a plastic bottle in her hand. Her other hand was already coated in a shiny thick liquid.

“No thanks, Gretchen. I want to use his mouth,” Tanya said.

Gretchen began to spread more of the thick liquid between her legs. She motioned for me to walk over then began coating my junk in the lube.

I closed my eyes and let the feeling of her touching me overtake my awareness. My eyes suddenly opened when I heard her say, “Lay down.”

I dropped to the towel then laid on my back.

Tanya stood over me. She looked down at me and licked her lips. Slowly, she lowered herself down to my chest. “Too bad you’re already coated in lube, I kind of want to take you in my mouth.”

Her groin was inches from my face. As I stared at her vajayjay, I felt a hand working my cock. When Tanya scooted closer to me, I began to lick her lips slowly. She smiled at me and said, “Harder.”

I felt a leg brush across my stomach behind Tanya. A second later, I felt more weight as the blonde woman mounted me. She slowly slid me inside of her then began rocking up and down.

Tanya pressed in harder against my face. I took the hint and began to press my tongue inside of her. She reached down and caressed the sides of my head as I slowly drove my tongue further inside.

I reached up and began to fondle Tanya’s breasts. I found her nipples and began to play with them. I could feel her clit swelling.

The pressure behind my balls was reaching a critical level as I heard both girls begin to moan loudly. Wetness was beginning to flow down my cheeks just before Tanya began to convulse. I lost it and began to convulse as well. For a moment, the three of us shuttered in unison as we climaxed at the same time.

The blonde woman climbed off me then helped Tanya.

“That was amazing,” Tanya said.

“I told you that you would like it,” said the blonde woman.

“Thank you, Mistress,” Tanya said.

I was still panting on the towel when the two women left. Olivia came in a few minutes later.

“Stand up,” she said. She attached a leather leash to my collar then began walking towards the door. She paused before opening it and pressed a bright red button on the wall.

I heard a strange noise coming from the tub. As I watched, it began to drain itself. I felt a tug on my collar and followed Olivia out.

She led me to a small room. The floor was made of small ceramic tiles with a drain in the center. There was a hook dangling from the center of the ceiling. Olivia put the hand loop of her leash on the hook then walked over and pressed a button on the wall. The hook retracted upward until I was forced to stand on my tiptoes.

Olivia uncoiled a hose from the wall and turned a spigot. Water began to stream out of the hose. She doused me from head to toe. After she was done, she set the hose down and grabbed a metal spray bottle. She sprayed a white foam over my body, from my neck down to my feet.

The white foam began to burn slightly, and I let out a muffled cry.

“Don’t be a baby,” Olivia said. She brought the hose over again and rinsed me off. When she did, I noticed that the area covered by the foam had all hair removed. I was now hairless everywhere below my neck.

She put everything away then walked back to me with a shot glass in her hands.

“Drink,” she said as she pressed the glass to my mouth.

I drank the fruity liquid, noting that it didn’t burn my throat as much as the first one had.

“We should have just enough time to feed you a snack before your Mistress comes to take you to the show,” she said.

I was still finishing the biscuit when Bianca walked in.

“Is he ready?” she asked.

Olivia stood up and said, “Yes. He’s been cleaned, drained, and dosed.”

Bianca glanced over at me and smiled. “I’ll be back for my things after the show.” She attached her leash to me and headed for the door.

I heard Olivia let out a small sigh as I exited.

Bianca walked me to a new part of the park. There was a raised stage with several women standing around. “How are you doing?” she asked.

“I feel great,” I said.

“Do you need a break or are you ready for the next event?”

I reached up and put my hand on her back. “One of the women had sex with me while you were out.” I watched for her reaction, but she just grinned at me.

“I know. I signed you up for it.” She glanced down at my groin then asked, “Do you think you’re ready to go again?”

I felt my dick twitch at her words. “I know I shouldn’t be but it’s all I can think about right now.”

Bianca chuckled. “That’s the Goo talking.”

I wondered if she was going to make me wait to fuck her or take me right there. As I took in the curves of her body, I started fantasizing about her making me Thank her for bringing me here.

A woman walked to the center of the stage. She had a microphone in her hand. “The next show will start in a few minutes. Volunteers to the stage,” she said.

Bianca unclipped her leash from me and pointed to the stage. “Get up there. You are to do anything they tell you to do.”

I felt both excited and slightly disappointed that she didn’t want to take me herself. I walked up onto the stage and stood near the woman with the microphone. She wore leather pants and a matching vest. It showed quite a bit of side boob as she stood there.

She turned towards me, and her eyes immediately went to my groin. “I am Mistress Vanaken. The other women today are not Mistresses so I will be here to make sure you’re safe.”

“Yes, Mistress,” I said.

She took my hand and walked me to the center of the stage.

I could see several metal plates bolted to the floor. Each had a metal loop welded to the center. Mistress Vanaken locked my legs to two of the plates, forcing me to stand with my legs spread.

A line of naked women formed near the stairs leading to the stage. A red velvet rope blocked the entrance. I saw three other naked men being led onto the stage by their Mistresses. They were walked over to different parts of the stage then locked to plates like I was.

Two women started bringing furniture onto the stage. I saw several low benches, a couple of long metal poles, and two large wooden stocks. The two women looked over at me and started arguing about something. I couldn’t hear what was being said, but the one with strawberry blonde hair seemed to have won the argument because she started walking towards me. She set the heavy looking wooden stocks in front of me. With some help from Mistress Vanaken, she lifted the post holding the stocks and fitted it into a small hole in the stage directly in front of me.

The woman opened the stocks and said, “Put your head in the center opening.”

I immediately leaned forward and rested my neck on the center indent. I felt hands on mine as the two women each took one and placed them in the indents to the left and right of my head. When Mistress Vanaken brought down the top of the stocks, I was unable to pull out.

The other woman brought over a pole with a padded seat bolted to the top. She pressed the seat under my stomach then pulled it up and placed the pole into a small opening in the stage.

I had to lift my hips as she positioned the pole. I was relieved when I realized that the seat was taking the strain off my back. The pole was long enough that my feet were lifted off the ground slightly.

Mistress Vanaken brought over a small stand. Several sets of harnesses and dildos were spread out. I noticed that the items were individually wrapped in plastic.

I looked around and noticed that the other men were being restrained in various positions. I let out a sigh of relief when I realized that none of the men were near me.

A bell sounded and I heard footsteps thundering onto the stage. I looked over and saw women rushing the stage. There was a bit of a scramble as the women tried to get close to the man they wanted.

Two women walked over to me right away. They began touching me and giggling.

“Oh my,” said the blonde woman to my right. Her hand was holding onto my semihard cock and rubbing the head of my penis.

The warmth of her hand felt amazing as she began to rub me. I let out a small moan.

“He likes it,” said the dark-haired woman next to her.

“Do you have a preference?” asked the blonde woman.

“I want to taste him,” said the other woman. Both giggled then the dark-haired woman sat down on the stage, underneath me.

“Good. I kinda wanted to take his ass anyway,” said the blonde woman.

I had to turn my head as far as I could, but I saw her taking the plastic wrapping off one of the harnesses. I gulped, knowing what was about to happen.

The woman stepped in front of me after attaching her harness. “Open your mouth,” she said.

I glanced at the crowd but couldn’t see my Mistress. I opened my mouth and waited.

Another bell sounded. “You have twenty minutes,” Mistress Vanaken announced.

I saw the plastic dick moving towards me just before I felt her press it into my mouth. At the same time, I felt something soft and warm coming from my junk. The way I was restrained didn’t allow much movement, but I began rocking my hips into the mouth waiting underneath me.

I coughed when the dildo hit the back of my throat. The blonde woman pulled it out then shoved it back in. “Take it,” she said.

My mouth was starting to get fatigued by the time she finally pulled it out again. I was panting hard and could feel myself getting closer to climaxing. The woman underneath me was relentless.

I had a moment of panic as I felt hands on my butt and thighs. Something pressed against my starfish. The sensation disappeared, only to be replaced by the feeling of lube being spread out between my cheeks. The small object entered me easily. It was thrust in and out several times before a much larger object slowly started to penetrate me.

“You have 10 minutes,” announced Mistress Vanaken.

I looked up to see one of the other men being straddled by a dark-haired woman. She was moaning loudly as she rode him.

Something massive entered me and I cried out. It hurt at first but as it was pushed in and pulled out several times, it began to feel amazing. I closed my eyes and just tried to endure the sensations these two women were giving me.

My body began to tense. I was vaguely aware that I was moaning when the woman behind me shoved her dildo in as far as it would go. I cried out again as my world shrank down to a single point of pleasure. I could feel sperm shooting out of me in three distinct waves.

“Oh my!” coughed out the woman underneath me. She began to laugh almost immediately.

The woman behind me pulled out and stepped to my right.

When I turned my head, I could just barely see her helping the dark-haired woman into a standing position. She had her hand out and was showing it to the blonde woman.

Both women stared at the sticky white mess. The dark-haired woman licked one of her fingers and sounded like she was purring. “He tastes like candy.”

“Give me some,” said the blonde woman. She inserted one of the other woman’s fingers into her mouth.

Mistress Vanaken came over quickly. “Is there a problem?”

I could see her reach out and take the dark-haired woman’s hand.

“Is that…” Vanaken started.

“And he shot it all over her chest too,” said the blonde woman.

“It was the most incredible thing I’ve seen,” said the dark-haired woman.

I was fighting the urge to pass out. The way my eyes kept trying to close told me I was losing the battle. Several other women started heading over to us. I closed my eyes and tried to listen. Several conversations all started at once. Eventually, I heard my Mistress’s voice.

“Get him out of that,” Bianca said.

Hands started to touch me everywhere. I opened my eyes and saw Bianca staring at me. She looked concerned. Between the drugs in my system and what I had just experienced, I was having a hard time understanding what was going on.

Mistress Vanaken and Bianca helped me into a standing position. Vanaken turned towards Bianca and said, “You should probably get him out of here.”

There was a small crowd around me. Many of the women were naked and all of them seemed to be closing in on me. I felt a leash being attached to my collar. I turned to see Bianca wink at me. I began to follow her as she led me off the stage.

A woman in a small booth called over to us. Bianca stopped as the woman said something about a video. We walked over and saw several still photographs of naked people on the stage.

“Would you like a video or still of the show? I think I got a good one of him blowing all over that woman,” said the booth girl. She was younger than I was and looked like she was about to jump out of the booth in her excitement.

Bianca thought about it for just a moment then said, “I’ll take all the copies you have.”

“I’m sorry, Ma’am. Only one per customer. I’ll need your Mistress License number too.”

Bianca said some number then handed her some coins. She took a small plastic disk from the booth girl and slipped it into her pocket. She turned quickly and walked me back towards the attendant station.

“What was that all about?” I asked.

“I think we need to take you home,” she said. After a pause, she added, “A lot of Mistresses will have their slaves fixed.  When an intact male is out for public play, it always draws a crowd.”

Olivia wasn’t there when we arrived at the attendant station. Bianca handed a plastic square to the heavyset woman behind the counter. The woman handed her the two bags but said nothing as we quickly made our way to the exit.

We paused long enough by the arch for me to put my leather shorts back on. I noticed Bianca looking worried, so I asked, “What’s wrong?” She pushed me towards the transport. Once we were seated, she seemed to calm down a little.

“Part of getting a Mistress License is getting signed up with the Mistress Council so that you can receive play requests. So far, I’ve received two dozen requests.”

“Is that bad?” I asked.

She grinned at me.  “No.  It means that you will be a very popular slave.”  Her face grew more concerned as she said, “Those women on the stage all wanted a piece of you.  With so many of them, I wasn’t sure I would be able to keep you safe.”

When we got home, Bianca had me make tea for both of us.  I brought over her glass and handed it to her as she relaxed on the couch.  I knelt on the green mat in front of her while I sipped my tea.

“What did you think of the play park?” she asked.

I felt a grin spreading on my face before I could answer.  “I liked it.”

She winked at me.  “Me too.  You looked so sexy up there getting pegged.”  She took another sip then asked, “So, tell me, what other fantasies would you like to try out?”

I had to think about it for a second, but nothing came to mind.  “I think I’m still processing the play park experience, Mistress.”

She chuckled.

“What about you?” I asked.  “Have you always wanted to try something?”

A slow grin started to sprout as she thought about it.  I saw the thought take root and grow into a twinkle in her eyes.  She looked away from me slightly.  “There is one thing,” she started.  “I’ve been a Bailiff for the Mistress Council for over five years now.  I would never abuse my position to take advantage of one of the men that get brought in but…”

“But it would be hawt?” I supplied.

Her cheeks were bright red as she nodded at me.

I found I liked the way she squirmed when she was thinking about taking me in the Mistress Hall, so I decided to play along.  In my best mock outrage voice, I said, “That would violate every rule.  Having me get you off while you sat in the Judge’s chair or maybe bending me over that bench you tied me to and having your way with me?  What would people say?”  I tried to keep a straight face but failed.

Bianca’s eyes grew wide.  She was both laughing and seemed to be in shock that I would be so brazen.  In the end, she shook her head and said, “You are a very naughty slave that needs to be punished.  Go to my room.”  The big smile on her face made me start to get erect before I was even done standing.

We got up the next morning and ate breakfast together.  My butt was still tender from the intense spanking she gave me last night.  I was still having flashes of how hot the sex was afterwards.  Both of us were moving slower than normal after last night’s ‘punishment.’  I noticed that she was not her normal bubbly self.  “Is everything ok, Mistress?”

