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		Intro

		

	
		

		The girl on the giant screen kneels motionless, her posture impeccable, the expression on her face proud yet humble. The only visible movement, although barely noticeable, is the slight rise and fall of her small, firm breasts with every breath she takes. She is naked but for a padded steel collar with a chain dangling between her breasts right to her mound and leather cuffs on her ankles and wrists. Her pink, slightly sex is clearly in plain view between her spread thighs, exposed by the glare of a spotlight. Her long blond hair is pulled into a tight ponytail high up on the back of her head. She seems to be of average height, her toned muscles on her slim body undoubtedly the result of countless hours of exercise. 

		Her grey eyes, framed by long lashes and dark eyeliner, the only make up she wears besides glossy lipstick, look straight ahead into the distance. The girl’s lips are slightly parted, showing a row of perfectly white teeth, the fine jaw-line delicate as are the cheekbones which give her face a hint of an easter European. She's good looking, but not what some people would refer to as a stunner. Still, she would be looked at in a crowd, because she has a way to carry herself that attracts attention.

		

		She doesn't move as a man in a black tuxedo walks up to her. Nor does she flinch as the evening's host bends over now and takes her nipple between thumb and index finger, slightly pulling on it, teasing it. But she does flinch ever so slightly when he suddenly pinches the nipple hard, giving it a twist to increase the sharp pain that shoots through her breast. Her mouth opens for a gasp just as the camera zooms in on her pussy.

		"As you can see by her reaction, ladies and gentlemen, she enjoys this. Like all our girls and like every good slave girl should, she gets off on pain." Indeed, her cunt lips, which now fill the screen, start to glisten with the wetness of her growing arousal. The man in the tuxedo still holds her nipple, pulling it harder now, her cunt getting wetter with every moment, the sight of her glistening lips and a hint of pink flesh between them projected onto the screen for everybody to see.

		"Her name is Sam, by the way, but of course, as her owner you are free to call her any way you want. She will react to it as if it had always been her name." 

		The picture changes again and the screen shows the host as he lets go of the nipple, the girl's face tensing ever so slightly as the blood flows back into the sensitive flesh. 

		The man walks to the front of the stage, the camera zooms out from the girl’s sex, revealing the scene on the stage. On either side of the kneeling girl another naked young woman comes into the picture, then two more, then even more as the camera zooms out until the screen shows the whole scenery over which it is hung on the wall. Seventeen beautiful naked girls, all kneeling in the same position, all motionless, all of them wearing nothing but a collar and matching cuffs. They kneel in a semi circle with the host being at the centre, their eyes fixed on him without moving their heads.

		"These, ladies and gentlemen," exclaims the host now, motioning at the girls behind him with his left arm, "these are the best trained slaves you can find anywhere on this planet. And at the same time they are blank canvases for you to paint your own picture upon, so to say." He pauses, looks into the dark ahead of him, waits a couple of seconds for effect before he continues, with a louder voice now. "They are lustful, obedient and skilled creatures of lust and desire. They are what every dominant person dreams about. And tonight, ladies and gentlemen, tonight you can make that dream come true."

		

		

		Chapter 1 – Finger Puppet

		

	
		"I' want your ass," was written all over the guy's face as she passed him in the hotel lobby. A couple of years, or even months before she'd have stared back at him, maybe flipped him a finger. But not anymore. Not that she didn't mind to be leered after by some jerk, but today's jerk could very well be tomorrow's client, and she figured they didn't like to meet the girl which had shown them the finger the day before. Not at the rates they had to cough up to be with her anyway. So all the girl did as she sashayed past him was giving him a flattered smile and an extra sway of her hips. She felt his eyes on her, or, to be precise, on her ass, as she crossed the lobby and went into the bar. It was one of those modern hotel bars with lots of stainless steel and chrome and glass, dimly lit by indirect light, several modern paintings hanging on the wall. The pictures weren't too bad although the girl didn't think they fit well into this place. Too wild and too colorful for the geometric surroundings. Anyway, she wasn't here to give her opinion on the interior designer's taste in modern art.

		The girl's eyes scanned the room and she made out her customer immediately. They were usually easily recognizable because normally they were the only ones who didn't stare when a beautiful woman entered the room, either because they were too shy or because they thought they had to play it cool. But a few of them looked straight at her and beckoned her over, self-assured and easy about it. 

		Today's client was one of the latter. She walked up to him, sporting her best smile. That smile was one of the nicest things about her, always had been. Even on pictures of her as a little child she had had that killer smile, and boy did she know how to put it to good use when she was in trouble or when she wanted something from her mum or dad. It was such a beautiful smile because it was genuine, not one of those faked Hollywood smiles.

		He got up from the barstool as she approached him and pulled out a second stool for her. "Dave Zimmermann. You look gorgeous, my dear."

		"Stella Pausini. Thank you," she replied curtly and sat down on the chair. She saw him glancing down, probably to see whether he could catch a glimpse of naked skin, but there was no skin showing between the hem of her skirt and the stockings. There never was. She made sure to never cross the line between sexy and slutty, or even whorish. 

		"What do you want to drink?"

		"White wine, please." The girl looked him over as he placed the order with the barman. Tall and lean, about 6'4'', maybe even a bit more, full dark hair, a prominent jaw with a hint of a stubble, narrow eyes, thin lips. He wore an expensive, although a little bit old fashioned suit, cuff links and a tiepin which would pay at least a month's rate of the flat she shared with a friend. But what caught her attention most were his shoes. She had a soft spot for guys wearing good shoes and he wore the best money could get. She judged him to be in his late thirties, early forties. Which was rather on the young side since her average customer was at least ten years older. He looked OK, handsome in a rugged kind of way, not exactly good looking, but that didn't matter too much. He was a customer, and that was all that counted. 

		Sure, it made the girl's job easier if she wasn't repulsed, but so far she had only been repulsed once and that hadn't had to do with how the guy looked but how had he behaved. And the professional relationship had ended pretty soon, too. Exactly when he slid his hand up her skirt in the bar after ordering drinks. 

		There is a time and place to go between an escort's legs for her pussy, if that's what a customer wants. In full view of the barmaid in the middle of a crowded cocktail bar is neither the right time nor is it the right place. After all, they had a job to do and that job would very likely bring them back to this place again and hotel staff tends to frown upon girls who openly behave like whores. He’d even continued to finger her and tried to push one finger inside her when she’d politely asked him to stop. And so she’d got up, told him that if he wanted a cheap whore he’d find one a couple of blocks further down the road and had departed, angry because she’d just lost quite a neat sum and ruined a perfectly perfect Friday evening.

		

		The wine arrived and they clinked glasses. "To an interesting evening," he toasted and she reciprocated. She was glad he wasn't one of the timid ones so she didn't have to keep a conversation going. It was always a bit difficult in the beginning when they didn't say anything and barely managed to look at her. But he wasn't one of them, quite to the contrary. After a little bit of small talk he wanted to know whether she enjoyed operas and when she said that yes, she loved it, he flashed her a smile and went on a speech about how much he liked Puccini and that he thought that Verdi was too pompous. The girl didn't know that much about operas, having been to just a few of them and generally preferring to go to rock or classic concerts, but she still managed to say 'yes' and 'I agree’ or 'really? That's amazing!' in the right moments. 

		Then they finished their drinks and he led her to a restaurant she didn't know yet. A small Italian osterìa with only a few tables covered with red and white checkered cloths.

		"I hope you like Italian cuisine," Dave said. 

		"Yes I do, very much so. I don't get to cook often, but when I do it's Italian."

		"Perfect. So you know about cooking?"

		"Not too much. I have an Italian grandmother who has shown me a bit." The girl thought of nonna Carla and that she hadn't seen her for ages. She should take a vacation and visit her soon. And gain a couple of pounds in no time because her nonna's food was simply irresistible. Furthermore, whenever Stella said that she had eaten enough her nonna would pinch Stella's arm and say that she needed to eat more, that she was just skin and bones and that a woman needed to have a bit of flesh to her. And a woman also needed to have kids. Two at the very least. Stella agreed on the latter but her opinion differed on the former. She was pretty fine with her 5'7'' and 118 lbs.

		Dave wanted to know about her grandmother and soon they were talking about Tuscany, its cities and why Stella liked Volterra better than Florence or Siena. All in all it was easygoing, relaxed and the food was indeed fantastic. The osterìa was run by a couple in their sixties, the woman cooked, the man waited on the tables and there wasn't a menu to order from, you just had to eat what the woman had prepared. 

		"I'd like to go dancing, but I'm getting a bit tired after a long day in meetings, listening to boring managers," Dave said as soon as the two were standing on the curb outside the osterìa, the rich taste of espresso still on their palates. 

		"If you want to go back to the hotel that is perfectly fine with me," Stella replied and hooked her arm in his. She kinda liked this guy, he was attentive, intellectual yet fun and he had good manners even with an escort, something you couldn’t always count on. Stella didn’t mind to be treated like a whore per se, she just thought that there was no reason to treat a whore any different from how you treated a woman.

		The night was still warm after a hot day as they walked back to the hotel. In the lobby he hesitated, took hold of Stella's elbow and pulled her to the side.

		"I think I go up and catch some sleep. Thank you for a very nice evening, my dear."

		"But you have paid for the whole night."

		"You want to stay?" he grinned and she smiled back at him. She loved the dimples in his cheeks when he grinned like that.

		"To be honest I don't care too much either way. It's just that you won't get a refund."

		"Yes, I know. But tell me, would you like to stay? Have a last drink? Or shall I tell the concierge to call you a cab?"

		She thought about that for a moment. Staying here meant probably sex, yet another night in a hotel, whereas going home would mean a bath with a glass of wine and a book, playing with herself and wake up in her own bed. But staying with him would also mean to get to talk to him some more, and he certainly was an interesting person.

		"Let's go up and have that drink," she finally said.

		"Thank you, my dear." He led her to the elevator and they rode up to the 12th floor and into his suite. He took off his jacket and went to the mini-bar. "What will you have?"

		"Just tonic water, if you'd be so kind. Excuse me for a moment, please," she added and headed for the bathroom. When she came back five minutes later he was sitting on the couch. Or lying on it, rather. Stella sat down in a single seat, facing him as she took off her shoes.

		"May I ask you something, Stella?"

		"You may ask me everything you want. However, I might choose to not answer." She just hoped he wouldn't ask her why she was working as an escort. That was always kinda freaky. After all, nobody ever asks a pilot why she is a pilot, or an accountant why he is an accountant. It's simply a job, like being banker or lawyer. You do it because you like to do it or because you're good at doing it, because it is well paid, because you can't find another job ... there are lots of reasons. In Stella's case it was mostly the money, plus she liked getting to know people, finding out what exactly they wanted from her and trying to give them exactly what they expected before they knew themselves. It was a bit like being a psychologist, except the payment was better and it involved more sex.

		"Fair enough."

		Stella looked up at him and thought about what to tell him if he asked her the dreaded question. Maybe she should just tell him that she loved to have sex. Good sex. That would work with him; he was self confident enough to believe that he could provide good sex. But then again, most guys believed that and very few lived up to their own expectations. Which was not a problem; after all they didn't pay Stella to enjoy herself.

		However, his question was not what she had expected. "Would you consider going to Verona with me for a weekend, to go to the opera?"

		She didn't hesitate for a second. "Yes. Of course." With the right guy, those weekend trips often were great. She got to see new places, stay in the best hotels, sometimes a bit of shopping was thrown in and usually the clients had some business or other to do, so that she got some time on her own.

		Dave looked at her for some time, his eyes wandering over her body. She wondered whether he still was feeling too tired for sex when he told her to undress. Stella looked at him for a minute, then she got up and pushed the straps of her dress over her shoulders, letting the dress falling to the ground. Knowing that there wasn't anything she needed to be ashamed of she stood in her underwear, relaxed, just doing her job and doing it good, waiting for him to motion her to come to him. He didn't, though. Once again he looked her over.

		"You're really gorgeous," he finally said. "Sit down again, please." She was beginning to wonder what this was all about.

		"So, what would you say if my wife was on that weekend trip too?"

		Uh oh. Wives were not good. Not a good topic to talk about with a client and not good company for an escort. Stella knew that most of the guys had a wife somewhere and when she had started escorting the thought of those guys cheating on their wives had troubled her. But then she had learned to push that thought away and not make it her problem.

		"I don't think that's a good idea. Wives tend to make quite a fuss when they learn their husband has been cheating on them with an escort." It had happened before with a regular client. His wife had eventually found out with whom her husband spent every other Wednesday and had ended up calling the agency about twenty times a day, demanding to talk to the filthy whore who had tried to take away her hubby. For some time Stella had contemplated calling her and tell her that all they had done was go out and talk, that it had never come to actual sex except for a couple of hand jobs and that she had no inclination to alienate him from her, but she figured that the wife wouldn't have believed her anyway.

		"I'm not cheating on her. She knows I'm meeting you. As a matter of fact, she was the one who picked you." That came as quite a surprise and for a moment Stella was at a loss for words, which didn't happen very often.

		"I hope you're OK with her choice," she finally said, not sure what to think of this all, picking up her glass from the table and sipping some tonic, just because she needed to do something.

		"Yes, very much so. She's got good taste when it comes to girls. To be honest, you'd be mostly with her on that weekend. But no sex unless you want to."

		"No sex with her or no sex with you?"

		"Neither. That is, if you feel like having sex with one or even both of us we would both be very happy and honored." He smiled a very nice smile, open and honest.

		"I need to think about that for a moment," the girl said and got up again to go to the toilet. A weekend in Verona, then she'd take the train to Florence, call her cousin to pick her up and spend a week at her grandma's near Volterra, maybe a stopover in Florence or Milan on her way back for some shopping, that would be great. She had made up her mind when she wiped herself but didn't tell him when she came back to the suite.

		His eyes were on the girl as she crossed the room again. "You're pure erotic and sex when you walk, you know that?"

		"Yes, I've been told as much."

		"And I like your panties. Hate those strings. A girl shouldn't floss her butt. And most of them don't have the butt to wear them."

		Stella chuckled. She didn't like thongs either, although she was vain enough to think that she had the ass to wear them. Which was an entirely correct assumption.

		"I bet you're incredibly hot when you're playing with yourself. Do you mind showing me?"

		Stella didn't have to think long about that one. That was one of her complete no-goes. There were things she just wouldn't do and masturbation with an audience was one of them. Not that she was in any way ashamed of masturbating, not even with an audience, but some things she wanted to keep to herself. "Yes, I do mind and it won't happen."

		"Too personal?"

		"Uh huh. But mostly because I want to keep that for myself." He nodded his understanding and she paused for a moment, unfolding her legs and sitting up in the chair. "Now, have you made up your mind? Should I stay or should I go?" Singing that last part, quite off key, but the Clash song was still recognizable.

		"Stay. And come to me."

		He took her hand as she stood in front of him, made her straddle him, her legs spread wide, the thin red silk of her panty outlining her mound and her slit.

		"What if I make you cum? That OK?"

		"Sure." Giving him that smile again as his hands slid slowly over her stockinged thighs, reaching the bare flesh and kept going up, then around to her back to get a feel of her firm buttocks. 

		"Hmm, those are perfect." One hand now trailing her spine upwards, fussing with the clasp of her bra for a moment before he figured out how to open it, then reaching for her right tit. He gently fondled it through the lace before lifting first one, then the other bra strap over her shoulders, freeing her firm breasts from their confinement. The hand on her ass now moved over her hip again, down her belly, brushing her mound, her cunt, a slight gasp escaping her lips. 

		His eyes remained on her face as he pushed the panty aside and slid a teasing finger between her folds, the other hand still cupping her breast, playing with the erect nipple. Stella closed her eyes and moaned softly as his finger traced the length of her wet sex and gently pushed the hood back from her clit. Her back arched when he rubbed the little pink knob and he used the moment to grab her hair in a firm grip, pulling her head back and at the same time pulling her body towards him. He felt her tense for a moment when he took hold of her hair, but then she gave in to the sensations and followed his lead.  His finger played with the clit for a while, her body moving with the rhythm, then he shifted position and began to slowly fuck her with his thumb. Her rocking hips didn't escape his attention and after a while he began pushing against her asshole with the wet index finger, slowly entering her, or rather let her work herself onto his fingers, impaling both her holes and clearly enjoying it. She opened her eyes, looked at him with mixture of amusement and lust, then she rocked him a little bit faster, her breath getting heavier and her eyes once again closing. When he felt her getting close to an orgasm he stopped kissing her throat and pulled her back a bit, his grip on her hair tightening until he saw her open her eyes when it started to be painful, but not letting her go, just giving her time to get used to it.

		His mouth on her nipple now, still slowly fucking both holes, no need to rush things, he started sucking and nibbling her nipples. Her hands left his knees where she had supported herself and she dug her fingers in his chest, crumpling his shirt. With the firsts shudders of her approaching orgasms he took her left nipple in his mouth and when she cried out her pleasure he bit down hard, looking up at her face, shining with a thin sheen of sweat and contorted in her lust.

		

		He slowly let go of her nipple as she relaxed her grip, but kept his hand in her hair, his fingers still inside her, bathed in her juices, her holes clenching and unclenching, trying to get as much pleasure as possible. At last he brought up his thumb to her parted lips, letting her taste her own passion. Her pink tongue licked it clean as she opened her eyes again, looking down at him, a big grin on her face.

		"As I thought, you're even more beautiful in your desire and lust."

		"And you know how to please a woman," she whispered. "Thank you." She fought against his grip on her hair, playfully though, not because she didn't want him to hold her, quite to the contrary, and when he relented she bent down and kissed him on the mouth. "Your wife is lucky to have a man like you."

		He idly played with her tits, nipples already getting stiff again. "She's much better than me."

		"At what? Pleasing you, or pleasing women?"

		"Both," he grinned. 

		"Guess I have to come along to Verona then, hihihi." 

		"Is that a yes?"

		"Yes, that's a yes. Provided you can answer me a question: Why me?"

		"Sorry, babe. Can't answer that. You'd have to ask Gail."

		Stella perked as she heard how he had just called her, but then decided to let it slide. "Gail's your wife, I presume?"

		"Yup."

		"OK. Then yes, I'll come and ask her in Verona."

		"Perfect. I book you through the agency?"

		"Yup, please." He loosened his grip on her hair and held her buttocks again. 

		"You sure don't want me to take ... care of you?" The girl easy, her voice seductive, not because she thought it was her obligation to satisfy him but because she wanted to enjoy himself, and herself along with it.

		"No, I'm not sure at all."

		"Maybe I can convince you," she said, beginning to unbutton his shirt, pushing herself up on her knees on the sofa. 

		"You like to reciprocate?"

		"If I get the chance, yes."

		"Then by all means, do."

		And she did.

		

		

		Chapter 2 – Good Vibrations

		

	
		His arm was across her breast when Stella woke up, the panty pushed into the cleft of her sex, still sticky with her juices. He woke when she slipped out from under his arm and held her back by the waistband.

		"Stay here for a moment, please." She hesitated; morning hugging wasn't one of the things she enjoyed very much, not with a client anyway. But then she slid back under the covers, her back towards him, his morning erection pressed against her butt, his hand on her belly.

		"I hope it doesn't sound lame, but you've been fantastic," his voice raspy, his breath soft and warm on her neck.

		"Thanks. So I was a good fuck?"

		"Babe."

		Again she tensed at the expression and this time he felt it.

		"Don't like to be called that by a client?"

		"Nah, not too much. One of my exes called me babe all the time."

		"Oh. Bad memories?"

		She turned, looked at him, not knowing why she told him but went ahead anyway. "No, not at all. He was the one I really loved. He got killed in a car accident."

		"Damn, guess I put my foot in my mouth there. I'm so sorry for your loss." He hugged her and she let it happen, a bit confused by her own reaction, but also a lot in need of a good hug. 

		At last she freed herself from his embrace and started to crawl out of the bed. Standing, she turned and looked at him. "You realize you make me do things I don't usually do?"

		"No. I don't know what escorts usually do, let alone you. Never been with an escort before. But I've been with you, and I wouldn't want to miss it." He flashed his grin again and she felt her pussy starting to tingle. Time to get out of here, she thought, or I'd be thinking of this guy for the next three weeks, until the weekend in Verona.

		"Can I have that, please?" Pointing at the panty.

		Again a moment of hesitation before she hooked both her thumbs in the waistband, pushed the lacy panty down to her feet and sent it flying unto his breast with a playful kick. 

		"Thanks a lot. I really appreciate that and will pay for a replacement."

		"Never mind. Do I want to know why you want it?"

		"No."

		She smiled, turned and went to have a shower.  

		

		He was on the phone when she entered the suite again, still naked, and crossed the room to where her dress was lying, slipping it over her head. She was about to peck him on the cheek as a way of saying bye when he held the phone out to her. Surprise showing on her face as she put the receiver to her ear.

		"I hear you're coming to Italy with us." The woman stating a fact, her voice with a warm tone to it.

		"Yes. So you're Gail?" 

		"Yup. I heard only good things about you. Thank you very much and we'll see each other on the plane. Take care, honey." A click indicated that the conversation was over, leaving Stella puzzled. She'd experienced some strange things since she started working as an escort, like that bloke who hired her just to sit on a park bench and talk, holding her hand, until one day she asked what that was all about and when he told her that she reminded him so much of his daughter, dead for three years now and let God rest her soul in peace, she actually cried a bit. But a client's wife thanking her for screwing her husband, that was a new one.

		"Thank you, Stella. Have a good day and we'll see us in three weeks." He bent down to give her a peck on the cheek, then, already on the way back; he changed his mind and kissed her on the lips, Stella not moving an inch.

		"Yes. Take care. Ciao." Turning at the door. "Don't forget those panties. As little as they are, they still cost a lot." Flashing him a cheeky smile, then licking her lips lasciviously before she turned and closed the door.

		

		"You look a bit ruffled, my dear." Her housemate Cindy sat in the kitchen, nursing a coffee and probably a hangover when Stella returned from her night with Dave. “Want a coffee?

		"Uh huh. I feel a bit ruffled too," Stella responded, telling her friend about the strange circumstances of her night's work. 

		"Wow. The opera in Verona? Isn't that in one of them ancient circuses?"

		"Amphitheater, yes." Stella screwed the lid onto the coffee pot and put it on the stove.

		"Cool. With him and his wife?"

		"Yup. Weird, isn't it?"

		"You gonna do threesomes?" Stella shot her a glance. Cindy tended to think all she did was screwing rich guys and since Cindy liked to screw, especially rich guys, she kinda envied her friend. Not enough to become an escort herself, but then again she earned lots of dough as a lawyer and seldom had problems to find someone to screw.

		"I don't have to have sex with them."

		"Hah! As if. I bet you come home all worn out, hahaha." Stella was laughing now too, unwinding in the company of her friend.

		"Nah, I've been thinking to stay a week longer, visit my nonna in Volterra."

		"The one that cooks so great? Then you'll come home worn out and fat, hihihi." Cindy got up to get Stella's coffee.

		"Thanks. No, to be honest I don't know what to make of all that. The guy had something about him ... dunno what, but I liked what it was. It was as if he let me make all the decisions and I still ended up doing always exactly what he wanted me to do."

		"That's coz you're a good whore, honey."

		"Thanks. But it was different. Anyway, why aren't you at work?"

		"Because it's Saturday, silly. You working tonight?"

		"Yup, booked through till Tuesday."

		"You're working too much. You should relax once in a while; screw for fun and not for money." Cindy sat down again and pulled her legs up, not minding that she flashed her pussy since she wore nothing beneath the large t-shirt.

		"Time to shave, Cindy," Stella giggled.

		"You gonna do it for me?" 

		"Only if I can use a blade."

		"Nah, I need my pussy in one piece, thank you." The two girls teased each other some more, then Stella went to her room, put on a CD and caught some sleep. She dreamed about Dave and his wife, a very vivid dream, although that was all she remembered when she woke up. And she was dripping wet too. Lying in bed, entertaining fantasies of Dave and his wife and herself having fun, she took care of her arousal before she went to the bath, where she spent the next hour getting ready for the next client.

		

		Three weeks later she reclined in the backseat of the cab that brought her to the Zurich International Airport, private flights section. She had been in the private part of the airport before, and her memories weren't all that good. A Russian client with no manners but too much vodka in his bloodstream had taken her to Sardinia for a weekend where he expected her to entertain a couple of his business mates.

		"I'm not one of your Russian bimbos and I'm not going to group fuck those guys," she had said, called a cab and boarded the next plane. Since then she didn't do Russians anymore, although they tended to be generous with tips. But Stella had enough regular clients so she could afford to be picky.

		However, that was in the past and she was sure there wouldn't be any problem this weekend. Dave and Gail seemed to be nice people, although a bit strange. She handed the driver a twenty and told him to keep the change as he handed her the suitcase. He ogled her when she walked towards the entrance of the airport, the long translucent linen dress with the slit up the left side allowing an occasional look at her bare leg. She had her hair pinned up, exposing her long neck and her tanned shoulders. On her feet she wore sandals with leather straps right up to her knees.