Bianca smiled at me, but her eyes looked sad.  “You are wonderful.  I have really enjoyed owning you for the last few days but today is the day where I have to sell you to another Mistress.”

I felt my heart sink.  “Have I done something wrong?”

She immediately began shaking her head no.  “Not at all.  In fact, you’ve been so great that I don’t want to let you go.”  She let out a long exhale then said, “This part of your training is to teach you that it is ok to be sold to other Mistresses.”

I tried to cover the frown forming.  “How does that work, Mistress?”

She caressed my face then said, “We will have two new Mistresses come over this afternoon.  You will choose one of them the same way you did with me.  Both women pay a fee to be considered.”

“Well, you get a parting gift at least.”

She looked at me funny then grinned.  “No, it’s not like that.  A fund is set up for you once you get to this part of training.  Any money that you earn from being auctioned or through a private sale goes into that fund.  It’s to provide for you when you’re too old to be used as a proper slave.”

I thought about that for a second, realizing that I had never heard about anything like it before.  “Well, I’m still yours until then…”

Bianca smiled broadly at me.  “I may bid on you when you are done with training.  I’m not supposed to wear you out today, though.”  She leaned over and kissed me passionately.

That afternoon, I helped Bianca set up the table and two chairs in the living room.  She brought over the small barrel of Green Goo and two shot glasses.  She set her collar, a pair of black leather shorts, and a blindfold on the table then looked over at me.

I tried to put on a brave face, knowing that our time together was coming to an end.

“Position One,” she said.

My legs flew apart as I sat up with my hands behind my back.

Bianca took the collar then stood in front of me.  She leaned down and kissed me for several minutes.  Slowly, she locked the collar around my neck.  “Set dosing to four.”  She gently placed the blindfold over my eyes then tied it behind my head.

I felt a cloud of relaxation forming at the back of my brain.  It swept forward and I felt my thoughts slow down.  I kept fantasizing about her making me go down on her.  I heard a knocking at the door.

Bianca went to answer it.  I could hear several women talking but for some reason I was having a hard time making out what was being said.  I heard footsteps followed by the sound of the chairs being moved.

“Collar off,” Mistress Bianca said.  She pulled the collar off my neck but left the blindfold on.  I was still in position one and couldn’t move.  Finally, I felt the blindfold being removed.

In front of me was a beautiful redheaded girl that I recognized instantly as Eve.  The woman next to her was a busty blonde.  I smiled as I recognized Mistress Cathy.  With the drugs in my system, it took a minute to realize that this was going to be a very hard decision.  I could feel the weight of both women staring at me.  I was nervous and suddenly grateful that Bianca had dosed me just before they arrived.

“Do you have any questions for us, slave?” Mistress Cathy asked.

I tried to talk but my body wasn’t listening.

“You may move freely, Hank,” Bianca said.

I felt my body relax immediately.

Cathy glanced at Eve.  “Impressive,” she said. 

“Have you seen his stats?” Bianca asked.

I wasn’t sure what she was talking about, so I decided it was best to stay quiet.

Cathy smiled broadly.  “Yes.  We got his report on the way over here.  172 play requests since the Mansland adventure.”

Eve looked impressed.  “It raised his bid price significantly.  Great job,” she said to Bianca.

I glanced at Bianca, who looked very proud.

“I’ll leave you to it then,” Bianca said.  She seemed to be putting on a brave face, but I could tell she didn’t want to part with me just yet.

I watched her walk into the kitchen then I looked back at the two women in front of me.

“Mistress Eve, what is your play style like?”

Eve grinned at me.  “I prefer a more lighthearted relationship.  Although I enjoy beating my slaves, that tends to be just as a part of play rather than to put you in the right mindset.”

I turned towards Cathy.  The way her bodysuit clung to her curves was truly impressive.  “Mistress, what would your ideal slave be like?”  I could see the wheels turning in her head before she answered.

“I prefer a strict protocol.  My slaves are expected to follow my rules.  It is my belief that for you to experience true surrender and the rewards that come with it, a proper framework is required.  As you get more experience, you will find that consistent rules will give you more fulfillment than anything else.”

“Would you allow me to ask questions?”

“Good communication is required for both people.  I set aside special times when you can speak freely.”

I turned back to Eve.  “Have you owned many slaves?”

She smiled at me.  “I have a lot of experience with the palace house slaves, but this will be my first time owning one myself.”

I nodded then looked both women in the eyes before I scooted forward and filled the two shot glasses.  I picked up one of the glasses and stared into the deep green liquid.  I was starting to understand why Mistresses stared into the glass before handing it to me.  I didn’t know who to pick but it was going to be a big decision.

Finally, I slid the glass over to Eve.  It felt like my heart was going to pound out of my chest.

Eve took the glass and stared into it.  She looked up with an evil glint in her eyes.  She slid it back to me and said, “Drink.”

I immediately drank the goo.  Despite the burning sensation on my throat, I realized that I really liked it.

Cathy stood up and hugged Eve.  “Congratulations.”  She walked out without saying anything else.

Eve stood up.  Her latex corset made her breasts look huge.  “Position One.”

I immediately rose up and spread my legs.  My hands flew behind my back as my body grew rigid.

Eve walked in front of me.  The silk skirt she wore lightly brushed my face.  I found myself imagining that she was going to make me service her right there.  Instead, she pulled out a metal collar and showed it to me.  Gently, almost lovingly, she draped the metal around my neck then pressed the ends together.

If I had been able to move, I would have quivered when the collar vibrated.

Eve leaned down and kissed me lightly on the lips.

I could feel myself getting erect.

“Hank, you may move freely,” Eve said.  She stepped back then said, “Stand.”

I stood, realizing as I did that a strong fizzing sensation was filling my head.

Eve looked down at my groin and said, “God, you look good like that.”

I glanced down and saw that I was at full mast.

She slowly shook her head and said, “It’s a pity to cover that.”  She took the black shorts and handed them to me.  “Put these on.”  Eve locked her leash onto my collar then led me to the door.  I caught a glimpse of Bianca watching me from the kitchen.  She winked at me before I was forced to follow Eve.


Chapter 13 – Mistress Eve

Eve walked me out of the Training Hall.  No one said anything to me, but I saw several slaves watching me as I walked by.  To a man, they all looked jealous.

We waited near the Training Hall entrance for a few minutes until an ornate carriage arrived.  The mostly naked man driving the carriage got down and opened the door for Eve.  I noticed that he wore a gold collar around his neck.

The inside of the carriage was decked out in burgundy colored Naga hide and gold trim.  I scooted closer to Eve as she undid her leash from my collar.  She glanced down at my waist and said, “Take your shorts off.”

I felt the collar vibrate but I didn’t need its encouragement.  I slid the shorts off and set them next to me.

Before I could even turn back to face my new owner, I felt her hand between my legs.  As I started to get hard, Eve began to stroke me.  “That’s better,” she said.  It took a little maneuvering, but she climbed up on my lap then began kissing me.  My hands started to move over her body, taking in the generous curves.

Eve reached down and began to play with me some more then slid me inside of her.  She was already wet and began to grind down on me as we drove along the roadway.

I don’t remember much of the trip, just the intense connection between Eve and I as we made love the entire trip.

When the carriage finally stopped, I started to lean towards the door.  I was intending on opening it for her, but I stopped when she lightly touched my shoulder.  “Johnson needs to put the stairs in place and open the door before we get out.  It’s his job,” she said.  Seeing the confused look on my face, she whispered, “For some slaves, this is their retirement.  For others, they just like to serve.  Either way, let them do it.”

I nodded, even though I didn’t fully understand.

When the door opened, I let Eve get out first.  Johnson held her hand as she descended the three steps.

I stuck my head out the door then stopped.  We were in front of a massive castle.  I had heard stories of the palace while I was growing up but none of the wild tales did this place justice.  Colored stones in intricate designs were embedded in the walls.  Large arched openings led to stables, a smithery, and cooking rooms.  The smells floated past me.  I found myself struggling to take it all in.

“You coming?” Eve asked.

I could tell from the playful expression on her face that I was not the first person to be overwhelmed by the palace.

“Yes, Mistress,” I said.  I descended the stairs then stood next to Eve.

She faced Johnson and said, “There is a pair of leather shorts in the carriage, see that they are burned.  Send the royal tailor to my room.”

Johnson bowed slightly then wandered away.

I felt a light tug on my collar and began to follow Eve.  Despite spending the last half hour fucking her, I found my eyes glued to her ass.

Eve led me down several corridors. 

I was so lost by the time we stopped in front of a gold encrusted door, that I had no hope of finding my way back.

Eve pointed to the gold design embedded into the door.  “See how the design spells out the word Eve?  It’s easy to get lost in the castle when you first arrive but this is how you know it’s my room.”

I nodded, wondering how I could possibly find my way around.

She opened the door and led me inside.  The room was massive.  I think it was bigger than my home in Freetown.  In the center of the main room was a large four post bed.  Magnificent works of art lined the walls.  A dull gray metal plate was bolted to the wall next to the bed.  It looked out of place next to the fine works of art.  The raised metal loop sticking out of the middle left little doubt as to its purpose.

“Go to the stand next to my bed and retrieve the coil of chain and two padlocks,” Eve said.  She waited as I brought the pile of metal back to her.

“Unless I am having you do something for me or it’s your free time, I expect you to be chained to the wall.  Some Mistresses will allow you more freedom of movement, but I want to see how you handle being restrained for longer periods of time.”

I gulped.  I had a mental flash of being back in the training hall.  “Yes, Mistress,” I said.

She glanced at the metal plate and said, “Go ahead and lock yourself to the wall.”

I felt the collar vibrate and knew I was stuck.  I padlocked one end of the chain to the wall and the other end to my collar.  I glanced at the chain and felt relieved that it was both very light weight and extremely long.  Once I was secured to the wall, I walked back to Eve.

She smiled at me and caressed my face.  “Don’t worry, you’ll get used to it quickly.”  She glanced at my collar then said, “Set dosing to three.”

I felt the collar vibrate but the forced relaxation I was expecting didn’t come.  I wondered if I was still being affected by the Green Goo from earlier.  “May I ask questions?”

Eve smiled sweetly at me.  “When we are in my room, you may ask anything you like.”

“Mistress Bianca only made me wear her collar when we were out.  Do you prefer that I wear my collar all the time?”

Eve gave me a half smile and nodded her head.  “I’m going to keep you under the influence of the goo.”  She saw the slightly disappointed look on my face and said, “The goo will give you energy and keep you in the right state of mind.  I intend on making the most of our time together and I want you ready to perform whenever I like.”  She stepped closer to me and kissed me passionately.  When we parted, she whispered, “I am going to fuck the shit out of you.”

I bit down lightly on my lower lip as fantasies of Eve filled my mind.

She giggled.  “Don’t worry, you’re going to like it.  A lot.”  She reached down and ran her hand along the length of my penis.  “There is a shower in the other room.  Get it started for us.”

I reached up and tugged on the chain.

Eve’s eyes rolled towards the ceiling.  “It will reach.  Now, scoot.”

I walked into the other room and started the water.  I adjusted the knobs until the temperature felt right.  When I turned, Eve was standing next to me, naked.  My eyes started at her feet then slowly worked their way up her body.  When I was staring into her eyes, I said, “Wow.”

Eve grinned at me then lightly shoved me into the water.  We spent the next twenty minutes washing each other and just touching.  When we finally got out, I dried her with a towel as instructed then toweled off myself.  I ran the towel over the chain and tried to dry the inside of my collar the best I could.

A woman with gray hair was waiting next to Eve’s bed.  An older man wearing a gold collar and leather harness was standing next to her.  I saw that a small wooden table had been set up with a large machine on it. 

“I would like two sets of cuffs, one for daily wear and one formal set,” Eve said.  She turned to me and said, “You are to do anything they ask.”

I felt the collar vibrate and hoped I wasn’t going to be forced to service the gray-haired woman.

“Come here.”

I walked over and stood in front of the woman.  She took out a bright yellow tape measure and wrapped it around my wrist.  She called out numbers and the man began pressing buttons on the machine.  The woman measured both wrists, my chest, and the length of my legs.  When she was done, she nodded to the man.  He fed strips of metal into the machine as it began to make loud banging sounds. 

I watched in awe as the strips of metal were beaten into cuffs.  The first set was shiny silver while the second set was gold in color.

“Will you want any furniture?” asked the woman.

Eve seemed to consider this for a second then said, “One bench.  Have the maintenance men install a lift system near the foot of my bed.”

The gray-haired woman nodded then set the cuffs on Eve’s bed.  She waited until the man had packed up the table and machine into a backpack before she locked her leash to his collar and led him out of the room.

Eve sat down on the side of the bed then motioned for me to come over.

I stood in front of her.

“Are you hungry?” she asked.

“A little.”  I was actually starving but I didn’t want to say so for some reason.

She grinned at me.  “Me too.”  She glanced towards the door and said, “If you need something, pull on the rope.  A house servant will come to get you whatever you want.”

I walked to the door and saw a red velvet rope descending from the ceiling.  I pulled on it once, but nothing seemed to happen.  I was about to pull on it again when I heard Eve.

“Just one pull.  If there is an emergency, pull on it three times quickly.  Watch out though because that will summon the guards.  They are all business, so be careful.”

I stepped back from the rope then returned to Eve.  “Am I allowed on the furniture?” I asked.