		The couple was already waiting for her at the customs. "Hello Stella," Dave greeted her and kissed her cheek. "Meet my wife, Gail. Gail, this is Stella."

		Gail was tall for a woman, almost six feet, attractive, slender and athletic, model material. Her blond straight hair fell to her shoulders. She was older than Stella, maybe in her mid-thirties. But what caught Stella's attention most were her ice blue eyes which seemed to pierce right through her flesh into Stella's mind. Stella guessed the woman could stare down anybody with those eyes of hers if she wanted to, but right now she smiled broadly, showing a perfect row of white teeth.

		"Hello Stella, I'm very pleased to meet you," she said and hugged the brunette escort, kissing her right on the mouth, Stella not minding because she’d taken an immediate liking to the woman. "Let's not waste any more time here, I don't like airports." Gail took Stella's hand and they headed towards the customs and on through a small sliding door into the scorching heat that hovered above the tarmac.

		Once settled in the small plane Gail turned towards Stella while the pilot started the engine. "I must apologize for the crummy means of transportation. I usually prefer bigger planes, but the airport at Verona is not equipped for anything bigger than this."

		Stella looked surprised, wondering how rich exactly those two were. "It's not like I'm used to fly in a private jet."

		"No? I thought a hot woman like you is spending half her time in exotic places." Gail flirting now, her eyes fixed on Stella's.

		"No, not at all. It's usually rather boring."

		"And the sex? That any good?" Gail definitely wasn't inclined on wasting any time.

		"Sometimes. My job is to make sure that it's good for the clients. I seldom get to enjoy it myself." Smiling at the blond now, "I did with Dave, though."

		Gail turned around in her seat, smiling at her husband. "Dave, you heard that? She said she almost never gets her rocks off with a client, but with you she did."

		"Yeah. Guess we have to make sure that stays like this," he grinned and fastened his seat belt. They were taxiing now, the noise of the engine filling the cabin. Two hours later they already sat in a limo, heading towards the ancient city of Verona with its narrow, cobblestoned alleys, the luxurious Palazzi and impressive roman buildings.

		

		They checked into the hotel and were shown to a large suite with a balcony overlooking the Corso Porta Nuova. Stella had her own room, but Gail had made sure to let her know that she was always welcome in the master bedroom. Although she had gotten to like the woman even more during the flight, her openness and direct way of communication much to her liking, Stella still felt a bit uneasy.

		She was about to fix her makeup when Gail came in, not bothering to knock on the connecting door first. "You ready? We wanna go for a drink; take a look at the city." She was standing in the doorway, watching Stella do the eyeliner.

		"Yeah, just a minute." Stella looked at the blond in the mirror. "Can I ask you something?"

		"Sure."

		"What did you do with my panty?"

		Gail smiled dreamily. "Hmm. That. I laid it on my face, enjoyed your scent and brought myself to a screaming orgasm. That bothering you?"

		Stella thought about that for a moment. "Nah. Not really."

		"Of course it would be much nicer to get a taste of you directly from the source." She paused, looking the escort over, imagined how she would look like without the linen dress covering her back, her ass, the long shapely legs. When Stella didn't respond, she went on. "You ever been with a woman?"

		Stella finished her makeup, as usual only doing her eyes and lip-gloss, and turned around, looking at Gail. "Not really. But if you want to ask whether I'm interested: Yes. I am. Otherwise I wouldn't be here." Smiling now, thinking that yeah, she could go to bed with that beautiful woman.

		"Uh huh. I thought so. Ready for some fun?" She opened her handbag, fumbled around for a moment.

		"Yes, always." Stella looked at the silvery object in resting on Gail’s palm. "A vibrating egg?"

		"Yup. Remote controlled. I have one inside me." She stepped towards Stella who without hesitation lifted the hem of her dress, revealing her legs and a white lace panty. "I knew you'd be the right girl to take along." Gail laid her arm around Stella's shoulders; kissing her while the other hand pushed the panty aside, a finger parting her lips, teasing the brunette, getting her wet in no time at all. Then she pressed the egg against the opening, using a finger to push it deep into Stella's cunt, Stella moaning now, then bringing the finger up while she broke the kiss, licking the juices off it.

		"Hmm, yes, like I thought. You taste fantastic."

		Stella felt a wave of heat and pleasure ripple through her body, concentrating between her legs, making her blush. A thought crossed her mind as she adjusted her panty; let her skirt fall again, her eyes never leaving Gail's. "Who gets to control the eggs?"

		"Guess."

		"I got a hunch it's not me, right?"

		"No, course not. Where would be the fun in you controlling it?" Gail turned laughing and pulled Stella after her to the other room.

		"Ready, Sir," she cried and handed Dave the remote control to the eggs in their pussies.

		"Are we feeling adventurous today?"

		"Yup," the two girls responded in unison, giggling. Dave looked them over, his wife wearing a short red skirt and a black top, obviously no bra, judging by the way her nipples poked against the fabric, the escort in her beige linen dress, her body covered yet the slit in the long skirt allowing glances at her legs whenever she moved. They both certainly looked gorgeous and he knew he'd draw a lot of envying stares.

		

		They strolled across the old part of town, the girls’ window shopping, Dave enjoying their chattering, noticing that Stella was obviously at ease. Stopping in front of a shoe shop, the two women drooling over a pair of pumps, he decided it was time to let them have some fun and switched the vibrating eggs on. Gail, being used to this kind of game, just smiled whereas Stella jumped and gasped, but caught herself quickly.

		He led them on, towards a bar on the other side of the piazza. They all sat down in wicker chairs and he switched off the eggs, chuckling at the sight of disappointment showing on the girls' faces, then ordered drinks for them all. It was early evening, the sun shining, the day still hot but beginning to cool down a bit. The waiter brought their wine and didn't waste any time trying to stare into Stella's cleavage, but then settled for a good look at Gail's nipples.

		The moment Stella brought her glass to her lips Dave switched the egg inside her cunt to 'full' and she almost spilled her wine.

		Dave grinned at her, holding her eyes until the glaring in her eyes had turned into an amused and rather dreamy smile. "Are you interested in a bet?" he finally asked.

		Stella had always had a weak spot for bets, and this time was no different. "Yes."

		"OK, first of you to cum gets a spanking. As a consolation, the other has to go down on her." He looked at the two women, Gail smiling, Stella trying to keep a straight face.

		Gail was the first to respond. "Sounds like a win-win situation to me."

		Stella needed more time to reflect. This wasn't part of her job description and she didn't know whether she wanted to go that far. But then again, it sounded like fun, even when the thought of having her ass spanked gave her a bit of the creeps. At last she took a deep breath, feeling her pussy getting wetter by the minute, her arousal growing. "OK." Her smile wasn't too convincing, though.

		Dave thought about whether to push or reassure her. He decided to do neither, let her deal herself with her uncertainty and conflicting feelings. He watched her trying to keep a straight face as the egg did its magic inside her; the dampness spreading through her panty, then turned both eggs off. Gail went to the toilet while Stella and Dave talked about the opera they were going to watch the next day. When Gail came back, she laid her hand on Stella's leg and let a small slip of paper fall into the folds of her skirt, hidden from Dave's eyes by the table. The escort took it without reading it until she herself got up to go to the toilet. 

		"Let's cum together," the note read. Stella smiled; the whole situation and the intermittent buzzing in her pussy arousing her. So far she had tried to get her feelings about all of this straight, but in the end she decided to just follow her pussy and not her head. And her pussy had made up its mind a long time ago. The vibe came to life inside her when she stepped out of the toilet and approached their table, both her clients smiling broadly at her. Except that Stella didn't think of them as clients too much anymore, it was more like they were friends sharing something special. Not the best situation to be in if you're a professional. But then again, there wasn't a lot that could go wrong, unless she was foolish enough to fall in love with one of them, or, even worse, both. But she was determined not to let that happen.

		"Now I know why you're so beautiful," Gail exclaimed after Stella had taken her seat again, crossing her legs, showing a lot of them as the dress parted. Stella looking inquisitively, the humming inside her getting her hotter every minute.

		"You know that you're gorgeous and sexy, yet you don't seem to care, as if it didn't matter at all to you." The blond batted an eyelash, inquiring whether Stella had read the not and agreed with it.

		Stella nodded slightly, apparently to accept the compliment, yet at the same time confirming to Gail that yes, she had read the note and would play along.

		"I'm not beautiful. You are," she finally said. 

		"Yes you are. Period. You're pure sex on legs." 

		"Yes, she's right. You are incredibly sensual. And you both look so gorgeous, trying to keep a straight face. Guess it's time to go up a notch." Once again Stella felt a heatwave rolling through her pussy as she saw his grin. Both girls squirmed in their seats as Dave increased the intensity of the vibrators. He watched them for two minutes, then turned it off again.

		"You do realize you're not going to cum anytime soon, right?"

		

		They did cum, eventually. But it was indeed only much later, when they had eaten salad and pasta in a restaurant on another piazza. Dave had kept them both aroused during dinner and then tried to time it so that the girls would cum when the waiter brought their coffee. As it turned out, his timing was perfect. Or maybe the girls just wanted to get the most out of the situation, playful as they were. He saw Stella grip the edge of the table, her breath heavy, her face flushed as she tried to cum as silent as possible, while Gail, being more used to such kinds of public play, seemed rather relaxed. As a matter of fact, if he hadn't known her so well, he wouldn't have seen that she was cumming. 

		He had also seen the looks the girls had exchanged, probably timing their orgasms. Oh well, let them have their laughs now. He knew he'd get the last one.

		"Well done, ladies," Dave said when they had recovered and the waiter had left, looking at Stella as if he wanted to ask her whether everything was alright, but then deciding against it. "Of course now I've got a problem."

		"Huh? Why's that?" his wife asked, trying to look innocent but not able to completely hide a cheeky smile.

		"You've both cum at the same time. So who will get the spanking, and who's going to please the other?" He held up a hand when Stella started to answer. "I admit it's a luxurious problem, and easy to deal with, especially since you cheated."

		The girls protested, but not very convincingly, and it all went downhill when they both started to giggle. 

		"You both get spanked by me and then you can both please each other." Looking at his wife he added "you will get a special punishment because you should know better."

		Stella watched Gail lower her eyes and blush, then, to her astonishment, she heard the blond whisper "yes, Master. I'm sorry." Silence followed that statement, all of them thinking their own thoughts.

		Stella spoke next. "Master, huh? Domination and submission, that kind of thing?"

		"Yes. Does that bother you?" Dave wanted to know.

		"No. Not as long as you don't expect me to submit to you."

		"I don't and I hope I didn't leave that impression."

		Stella looked at Gail now, wondering about a lot of things, but mostly how it felt to submit to someone. She'd had her share of kinky experiences with an ex, being tied up and blindfolded, that kind of stuff, all in all pretty harmless. And she had done it with a few clients too, never on the receiving end, though. But she had never knelt in front of someone because she wanted to submit. She had knelt to give head, of course, but she was aware that there was a huge difference between the two.

		"No, you didn't," she smiled at last. 

		"Good. Now let's get on our way, I know of two pretty butts that need a spanking."

		They walked home, talking and laughing, Stella relaxing when Dave told her that he wouldn't hit her hard and that she could stop any time she wanted. "Above everything else, it's supposed to be fun. Always remember that."

		

		Back in the hotel Gail immediately stripped naked and knelt down in front of the sofa on which Dave sat. Stella admired her tan, no lines visible, the full yet firm breasts, the perfect ass. Yes, she was beautiful, although her pose didn't seem to fit the woman she had met at the airport or the one that had shoved the vibe up her cunt earlier. Now she had her eyes cast down, her whole body seemed to have undergone a transformation and radiated ... Stella couldn't exactly pin it down. Subjugation, submission, maybe. 

		Then she stripped herself, aware of being watched by both her clients yet at ease with herself and relaxed about her nakedness. 

		"Who's first?" Dave said as both girls stood naked before him, their sights a pleasure, his cock reacting. To his surprise Stella stepped forward slowly getting down on her knees beside his legs. He looked at Gail, saw her eyes shimmer, her tongue licking her lips. He knew she wanted that woman to herself, wanted to be the one who gave her the first spanking. If she hadn't fucked up and cheated, he'd have granted her wish. The way it was, this was her punishment and he let her know by a raising of his eyebrows. She cast her eyes down again, signaling understanding.

		Dave grabbed a fistful of Stella's hair, close to her scalp, then pushed her down over his knees. "Remember, you can stop anytime. Say red when it's too much. Yellow to slow down, green if you're OK. Understood?"

		"Yup."

		Dave let his free hand glide over the perfectly round orbs of Stella's ass, rubbing them, then he stopped and reached for the jacket beside him and got out the remote control to the vibe. "You don't mind some additional stimulation, do you?"

		"Not at all." Stella hesitated a second, then added, "Sir."

		Dave grinned and so did his wife. "Good girl. Very good," seeing the girl smile at the words, thinking that this was to good to be true. Then he smacked Stella's left butt-cheek, the girl jumping a bit, but making no sound. The smacks got harder, on both cheeks, with no steady rhythm since Dave figured she could deal with this. After a while the girl began to squirm, her ass trying to get away from the blows yet it seemed as if she raised it so she wouldn't miss the next blow, yelps of pain and moans of pleasure mixing. Dave stopped, asked her if she was OK, heard her utter "green", the voice husky, a fine sheen of perspiration covering the girl's body.

		He didn't continue, though, not yet anyway. Instead, he slid his hand between her legs, which she spread willingly without being told so. His fingers parted her dripping cunt where the egg was still vibrating, slid up to her clit, teased it for a while until he felt her body tense. Then he let go of her, went back to smacking her butt, knowing that she was too close to the edge to get back again, knowing that her own mind, combined with his voice, would push her over the edge. She moaned louder now, her body trembling as he lightly smacked her hot, scarlet ass. He felt her tense again when he hit her harder, pulled on her hair as he hit her hard now.

		"Cum!" he said, his command and her arousal pushing her over the edge into blissful oblivion, body twitching, her cries filling the room, her ass bright red, a trickle of juice running down her leg. She lay over his knees panting, unable to believe that she had cum while he had hit her bottom, then she slowly got upright again but remaining on her knees. 

		Dave let go of her hair and looked into Stella's flushed face. "You did great, Stella. Now let Gail take care of your bottom." He helped Stella up on the sofa, her butt still glowing as Gail started to gently massage a cooling ointment on the reddened skin.

		"Did you enjoy it?" the blond asked.

		"Are you kidding? It was fantastic."

		"Perfect. I propose we talk about it tomorrow, if you want. Now we should enjoy the moment."

		"OK, fine with me." Stella was relaxing again as she got up, then, without really thinking about it, knelt down again next to Gail to watch her getting her spanking. She still felt a tingling in her butt and the afterglow of a powerful orgasm and it didn't bother her at all to have time to enjoy both some more. Unfortunately Dave had turned off the vibe after she had cum, but the egg was still inside her. For a moment she contemplated asking him to switch it on again, and then simply went ahead and did it.

		He looked surprised at first, then he did that grin again and switched it on. Low, though, just enough to keep her aroused, but not enough to get her anywhere near a climax.

		

		It was Gail's turn to get her ass spanked. But before Dave started, he told her to work the egg out of her pussy. She obeyed, letting the silvery device fall into her hand. She put it away and bent over her Master's knees. Stella looked directly between the parted legs of her client, her wet sex, her puckered asshole and the thought of going to lick this pussy very soon aroused her more than she had thought possible.  

		She watched the whole scene, mesmerized by the sight of the beautiful, proud blond to receive her spanking with such obedience. And it was a hard spanking; she knew that Dave was applying much more force than he had done on her butt. And she was even more captivated when she realized that Gail was going to cum, without the additional stimulation of a vibe buried in her cunt. She only realized she had her hand between her legs, fingering herself, when everything was over and Gail was already coming down from her climax. Her ass was red and hot and Stella wanted very much to kiss it.

		"Enjoyed it, huh?" Dave asked and Stella felt herself blush.

		"Yes. It was ... tantalizing."

		"I bet. Now please get the ointment and treat Gail's ass." Stella did as she was asked, felt the heat of the skin on her hand. Gail squirmed a little when Stella touched her tender flesh, but otherwise remained silent and motionless. When Stella was done, both girls kneeled upright again. Dave got up and brought them a soft drink each.

		"Rest a bit, then I want to see hot girl on girl-action. Are you up to that?" he asked Stella. The girl didn't have to think long. She wasn't only up to that, she was eager! The whole scene had aroused her immensely and although she knew that this was way beyond her job description, in fact even beyond her own limits, she didn't mind that for a second.

		Stella nodded, smiling at Gail. Then she emptied the tonic water and turned around, facing the other woman. The two girls embracing and kissing, both eager to get down on the other.

		"On the bed, ladies. I will join you." Gail and Stella got up, their hands still all over their bodies and walked to the king size bed, Gail pushing the brunette down, smiling at her as she clambered on top of her and pinned her down with her body. Hard nipples bore into soft tits as the women got themselves in heat, their hands exploring their bodies, tongues intertwining, lips sucking, teeth nibbling. They rolled around, already forgetting everything around them, unconscious to their spectator who by now was slowly stroking his cock after getting out of his clothes.

		At last, Stella was lying on her back, her heels drawn up to her ass, legs spread wide, her wanton, glistening sex already parted as Gail kissed her way down over her body, licking and biting her tits, enjoying the gasps and moans of the call-girl. Stella reached down and grabbed two handfuls of Gail's hair when the blond grazed her cunt with her tit, rubbing her nipple on the sensitive bud, feeling the girl beneath her rock her hips, eager and hungry in her growing lust. The bucking became much wilder when Gail began licking the cunt and teasing the clit, Stella pressing the head into her sex. Then she felt how Gail was being pushed rhythmically into her and when she looked up she saw that Dave had begun to fuck his wife, thrusting into her slippery hole with hard thrusts. With every push, Gail's nose slammed into Stella's clit while her tongue fucked her hole, then licked the length of the slit, then fucked her again.

		

		Stella tried to think of different things to keep herself away from the fast approaching climax so she could enjoy this wonderful experience to the fullest, but it didn't work at all and in the end she just gave in to her feelings and sensations and came, even before Gail had the chance of fucking her ass with a finger. 

		Gail didn't stop and kept licking her, with the effect that Stella very quickly was aroused again after her orgasm. But then Dave pulled his wife away, pushed her up, the girls face to face again and kissing, Stella tasting her own ecstasy on Gail's lips.

		"Your turn, hun," Gail said after a while, her voice husky, rolling around onto her back, her legs wrapped around Stella. Stella didn't need to be told twice, she was longing to taste the sweetness of Gail's arousal, please her and bury her face in her hot sex. She raised her ass high, hoping Dave would take her too like he had taken his wife, her horniness by now way diminished by the fact that she had just cum. And Dave didn't disappoint her, drove his cock deep into her gaping hole, fucked her hard and relentless as her tongue danced over Gail's pussy. Both girls came at the same time, clinging to each other and crying. Then Stella felt Dave pushing into her even harder, her face getting driven into the wetness of Gail's cunt, before he pulled out and jismed all over her ass and back, the cum slowly running down her sides.

		Gail moved away, told Stella to stay like this and licked her husband's cum off the call-girl's body. 

		"Hmm, so tasty," she purred when she was finished, giving Stella's ass a couple of extra licks, teasing her asshole. Then she licked her husband's cock clean before she sat up on the bed. 

		"What now, Master?"

		"You give me a blowjob, then I'll leave you girls to yourself, I have to get up early tomorrow." Stella wondered for a moment why he had to get up early, but not for long because then she watched Gail suck off her hubby. His cock was already getting erect again. Stella looked questioningly up at Dave, saw him beckon her and joined in, the two girls now licking his cock, his hands in their hairs, guiding them although they both knew exactly what to do, being the expert cock-suckers they were.

		

	
		Chapter 3 - Silk Ties

		

		"Why do you do it?" Gail was looking at a pair of sandals in a shop window in one of the alleys in the old town of Verona. The sun didn't reach down into the alley yet, but the air was already hot and sticky.

		Stella was already considering whether to tell her client to mind her own business when Gail turned around and looked at her. "Excuse me, dear, that came out all wrong. I mean, I'm not interested in hearing why you're an escort. But I assume you have a goal. A purpose for doing it?" She flashed her nicest apologetic smile. "If you don't mind telling me, of course."

		Stella's frown quickly turned into a smile. "Nah, I don't mind at all. I want to open an art gallery some time in the future. And whoring is the easiest way to earn enough money."

		"An art gallery. Cool. But why not just ask someone for a loan?"

		"Nobody I know has enough money to loan me that much, and applying for a credit from a bank is useless. They wouldn't even bother to think about it."

		"Hmm, that's not good. How much longer do you reckon you have to do that ... escorting?" They were walking along the alley again, side by side, getting a good share of stares and leers from the male part of Verona’s population. 

		"At least a year. More like two. And you don't have to call it escorting. I'm a whore and I know it."

		"No, you're not a whore. You're a wonderful, intelligent, sexy woman and you're just terrific at what you're doing." Gail put her arm around Stella's shoulders and hugged her.

		"Oh, great. I'm a terrific whore. Meet Stella, bestest whore in town," Stella giggled.

		"Yeah, you should run for the title." They both giggled until Gail got earnest again. "Joking aside, maybe I can help you."

		"Help me? Do I look like I need help?"

		"No, you don't need help. But you need money and I have money." Stella started to protest but Gail cut her off. "Of course you would have to earn it. Either that or you have to pay it back, with interest. How much do you need?"

		Stella didn't have to do the maths in her head; she knew exactly how much she needed. "150 at least, 200 would be better, if business wouldn't go as planned. But I'm confident that I know which artists would sell."

		"Two hundred thousand? That's all?" Gail exclaimed and Stella wondered not for the first time how rich exactly her client was. She knew that she had to have lots of money if she could afford a quick trip with a private plane, but still, 200 thousand wasn't exactly peanuts, or was it?

		"OK, love. I'll have to talk with Dave and my lawyer when we're back. But I think it shouldn't be too difficult to come to an agreement. But now we stop talking about business and shop ‘til we drop." She pulled Stella along to the next shop. "What do you think of that blue dress there?"

		

		Three hours later they were eating a salad in a restaurant, the dresses and shoes and a handbag they had bought already delivered to the hotel. 

		"That red dress looks absolutely fantastic on you. But you should wear your hair different. Know what, we go to a hairdresser next." Gail was euphoric, giggling all the time like a little schoolgirl spending her pocket money on sweets.

		"Nah, please, it's enough now."

		"You're not allowed to say 'No'. I pay, I get to make the rules and the decisions. And I decide we go to a hairdresser. And you better don't even think about paying."

		Stella sighed and gave up. Gail had insisted on paying for everything; two dresses, a pair of high heeled sandals, a pair pointy cowboy boots and at last a very sexy bustier in Stella's favourite colours. "You know you'll have to wear that for me tonight," Gail had whispered in her ear after she had paid the sales girl a ridiculous amount of money for such a little garment. Stella had smiled and replied, "Yeah, the idea had crossed my mind."

		"OK. We go to a hairdresser. You pay. I give up." Stella raised her hands in mock surrender. They both laughed, two beautiful women enjoying their lives.

		"What did you like best yesterday night?" Gail asked suddenly.

		"Hmm, gotta think about that." It wasn't easy. Stella had enjoyed almost everything. The spanking had been a bit scary, at least in the beginning, but not too painful. She surely would always remember how she tasted a woman for the first time in her life. But all that wasn't what she had liked best. It was much simpler.

		"I liked it all. But falling asleep with your arms around me was the best," she finally said, blushing a little bit.

		Gail smiled at her. "That's sooo cute. You don't get that normally? No boyfriend?"

		"No. The last one couldn't deal with me doing what I do for a living. And the one before thought that just because I'm a whore I'm his whore as well. Idiot," she added under her breath.

		"Uh huh, I see."

		"Can I ask what you're doing? Dave, and you?"

		"He is in robotics. Don't ask me about details, but as far as I understand he and his colleagues are about to make a breakthrough. At least it sounds promising. Me, I just invest my father's money."

		"Cool."

		"Nah, it isn't. Its lots of meetings with boring guys in business suits. And lots of phone calls with equally boring guys. At least on the phone I don't have to see their business suits. So yeah, I was born with the silver spoon in mouth. The spoiled girl of a very wealthy family. You?"

		"My father is a mechanic; my mother died a couple of years ago. They couldn't pay for me while I was at university and so I worked in a cheese shop to finance my studies. Then one day a friend asked me whether I would join in for a strip show, since her partner had called in sick and she didn't want to do it alone. I got 500 bucks just for showing my tits and my ass in a thong. That was that. I stripped for a while, just on weekends, until I met the owner of the agency. She told me how much I could make as an escort and I didn't think very long about it."

		"Good. You should be proud of yourself. And now we should get going. We mustn't miss the opera and we have a lot to do before that."

		"We do?" Stella looked surprise.