Eve grinned at me.  “Unless I say otherwise, no.  However, I am not near as strict as some Mistresses.  I will often allow you to sleep on the bed with me.  There is a mat at the foot of the bed for you to sleep on, if I don’t feel like company.”

My eyes involuntarily glanced at the fluffy mat next to her bed.

There was a knocking on the door.  I glanced at Eve, who said, “Answer it.”

I opened the door to see a beautiful blonde girl wearing a leather harness and silk skirt.  The leather bands partially covered her bare chest.  When our eyes met, I noticed her eyebrows flash upward for just a moment.  She smiled at me then walked in.

“Mistress?” she asked.

“Tanya, this is my slave, Hank.”

Tanya nodded.

“We are both hungry.  Bring us a snack.”

“Yes, Mistress.”  She paused for a moment then added, “Don’t forget that you have a poker game tonight at 7:00.”

Eve scrunched her eyebrows together for a second.  “Totally forgot.  Thanks for reminding me.”

Tanya nodded again then headed towards the door.  I noticed that she glanced up at me before she left.

I tried to remember if I had seen any female slaves when I was at the Training Hall, but I only saw males.  I remembered Joan but I thought that was a punishment.  “Is she a slave?” I asked.

Eve looked slightly surprised then said, “Yes.  She is my assistant.  I’m not really into women but I don’t mind playing with them sometimes.”  She paused then asked, “Do you find her attractive?”

“Well, yes.  She’s beautiful but I thought only men were slaves.”

Eve laughed.  “No, we have female slaves too.  The training they go through is different than male slaves but just like most men, some women like the idea of surrendering too.”  She grinned at me and said, “You are really going to like being a slave.”

Tanya came back about a half hour later.  She pushed a small cart filled with covered plates.  The smells coming off the cart were amazing.  I noticed that Tanya had put on lipstick and had redone her hair.

Two men came in behind her.  They were holding a large, covered rectangle that looked like a bench.  I thought that was going to be for us to sit on, but they put it in the center of the room.  They came back a minute later, carrying two wooden chairs and a collapsable table. 

Once everything was set, they left in silence.

“Dinner is served,” Eve said.

I pulled out the chair for her then glanced at the empty one.

“You may sit,” Eve said.

I pulled the lids off the plates.  It looked like there were several pastries and three kinds of soup.

“Don’t eat too much.  We have guests coming over in a couple of hours and there will be more food.”

We chatted throughout the meal.  I was surprised that we both liked hiking and that Eve had a wonderful dry sense of humor.

Eve let out a chuckle and asked, “Did you notice that Tanya made herself up for you?”

“I saw that she put on makeup and did her hair up.”

“I haven’t seen her get that excited about a man in quite a while.”  She looked me in the eyes and asked, “How would you feel about me playing with both of you tonight?”

I felt the grin spreading on my face.  “I would like that.”

Eve punched me lightly on the shoulder and said, “It’s good for a man to be shared as much as possible.”  She chuckled again and said, “I think you will be grateful that I’m keeping you dosed.”

I felt a tingle in my junk and knew she was right.

After we were done eating, Eve said, “Call for the dishes to be cleared.”

I pulled once on the velvet rope then turned back towards Eve.  She was on the bed and motioned for me to come over.  “You are probably going to have a long night.  We have time for a nap.  Snuggle in next to me and we’ll see if we can get some sleep before everyone arrives.”

Eve spent the next few minutes fondling me before we both drifted off.

I woke when I realized that someone was standing next to me.  Tanya had changed her clothing and was now wearing a soft-looking corset and a very short black skirt.  When Eve started to stir, Tanya said, “Guests will be arriving in twenty minutes.”

Eve looked at Tanya and said, “Thank you.  I will need your services tonight.”

Tanya looked excited and said, “Yes, Mistress.”

“Cuff him before you help me get ready.”

Tanya stepped over to the nightstand and grabbed the silver cuffs.  She motioned with her finger for me to come to her.

I stood next to her and waited as she locked the cuffs to my wrists.  “Stand still,” she said.

I felt my collar vibrate.  I tried to remain still as Tanya knelt in front of me.  I was surprised that she could control my collar but decided not to ask about it until it was just Eve and me.

Tanya reached up and began to fondle my boys.  She grinned broadly as I sprung to attention.  She locked the cuffs to my ankles then stood back up.  “You’re beautiful,” she said.

I knew I was blushing but tried not to say anything stupid.

“You may move freely,” she said.

I immediately started tracing my fingers over the cuffs.  I was surprised how light they felt.

Eve walked back into the room carrying two dresses.  She looked at me and said, “Remove the covering from the bench then you may sit on it.”

I walked over and pulled the covering off.  The bench was unlike anything I had seen before.  It had a large, raised center and two smaller padded seats that ran the length of the bench.  They looked too small to sit on, so I had no idea what they were for.  I hopped up and sat on the center section.  I was a little uncomfortable, but I was able to rest my feet on the lower level.

As I watched, Tanya took the two dresses then held each one against Eve.  She picked the blue one with jewels on it then helped Eve into the dress.  I noticed that she kept glancing over at me.

“Behave yourself,” Eve said.

Tanya looked down at the ground and said, “But those legs…”

Eve gave her a stern look then giggled.

There was a knocking at the door a few minutes later.  I started to get up when Eve said, “Tanya, would you get that?”

Two mostly naked men came in carrying a large, round table.  They set it down a few feet from the bench.  One of the men pulled out cards and several bags of chips in different colors.  I watched him divide the chips by color then set them in several neat stacks.  The men went to the hallway then returned with a large circular pad.  There was a solid piece underneath the cushion, but no legs.  They set the pad underneath the table then spun the cushion.  I noticed that it spun easily.  One man set a large black backpack in the corner of the room.  It made a clanking sound when he set it down.  They disappeared as soon as they were done.  I noticed Tanya watching them as they left.

“How long has it been?” Eve asked.

“Almost three weeks,” Tanya said.

“Oh.  Well, no wonder.  Get your collar,” Eve said.

Tanya walked over to the nightstand and pulled out a delicate golden collar.  She knelt in front of Eve and held the collar out.

Eve took it then gently locked it around Tanya’s neck.  “Set dosing to six.”

I saw Tanya’s eyes grow wide as she inhaled sharply.  A few seconds later, I saw her eyes start to lose focus.  Six green dots lit up on her collar along with four red dots.

“Sit on the bed until you get used to it,” Eve said.

Tanya obediently went to the bed then sat, facing us.

I looked up at the door when I heard more knocking.

Eve glanced at Tanya then said, “Hank, would you get that?”

I opened the door to find two buff men standing outside.  Both wore gold collars and leather toolbelts but little else.  One of the men was carrying a ladder.

They walked in and set the ladder up by the end of Eve’s bed.

“Will this take long?  I have guests coming over,” Eve said.

“No, Mistress.”

I watched the men bolt two large boxes to the ceiling.  A small amount of thick chain dangled from the end of each one.  The men gathered their tools and left.  I wanted to ask what was happening but decided to just go with it.

Eve finished putting on a jewel encrusted necklace that sparkled in the room light.  I found myself staring at her.  The dress was low cut and showed a lot of cleavage.  The colors seemed to accentuate her natural beauty.

She caught me looking at her and said, “Well?”

“Stunning,” I said.

She smiled at me.  “Talk like that is going to get you everything.”

Tanya started making soft moaning sounds.  I looked over and saw her lightly running her hands over her breasts as she looked at me.

“Feeling better?” Eve asked.

“Yes, Mistress,” Tanya said slowly.  A big grin spread out on her face.

Eve turned towards me and smiled.  “I’d have you check to see if she is ready, but I think we both know the answer already.”

There was another pounding on the door, so I went over and opened it.  A huge mostly naked man was standing there.  He wore a thick silver collar.  I glanced down and saw a metal box attached between his legs.  I stepped out of the way as he entered.  He glanced around the room then stepped to one side as a group of four women followed him in.  Each was decked out in fancy clothing.  I estimated that they were about the same age as my Mistress.

“Hi Chloe,” Eve said as she came over and hugged the closest girl.  She said hello to each of the others then led them over to the table.

One of the women had dark hair and beautiful brown eyes.  She stopped next to me and ran her hand over my chest.  “He’s beautiful,” she said.  “Did you just get him?”

Eve nodded.  “Yep, got him today.”

I noticed the dark-haired woman glance back at me and grin.

The women all took seats at the circular table.

Chloe looked over at Tanya and said, “Hi, Tanya.  How’s your ass?”

Tanya seemed to take a minute before she answered.  “The bruises are mostly gone, Mistress.”

“Well, we’ll need to work on that,” Chloe said.  Her expression seemed excited.

The huge man stood a few feet behind Chloe.  Eve glanced at him and asked, “What’s with the bodyguard?”

Chloe let out a huff.  “Negotiations with some traders from the South.  Mom was worried that they might try to improve their position by kidnapping me, so I’m stuck with him for a few days.”  She glanced at the man then said, “He does have wonderful stamina though.”  She finished with a giggle.

“Do you want to make him part of tonight’s entertainment?” Eve asked.

Chloe shook her head.  “He’s on duty but we can play with him a little.”  She reached down and pressed the leather band on her left wrist.  I saw a bright blue light erupt from the metal box attached between his legs.  His body convulsed and he let out a muffled grunt.  Chloe giggled.

As I watched, I found myself hoping that I wouldn’t end up with something like that locked to my genitals.

Eve turned to face the girl with dirty blonde hair.  “Margaret, sorry I wasn’t able to come to your licensing ceremony but congratulations.”

Margaret nodded to her.  “Thank you.”

“Would you guys like to play Slavey Susan rules or House?” Eve asked.

There was some murmuring, but everyone eventually said, “Slavey Susan.”

“Hank is new.  What do you think of having your man setup the cushion?” Eve asked.

“No problem.  He should be pretty good at it by now,” Chloe said. 

The women all stood up as the huge man retrieved the backpack.  He pulled out two long poles.  I noticed that at the top end was a small black box and another much shorter pole sticking out at a right angle to the longer one.

The man stuck one of the poles into the cushion then spun it until it locked.  He attached the second pole to the other side of the cushion and locked it into place.  He checked that they were secure then took a small wooden barrel out of the pack and set it on top of the table.  He attached a hose then clamped it to the table.  Finally, he pulled out what looked like a small dildo and fed the tube into one end.  He finished by attaching it to the underside of the table then stepped back.

The man set a small black statue of a kneeling man in front of each chair.  He knelt then pushed on one of the statues, forcing its face down on the table. 

I watched intently as the small pole sticking out of the black box began to push out then pull back.  The man seemed satisfied then set the statue back up to a kneeling position.  He spun the cushion until the next pole was in front of him.  He pushed the statue down again and watched as the small pole moved in and out.  When he was done, he stood and walked back to his original position.

Eve turned towards Tanya.  “How are you doing?” she asked.

“Good, Mistress.”

Eve walked over to me and said, “Release chain.”

My collar vibrated and the wall chain fell free.  I managed to grab it before it hit the ground.

“Put that by the wall then come over and kneel with your back to the pole.”  She pointed underneath the table.

I crawled under the table and pressed my back to the pole.  I had to spread my legs considerably to make sure my head wouldn’t hit the bottom of the table.

Tanya crawled next to me and took my right arm.  She attached the cuff to the pole then locked my other wrist next to it.  She pulled on the back of my collar then locked it to the smaller horizontal pole.  I had no idea what she was doing but tried to just relax and go with it.  I thought she was done, but she locked my ankle cuffs to the pole as well.

From my position, I couldn’t see Tanya anymore, but I did see the huge man walk towards her.  I could hear her move around then I heard locks clicking.  I tried moving my arms and legs, but they were locked securely.  Suddenly, I felt the cushion move and I slowly spun around in a circle.  When it stopped, I was facing Eve.

“When you stop in front of the dispenser, I want you to take it in your mouth and suck.  You are to continue to suck until the liquid stops coming out.”  She giggled then added, “Don’t spill any of it or there will be penalties.”

I gulped.  “Yes, Mistress.”

Eve gently put a soft blindfold over my eyes then secured the strap behind my head.  My world went dark.

The cushion spun again.  When I stopped, I could hear Eve behind me.

“Tanya, set dosing to three.”

I heard the chairs move as the women returned to their seats.  The cushion started to spin.  I was rotated so many times, that I lost track of where Eve was sitting.  When it stopped, I felt something soft touching my lips.  I opened my mouth, and the dildo thing slowly penetrated me.  I began to suck on it.  A fruity tasting liquid filled my mouth as though I was drinking out of a straw.  The Goo stopped flowing a minute later.

The fizzing started in my head almost immediately.  The cushion spun around several more times before stopping.  I was grateful that I wasn’t in front of the dildo this time.  I heard a slurping sound and figured that Tanya was getting dosed.  When she was done, the cushion spun around several more times.

I heard cards being shuffled.

“Same rules as last time,” Eve said.

She must have been dealing the cards, I realized, as I heard chips being tossed onto the table.  One by one, each of the women would say how many cards they wanted.

The cushion began to spin.  With the blindfold on, I couldn’t tell who I was in front of when it stopped.  I heard Tanya begin to moan softly then I heard someone else giggle and say, “She’s good at that.”  There was a soft whirring sound then the woman asked, “How do I taste?”

“Like candy, Mistress,” Tanya said.

A couple more hands were played before the cushion started to spin again.  When it stopped, I heard a louder whirring sound behind me.  My head was pushed forward and down a few inches.  I felt the soft skin of someone’s thighs press against my cheeks.  My mouth was pressed lightly against someone’s vaj.  I began to kiss the lips lightly.  A hand pressed against the back of my head and drove me in tighter against her labia.

I gently started licking.  She wasn’t wet, so I took my time gently running my tongue up the length of her lips.  I found her clit and began to run my tongue over it.  I noticed a very light cherry flavor.  ‘She tastes good,’ I thought.

The hand behind my head pushed harder.  I took the hint and began to suck on her clit.  As it began to swell, I started alternating between sucking and licking it.  She was starting to get wet.

I felt slightly disappointed when the whirring started again, and my head was pulled back.  I was panting and wanted to keep licking her.  I heard a slightly disappointed grunt come from the woman in front of me when the cushion started to move again.

I stopped in front of the dispenser and drank the Goo as quickly as it came out.  My mind was feeling like mush.  I tried to pull my arms free, but they refused to come lose from the pole.

When the cushion stopped spinning, I heard the whirring sound again as my head was pushed forward.  I felt soft skin then short curly hairs tickling my face.  As I was pressed into her vaj, I realized she was already wet.  I pressed my tongue in and was rewarded by a loud moaning sound.  I felt fingers running through my hair as I continued to go down on her.  I felt her body begin to convulse as wetness coated my cheeks.  The woman in front of me let out a series of loud grunts.

“Chloe is out,” Eve said. 

I heard laughter from the other girls.  When the whirring started, my head was pulled backward, and the cushion began to spin again.  I stopped, expecting to be pushed forward again but nothing happened.  I heard a series of soft moans followed by a much louder one.  There was giggling then someone said, “It’s just you and me now, Margaret.”

“All in?” Margaret asked.

“Good, I’m feeling lucky,” said the other woman.

The cushion began to spin.  It went on much longer this time, and I was starting to get dizzy.  With all the Goo in my system, I couldn’t tell if that was from the Goo or the spinning.  I licked my lips, savoring the slight cherry flavor.

When the cushion stopped spinning, I waited for my head to be pushed forward.  When nothing happened, I felt very disappointed.  A loud moaning sound came from behind me.

“I win again,” Margaret said.

I heard clapping.  “Well done,” Eve said.

Over the next few minutes, I heard a lot of rustling.  Eventually, the blindfold was pulled off my face.  The huge man released my cuffs from the pole and helped me into a standing position.  I was thankful for his help as my legs felt like rubber.  I stood next to Tanya, who looked both relaxed and happy.  She winked at me.  I could see that her cheeks were rosy and coated in something shiny.

Eve walked over to us then said, “Tanya, strip then put Hank on the bench.”

A large smile spread out on Tanya’s face.  She removed her clothing then set everything on the bed.  She stopped in front of me and let me take a good look at her.  Her head was down but her eyes looked up at me with a twinkle of mischief.

She took my hand and led me over to the bench.  “Get on the bench with your stomach down then put your hands and legs on the lower rests.”

I felt my collar vibrate.  I hopped up on the bench as instructed.  My balls and partially erect penis dangled down the back of the bench.

Tanya locked my cuffs to the rests.  She produced a wide leather strap and draped it over my back before cinching it down.  I glimpsed a metal D ring on the center of the belt but had no idea what it would be for.

I tried to move but was completely immobilized.

Tanya stepped in front of me.  She showed me a leather gag with lots of straps attached to it.  Instead of having a ball in the center, there was a padded ring that looked like the letter ‘O’.  She worked the ring in past my teeth then began strapping the gag around my head.  The ring forced me to keep my mouth open. 

She took another strap and attached it to the top of my head.  I wasn’t sure why until she pulled on it, forcing me to raise my head slightly.  I felt her attaching it to the D ring on the belt.

“Have you been working out?” Eve asked.

“About two months now,” Chloe said.

“You look great,” Eve said.  She paused then asked, “Margaret, since you are the winner, do you want to watch or participate?”

Margaret took a minute then said, “I normally just like to watch but I feel like playing tonight.”

I couldn’t move my head much, but I was able to turn slightly.  Tanya was helping Margaret out of her clothing.  She saw me looking at her and smiled.

As the layers of clothing came off, I couldn’t take my eyes off her.  She had a pretty face, but I had not realized how much of a hard body she was.  The perky tits were firm but inviting.  Her muscular midsection drew my eyes down towards her shaved pussy.  I found myself fantasizing about tasting her and wondered if she was one of the Mistresses I had serviced already.  My fantasies were interrupted as I watched Tanya attach a leather harness to her.  Tanya’s hand hovered over three dildos on the bed.  She glanced at me then selected the midsized one.  After attaching it to Margaret’s harness, she began to buckle another harness around her own waist.  I let out an involuntary whine then struggled against my restraints.

Margaret walked in front of me.  Her rubber schlong swung back and forth as she moved.  My eyes were glued to the rubber appendage as panic set in.  I made another useless attempt to get free from my restraints when I heard chuckling.

Margaret was still grinning when she bent down and gently touched my face.  As she did, I noticed a delicate orange ring around her blue iris.  “I’m going to fuck you up the ass while Tanya takes your mouth.  Struggle all you want but you’ll be begging to fuck me before I’m done with you.”

She seemed to be really enjoying my reactions.  As much as I wasn’t looking forward to being taken from behind, Margaret’s words made me fantasize about her hard.  It was not the only part of me to have this reaction.

Margaret walked behind me and out of my sight.

I felt a hand on my butt cheeks.  She was softly massaging me while her other hand began to gently pull down on my boys.

“Nice,” she said when she realized I was already hard.  “I was going to have Tanya fluff you but since you’re ready to go…”

I felt her pull down on my penis.  It was a little uncomfortable at first then a wave of warmth and softness gushed from my schlong.  A moment later, I started feeling a gentle vibration spreading from the head of my penis and down my shaft.  I let out an involuntary moan of pleasure.

Margaret reappeared at my right side.  She smiled at me and said, “I put you in the vibrator.  Don’t cum yet or there will be penalties.”  The evil glint in her eyes made me gulp.  She reached down and started to play with my nipple.

I closed my eyes and let the sensations merge with those coming from between my legs.  I found myself rocking back and forth, as much as the restraints would allow.

“You’re going to make him pop,” Eve said.

I couldn’t tell whether she sounded concerned or excited.

“Probably,” Margaret giggled.  She pulled her hand back.

I was left panting and trying to stop my hips from pushing my dick further into the vibrator.  I was so focused on my efforts that I jerked suddenly when Tanya began touching my face.  I looked up to see a small rubber schlong inches from my mouth.  I tried to look up further but could only see the underside of Tanya’s breasts.

“Sshhh, take it slow,” Tanya said softly.  She held the sides of my face as she inserted the tip of the rubber intruder into my mouth. 

With the ring in place, I had no choice but to let the rubber penetrate my mouth.  It had no taste and felt soft, but I was so embarrassed by the whole thing that I just closed my eyes and let it happen.

Whack! 

My body convulsed as a flogger was brought down hard against my back.  My eyes popped open as Tanya drove the fake dick further into my mouth.  I tried to speak but only managed to cough.  She pulled back a few inches.  For just a moment, I thought she was going to take it out of me.  Maybe even check to see that I was ok.  Instead, she drove it deep inside my mouth again.

I started bucking as Margaret hit me over and over with the flogger.  Gone was any attempt at keeping my penis from driving into the vibrator.

My body started to relax as it adjusted to the force Margaret was hitting me with.  The flogging started to feel good, and more like a deep tissue massage.  Tanya was still fucking my mouth, but I found myself starting not to mind.  Drool began to pool on the bench in front of me.

“That is so adorable,” someone said.

“Uh oh, you’re making a mess,” Chloe said in a false chastising tone.

I felt hands on my ass.  Fingers probed me then pressed against my starfish.  Margaret began to spank me.  She started softly then increased the force.  Soon, the sound of flesh striking flesh filled the room.  Another sound added to the cacophony.  In my current mental state, it took a few minutes to realize the new sound was me moaning in time to her hitting me.

A hand slid between my legs and rested on my sack followed by something cold and slippery being spread out between my cheeks.  The fingers began to press against my starfish again but this time they entered me easily.  My concentration flickered between the thing going in and out of my mouth and the pleasure coming from my butt.  I started rocking back and forth as if I was fucking someone underneath me.  If I had been in my right mind, I might have noticed that the room had gone completely quiet.

The fingers retreated and I breathed a sigh of relief.  A second later, something much larger pressed between my cheeks.  I was panting but tried to relax as I knew what was about to happen.  The object pressed against my starfish but seemed unable to penetrate me.  It was pulled back then more lube was poured down my crack.

I felt the object pressing against me again.  Slow and steady pressure built until the object entered me.  I let out a muffled cry as pain erupted from my backside.  The sound didn’t make it very far as it fought to exit my mouth, already filled with Tanya’s rubber dick.

I concentrated on just breathing when the painful sensation began to change into pleasure.  I could feel it moving farther and farther inside of me with each slow thrust.  The tip of Margaret’s fake member hit something deep inside of me.  A wave of intense pleasure filled me as I closed my eyes and let out a long exhale.

Margaret kept thrusting in and out of me.  All thoughts disappeared from my mind as I was trapped in the moment.

I became aware of pressure building behind my balls.  In a moment of panic, I realized that I was about to cum.  I made a vain attempt to pull free from my restraints but only managed to convince myself that I had no control whatsoever.

“He’s going to pop,” came an excited voice.

In my current state, I couldn’t tell who spoke.  My body started convulsing as semen shot out of me in three giant waves.  I kept rocking for several seconds as my whole world compressed down to a single point of pleasure.  When the orgasm finally subsided, I realized that I was covered in sweat.

Tanya pulled out of my mouth as Margaret pulled out of my ass.

I was panting uncontrollably.  My vision started to compress as a wave of fatigue overtook me.  I only knew that I had passed out when I awoke to Tanya removing my gag.  She walked to my left and out of sight.  I turned my head to see Margaret releasing my wrist cuffs from the bench.  She was covered in perspiration.  Several bright red patches stood out against her white skin.  I didn’t remember seeing them on her before.

Something soft was wiping my back side.  Slowly, I realized that Tanya was washing me off.

The girls helped me off the bench.  The mat from the foot of Eve’s bed had been brought over.  I was helped over to it.  I felt myself curl into a ball as my mind struggled to process what had just happened.

Tanya knelt next to me.  I was only barely aware that her harness had been removed.  She began to touch me.  Her hands roamed freely over my body as she snuggled in closer to me.  “That was incredible,” she whispered.

I slowly began to stretch my arms and legs out.  The sensation of Tanya’s touch was reassuring.  I found myself melting into her.

The room remained mostly quiet for a few minutes.  I looked up to see Eve, Chloe and the dark-haired girl fanning themselves.  All three looked like they had climaxed as well.

Chloe stood up and let out a long exhale.  She slowly shook her head side to side, as if trying to snap out of a dream.  “Ok, that was hawt,” she said to herself.

I watched her make a motion with her hand.  The huge male walked over to her.  She led him to the foot of Eve’s bed then made him stand there while she wrapped leather cuffs around his wrists.  Tanya continued to touch me, but I could tell her focus was on the huge man.

The dark-haired girl whispered something to Eve, who glanced at the man then nodded her head.  She got up and walked towards the table.  When she appeared in front of me, she was holding a shot glass.  She held it out to me and said, “Drink.”

My collar vibrated but it seemed much softer than normal.  I leaned up on one elbow and took the glass from her.  I gulped it down then handed the glass back to her.  The fizzing I expected didn’t seem to come and I vaguely wondered if I was too over stimulated to notice it.

Chains lowered from the ceiling.  Chloe locked the ends onto the huge man’s wrists.  The chains began to retract, only stopping when the man was on his tip toes.

I felt a slight buzzing sensation and looked down to see Tanya gently touching my Johnson.  The buzzing disappeared quickly, replaced by a soft feeling of pleasure.  I glanced over my shoulder.  Tanya winked at me.  She turned her head to watch the man again.

Chloe was running her hands over his torso.  She would stop and play with his chest then go back to touching him.  The man started breathing harder and let out a series of soft moans.

Chloe stepped back and pressed down on the leather band on her wrist.  Bright blue light emitted from the metal box between the man’s legs.  His body convulsed as he let out a muffled groan.  He relaxed a second later as the light extinguished.  Chloe grinned like a kid at Christmas.

I glanced around and saw all eyes fixed on Chloe and her man.  My eyes shot back to him as another groan escaped his lips.

Chloe stepped over to him and began to touch him again.  He seemed to relax as their skin met.  I noticed that he tried to lean into her touch.  After another minute, she stepped back and pressed down on the leather again.  His body convulsed as the blue light reappeared.  He stopped shuddering only to restart a minute later when the blue light reappeared.

Chloe punished him much longer this time.  Perspiration coated the man’s body.  His muffled groans became louder, and he began pulling harder against his restraints.  After a few minutes, she walked up to him again and started touching him.  He relaxed and leaned into her touch as much as the chains would allow.

The pleasure from my groin became more intense.  I looked down to see Tanya stroking me slowly.  I reached back and caressed her face.  She closed her eyes as I touched her.  When she opened them again, she smiled at me then looked pointedly over at the man.  I noticed that she began stroking me harder.

Chloe was playing with the man’s chest while she looked into his eyes.

“Please, no more, Mistress.  I can’t take it,” he said softly.