		"Yup, we do. Hairdresser, having some fun back at the hotel, getting ready ... time's already running out."

		

		Stella was lying naked on the bed, her freshly done hair already tousled again, her head resting on Gail's leg, the scent of the blonde's pussy heavy in her nose, the glistening sex only inches from her face. The afternoon had passed quickly and they had enjoyed each other for some time, both girls cumming multiple times.

		"Tonight I'm gonna tie you up," Gail suddenly said.

		"Tie me up? More of that kinky stuff?" Stella was drowsy, too lazy to get up although it was getting time.

		"Yup. You will experience pleasures like you've never known before. And you'll fall asleep in my arms again."

		"Are you ... I don't know how it's called. Are you Dave's ... slave?"

		"Hahaha. No. I'm certainly not his slave. Sometimes I submit to him, but not often. Yesterday we thought that it might help you feel comfortable. Usually I prefer the dominant part and so does he."

		Stella propped herself up on her elbow and looked at Gail. "So you want to play that dominant part and expect me to be the slave, or what?"

		"No. I don't expect you to do anything. I just say that I want to tie you up and show you how it feels to let yourself fall. If you want." She stroked Stella's cheek tenderly. "But I got a hunch you're too curious to decline. Am I right?"

		Stella had just thought the exact same thing. She felt anxious, maybe a bit scared, but she felt even more curious and she knew she would go along.

		"Yeah, I guess."

		"Tattagirl. Now let's get up and make ourselves beautiful. I want the guys to stare and drool."

		

		The guys did stare and drool at the two girls, one on either side of Dave, as they walked the couple of blocks to the arena. Stella was wearing the red dress they had purchased earlier, which showed a lot of her silky smooth skin; while Gail was dressed in a sleeveless black top and a glimmering silver skirt. They definitely were stunningly beautiful and Dave enjoyed every second and was aware of the envious looks he got as they neared the amphitheatre. 

		The Arena dated back to the Romans and was the perfect setting for an opera. The play was 'The Barber of Seville' and the actors and singers were fantastic. But neither of the three was very concentrated. Stella was thinking about what Gail had said about tying her up. She felt that she was getting into something she probably didn't want, but couldn't resist. Gail was thinking about Stella and what kind of deal she should offer her for the 200'000 dollars. She needed to make an offer the girl couldn't resist. She just had to have the brunette. And she would show her a side of herself the girl had never dreamed of. And, last but not least, Dave was pondering an idea he had had in the morning. If it worked, it was the definite breakthrough. All the work of the last years would finally come together. 

		In the break between the two acts they had a glass of champagne before the girls went to the bathroom, both carrying a vibrating egg in their hands which Dave had given them. 

		"Do we get spanked again?" asked Stella.

		"Only if you insist," replied Dave, grinning.

		"Don't tempt her," Gail giggled as she took Stella's hand and pulled her towards the bathroom. Five minutes later they re-emerged, the eggs buried in their cunts humming away and teasing them, their lipstick done and make up checked.

		"Ladies, you’re gonna cum before the opera is over." It wasn't a question or a statement, it sounded more like a command and the girls agreed giggling. Stella also blushed a bit, which caused a smile on both Gail's and Dave's faces. 

		"I love it when a girl blushes," he whispered in her ear and saw her face turn an even darker hue of red. The girls squirmed and silently moaned through the second act and Dave used the privacy of their box to tease them further, stroking their legs, brushing their breasts, then sliding the hems of their dresses up to gently caress their cunts until he could feel them tense up and breathe heavily as they struggled to remain silent as powerful orgasms rushed through their bodies.

		"Good girls," he said, then he turned to Stella. "That's just the beginning, my dear. You'll cum and cum tonight until you pass out."

		"You sure?" she teased him, "I can take a lot."

		"Not enough honey," he replied and slid two fingers inside her to get her quickly to the next orgasm. The girl gasped and shuddered with another climax soon thereafter.

		Then the play was over and they left, heading to a bar for a late snack and a coffee. After that they went back to the hotel where Stella learned that Dave and Gail could dish out more than she was able to take.

		

		By the time Gail untied Stella's legs and brought them up to the headboard to tie them spread wide to where her hands where already tied with her silk stockings, Stella was a quivering heap of aroused flesh, her body shining with sweat, saliva and juices, her nipples engorged as was her pussy and clit.

		"From now on, you have to ask for my permission to cum, sweetheart," Gail whispered in her ear while she cupped the escort's obscenely exposed cunt with her hand and slowly rubbed her hypersensitive clit.

		Stella was barely able to reply, her senses completely focused on her own lust and passion which seemed to grow with every orgasm she had, and there had been quite a few so far.

		"Yes, please let me cum," she uttered in a hoarse whisper. 

		Gail smiled down at Stella. "That's not going to cut it, honey." She bent down and traced the length of Stella's sex with her tongue, then kissed her on her mouth, letting the bound girl taste her own arousal. "That's not going to cut it by a long shot." She made room for Dave to go down on Stella and while he licked and teased her Gail fondled Stella's breasts and ravished her mouth.

		In her state of constant arousal it didn't take Stella long to reach the point where yet another orgasm was imminent. "Please, please let me cum, Gail. I cannot hold back any longer, please."

		"You can if you want."

		"But ... ahhhh ... but I don't want to hold back."  

		Dave laughed as he heard this and Gail had to chuckle too. "Then by all means, cum, Stella, cum for us." And Stella came yet again, tearing at her bonds and crying as wave after wave of pleasure swept through her body.

		But Dave and Gail didn’t stop teasing her. They only stopped playing with her, driving her crazy with pleasure and lust and making her cum when she admitted that they could give her more pleasure than she could take and begged them to stop. Then she immediately fell asleep in Gail's arms.

		

	
		Chapter 4 - Château Lussy

		

		Three days after Stella came back from Italy where she had spent a relaxing time with her family, she met Gail in an expensive restaurant for lunch.

		"You look great, love. How was your holiday?" Gail wanted to know after they greeted each other.

		"Thanks. It was laid back, except for my grandma who wanted to stuff me with her delicious food day and night."

		"Sounds great!"

		They ordered lunch, talked about family and travels until the waiter brought them their coffees. Only then did Gail open her briefcase and put a folder on the table.

		"Here's the deal. It's simple: I pay you 10 K a month to be my ... assistant. Plus expenses, of course. You will get an extra 50 K if you stay for a whole year. We will take a look at the gallery when we leave here. You can rent it for a very reasonable price. In fact, you will only pay the rent once the gallery is running and you can afford to pay it."

		Stella read the contract. It was indeed quite simple and when she did the math in her head she had to close her eyes and take a couple of deep breaths. She was looking at about 300'000 $, for just one year of work.

		At last she found her voice again. "OK, that is really very generous. Thank you very much. But I've got a few questions and I need a few days to think about it."

		"Of course, I wouldn't want you to sign it right now." Gail finished her coffee and waved the waitress over. "We can talk while we walk to the gallery." 

		Once out on the street Stella went ahead with her questions. "First, I wonder whether there is a catch. It says 'assistant' in the contract. Didn't you mean 'plaything'?"

		"Yup, it says that you're my assistant, but what you actually will be depends entirely on you. Assistant, friend, plaything, whatever you are comfortable with. There's only one thing you shouldn't forget: It's a 24/7 job. No free days unless I give you a day off."

		"Hmm. I see."

		"Anything else you need to know?"

		"Yes. Why me? I mean, for all that money you could easily get two girls. So, why me and not someone else for half that money?"

		"Ah, that's easily answered: Because another girl isn't you, right?" Stella stopped and looked into Gail's eyes where she saw love, desire and something else she couldn't quite put her finger on. But she realized that if she accepted the offer, she wouldn't just be an assistant.

		"Right." The two women slowly walked towards the busy shopping street, then followed it two blocks before Gail turned a corner and let Stella into one of the quieter side streets. It was a good place for an art gallery, the girl thought. A few exclusive clothes shops, two jewellers, a restaurant Stella had only visited once, with a client and liked a lot but which was way too expensive to go on her own, a house full of dentists and lawyers, an optician's shop. Close to where people went to shop and stroll, yet more quiet. She knew she wouldn't ever have a chance to get a gallery here, let alone pay the rent.

		Gail stopped in front of a bookstore. "This."

		"This? But ... what about the bookstore?"

		"The owner is old and will close his business soon. It's the perfect location for a gallery, and it's the perfect room, once it's renovated."

		That was true, as Stella could see when they entered the store. The shop wasn't very large and that impression was only heightened by all the shelves with books on them, but once those shelves were gone, the room would be flooded with light from the large windows. The rear part was three feet higher than the front, with more windows going out to the backyard. The small granite stairs which led up to that platform was worn out by thousands of feet, the cast iron handrail polished by decades of use, as was the hardwood floor. Stella immediately fell in love with the place; she especially liked the high ceiling with its stuccoes. She turned around to see the owner of the bookstore come down the stairs to greet them and offer his assistance, if any was needed. 

		"Can I help you?" he asked, then he recognized Gail and his face lit up. "Oh, hello, didn't recognize you before."

		"Hello Joseph, how are you?"

		"Getting older, as usual. But all in all I'm quite fine."

		"This is Stella; she wants to open an art gallery here. Stella, this is Joseph, my favorite bookseller." 

		They shook hands. "Pleased to meet you, Stella. An art gallery? Nice, I would have hated to see this place being turned into yet another hairdresser or bar."

		"Hello Joseph. I'm glad you approve," Stella said with a smile. Somehow the man's approval was important to her.

		"Not that I have a say in the matter, of course. She's the boss around here," Joseph went on. "A very pleasurable landlady, I might add."

		Gail laughed and said "yeah, but it's easy to be pleasurable with such nice tenants." Turning to Stella she said, "He had his bookstore here when my grandfather bought this house. That was ....” she still tried to remember when Joseph cut in. 

		"1958. I remember that I was very worried about being evicted when the house changed hands. But then your grandfather came in here one day and said I could stay here as long as he lived. And then it was your father before you. And now I'm the one to leave." He looked sad for a moment, before he caught himself. "But 54 years should be enough." Joseph took Stella's hand in both of his. "All my best wishes for your gallery, Hun. I hope I'll still be around when you open it."

		"You will, I'm sure of that," Gail answered. "Besides, it's not yet sure if she wants this place." She looked at Stella. "But I very much hope she does."

		"Errr ... Well, I don't know, I mean, there's a lot to think about. But this place would be perfect for what I have in mind." Stella felt Gail's eyes on herself as she looked around again, walking up the stairs to look out of the back windows. 

		Joseph followed her and led her into the small back room that served as his office and storeroom. "You won't ever find a better place or a nicer landlady. I know Gail since she's been a little baby and she's one of the finest persons I've ever had the pleasure to know."

		"Yes, she seems to be a very nice and caring woman," Stella replied. "Oh, since I'm here, could you recommend me a good book? Something to take my mind off things? I got a hunch I could use such a book in the near future."

		"What kind of book? Fiction? Suspense? A biography, perhaps?"

		"Hmm. Suspense, I think."

		He left her and came back a minute later with a paperback. "Here. Nicci French. Great thrillers with good characters. And usually a smart woman who fights the evildoers."

		"Thank you." They both walked back towards the stair when Joseph turned around again, telling her to go ahead, he'd be with her in a second. 

		"Lemme guess. He recommended you Nicci French," Gail said when Stella walked up to her beside the counter.

		"Yup, indeed."

		"He's a big fan. I guess he loves the girls in those books."

		Joseph came back, putting a little book on the counter. Stella tried to pay for the Nicci French but he wouldn't have it and so they said goodbye and turned to leave. "Just a second, Miss," Joseph came after them and handed her a small book, apparently second hand. "This here you should read, too. It might help you. Bye, Stella, take care. And don't think too long about that gallery. Just take your chance."

		"I'll keep that in mind, Joseph. Thanks a lot." Stella put the book into her bag without really looking at it and joined Gail on the sidewalk and together they walked down the street. "He's a nice man."

		"Yes, he is." Gail took Stella's hand and led her towards her car. "Can I bring you anywhere?"

		"Nah, I'll take the bus. But thanks."

		"Come on. I insist." It was futile to object; besides it would save Stella at least half an hour if she didn't have to take the bus. And to be honest, she didn't mind the company of Gail. 

		

		Half an hour later Gail parked her car behind Cindy's and Stella asked her in for a glass of wine. She wasn't too sure whether this was a smart idea, to invite one of her clients into her house. But Gail wasn't exactly a client anymore, was she? Whatever she was, it was too late now anyway.

		"You live here with a friend?" Gail stood beside the car and looked at the small house with the neat garden.