“Tell me your safe word,” Chloe said.  Her tone was demanding.

The man grimaced then said, “Red, Mistress.”  He was now coated in sweat.  It glistened in the room light.

She stepped back and pressed down on the leather band several times in quick succession.  The man convulsed violently.

I noticed that his eyes seemed to lose focus.  When he stopped shuddering, tears were streaming down his cheeks, and he was panting hard.

Chloe approached him again.  This time, she looked lovingly into his eyes as her hands explored his body.  “Too bad you’re on duty,” she said softly.  I saw her wink at him.

Tanya pushed my shoulder then looked pointedly over at the bench.  We got up and she walked me over to it but didn’t make me get back onto it.

Eve and the dark-haired girl walked over and stood by the huge man’s sides.  Chloe lowered the chains slowly, waiting for the other girls to each take an arm.  He seemed unsteady on his feet as Chloe unlocked his cuffs.  It took all three women to walk him over to the pad I had just vacated.

The dark-haired girl pointed at me then gestured with her finger for me to come over.  I started walking then realized that I was erect.  My tool wobbled back and forth as I moved.  The dark-haired girl stared at my crotch and laughed.  “You look great like that,” she said.

I stood at the end of Eve’s bed and waited as she locked the chain to my wrist cuffs.  Inside, I was praying that she wasn’t going to use me the way Chloe had.  My heart was racing as the chains lifted me up on my tip toes.

I heard something and looked over to see Chloe holding the man.  Her hands were gently touching him as she whispered something into his ear.  The man grinned as he snuggled into her.

My head snapped forward as I felt hands touching me.  The dark-haired girl began to explore my body, starting at my chest and working her way down.  She took ahold of my erect member and began to stroke me.  I closed my eyes and just embraced the sensation of her touching me.

She looked towards someone behind me and said, “This is a tough decision.”  She bit down on her lip then nodded to herself.  She slowly lowered herself until she was kneeling in front of me.  She pulled down on my cock then slowly began to suck on it.

The pleasure became more intense as she took one hand and pulled down hard on my sack.

I felt my mouth open, but no sound came out.  The room seemed to disappear, leaving me solely focused on her sucking and touching me.  I started thrusting myself into her mouth.  She kept going down on me for several minutes.  When she pulled back, she looked up at me and said, “You taste good.”  A large grin was plastered on her face.  I noticed that one hand was between her legs, rubbing herself.

I was panting again and wishing she would keep going.  Instead, she stood up and motioned towards the huge man.  He dragged the bench over and set it in front of me.

Chloe led Tanya over to the far side of the bench then pushed her shoulders down until she was bent over it. 

I saw her kick Tanya’s legs apart then began running her hands over Tanya’s naked body.  Tanya closed her eyes and almost purred at her touch.

Eve walked over with a paddle in one hand and a shot glass in the other.  She gave Chloe the paddle then stood in front of me.  “Drink,” she said as she poured the Green Goo into my mouth.

The fruity liquid tasted amazing.  I barely noticed the burning sensation down my throat.  This time, the fizzing sensation was more intense.

Eve went back to the bed and out of my sight.

I watched Chloe bring the paddle back then hit Tanya hard on the butt.  She grimaced at first then a large grin spread out on her face.  She closed her eyes and let out a long exhale.  Over and over, Chloe hit her with the paddle.  She would take breaks every few minutes and run her hands over Tanya’s body.

Eventually, Tanya was covered in perspiration and panting.  Although the bench blocked my view, I saw Chloe reach down between Tanya’s legs.  Tanya’s eyes sprang open, and her mouth formed the word, ‘Oh,” but no sound came out.  “Somebody is very wet,” Chloe said.  She pulled on Tanya’s hair, making her stand upright.

She took Tanya’s hand and led her to my side of the bench.  She took leather cuffs and attached them to Tanya’s wrists then locked them to the far side of the bench, forcing Tanya to bend over.  I noticed that her butt cheeks were bright red.  As I looked closer, I could see bruises starting to form.

Chloe and the huge man began to move the bench closer to me.  They stopped when Tanya’s butt pressed against my hips. 

The dark-haired girl stepped up and pushed on my chest, forcing me to take a step back.  She reached down and began to fondle me until my half chub transformed into a full erection.  She reached around and pushed against my butt until my cock pressed up against Tanya’s vaj.  She stroked me a few times then pushed down on my penis until it was horizonal then she pushed on my ass until I barely entered Tanya.

The warmth and tightness made me close my eyes and let out a soft moan.  Tanya pushed backwards, driving me further inside of her.

“Fuck her,” said the dark-haired girl.

I felt my collar vibrate.  A moment of panic hit me as I realized that had no choice but to take Tanya from behind.  I pressed my hips forward and went balls deep into her.  It took a couple of tries but Tanya and I found the rhythm and began fucking one another.

Time seemed to lose its meaning as my world shrunk to just concentrating on Tanya.  Her body started to shudder a few minutes later.  Wetness rolled down my balls and legs as she came.  I kept thrusting into her.  She would relax then begin to convulse again as another orgasm ran through her.  We continued this way for several more minutes before I felt the pressure behind my balls build into an unstoppable force.  My eyes were closed, and I was moaning loudly when time stopped.  I could feel myself coming into her.  I was only vaguely aware of her cries of extasy as the climax overtook me.

I fell out of her and tried to regain control over my breathing.  I was lightheaded and wished they would release me soon.

Chloe released Tanya from the bench and helped her over to the mat.  The large man pulled the bench out of the way as Eve stood next to me.  The dark-haired girl lowered the chains then both girls laid me down next to Tanya.

I closed my eyes and pressed into Tanya.  I vaguely remember hearing Eve say, “I think he’s done for the night.”

When I awoke the next morning, I found myself lying on the mat at the foot of Eve’s bed.  A long silver chain ran from the wall to my collar.  I yawned hard as I stretched out.  I heard murmurings coming from Eve’s bed as I sat up.  I could just see the top of Eve’s head.  She was having a bad case of bed head.  She looked down at me and winked.

“Good morning,” she said.  After stretching, she said, “Get the shower started.”

I got up then paused.  My back and butt felt sore.  I shook it off then went to get the water started.

Eve walked in a minute later, looking sleepy.  She hugged me then whispered, “You were so hawt last night.  “What is the last thing you remember?”

Memories came flooding back.  I remembered everything up until I was fucking Tanya, then everything felt fuzzy.

“I was chained to the ceiling and having sex with Tanya.”

Eve began to rub the back of my shoulders.  “Poor girl,” she giggled, “She’s going to need a week or two to recover from last night.”

I smiled.  “What about you?  Did you have a good time?”

Eve looked surprised.  “Yes, I did.”  She looked at me kinda funny then added, “You have no idea how rare it is for a slave to ask me how I liked something.”  She took my hand and led me into the shower.

We washed each other, taking our time just touching.  After we were both dry, Eve asked, “What would you think of going to the lake with me?”

Images of skinny dipping and barbequing with my friends from Freetown popped into my mind.  “I’d love to, Mistress.”

Eve smiled at me.  She held eye contact for a few seconds too long, as if reassessing what she thought of me.  In the end, she reached down and fondled me.

We were standing outside the castle about an hour later.  When the carriage arrived, a mostly naked man wearing a gold-colored collar got down.  He picked up the picnic basket the house slaves had prepared for us then loaded it in the back.

I started to open the carriage door for Eve but stopped as she put her hand lightly on my shoulder.  “That’s Johnson’s job,” she whispered.  Seeing the confused look on my face, she added, “When a slave accepts a position with the Royal Family, their retirement account grows.  If you take his job, then he would have less money to retire on.”

I nodded, feeling rather foolish.

Johnson drove us out into the country.  We stopped by a high alpine lake surrounded on three sides by tall mountains.  To say it was spectacular would be an understatement.  As Johnson began unloading the carriage, another one pulled up.

A dark-haired girl got out followed by another Chloe and the huge male bodyguard.  They waved at Eve then walked over.

“I had my driver bring a badminton set.  Any interest in playing?” Chloe asked.

“Sounds like fun.  We brought lots of food and wine,” Eve said.  She glanced over at me and said, “Too bad males can’t drink.”  She giggled then added, “Don’t worry, we’ll figure something out for you.”

I didn’t know whether I should be concerned or happy about that.

The dark-haired girl came over and began speaking to Eve.  I couldn’t hear what she was saying but I did see her glance over at me a couple of times and grin.  Finally, Eve looked back at me then said, “I don’t mind.  Whenever you like.”

The huge man had the badminton net set up and a court lined out on the ground in short order.  I had to wonder how comfortable he was going to be moving around with that metal box locked around his junk, but he seemed not to mind.

Chloe came over and asked, “Since we have an odd number, do you want to play singles or would you rather have Hank on your side?”

Eve glanced at me and smiled.  “I’ll take Hank.”

Chloe glanced at me and giggled.  “I’d like to do that too,” she said.  She turned towards the dark-haired girl and said, “Geneveeve, you’re on my team.”

Eve motioned for me to come over.  “Have you ever played before?”

I shook my head.  “I’ve played pickleball before but not badminton.”

“Close enough.  Same basic rules.”

Eve and I took one side of the court and waited for Chloe to serve.  It took a few games then I started to get the hang of it.  We played for almost two hours.  Chloe and Gen won but we came awfully close.

The girls all said, “Good game,” to one another.  “Since you won, what is your prize?” Eve asked.

Gen glanced at me then said, “I would like to play with your slave then have him serve Chloe and I at lunch.”

Eve nodded.  “Winner’s choice.”

Gen looked at Chloe and asked, “Do you want in on this?”

Chloe shook her head.  “I’m still a little sore from making the big guy be my bitch last night.  I’m in on the service, however.”

Gen glanced around then seemed to focus on a small birch tree.  She looked back at the huge man and said, “Frank, please bring shackles and rope.”  She took my hand and led me over to the tree.  Frank arrived a few minutes later, holding a small pile of metal and a hemp rope.  He handed the shackles and chain to Gen.

“Give me your right hand,” she said.  When I held it out, she placed it on her chest then locked a metal cuff to it.  The cuff and chain were already locked together.  “Turn around,” she said.  She locked up my other wrist so that the chain was behind my back.  A center chain ran down to the one between my ankle cuffs.

When I turned around, she grabbed the front loop on my collar and walked me to the tree.  She had Frank tie me to the birch.  He looped the rope around my wrists and ankles so that I was completely unable to move.  She whispered something to Frank, who trotted off to the carriage.

I could see Eve and Chloe sitting on the blanket watching us.  I thought I saw her wink at me.

When Frank came back, he was holding two large leather floggers.  Gen took them then dismissed him.

Gen flogged me for almost a half hour.  By the time she was done, my mind was mush.  She stepped in and began to run her hands over me.  When she got to my crotch, she began to fondle me.

I felt myself rocking into her in time to her stroking me. 

Gen looked me in the eyes and said softly, “I’ve been fantasizing about you.”  She reached down with her other hand and began to pull on my boys.  “Tell me that you want to suck on my tits.”

It took me a second to process what she said.

“Please, Mistress, may I suck on your breasts?”

“Louder.”

“Please, Mistress, may I suck on your breasts?”  Images of me sucking on her flooded my mind.

Gen grinned at me but shook her head no.  “I just don’t think you want it bad enough yet.”  She winked at me then said, “If you do a good job of serving me, I will think about it.”  With that she turned and walked back to the other girls.

I was left writhing on the tree.  I could feel my cock twitching, but I was left panting with no way to get untied.

A few minutes later, Frank came over and untied the ropes.  I followed him back to the girls.

Johnson had already set out food for everyone.  There was a partially opened wine bottle in the middle of the blanket.  The cork was still in it, but Johnson had pulled it most of the way out.

I stood next to the blanket.  I was still partially erect and having a hard time focusing.

“I would like some wine,” Gen said.  She looked over at the bottle then back at me.

I could see the wine glasses in the basket but with my hands chained behind my back, I wasn’t sure how I could get to them.

“You heard her,” Eve said.  She was having a hard time suppressing the grin on her face.

“Permission to get on the blanket?” I asked.

Eve nodded her head.

I had to kneel on the blanket to get to the basket.  It took a lot of maneuvering, but I was eventually able to pull out a wine glass by tipping the basket over.  I set the glass in front of Gen then looked back at the bottle.

I grabbed the neck with one hand then had to use my teeth to remove the cork.  After that, it was easy to fill her glass.

“He’s already been taught positions,” Eve said.

Gen smiled at me.  “Scoot over here.”  She pointed at the ground in front of her and to her left.  “Chains off.  Position Two,” she said.

I immediately flew down to my hands and knees.  I was a little afraid of what she was going to do to me but realized that it was out of my control.

Gen pulled the chains out of the way then asked, “Do we have any salad?”

Johnson came over quickly with a loaded plate.  Gen took it then set it under me, in front of my hips.  She set another plate on my back.

‘You’re making me into your table?’ I mentally shrugged.

She set her wine glass on my shoulders then said, “You probably don’t want to spill that.”

I gulped.

Johnson loaded the plate on my back then returned with more food for the other girls.

I glanced at Eve, who looked like she was enjoying the show.

I felt Gen’s hand on my boys.  She began to fondle them then moved to my schlong and began pulling on me. 

Although I wasn’t able to voluntarily move, my body was starting to react to her touch.

“I take it that negotiations are still happening,” Eve said.