		"Yup. With Cindy, my best friend. It's her house. I tend to the garden. And to almost everything else that needs to be done."

		Gail seemed to think about something but didn't reply. Instead she followed Stella up the stairs and into the house. "She knows about your job?"

		"Yup."

		They met Cindy in the small backyard when they went outside to drink their wine under the cherry tree. She was reading a book. "Hello Cindy. This is Gail. Gail, Cindy, my landlady."

		They greeted each other and once they were all settled in they did some small talk. After a while Stella went inside to make a few phone calls, and when she came back she sensed that the two others had talked about her. 

		"Are you guys talking about me?"

		"Yup." Gail didn't hesitate for a second. "I just told her that you were fantastic company in Verona."

		"That's not exactly true. She told me that they made love to you until you passed out. You never told me about that," Cindy said with mock accusation while Stella felt herself blush. It was one thing to talk about all that with Gail or with Cindy one at a time, but to mix her job with her private life was exactly what she always had wanted to avoid.

		Gail emptied her glass before she went on. "You shouldn't be ashamed, Stella. Quite to the contrary, you should be proud of yourself." Cindy nodded.

		Stella made up her mind and finally said what she wanted to say. "You might be right. But to be honest, I don't want to bring my job back home or my private life into my job. So, please, let's talk about something else. OK?"

		"Yes, of course. And I need to apologize." Gail smiled at Stella. Then she looked at her watch and rose to leave. "Time for me to go. Bye girls, have a nice weekend. I expect your call next week, Stella. I would love if you accepted, but you know that already." She turned and left the two friends to themselves.

		"Do you mind telling me what she loved you to accept?" Cindy asked.

		"She offered me a job." Stella replied and went on explaining what proposition Gail had made.

		"Wow. You will accept that, right?"

		"I don't know."

		"What? I mean, WHAT? Honey, this is the chance of your lifetime. She's nice, she's rich, she's offering you what you've been wanting so badly for so long."

		"Yeah, I know." 

		"But?"

		"But ... there's more to that. She and her husband, they ... well, never mind." Stella broke off in mid sentence. But Cindy wasn't ready to stop. Not before she knew what was bothering her friend.

		"Stella. We're best friends for a long time now. We live together, we tell each other about everything. Don't you think it would be smart to talk about this with someone instead of tossing the thought around in your head for days?"

		They looked into each other's eyes for a long time. Finally Stella sighed and started to tell her friend what she'd been thinking about all the time. "They're both into that sadism/masochism-thing. If I take that job, she'll try to ... well, make me her plaything ... her slave or whatever they call it."

		Cindy didn't respond for a long time, she just held Stella's gaze. "And you're afraid of that? Or are you afraid you might like it?"

		"I don't know. Both, maybe." 

		"Uh huh. I see. And I think I understand. But do you have something to lose?" She didn't wait for an answer. "No, you can always leave."

		"This," Stella said, taking in the garden, the house, even Cindy with a gesture of her arm. "I won't live here with you for a whole year. Probably never again."

		"Possibly. But you can still let your room to someone else while you're away. Now, the next question is: What if you liked it with them? What if you begin to enjoy being their 'plaything'? You still don't lose anything. Quite to the contrary, you find something. Like yourself." She stood up and walked around the table to hug her friend. "Think about that. And show me that contract so I can take a look at it. I'm a kick-ass lawyer, after all. And don't worry about me, OK? We'll still be friends when you get back. We always will be."

		Stella smiled up at her, no words needed for the moment.

		

		Two weeks later Stella leaned against the fence of the house, a heavy bag beside her, waiting for Gail to pick her up. A Bentley rolled to a stop in front of her and a chauffeur got out and opened the rear door. 

		"Hello, gorgeous, you look wonderful today. This is Gaston, chauffeur, handyman and fixer of things needing to be fixed. Gaston, this is Stella." 

		A minute later Stella sat beside Gail in the back of the chauffeured limousine, the destination of the limousine as unknown as her own future was unknown. Once past Bern Stella didn't know the landscape anymore and when they had reached Lausanne and left the highway she was completely lost. 

		"Where are we?" Stella asked after five minutes in which they had passed hectares of vineyards, one small village and several hamlets, none of which she had ever heard of.

		"Lavaux. The village is called Lussy. It's were I usually live."

		"And Dave? He remains behind?"

		"Yes. Usually he does. He works a lot, but we make up for all that when we can. You don't know this region?"

		Stella looked out of the tinted windows at the landscape. It was hilly, the vineyards terraced and separated by walls, the narrow houses built of yellowish limestone with steep roofs, and every now and then she caught a glimpse of Lake Geneva and the snow covered French Alps. All in all a very beautiful place.

		"No, never been much to this part of Switzerland. I grew up in the inner Alps."

		"Ah, I see. Well, you can see the Mont blanc and all the French Alps from your window."

		The car slowed down and Gaston turned from the two lane road into a narrow side road. This road wound its way through the countryside past wineries, through forests and across fields, until it finally led up the slope of one of the many hills. They stopped at a gate which opened when Gaston pressed a button on a remote control and they passed through, following a gravel road now. Stella saw that they drove through an orchard but couldn't make out what kind of trees it was. After another 300 yards they stopped on a gravel driveway and Gaston opened the back door for the two women.

		Night had settled in by then and there was no outside light apart from a small lamp above the door to the house. But even in the darkness Stella could see that it was in fact not a house nor was it a villa but rather a mansion, or even a château. She could make out a round tower, two rows of dark windows, the wide stairs leading up to the entrance.

		As if to confirm what she was thinking, Gail took her arm and led her towards the stairs, saying, "Welcome to Château Lussy."

		"Château ... I guess I shouldn't be surprised ..." Stella said with a smile.

		"Oh. Wait till you see the inside and the park." The way Gail replied made it sound as if there were a lot of dark secrets hidden behind the walls of the castle. But once they were in the hall there was nothing dark, nor did it leave the impression of a haunted house full of secrets. It didn't even look old, although Gail said that the castle had been built between 1742 and 1745. But obviously it had recently been renovated, the tiles on the floor and the doors were brand new, the windows also, the paint on the walls spotless. But there was no life to it and it took Stella a moment to figure out why this was the case: No paintings on the wall, nothing to decorate the place, just the necessary furniture, a wardrobe, two dressers, nothing else.

		The salon where Gail led Stella was the same. Instead of paintings of hunting scenes or portraits of the early owners of the place there were just naked walls, the furniture looked as if it came from a yard sale, nothing fitted.

		"Excuse the mess, Stella. We just finished renovating," Gail explained and led Stella through a French door into the dining room and on into the kitchen.

		An elderly woman was standing at the stove and the smell of a roast filled the air. "This is Josephine, the housekeeper, chef and wife of Gaston."

		Josephine's grip almost crushed Stella's hands. "Welcome, my dear," she said with a heavy French accent as she looked Stella over from head to toe and back. Then she turned towards Gail. "I have prepared dinner, Madame. It will be ready in five minutes."

		"Very well. I'm starving." She tried to look into one of the pans, but Josephine raised the wooden spoon as if she would whack her boss on her fingers if she dared to open a lid.

		"Tsk, tsk, this is no behaviour for a lady."

		Gail giggled. "As you can see, the kitchen is Josephine's realm. But as long as you respect that you should get along nicely with her."

		"I'm sure the young lady has better manners than you have. You've always been a rebellious one."

		"Guilty," Gail conceded. "And you always spoiled me."

		Josephine smiled. "How could I not ...."

		

		After they had eaten dinner, Gail showed Stella around. It was the same everywhere: The château was devoid of life, an empty shell that waited to be revived.

		"Who's going to decorate it?" Stella asked after they finished the tour of the ground floor and were on the stairway leading up to the first floor.

		Gail didn't miss a beat. "You, of course."

		"Me? But ... I ... umm ... I've never done that before."

		"Yup, I know. I trust you to make this a wonderful, lovable place again." Gail's voice made it clear that the decision was final.

		She opened one of the doors leading from the hall. "This is your room. There's a shower and a toilet over there, but no tub." Stella immediately fell in love with the room she'd be living in the next year. It was large, with many windows and there was a round alcove where the room extended into one of the two towers. There was little furniture, a large but old bed, a dresser, a simple table with a laptop, a chair that didn't match and a closet. Even with the furniture being old and shabby it was a very nice room, it would be flooded with light during the day and with the right lighting it would be even nicer when it was dark outside.

		"Oh my, this is wonderful," she exclaimed.

		"Not yet. But I'm sure it will be once you've decorated it. Now come, I'll show you the rest of the rooms." The next room was just as large as the one they had just seen, but without the alcove and with fewer windows. And it was still empty; there was no furniture at all.

		"One of the guest rooms. I like to have guests, so you should start with them." On the other side of the hall were four more rooms, two on either side of the stairs. One of them was Gail's office and it was the only room that was furnished. The other three were also guestrooms, all with their own bathroom; all with French doors leading to a terrace overlooking the park. The last room was the master bedroom. It was twice as large as all the other rooms; obviously a wall had been knocked down to create it. Two pillars supported the ceiling where the wall had been, about two meters apart. On one side of the pillars, the side with the round alcove like the one in Stella's room was the bed, a boudoir and a few seats. On the other side was a large round bathtub, raised on a dais, a bath separated only by a low wall and a walk in closet.

		"Wow ... this is a fantastic room, Gail," Stella managed to say.

		"Uh huh. I like it too. Especially the bathtub." She flashed a lewd smile at Stella. "Especially when there's someone else to share it with."

		Stella flushed, provoking a laugh from Gail. She stepped closer and whispered into Stella's ear. "Hmm, my favorite color. I will have to make you blush more often. But all in due time." They walked out into the hall again and down to the salon, from which a wide double door led to another terrace and on to the garden behind the castle. All Stella could see was a pool and a lawn, framed by bushes and trees. But even in the darkness it looked as if it was a beautiful garden.

		"We often have garden parties here in the summer. And pool parties. And other parties, too."

		Back in the house she turned to face Stella. "So, your job is to make the ground and the first floor presentable. Never mind the costs. Just tell me what you need and I'll make sure you get it. Josephine and Gaston live on the second floor so there's nothing to do up there for you. Oh, and don't mess with Josephine's kitchen."

		Stella laughed. "No, I wouldn't think of it.

		"It's getting late. We should go to bed, I have a lot to do tomorrow, and so do you."

		Once again in front of Stella's room they both hesitated, but then Stella wished Gail a good night and stood in the doorway.

		"Good night, Stella," Gail said. "You know where to find me if ... you need something."

		For a second Stella thought about going with Gail. She knew what would happen if she did. "Yes, I do." Slowly she closed the door behind her, listening to the click-clack of Gail's steps on the tiled floor. Then she turned and quickly undressed to take a shower.

		

		Yeah, she knew what would happen if she went to the master bedroom now. She also knew that sooner or later she would go and that Gail would welcome her with an embrace. She also knew where it would lead from there on. She knew that she was far too curious about where Gail could lead her to resist and she also remembered the night in Verona, when Gail and Dave had made love to her in a way she had never imagined would be possible.

		She wrapped a towel around herself and brushed her teeth, still thinking what she should do. She was already lying in her bed, the suitcases still closed when she remembered Cindy's words. "What could you possibly lose?" Nothing. There was nothing to lose, but maybe, probably, a lot to win.

		She pushed back the covers and tiptoed naked into the hall where she stood for a minute, listening for sounds coming from Gail's bedroom, but hearing nothing. She knocked, gingerly first, then, when Gail didn't respond, a second time, bolder now. When Gail answered with 'yes' she opened the door to step inside. Gail was in the tub, washing herself with a large sponge, humming a tune. Her face lit up when she saw Stella in the doorway.

		"I ..."

		"Shhh, don't speak. Come!"

		Stella walked up to the tub but before she could climb in Gail motioned her to wait. "I want to look at you for a moment. You're so beautiful." She let the sponge fall from her hand. "Put your hands behind your head, your back straight, feet apart." Stella complied without thinking about it. "Back a bit straighter. Yes, like this. And now raise your head. Be proud of yourself. Yep. Hmmm. Fantastic." Her eyes devoured the lithe body before her, taking in every detail, the small, firm breasts, stretched almost flat, the shapely yet muscular legs, the flat belly, the hint of a stubble on Stella's mound, the pinkness of her pussy lips peeking from her sex but most of all she saw the look in Stella's eyes. It told of Stella's hunger to learn, of her willingness to follow Gail's lead, of her resolve to not worry about what might happen.