Chloe chuckled.  “They ended last night.  Mom said I could keep him until I got bored.”  She glanced at Frank then said, “Turns out he likes being dressed up as a girl and punished.  I’ve played with a lot of pain sluts, but never with one that has as much stamina as he does.”

I could see her blush slightly as she seemed to be remembering last night.  The pleasure increased ten-fold as slickness covered my penis.  I couldn’t really see Gen but the intensity of her grip on me said she was getting into it.

The girls began eating and chatting, but Gen didn’t miss a stroke.  I could feel the pressure building behind my balls.  I knew I couldn’t hold out for much longer.  The image of the wine glass popped into my mind.  I had to wonder how much she was going to punish me once I spilled it.

My focus started to pull back until I could only concentrate on the sensation of Gen touching me.  My body was rocking back and forth, though I had no control over it.  A series of loud moans escaped my mouth as the pleasure became overwhelming.  I was vaguely aware of Gen taking the wine glass off my back moments before I began to shudder as a massive orgasm swept through me.  I could feel the sperm shooting out of me in waves.

When I finally finished, I was panting hard but still unable to move.  From behind me I heard Gen say, “He tastes like candy.”  I heard the other girls giggle. 

“The Goo makes their sperm delicious,” Chloe said.

I felt a plate being placed on my low back.  Gen’s hand slowly slid along my side until she found my nipple.  She gently rolled it in between her fingers as she said, “You are beautiful.  I can’t wait to try your salad dressing.”

Gen finally released me after lunch.  I rubbed my wrists and knees to get rid of some of the soreness.

“Hurting?” Gen asked.

“Just a little, Mistress.”

She signaled to Frank, who brought over a small wooden barrel.  She filled a shot glass and said, “Drink.”

The fizzing in my head started almost immediately.  I noticed the discomfort disappeared right away.  “Thank you, Mistress,” I said.

When Eve and I returned to her room, she made me shower off then join her on her bed.  I began to massage her back with some oil from her nightstand.  It ended up with a long session of love making.

As we cuddled together afterwards, she looked into my eyes.  She seemed sad as she told me, “Tomorrow is our last day together.”

I felt the frown forming on my face.  I brushed it off then said, “I have really enjoyed my time with you.”

Eve kissed me.  “Me too.”  She paused then asked, “What would you think of spending more time with me?”

“I’d love that,” I said.  The words were out before I even had a chance to think about it.  As I heard myself, I realized that being with this beautiful woman was the happiest time I had ever known.  I found myself wishing that our time together didn’t have to come to an end.


Chapter 14 – Graduation

I was half awake and fighting to stay asleep.  I could feel something soft and cushiony underneath me.  My eyes popped open, and I realized I was in my room at the Training Hall.  I glanced around the empty room until I saw a metal plate bolted to the wall.  I followed the chain locked to it as it led back to me.  My hand went immediately to the collar locked around my neck and the wall chain attached to it.  As I looked down at myself, I saw that I was naked.  I let out a long exhale, hoping that being sold to Bianca and Eve had not been some elaborate dream.

The door opened a few minutes later.  A beautiful blonde girl looked in at me and smiled.  She was dazzling.  The soft black and yellow corset she wore pressed her girls up, making them look huge.  The black silk skirt drew my eyes to her muscular legs.  A giant grin spread out on my face as I recognized Krissy.

She walked over then sat down next to me.  Her eyes twinkled as they looked into mine.  “You’ve had a big few weeks.  I think you’re setting a record for how fast you’re progressing through training,” she said.

I nodded.  “It is good to see you again.”  What I really wanted to say was, “I would like to do you right here and now.”

She leaned in and kissed me.  Her hands explored my body freely.  I tried to keep my hands down, but one hand raised anyway and touched Krissy’s side.  She kept kissing me but gently pushed my hand down to the ground.

When she pulled back, her eyes went to my collar.  She giggled then said, “Someone likes to get kissed.”  She winked at me then said, “Set dosing to four.”

The wave of relaxation appeared immediately at the back of my head.  As it swept forward, my body relaxed, and my mind started moving slower.

“I have a surprise for you today,” Krissy said.  Her eyes flickered back and forth between my collar and my eyes.  “I have my final exam for Suggestions this morning.  You are my class project, so I will be showing you off.”

I nodded but didn’t really understand what she meant.  In the end, I just hoped that she would allow me to Thank her after class.

“Stand,” she said.

I felt the collar vibrate as I was standing.  I managed to catch the wall chain as it dropped from my neck when Krissy said, “Chains off.”  I tried to stand still as she attached her leash to my collar.  My eyes kept going back to her ass as she led me down the hallway.

Krissy’s class was on the far side of the Training Hall.  She opened the wooden door and led me inside.  I could see a chair in the middle of the room that looked like its main purpose was to restrain someone.  There were two large chalkboards at one end of the room with a wooden table in front of it.

Krissy tugged gently on the leash then led me to a wall with metal shackles bolted in several places.  She turned me around and pressed my back to the wall.  She locked my left wrist into a cuff that was about waist level.  She did the same thing with my other arm then my ankles.  After making sure that I could not get out, she unclipped her leash.

More girls entered over the next few minutes.  Soon the wall I was attached to was filled with bound, naked, men.  I noticed several of the girls stare at me then smile.

An older woman walked in.  She was wearing a skintight blue bodysuit, the kind with the zipper that goes from the neck to the butt.  She walked to the table and said, “Good morning, everyone.”

“Good morning, Mistress Jazmine,” said the crowd of girls in unison.

“I hope you are all prepared.  Your class project counts towards forty percent of the class grade.  Good luck to everyone!”  She scanned the class then pointed to one of the girls.

A short, muscular, brunette stood and walked over to the wall I was attached to.  She unlocked a man and led him by the hand to the center of the room.  “Position One,” she said.

The man slowly got down on his knees then spread his legs and put his hands behind his back. 

“Position Two,” said the brunette.

The man fell forward then leaned up on his hands and knees. 

I looked at the man and thought, ‘This isn’t going to be too bad.’

“Very good, Beatrice.  Put him in the chair,” Jazmine said.  She waited as the brunette girl strapped the naked man into the chair.  The way his legs were spread and slightly raised reminded me of either a horror movie or a woman’s gynecological exam.  When she was done, she turned towards Jazmine and nodded.

“Your test is to implant him with a first trigger,” Jazmine said.

There was an audible gasp from the girls watching Beatrice.

The brunette walked next to the man’s head and touched him on the forehead as she said, “Sleep.”  She repeated this a few times until the man’s body went limp.  He appeared to be dead asleep.

“I want you to see yourself standing next to a bathtub.  You want to get in but there is no water.  Give me an audible sign that you understand.”

The man grunted softly.

“There is a spigot at one end.  Your Mistress comes in and stands next to the faucet.  Her hand rests on it then slowly turns it.  As she does, the tub fills with golden light.  I want you to stare at the light.  You can feel its warmth.  Your only desire is to climb inside and let the water cover you and penetrate you.”

The man started moaning.

“Oh no, the light is draining out of the tub.  You look up and see that your Mistress has turned the faucet off.  Sadness fills you as you watch the light drain out of the tub.  You want the light to come back but there is nothing you can do.”

The man almost sounded as if he were sobbing.

Beatrice stepped closer to the man and placed her hands on his chest.  As I watched, she began to play with his nipples.  “When you feel me playing with your chest, you will see a golden light appear from where our skin meets.  As I roll your nipples between my fingers, the light will grow brighter and brighter.  Can you see it?”

The man moaned softly.

“As the light continues to grow brighter, the image of the tub and your Mistress will appear in your mind.  You may not be aware of it, but you will know that she is standing next to the tub.  She wants to fill the tub with the golden light.  I want you to imagine the light coming from your chest and going to the faucet.  It wants to get into the tub, but it can’t until she turns the knob.  You want her to turn it, don’t you?”

The man moaned slightly again.

“As I continue to touch you, the light gets ten times, then a thousand times brighter.  You can see your Mistress smile at you as she turns the knob, and the golden light fills the tub.”

I could see the man smile, though his eyes were closed. 

Beatrice slowly ran her hand down his chest and rested it on his junk.  “You want to get into the tub.  You want to feel the light penetrate you.  Your body has decided to take over.  As you get closer to the light, you can feel yourself getting excited.  You can feel yourself getting hard.”  She began to stroke him as he reached full mast.

“You climb into the tub.  The golden light is warm.  As it penetrates you, your body gets more and more excited.  You want to please your Mistress.  Soon all you can think about is giving her anything she wants.  You’d do anything to stay in the light.”

The man began nodding his head, though his eyes remained closed.

Beatrice stopped stroking the man.  She stepped next to his head and said, “The tub and your Mistress will always be waiting for you.  When you feel me playing with your chest, you will remember the tub and the light.”  She rolled his nipples between her fingers for a minute then said, “But when no one is playing with your chest, the tub and the Mistress will disappear but don’t worry, they are still there, waiting for you.”

She pulled her hands back and glanced at Mistress Jazmine.  “I am going to count from five down to one.  Each time I get to a new number, you will feel more awake.  Each time I get to a new number, the memory of being in this chair will seem further and further away.  Five.   The memory of the tub and your Mistress is starting to get fuzzy.  Four.  You are feeling more awake but your eyelids are still too heavy to lift.  Three.  It’s getting hard to remember what we talked about.  You can stretch without waking up entirely now.”

I watched the man stretch out as much as the restraints would allow.

“Two.  You are having trouble remembering what we were talking about.  You feel great.  One.  You are awake and feeling happy.”

The man’s eyes popped open.  He looked a little confused but smiled at Beatrice anyway.

“Return your man to the wall,” Jazmine said.  After Beatrice returned, she said, “Well done.  Next time, try something larger like a lake.  You can teach him to orgasm on command by adding something like a dam at one end.”

Beatrice nodded to Jazmine.  When she turned to sit down, she had a huge smile on her face.

Mistress Jazmine pointed to a petite blonde girl and said, “Maxine, you’re up.”

I noticed that Maxine kept her head down as she walked towards the wall.  She unbuckled a man who was about her height but carrying a few extra pounds.  I thought of my friend Mikey from Freetown and thought it was a pity he didn’t make the cut for the slave caravan.

Maxine walked the man down to the center of the class.  “Position One,” she muttered.

The man looked at her then sat down in front of her.

I glanced up to see Mistress Jazmine’s face morph into a look of disappointment.  “Try it again, dear.”

Maxine cleared her throat then said in a much louder voice, “Position One.”

The man got up on all fours then sat back down.

“Go ahead and put him back on the wall. I want you to come and see me after class,” Jazmine said.

Maxine looked like she was going to cry as she restrained the man against the wall.

Jazmine pointed towards Krissy and said, “You’re up.”

I felt my heart start to race.  I didn’t know what to expect but as I watched Krissy walk towards me, I couldn’t take my eyes off her.  The way her breasts swayed as she moved was almost hypnotic.  ‘She is so pretty,’ I thought for the millionth time.

I waited as she unlocked my restraints then led me to the center of the class.  She held her hands out in front of me and said, “Collar off.”  She pulled it off my neck as soon as it stopped vibrating.  “Hank, I want you to try your best not to do what I say,” she said in a loud voice.

I nodded as I heard gasps then murmurs coming from some of the girls behind me.

“Position One,” Krissy said.

I felt myself drop to my knees then spread my legs as my hands flew behind my back.  I tried to stand but my body refused.

Krissy stepped in front of me.  She looked into my eyes then leaned down and kissed me, hard.  When she pulled back, I was already feeling my body responding to her.  “Position Two,” she said.

I fell forward and landed on my hands and knees.  Like before, I tried to move but it felt like my hands had somehow grown into the floor and were now a part of it.

“Mistress, for my final project, I have installed a switch on his back.  Hank and I have agreed that the switch will only be available if I touch both shoulder blades first.  After that, I can control his arousal by moving my fingers up and down his spine.”

Jazmine was just visible in front of me.  I could see her look both surprised and impressed.

Krissy touched my shoulders.  I immediately saw the long switch running from my tailbone to my neck.

I began to quiver as Krissy slowly slid her fingers from my butt to about halfway up my back.  I was panting by the time she got to my mid back.  My body began to rock back and forth slightly.

“Nice,” called out a girl from behind me.  “Look how hard he’s getting!” cried another one, followed by giggles.

I could see several girls to my right staring at something below my hips.

Mistress Jazmine walked over then sat down next to me.  Her hand slowly traced its way from my side to my stomach then down to my groin.  She gripped my cock and began to stroke it. “Go ahead and turn the switch all the way on.”

I felt Krissy slide her fingers up towards my neck.  My focus disappeared, leaving only the pleasure of Jazmine touching me.  I was breathing hard and starting to perspire.

“Hank, do you want to fuck your Mistress?” Jazmine asked.

I heard myself speak but it felt like someone else was making my mouth move.  “Please, Mistress, please let me fuck you.”

Jazmine pulled her hand back.  She stood and walked towards the front of the room.  “Krissy, that is just outstanding.  Please take your slave to the back of the room.  We don’t want to get a PETS complaint for blue balling him, so please do not make him suffer.”  She glanced around the room then said, “If you don’t feel like doing it, I’m sure we can find a volunteer.”

“I’ll do it,” cried out a girl I couldn’t see.  There was a sense of both urgency and excitement in her voice.

“Hank, you may move freely,” Krissy said, followed by, “Stand.”

I stood up.  I was aware of the massive boner I was sporting but my sole focus was on Krissy.  She led me by the hand to the back of the room.  I could hear Mistress Jazmine telling another girl that she was up.

“Position One,” Krissy said.

I dropped to my knees and spread my legs.

Krissy stepped in front of me then slowly pulled her skirt off.  “I’ve been fantasizing about using you all morning,” she whispered.  She moved closer to me until my lips pressed between her legs. “Thank me,” she commanded.

The soft flesh against my mouth felt amazing as I began to kiss her labia.  She wasn’t wet yet, so I took my time gently running my tongue between her lips.  I felt her hand on the back of my head as I penetrated her over and over.  As I worked my way upward, I found her clit and began to suck on it.  Wetness flowed out on my cheeks as her body pressed in closer to me.

When she suddenly stepped back, I wondered if I had done something wrong.  Krissy sat down on the ground with her legs spread.  “Position Two,” she said.

I immediately fell forward, landing with my hands to either side of her shoulders.  I could feel her stroking me for a minute then she pressed my penis down slightly as she scooted in closer.  A soft moan came out of my mouth as I felt the tip of my penis enter her.

Krissy scooted down a little further, driving me inside of her.

My body began to rock back and forth.  It felt like I was a passenger in my own body as I began to drive myself back and forth inside of her.  I was only vaguely aware that the class had gone completely silent.

Over the next few minutes, the pressure built until I knew I had reached the point of no return.  A second later, I began to convulse as the orgasm overtook me.

We were both covered in sweat as I pulled out of her.  I could see the top of several bright red patches on the part of her chest not covered by the corset.

Krissy was panting as she looked up at me.  There was a twinkle in her eyes as she smiled.  “Hank, you may move freely.”

I felt control sweep back into my arms and legs.  I rolled over and cuddled in next to her.

A naked man walked over with a towel in his hands.  He washed both of us off then returned to the center of class.

Krissy held me as we watched several more classmates demonstrate the hypnotic suggestions implanted into their men.

I noticed that two of the men had been forced to perform oral sex on their Mistresses, but none had been allowed to fuck them.

When class ended, Krissy put on her skirt and reattached my collar.  She started leading me by the hand towards the door.

“Krissy,” Mistress Jazmine called out.

Krissy stopped and faced Jazmine. 

“That was an excellent showing.  I don’t think there was a dry panty in the class.  Great job.”

“Thank you, Mistress,” Krissy said.  She seemed to be beaming all the way back to my room.

When we got back inside, Krissy locked the wall chain to my collar.  I hoped I would be allowed to take a nap.  Instead, Krissy sat next to me.  The excitement from earlier fell off her face.  She held my hand and said, “I have another surprise for you.”

I waited, not understanding why she looked sad.

“Today is your graduation too.”

I was so surprised that I didn’t know what to say.

“There is a ceremony in a couple of hours.  Now is a good time for a nap.  I’ll come and get you when it’s time.”

I watched her as she left, wondering if today was the last time we would get to make love.  Fatigue hit me and I fell asleep.

I had been awake for almost a half hour when the door opened.  Krissy stood in front of me, wearing leather pants and vest.  She had a large coil of chain in one hand and a pair of black leather shorts in the other. 

I found myself wishing she would let me kiss her partially exposed breasts.

“Stand.”

I stood up before the collar stopped vibrating.

Krissy smiled at me as she released me from the wall chain.  “I know I should be happy that you are graduating, but I’m going to miss being your Training Mistress.”

“Me too,” I mouthed.  I put on the shorts and waited.

“Stand still.”

I tried not to move as she locked metal cuffs and chain onto me.  I remembered how strange it felt to be shackled when I first arrived.  Now, it seemed normal.  I was a little disappointed that she chained my hands behind my back.

She kissed me for a long time then clipped her leash to my collar and led me out.  We stopped outside the Hall.  Several opened topped wooden wagons were lined up.  Naked men were being loaded one by one onto the wagons.

“You will have a few days before the auction.  You are free to stay at the Training Hall if you like.  Now is a good time to visit your family if you would like.  Which do you prefer?” Krissy asked.

My time here had been so intense that I had forgotten about life in Freetown.  Images of my family filled my mind.  “I would like to visit my parents,” I said.

Krissy squeezed my arm and nodded to me.  “I’ll come and find you when you get back.”

A very tall Mistress walked over to us.  She was wearing the leather pants and vest that I had become used to.

“Sorry, the Candidate wagon is already full so I will need to put him in with the prisoners.”  The way she said it was more of a command.

“Yes, Mistress,” Krissy said.  She removed her leash from me then stepped back.  She looked like she was about to cry.

The large woman stuck her finger into the front loop of my collar and dragged me towards the closest wagon.  We waited until it was my turn then she said, “Get up there.”

I climbed the three stares then spotted an open space on one of the benches.  As I sat down, I recognized the man next to me.  “Hello Oscar,” I said.

He looked over at me with dazed eyes.  It took him a minute then he seemed to recognize me.  “Hello, my young friend.  Any idea where they are taking us?”  His words were very slow and deliberate.

I glanced at his collar.  Six green dots were lit up.

“Today is graduation,” I said.  I watched his eyes as he took his time processing the information.  They suddenly got much bigger as the realization set in.

Oscar stood up.  He started moving quickly towards the end of the wagon.  “I want to stay.  Please don’t make me go!” 

He was already on the ground when a tall woman grabbed him.  She pointed a plastic box at him.  Oscar fell to the ground and began twitching.  Two large women loaded his unconscious body back on the wagon, laying his helpless body on the floor between the two benches.  “God, I hate spineless men,” said one of the women as they stepped off the wagon.

Oscar regained consciousness as we were pulling up to the coral.  He sat up then sat back on the bench.  He seemed confused and agitated as the corral gate was opened.

Leather clad women helped us off the wagon and ushered us into the corral.  A woman stood on the raised stage and called out to us.  “All off-worlders are to stand by the gold flag.  So, if you are not native to this world, please move to the gold flag.”  She seemed bewildered as one group of men walked over to the blue colored flag while another group of men seemed to meander around aimlessly.  Finally, she said, “Will the corral staff please guide the prisoners over to the gold flag.”  I could see her shaking her head as she watched the women move the men to one side of the corral.  She looked up as if watching something in the sky.

I followed her gaze and saw a dull gray ship descending towards us.  Bright blue flames erupted from the bottom of the craft, followed a few seconds later by a thunderous sound.  The craft landed gently a few yards away from the gate.

Men in gray jumpsuits were led out of the craft.  As I watched, collars were locked around their necks then a single chain was attached to all of them, forcing them to walk in single file.  The men were stopped near the gate.

Large women gathered up the men by the gold flag and began walking them towards the craft.  After each was loaded inside, they led the chained men inside the corral.

The woman on the stage rang a bell.  All eyes went towards her as she began to speak.  “For our Slave Candidates, today is the day you’ve been waiting and training for.  From this moment on, you are now Slaves of the Crown.  Congratulations!  Some of you will be returning to your homes of origin while others will be returned to the Training Hall.  This is the time when you will elect to go through Auction or will decide that this is not the life for you.  A Mistress will interview each of you and get your decision.  Remember that this must be your choice.”

A group of at least ten leather clad women flooded into the corral and walked towards us.  One by one, they would stop in front of a man and begin talking to them.  A redheaded woman, who looked to be almost seven feet tall made eye contact with me then headed in my direction.  She was almost to me when a voice sounded.

“I’ve got this one,” came a familiar voice. 

I looked up and saw Giselle walking towards me.  The tall woman nodded then walked over to another man.

Giselle was smiling ear to ear as she came over and hugged me.  “Congratulations, Slave.”  She said the word, “slave” as if it were the biggest compliment that she could give me.  She took out a large plastic box and moved it from my face down to my groin then back up again.  When it chimed, she said, “I just registered you as a Slave of the Crown.”  She put the box back on her belt then leaned in.

“Hank, although you have earned the rank of Slave, you are not under any obligation to enter into a term of service.  If you say yes, then you will be put up for auction in a few days.  If you decline, then you are free to return home.  Are you ready to make the decision?”

I nodded without hesitation.  “I accept,” I said.  Somehow, the words triggered something in me, and I felt happier than I ever remember being.

Giselle smiled at me.  “Outstanding.  Since the auction isn’t for a few days yet, would you like to remain at the Hall or return home?”

“I would like to visit my family first,” I said.

Giselle nodded.  “I will get you registered for the auction.  A wagon can take you back to Freetown.  They will announce the departures after we get everyone registered.”  She paused then whispered, “I really enjoyed our date.  After the auction, I may ask your Mistress for a play date.”  She winked at me then wandered off to find another man.

When things seemed to settle down, I saw a large wagon pulling up to the corral entrance.  A woman in leather began to call out the names of villages.  I walked over as soon as I heard her say, “Freetown.”

She removed my collar and chains then told me to get into the wagon.  The trip home took a long time, but it seemed more like going to a different world.  I walked home, wondering what things were going to be like.


Chapter 15 – Worlds Collide

I saw the porch to our home and a memory of my mom standing there telling me it was time to eat flashed into my mind.  I quickened my pace then walked inside.

The smell of fresh baked bread flooded into my nostrils as I opened the door.  A colorful sign that read, “Congratulations,” was hanging on the wall.  Voices came from the kitchen, so I walked over.  Mom, Dad, Lynn, Mikey and several of my friends were gathered around, chatting.  I saw the Jocobson boys but they looked so much older than I remembered.  When they saw me, they all yelled, “Congrats,” then came over and hugged me or clapped me on the back.

Over dinner, I told them about training and what a wonderful experience it had been.  I noticed that Mikey was sitting next to Lynn.  He had a heavy chain around his neck with a large padlock that pulled down towards his chest.  It felt so good just to hear what everyone had been doing since I was gone.

After we ate, Dad set out several pitchers of iced tea and we all moved out to the porch.  I saw Mikey standing by the railing, so I went over.

“Was it really that great?” he asked.

“Absolutely.  You should consider trying out for the caravan next time.  I know you will love it.”

His hand went to the chain collar around his neck.  He started mumbling at first then said in a sheepish voice, “You should know that Lynn and I have begun seeing each other.”

I clapped him on the back.  “That’s great.  I know you’ve wanted her for a long time.”

He half chuckled then looked me in the eyes.  “You’re not mad?”

“Not at all,” I said.

He seemed relieved.  “She wants to make me into her slave.”  He looked out at the field for a second then said, “I’m getting kinda tired of doing her chores, but she said that if I continue to do a good job, then she might let me have sex with her.”

I wasn’t sure if he was really talking to me or to himself, but he sounded down.

Lynn put her hand on my shoulder.  When I turned, she hugged me tightly and said, “I’ve been missing you.”  There was an excited twinkle in her eyes.  “So, did they teach you how to pleasure a woman?”

I heard Mikey let out a sigh.  “And so much more,” I said.

She scraped her top teeth over her lower lip then said, “You know, I probably have room for one more in my stable.”

I could feel the tension coming off Mikey even though he was standing behind me.

I glanced down at her doughy midsection.  “No.  I’m going to be put up for auction when I get back.  I just wanted to come and visit everyone before I start my term of service.”

Lynn looked very disappointed and a little angry.  She shrugged her shoulders then said, “Mikey, it’s time to get me off again.”  She took his hand and started walking him away from the house.

He turned back to me and said, “I’ll consider it.”

That evening, I sat with my family and continued to catch up with them.

“I take it that the whole native to Freetown thing got sorted out,” Mom said.

I nodded.  Facing Dad, I said, “I always believed that you made up the stories about growing up on another world.  I’m so sorry.”

Dad chuckled.  “No worries.  I, well we, never felt comfortable about telling you how your mother and I met.  We thought we would wait until you were older.”

“Tell me.”

Dad sat back.  He always liked raising the drama before he told a story.  “I was working on a transport ship from the Terran system.  We dropped off some prisoners here on Hera.  Back then, the ships were run by a real crew.  I had a couple of days before the return flight and, well, kinda fell in love with Hera.  I signed up at a Training Hall.  Walking away from my job on the transport would be considered a crime on Terra, so I knew that I wouldn’t be able to go back.”  He glanced over at mom.

“I had just gotten my Mistress license when I met your father.  We fell for one another right away.  I took my savings and borrowed a little money from my parents.  It was just enough to win him at auction.  I didn’t like the idea of sharing him and I knew that would eventually cost me my license, but I didn’t care.  We convinced the people at PETS to allow us to buy this farm and the rest, as they say, is history.”  She beamed at Dad.

I grinned as I realized that had I not gone through training, I would not have understood a single thing they said.

“Have you decided what you want to do?” Dad asked.

I gathered my words then said, “I have decided to sign up for a term of service.  The auction is supposed to happen in a few days.”

Mom looked happy.  Even Dad looked proud.  He let out a long exhale then said, “I thought you might.”

I let Dad entertain us with more stories of working on spaceships and the adventures he had on other worlds.

The next couple of days were spent tending the Nagas and helping around the house.  It turns out that the Jocobson boys were full of mischief but learned to tan hides pretty well.

When it came time to head back, Dad packed lunch for the trip.  We all hugged for a long time, and I promised to come back after my term was up.  During the trip back, I felt a sense of elation as the farm life disappeared behind me.

My room was waiting for me in the Training Hall.  Thankfully, I was not required to chain myself to the wall this time.  I did notice the pile of chains and cuffs in one corner and wondered if I would be wearing them.  Part of me desperately wanted to put the collar back on.