		

		"Thank you, Stella. Now come and let me wash you." Stella lowered herself into the warm water, sitting with her back to Gail who began to softly wash the brunette with the sponge. "Hmm, I love your breasts." Gail cupped Stella's breasts, squeezing them, taking the nipples between thumb and index finger, teasing and arousing them. Then she started to pinch them until Stella couldn't suppress a moan of pain anymore. "You know there is no turning back from the journey we're about to start, right?"

		"Yes." Stella wasn't so sure whether she knew, but she was sure that she didn't mind. Not now, at least.

		"OK. I needed to be sure." Her hand glided down over Stella's body, reached her slit, hooked two fingers inside her, twisting and turning until Stella closed her eyes and leaned back, her breath getting heavy.

		"I love your tummy and I love your cunt too. I love all of you and I will make sure you know who you belong too."

		"Yes," moaned Stella, the hotness spreading between her legs as the fingers teased the cunt and breasts while Gail kissed Stella's neck and it didn't last long until Stella's moaning became soft cries, then louder and louder, until her body shuddered and twitched with the orgasm rushing through it.

		"I love when a girl cums easily." Gail pulled Stella's head back and kissed her passionately, invading her mouth possessively, her fingers still inside the throbbing cunt. "Let's go to bed." They toweled each other dry and slid under the covers.

		Again they kissed, their hungry mouths exploring the other, their hands all over their bodies, breath heavy as the scent of their arousal reached their noses.

		At last Gail broke the kiss. "Now you may do what you want to do most." With a smile Stella disappeared under the sheets, kissing her way down Gail's body, taking her time to kiss and suck her breasts, her soft belly until she reached the mons. Gail gripped Stella firmly by her still damp hair, urging her down, her need growing quickly.

		"Please me, girl, make me scream in ecstasy." But Stella didn't need any encouragement and went eagerly down on Gail, her tongue parting the cunt with a long, wet lick, quickly followed by a second, a third.

		"Yes, that's good," Gail moaned with every lick, the grip on Stella's hair getting tighter. Stella concentrated on the clit now, circling it, then gave it a slight flick with her tongue just as she slid two fingers into the hot wetness of Gail's pussy. She felt how Gail thrust her hips forward, onto her fingers, her need still growing. With her free hand she reached up and began to caress Gail's breast while her fingers bent in the wet hole, spreading it, slowly fucking it, the movements being met by the gyrations of Gail's hips.

		Stella felt Gail bucking as she sucked on the clit and lightly bit on it while her fingers pinched the nipple as hard as she dared to.

		"Oh yesss, yesss, yesss," Gail shrieked and pushed Stella even deeper into her hot, dripping sex. At last she couldn't wait no longer and rubbed herself on Stella's face, fucking the beautiful face of her girl until she drowned her in a forceful orgasm.

		"Thank you, my girl. You're very talented," Gail whispered when she had recovered from her climax and pulled the girl up again to taste her own bliss on Stella's lips and cheeks. "With a bit of practice and training you'll be a true Goddess of cunnilingus."

		She didn't need to see Stella's face to know that she was proud. "Too bad I can't see you blushing, hihihi."

		Stella giggled too, and blushed even more in the darkness. 

		Gail turned Stella on her side, snuggled up to her, laid an arm across her and cupped her breast, feeling the heat of Stella's body. Soon she fell asleep, but Stella lay awake for a long time, thinking about what she was going to experience here, where the journey would lead her. The sky was already beginning to lighten with dawn when she finally fell asleep too.

		

	
		Chapter 5 - First Steps

		

		"You have to be naked in my house at all times, unless I tell you otherwise." Stella's eyes widened in shock. They were sitting at the breakfast table and Gail was just telling her the first few rules she had to adhere to. "Modesty is not a trait I welcome in my slave."

		Stella needed a couple of minutes to digest that. She didn't have a problem with the first two rules. Doing what Gail told her was obvious; it was what she wanted herself. Always be open and honest was likewise not something she would struggle with. She knew she'd have no problem being naked around Gail, but there were also Gaston and Josephine. And what about the guests Gail had mentioned? Did she have to be naked too, when there were guests in the house? But Gail had said "at all times." That was clear enough, wasn't it? At long last she nodded, feeling herself blush.

		Gail smiled and sipped her coffee, looking at Stella over the brim of the cup. She was obviously waiting for something. Stella's mind raced, until she finally understood. She stood up, untied the belt of her gown and let it drop to the floor. The belt was immediately followed by the robe itself, leaving Stella standing naked in front of her mistress.

		"Good girl." Stella felt herself blush again, both out of embarrassment and, quite surprisingly, out of pride.

		"Those are all the rules for now. There will be more as we progress, but for now these will suffice. Now you can clean the table and bring everything to the kitchen."

		The color of Stella's cheeks changed from light red to dark scarlet but she immediately started to put everything on the tray. Gail's eyes followed her as she walked towards the door, admiring her firm ass. It was a very pleasant sight, Stella’s backside. But what made Gail smile even more was the girl’s willingness to please her.

		

		But Stella's resolve was short lived as she walked through the door and on to the kitchen, carrying the heavy tray carrying in front of her. She heard Josephine in the kitchen so there was no chance of depositing the tray and hurry away unseen. But even if that had been possible, sooner or later she was bound to meet Josephine, and Stella was supposed to be naked at all times. How would Josephine react? And wouldn't she be shocked to see a naked woman? And what about Gaston? She realized that she had been standing there for a full five minutes while she pondered all this.

		However, she wasn’t going to chicken out. Certainly not the first time it wasn’t easy. She took a deep breath, straightened her back with renewed resolve and walked through the door into the kitchen. She almost let the tray fall down when she saw that Josephine wasn't alone. Gaston was in the kitchen, carrying a heavy box full of food and beverages. He obviously had been shopping groceries.

		They both looked at Stella who stood beside the table, frozen and blushing like never before and unable to say a word. The two started to smile and it was Gaston who broke the silence.

		"That didn't take long."

		"All our best wishes, Stella," Josephine added while she took the tray out of Stella's hands. She put it on the table and gently stroked Stella's cheek. "Relax chérie. You'll do great. Now go back to Gail."

		Back in the dining room she almost started to cry. Gail noticed, of course, and got up to take her in a firm embrace. "You've done well, I'm proud of you. It will get easier quickly." She didn't need to say that as Stella got used to her nakedness there would be other things she would struggle with. After all, nobody ever had said that it was easy to become and be a dedicated slave.

		"First thing you will do is go through your things and throw everything away you don't really need or which you think isn't suitable for a slave."

		Stella nodded. "Yes... Mistress ..." she whispered in Gail's ear, the tone of her voice uncertain and almost a question, as if she wanted approval from Gail.

		Gail looked deep into Stella's eyes. "You know that you have just made me the happiest woman in the world?" she asked but didn't wait for an answer, instead sealed Stella's lips with her own, her tongue invading Stella's mouth, plundering it, making it hers.

		

		Two hours later Stella looked at the two piles in front of her. The one with things she wanted to keep was small. A couple of high heeled shoes, a few pieces of lingerie, no clothes except for a short red silk dress, her toiletries, the two books from Joseph and her black notebook along with her favorite pen. On the other heap lay trousers, skirts, blouses, tops and jackets, plus all her panties. She had had tears in her eyes when she had put her beloved, although quite beat up leather jacket on the pile of things to be thrown away. But she had realized that this was an exercise to let go and leave her past behind. 

		Then she put everything she intended to keep in one suitcase and all the rest in two large bags Gaston had provided and started on her new job, or rather, her new life.

		After dinner they went to the salon where Gail sat down in one of the seats. Stella hurried up to her room to bring down what she intended to keep. She showed everything to Gail and was relieved when she saw her Mistress nod in approval.

		"Well done, girl." She rang a bell and a minute later Gaston entered the dining room.

		"Please take these things with you and throw them in the garbage," Gail ordered him and Stella watched on in quiet shock as Gaston picked up the few things and took them with him. She didn't object, though, although she had to fight the urge to say something or start crying. And she didn't notice how Gail watched her intently.

		Gaston closed the door behind himself and Stella turned to look at Gail, her lips trembling.

		"No objections?" Gail asked.

		Stella swallowed and as she spoke her voice was firm again. "No, Mistress."

		"Perfect. And why don't you have any objections?"

		This time she had to wait for an answer. Finally Stella said, "It would be wrong to question your decision."

		"Yes, indeed. But there will be times when you will have to question me or tell me when I'm wrong. And you have to learn when to speak up and when to accept my decisions. But we have a lot of time to get you there. In the meantime, relax. It was only a test. Gaston will bring those few things back to your bedroom." She took Stella's hand and pulled her down to sit on her lap straddling her legs. "Now tell me what ideas you have regarding the decoration of the house before you'll get your reward."

		"There's not much yet, I'm afraid. But I think it should be a mix of modern art and antiques. Something to combine the history of the building and the present. But that's all I thought of so far."

		"Hmm. OK, sounds good to me. I want a concept by the end of the week." She took hold of Stella's chin and pulled her forward. A long, ravishing kiss followed which left both women aroused and moist. Stella's cunt changed from moist to wet and then dripping as Gail thrust two fingers inside her and started to slowly fuck her. "Get up, girl." Once Stella stood before her Mistress Gail got up herself and hooked the two fingers in the girl’s pussy. Pulling Stella after her she walked to the stairs, letting the girl feel who was in charge.

		In the master bedroom, she had Stella present herself the way she had shown her earlier that day and attached wide padded cuffs to both her wrists and ankles.

		Then she quickly tied her spread-eagled on the bed and knelt between her legs. "Today's lesson: You cum only with my permission. Failure to do so will be punished. Understood?"

		Stella nodded.

		"Good girl," Gail said and covered the girl's mouth with her lips. Again she pushed inside Stella's cunt, slowly twisting her fingers and stretching the tender hot flesh. Gail felt Stella pick up the rhythm of her thrusts as the bound slave's hips began to buck to meet her.

		"Yes, fuck yourself on my fingers. Let yourself go. Let yourself fall into your lust and passion," she whispered in Stella's ear. Her lips brushed the neck, nibbled her throat, the firm breasts with the stiff nipples, down over the silky skin of Stella's belly until she reached the centre of her lust, the scent of Stella's arousal heavy in Gail's nose. Her tongue flicked and teased the clit as she fucked her with her fingers, brought her closer and closer to the edge as Stella let herself fall.

		“Mistress …” the girl eventually moaned, “may I cum, please?”

		Gail didn’t reply. She just shook her head and let her slave feel what the answer was. She did, however, continue to finger and lick her slave. To add to the girl’s sweet torture she reached up and caressed her breasts as well, alternating between rolling her nipple and pinching it until the girl winced. Stella did her best not to cum, but fighting an orgasm isn’t that easy. Or it wasn’t for her. A few rasping licks of Gail’s tongue across her clit pushed her right over the edge into blissful oblivion and despite all her efforts to keep her orgasm from Gail, her Mistress of course noticed. Once again Stella blushed deeply when Gail pulled away, raised herself and looked down at her lovely, flushed slave.

		“I’m sorry, Mistress. I … I didn’t want to disobey,” the girl whimpered. The disappointment about having failed her Mistress was written all over her face.

		“I know, sweetheart. Don’t you worry about that orgasm. I didn’t leave you a chance,” Gail reassured her slave sweetly, then went on in a stern voice, “however, try to fool me one more time and you will spend a lot of time watching me and Dave have fun while you can’t even touch yourself.”

		“Yes, Mistress,” Stella replied demurely.

		

		The first week passed quickly. Stella worked hard, measured rooms, drew sketches, pondered ideas and browsed the web for furniture, paintings, statues and whatever she thought would fit in the old rooms of the castle. The evenings and nights were filled with more lessons; more time shared with her Mistress, and more love and lovemaking.

		On Saturday, after breakfast, Gail took Stella by the hand. "Come, my love. I'll show you the dungeon." Stella felt her heart sink but at the same moment she also felt quite giddy and foolish. She had never thought about what might be in the basement, but now that Gail had mentioned it, it made perfect sense. Of course there would be a basement, or a cellar or whatever it was called in a castle like this. Dungeon, obviously. And of course Gail and Dave would make use of it and install a room to play with their slaves.

		She followed her Mistress down the stairs into what turned out to be a play room far larger than she had expected. She looked around, at the various contraptions, many of which she had not much of a clue what they were for, others which didn't leave much to the imagination, like the St.Andrew's cross or a long wooden bench. Those items stood on the far end from where they had entered. Closer to the door stood a couple of seats around a low table, a sofa against the wall and a bar with a small fridge against the other.  