Krissy came in the next day, looking radiant.  She hugged me then said, “I got my license!” in a singsong voice.

“Congratulations!” I said.

She hugged me again and said, “It was in large part due to how well you progressed through training.”

I wanted to tell her about my visit home, but she looked like she was bursting at the seams to tell me something.

“Until the auction, I am still technically your Training Mistress.  We have an appointment today, so I will need to get you ready.  Bring your restraints to me.”

I waited patiently as she locked the collar and cuffs onto me.  When she said, “Set dosing to four,” I felt the Goo hit me right away.  I grinned as the sensation swept through me.  I didn’t realize how much I missed it.

Krissy clipped her leash to my collar and began walking me out.  I was thankful that she chained my arms in front this time.

We arrived at the PETS office and waited in the foyer for a few minutes.  The woman behind the counter looked bored.  A short, rather homely, woman walked out eventually.  The plain dress she wore did little to improve her appearance.  I recognized her immediately as Harietta, the woman who had been defending me at the Mistress Counsel.

“Krissy?” Harietta asked.

“Yes, Mistress,” Krissy said as she stood up.

“I am Retired Mistress Harietta.  I understand that you are the representative for slave Hank.  Is that correct?”

Krissy nodded.

“Very well, if you two would follow me.”  She led us down a couple of corridors then into a dingy office.  Stacks of boxes filled with papers lined one wall.  A framed picture behind the desk read, “PETS.  Protecting One Slave at a Time.”

Harietta gestured to the chairs in front of her desk and said, “Please have a seat.  Would you prefer that we take Hank’s mind off these financial details or do you think he will be ok?”

“He can just stand by me,” Krissy said.

Harietta shook her head then said, “It is your choice.”  She pointed to a soft looking mat by the corner then said, “Hank, please take a seat on the mat.”  She looked back at Krissy and said, “We can’t have him wandering around while we talk.”

Krissy glanced back at me with a half-suppressed grin on her face.  “Sit.”

I felt the collar vibrate so I went over and sat down.

“As you know, all proceeds from service fees or auctions are deposited into a trust account for the benefit of the slave.  Normally, I have this conversation with the winning bidder of the first auction but since he has not yet been auctioned but a considerable amount of money has been obtained, I will need to go through the details with you, as his personal representative.”

Krissy nodded. 

“Since slaves are kept in an obedient mindset, PETS monitors the trust accounts to make sure that everything goes to the benefit of the slave.  In this case, Hank already has enough to afford a small home in Freetown.  If he decides not to pursue the life of a slave, a home and farmland will be purchased for him.  If he prefers to live in town, we can find an apartment for him and set up an account for his needs.  I would like you to discuss these options with him, in a way he can understand.”  Harietta slid several pieces of paper to Krissy.  From my position, I could not see what was printed on them.  I did notice Krissy’s eyebrows shoot upward as she read the bottom of the page.

Krissy glanced back and me.  “Says here that you have enough money already for a very comfortable life here.”

“None of the proceeds can be used on anything that would be considered a benefit to his Mistress.  So, no purchasing a home with the proceeds and claim it was for the benefit of the slave.  Nothing like that,” Harietta said.

“Of course,” Krissy said.  She thought about things for a while then looked back at me.  “I think you and I need to discuss this before you make any decisions.”

Harietta looked concerned when she heard Krissy’s words. 

“If he is not ready to make a decision or if I was unable to find a suitable property immediately, is there a problem leaving the money in trust?”

Harietta shook her head.  “That is the purpose of the trust – to give a measure of protection to the slave’s property.  Nothing is required right now.  The purpose of today’s meeting is to make Hank aware of the asset and the rules that go with it.  Since he doesn’t have legal standing to make any decisions, his owner or PA is required to attend.”

“May I take a copy of the paperwork home with me so that Hank and I can go over it?” Krissy asked.

Harietta smiled.  “Of course.”


Chapter 16 - Auction

On auction day, Krissy walked me down a long flight of stone stairs.  A long hallway spread out before us.  I could see doors spaced evenly along its length.  We walked to the first door and stopped.  A beautiful dark-haired girl was sitting in a small office next to a desk.  She looked up at us and smiled.  “Have you already done his paperwork?” she asked.

“Sorry, no,” Krissy said.

“Not to worry.  Fill this out while I put him in room 2.”

Krissy took several papers from the girl then said, “You are to do whatever she says.”

I felt my collar vibrate.  The girl took my hand and walked me down to the next door.  As we got close, I could see that there were two rooms connected by an open door. 

She walked me inside then said, “Go into the other room and wait.”

I walked in.  A single chain was dangling from the ceiling.  Once I was inside, I realized that the wall facing the hallway was made of floor to ceiling metal bars.  It reminded me of a jail cell from some old western.

The girl walked in behind me.  She locked the chain to my collar.  “I am Mistress Calista.  My job is to help get as many qualified bidders as possible.  Some women like to see you worked up, so I will get you hard when I think that will help.  This may be a long day for you, so try and pace yourself.  The women will be allowed to touch you.  I will intervene if it looks like they are getting you too revved up.”

Krissy walked in, holding the papers.  Her eyes followed the chain down to my collar.  The expression on her face looked both excited and a little sad.  She handed the papers to Calista then looked back at me.

“Is it ok if I hug him?” she asked.

Mistress Calista glanced up from the papers then said, “Hugging yes, touching no.”

Krissy walked over and hugged me tightly.  “Thanks to you, I got my License.  I really enjoyed our time together.”  She paused then whispered, “I’m thinking of putting in a bid for you.”

I felt my heart start to beat faster.  I bit down slightly on my lower lip as I looked into her eyes.

“That’s enough,” Calista said.  “We have bidders coming in an hour and I don’t want him tuckered out.”

Krissy stepped back and winked at me as she walked out.

Calista flipped through more of the pages then let out a long whistle.  She looked up at me and said, “We are going to get a good price for you.  The number of play requests you’ve received isn’t a record, but it does put you in the top ten percent.  We also have recommendations from some very influential people.  I’m going to put together your stats sheet and post it on the wall.  You may sit if you like but once the bidders arrive, I will want you standing.  This will give them a good look at you and make you appear more virile.”

She looked at my collar and said, “Collar commands off.”  Seeing the confused look on my face she said, “Some of the bidders can be a little demanding and will ask you to perform for them.  Touching is ok for now but only the finalists will be allowed to control you by collar.”  She turned and walked out.

I saw the bench and decided to sit, not knowing how long I would be kept standing. 

A few minutes later, I saw Calista attach some papers to the wall across from me.  She motioned for me to step closer to her.  The chain grew taught just as my chest pressed against the bars.  Calista reached through the bars and began to fondle me.  I was at half chub when she stopped.  She seemed to consider something then turned and walked back to the room adjacent to me.  She came in and handed me a shot glass filled with dark green liquid.  “Drink this.”

I swallowed the Goo then handed the glass back to her. 

“Do not drink anything that you are offered from the bidders.  Every once in a while, a prospective bidder will try and taint the slave they want, so they can get a better price.”

I struggled to understand what she meant as the familiar fizzing started in my head.

Calista reached out and began to fondle me again.  This time, I sprung to attention almost immediately.  I looked at her curves and found myself wishing she would let me Thank her.”

“That’s better.  I have a couple more slaves to get ready.  I’ll be back before the first bidders are allowed in.”  She glanced at my cock and asked, “Do I need to chain your hands?”

I grinned but shook my head no.

I sat back down when she left.  My whole body felt relaxed.  I wasn’t sure how much time had passed before she returned.

Calista walked in and said, “Stand up.  We have our first group of bidders waiting to be let in.”  She glanced down at my groin.  I could see her trying to decide something but, in the end, she walked out to the adjoining room.

I heard footsteps echoing down the hallway.  Three women stopped in front of me.  The older looking one took the papers off the wall and began to read through them.  I could see her eyes stop mid page.  She looked up at me with a surprised look on her face.

The youngest of the women stepped up to the bars and said, “Come here.”

I stepped forward until I was right next to the bars.  The girl’s hand flew to my crotch and began to fondle me.  Her cheeks started to blush as I got hard in her hand.

“What do you think, Matilda?” asked the older woman.

“He’s beautiful,” she said.

“Says here that he already has a trigger installed.  Oh, and look at these recommendations!” said the older woman.  Her smile seemed to lose a little of its intensity as she continued to read through the papers.  “This is his first auction.  I think for your first slave, you would be better off with a more experienced one.  Besides, look what they are asking for him.”

Matilda continued to hold my cock as she said, “I want him.”

The older woman seemed to consider things then said, “If you want to put a bid in on him, I think we should offer a discount since this is his first auction.”

Matilda looked disappointed.  She winked at me then shrugged her shoulders.  The woman led her down the hallway.

Calista walked in, carrying a small moist towel.  She wiped down my cock then said, “I set your initial bid price pretty high.  That will scare off the unqualified bidders.  I think I can get a better price for you if we present you as a luxury item.”

I wasn’t really following her.  With the Goo coursing through me, all I could think about was what her tits looked like under her corset.

She caught me staring at her chest and smiled at me.  “Want to see?”

I nodded enthusiastically. 

Calista pulled the top of her corset down and let her girls fall free.  They were plump with fairly large nipples.

I felt myself bite down on my lower lip, wishing she would let me suck on her.

Instead, she pulled the corset up.  “I want to keep you worked up so the bidders can see what they will be getting.”  She winked at me then walked into the other room.

I glanced at the bench. I was thinking of sitting down when I heard more footsteps coming.

A stacked blonde stopped in front of me.  The skintight bodysuit clung to her in a way that made me think, “Wow.”  I recognized Mistress Cathy immediately.  She motioned for me to step closer.

As soon as my chest touched the bars, she reached down and began to fondle me.  “You’ve come a long ways,” she said.  Looking into my eyes she asked, “What would you think of me buying you?”

“I would like that,” I said.

She winked at me then pulled the papers off the wall.  She wrote something down then turned and headed down the hallway.

Calista appeared as soon as Cathy left.  She wiped my genitals off then whispered, “I think that may be the first time I saw a training Mistress bid on one of her students.”  The excited look in her eyes meant that she was thinking about the bid price, but I didn’t care, I wanted to get her off.

Over the next hour or so, several more women stopped in front of my room.  Most of them saw the bid price and continued on.  One older woman stayed for a long time.  She played with my chest and penis until Calista came over and told her to stop.  She wasn’t bad looking but I prayed that she wouldn’t be the winning bidder.

I noticed the number of women drop off substantially when Calista came in.  She held a device up to my neck and waited until it chimed.  She pulled it back and said, “Four dots.”  She looked back at me then said to herself, “We might have time for one more dose.”

The sound of someone running made both of us look up the hallway.  A wiry man was jogging towards us.  He wore a golden collar, black shorts and running shoes.  He handed a paper to Calista then turned and ran back towards the stairs.

Calista read over the paper.  The large grin on her face told me everything.  She looked up at me and said, “We have two sealed bids from the VIP box.”  She seemed excited.  She saw the confused look on my face and said, “The bids are posted.  High net worth bidders will usually wait until the end before they bid.  This is very good news.”

After another twenty minutes, a chime sounded.  Calista walked in and unlocked me from the chain.  “The bidding is over.  I will transport you to the stage.  A final round will happen between the three top bidders.”

She attached a leash to my collar and walked me up the stairs then down a long hallway.  Three leather clad women were holding leashes attached to the collars of naked men.  I noticed that all the men looked ripped and had faces that made them look like models.

I glanced back at Calista and asked, “There were only four of us up for auction?”

She shook her head.  “No, this is reserved when the bidding reaches a certain level.  The others have already been delivered to their new Mistresses.”  She had an excited look on her face.

Men brought in four metal dollies and placed them near the naked men.

Calista unclipped her leash from me then told me to stand on the blade of the dolly.  Belts were secured by my ankles, waist and chest.  She checked the tension then showed me a leather hood.  When she pulled it down over my face, my world went black.  I felt her insert a tube into my mouth then she said, “Drink.”

Fruity liquid began to flow into my mouth.  I tried to swallow it but there was so much that part of it trickled down my cheeks.  It seemed to go on forever.  The fizzing in my head started then my mind slowed down so much that I couldn’t seem to form any thoughts. When I was pulled backwards, I couldn’t tell if that was the Goo or if someone was moving the dolly.

I knew I was being moved but without being able to see, I had no idea what was really going on.  I fell forward when they finally stopped me.  I would have fallen but the belts held me securely.

Hands began to touch me.  I started rocking my hips and moaning slightly as someone was playing with my boys then began to stroke me.  I could hear someone talking over a loudspeaker, but I couldn’t make out what was being said.  Finally, I heard applause.

I struggled to remain conscious, but eventually the drugs overtook me, and I was out.  My last thought was, ‘The next woman I see will be my new owner.’

I remember coming awake but for some reason, the lights beyond my eyelids were way too bright.  I reached out with one hand, surprised that the chains were gone.  Something fluffy and soft was underneath me.  I tried opening my eyes, but it took several attempts before the pain lessoned.  I could see a large four post bed near me. My brain was still moving in slow motion.

A pair of legs dropped down from the bed.  Her skin was bright white, and the legs looked muscular.  I slowly moved my eyes upward but stopped at her large, perfectly shaped breasts.  They looked familiar.  I continued looking upward until I saw a pretty face with bright red hair looking down at me.  She smiled and said, “Welcome home.”

I smiled at Eve and said, “I’m so happy to be here, Mistress.”
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