		The dungeon itself was like she would have imagined it if she had ever thought about it: Rough limestone walls, a high, whitewashed ceiling with large arches, a hardwood floor and dim, indirect light. It looked newly renovated and contrary to Stella's expectations it didn't smell like one would expect a 300 years old dungeon to smell. And it was comfortably warm. Obviously Gail had invested quite some money in a ventilation and heating. 

		"Like it?" Gail asked.

		"Yes. It's a beautiful room ..."

		"Yes, it is. What about the contraptions?"

		"Dunno. They're ... intimidating."

		"You think? Go ahead, take a closer look. You know that you will get to know them all very.... intimately." She grinned as Stella slowly and hesitantly walked towards the wooden bench, looked at it for a moment and finally lied on her back on top of it. 

		"Hmmm, a sight to behold." Gail walked to the side of the wooden bench and with a few practiced movements Stella was cuffed to the bench, her legs apart, feet on the ground, arms pulled back behind her head, her naked body stretched and splayed. "That's even better now. Want me to whip you?"

		Stella thought about it for a moment. She knew that sooner or later she would be hurt. But now? Already? "No, I don't want to be whipped, Mistress, but if you decide to whip me I won't object." 

		Gail bent over, pinched Stella's nipple and kissed her mouth. "Smart girl. But you will feel the whip only when you ask for it, not sooner." Her lips brushed over Stella’s throat, her breastbone and finally they reached the soft swell of her breasts. One hand was on the girls left breast, gently caressing it, her lips teased and suckled the right one, sucking her her nipple until Stella began to moan softly. Gail straightened again and looked down at Stella. "You're so beautiful. I should take a couple of pictures of your flattened breasts with those fantastic nipples of yours standing erect and proud."

		As soon as she had heard that, Stella immediately knew how to decorate the rooms. "Mistress?"

		"Yes?"

		"The guests you talked about ... do they know about ... this," she indicated the dungeon with a movement of her head.

		"Yes. Almost all of them. Why?"

		"Because I have an idea. What if we hung one giant black and white photo in each room? Just the one picture, nothing else except the furniture." She looked up at Gail who pondered the idea for a minute. 

		"Uh huh, I guess that could work. Picture of what?"

		"Body-scapes. In bondage."

		"Purrrrrfect!" Gail exclaimed and kissed Stella again. "You know who's gonna be the model, right?" 

		"I have a hunch," Stella said with a loving smile.

		"Hmm, your perfect ass, with a couple of dark welts, wrists bound tight ... or your pussy, a heavy chain running between your folds, glistening with your juices ... yeah, I can see it already. Make it happen. You know a photographer who could do that?" When Stella nodded she undid the restraints and Stella got up and walked towards the St. Andrew's cross to assume a position as if she were tied to it. It wasn't difficult to imagine being cuffed to the cross, then teased, or whipped, or whatever her Mistress had in mind. 'But could I handle it?', Stella asked herself. "Can I ask you something, Mistress?"

		"Of course."

		"Why me? I mean, was it luck Dave hired me?"

		"Luck? Girl ... you shouldn't underestimate me," Gail chuckled and flashed Stella a devious smile that talked of wickedness and evil plans she had for the girl. "No, it wasn't luck. I've seen you at Tiziano’s, the fancy Italian. You crossed the room, oblivious to all the stares you got, including mine. Self-assured, but not arrogantly stuck-up like so many other young, beautiful woman. Yet there was something I recognized in you."

		"Yes?"

		"Yes. The soul of a girl who hadn't yet found what she was looking for. Your true nature. The nature of a girl who needed to be taken by the hand and shown her true self."

		"Hmm." Stella thought about that for a while. "So I didn't know myself what was going on but you just saw it when I walked across a crowded restaurant?"

		"Yup. Well, I didn't know it, but I had a strong feeling. You didn't know it, of course, but you were lost when my eyes fell first on you."

		Stella's face turned into a loving smile. "If being lost always feels that good I don't ever wanna be found again."

		"But you will. You will find yourself and it will feel much, much better than it does now." Gail looked her slave over, from eyes to toes and back again. "Damn, looking at you gets me all wet." She untied the belt of her robe, slipped out of the sleeves and let it fall to the floor. "Do you want to please your Mistress?"

		"Yes, of course," Stella replied and lowered herself to her knees, her glossy lips already parted.

		"Oh no, girl." Confused, the slave looked up at her Mistress. "Show me that you really want to please me. Ask me," she went on when Stella obviously didn't have a clue what was expected of her.

		"Please Mistress, let me please you, let me bury my face in your wonderful pussy and give you pleasure."

		"Not bad for a start. But you can surely do better."

		Still looking into her Mistress' eyes, Stella thought about the right words to say, the words that would make it clear what her place was and why it would be an honor to please her Mistress.

		"Please allow your slave to please you the way you deserve, Mistress. It would be a great honor for your slave."

		Instead of an answer, Gail took hold of Stella's hair and pressed her firmly into her crotch, feeling the eager girl's tongue already darting out between her lips and between her folds. The eagerness and devotion of the girl was fantastic, Gail thought, thrusting her hips forward onto Stella’s face. And with every time the girl pleased her she learned something more and honed her skills. Her tongue caressed, her lips sucked and when Stella felt that her Mistress was hovering on the edge she sucked her clit between her lips, bit carefully down on it and flicked her tongue across the sensitive bud at the same time, pushing Gail into a convulsing orgasm.

		

		Once she had cum she didn't move for a long time. Stella's face still buried in her sex she thought about how lucky she had been to meet that wonderful girl and what a fantastic time they would have together. And then she remembered that the year would eventually be over and Stella would be 'free' again. But Gail was fully determined to make sure that the girl wouldn't want to go back to her old life.

		But in the meantime, there was a lot Stella had to learn. Like trusting her Mistress, for example. She let go of Stella's hair and walked towards the wall where several whips and paddles and canes hung from hooks. Picking a light riding crop and a blindfold she walked back to her slave, seeing her eyes widen as she saw the crop. "Get up, girl."

		Stella immediately obeyed, her face still smeared with her Mistress' juices, eyeing the crop suspiciously. Gail didn't mind the girl’s skepticism. She had to learn that when her Mistress told her she wouldn't whip her unless she asked her to, that was exactly the way it was going to happen. Standing behind Stella Gail tied the black silk blindfold around the girl’s eyes.

		"You and me, we are going to play a little game. When I tap your ass with the crop, you walk." She lightly landed the crop on the girl's ass to show her. "A tap on your breast means stop. Left hip: Turn left, right hip: Turn right. Tap on your left shoulder; kneel the way you have learned. Right shoulder means get up again and present yourself. If you hesitate too long or get it wrong, you'll feel the sting of the whip. Not hard, just enough to let you get an idea how it could be. Understood?" 

		The girl nodded. “Yes, Mistress.”

		"Fine. Off we go." A light tap on Stella's butt sent her walking. Slowly, carefully and hesitantly at first, but by and by she learned that her Mistress didn't let her walk into a wall or any of the instruments in the dungeon. Twice she felt the sharp sting of the crop and although one of those times she thought the sting had come awfully quickly she didn't object. The pain wasn't that bad and even if it had been she was too eager to prove her Mistress that she was a good girl than to voice her objections.

		Eventually Gail directed Stella up the stairs and into the hall were the Mistress had Stella get down on her knees and up again to present herself while she discussed an upcoming event with Josephine. Once again Stella's face turned a dark red when she realized that both women were probably watching her. She didn't understand a lot what they were talking about, since her French was quite rusty, only that there was supposed to be a party with several guests sometime soon. Will I have to be naked too, with strangers around? She asked herself, although she already knew the answer. She also knew that no matter how hard it would be, she'd do her best to make her Mistress proud.

		Then she felt a tap on her ass and her training continued. They walked out to the garden, through the park into the walnut orchard that surrounded the castle and shielded it from nosy people. Back inside the house she was led upstairs and through most of the rooms on the first floor. This wanted more trust on behalf of Stella, because she knew that somewhere on this floor began the long stair leading down to the hall on the ground floor and although she felt that Gail wouldn't ever let her fall down that staircase, Stella still felt quite anxious. But together they managed this stair, and they managed the next one too until they were back in the dungeon.

		"Very good. I'm proud of you, girl," Gail said as she untied the blindfold and saw the girl's eyes shine with pride. "Time off until dinner. We have a guest tonight, so make sure you’re presentable. You're allowed to wear clothes. Of course they should befit a slave."

		"Yes, Mistress. Thank you."

		

	
		Chapter 6 - Punishments and rewards

		

		It was the first time in all week Stella had more than an hour to herself. During the last days the only time she hadn't been busy working or with her Mistress she had been running or swimming lapses in the pool to keep herself in shape. Now she relaxed on the bed and let the week pass through her mind again, all those things she had learned, the sensations she’d experienced. But mostly she tried to understand her feelings towards Gail. That her Mistress loved her was obvious, and she knew that she was attracted to her too. But was it love she felt? 

		"I'm such a fool, 27 years old and still no clue about love," she finally said aloud and decided that she should not think too much about her situation but just go ahead as long as it felt as good as it did. Satisfied with that decision she got up and fired up her laptop to google the photographer she had in mind for the body-scapes. Ten minutes later she shut off her phone, having found out all she needed to know and having discussed everything that needed to be discussed. The only question remaining unanswered was when and where the pictures would be taken. 

		By then it was time to get ready for the evening. A long bath later she shaved her pussy and ass with the help of a handheld mirror. She didn't know whether this was the way Mistress wanted her to be, but she figured that if she wanted something different she would tell her. Besides, Stella had always liked the naked look on herself. 

		There was still some time until she had to go down again but she didn't really know what to do so she picked up the book Joseph had given her. It was a first edition of "The Story of O" in French. Stella had heard about the book and knew that it was about a girl that becomes a slave, but she had never read it. She leafed through the book, read a paragraph here and a couple of sentences there, but she didn't feel like starting to properly read it. 

		Eventually she got up off the bed again and went through the few clothes she still had, put on a black bustier and nothing else. Finally she laced up the straps of her high heeled sandals. As usual Stella didn't put on much make up, only a glossy red lipstick, eyeliner and mascara. A last glance at the mirror showed a young, beautiful woman that looked content, happy, even. However, a very keen observer would also have seen a tiny little spark of anxiousness in her eyes. 

		

		Her nakedness being accentuated by the shoes and the silky bustier she walked down the stairs and into the kitchen where she asked Josephine whether she could help her with anything. 

		"No, chérie, thank you," the woman said in her heavy French accent. She informed Stella that she would call her when it was time to serve the appetizers and Stella went out again. On an impulse, she opened the door to the basement and went down to the dungeon to take a closer look at all the contraptions and implements. But unlike earlier this day she concentrated on the various implements instead of the crosses and benches. There were all kinds of whips and canes, made of different materials and most likely used for different purposes. Some looked almost cute, for example a whip that looked like a horse's tail and probably was made of horse hair, others made her shudder when she thought about how it would feel to be hit with them.

		She picked a whip very much like the one Gail had used to direct her through the house. Crop she had called it, she remembered as she swung it through the air. She let it fall on her thigh and then once again, harder this time. Next she tried a thin, flexible cane, not hard, just to feel the difference. She heard voices in the hall, Josephine's and a male one she didn't recognize and while she looked up she saw the tiny red light on top of a video camera blinking. Maybe Gail is watching me, she thought. And then: Maybe I'm not supposed to be here. And probably I'm not allowed to do what I'm doing. But then she decided that she hadn't been told to stay out of the dungeon and she had so far only been told what to do, not what she wasn't allowed to do. In the end she smiled her nicest smile at the camera, just in case Gail was watching her, and picked the next whip to try out.

		

		By the time Josephine called her, the backs of both her thighs were hot and pink. A tray with a bottle of champagne, some amuse bouches and three glasses in her hands she walked out to the garden, wondering who the guest might be. She didn't have to wonder long and a wide smile appeared on her face as she recognized Dave sitting in a wicker sofa with her Mistress.

		"Hello, gorgeous," he greeted her.

		"Good evening, Da... I mean ... err." It wasn't the nicest greeting she had ever managed, but she just didn't have a clue how to call him. She hadn't an idea what he was either. Her Master, her employer or just the husband of her Mistress? Stella blushed deeply as she put the tray on the side table. 

		"Dave will do until you think I deserve some other title," he said as he got up to peck her on the cheeks. At last she remembered Gail who had watched the little scene with quiet amusement.

		"Good evening, Mistress."

		Gail acknowledged her slave with a nod of her head. "Kneel here beside me, girl." Glad that she was told what to do Stella knelt down beside Gail while Dave popped the champagne and filled their glasses.

		"To two wonderful women ... and a hot weekend," he toasted. The next half hour was small talk until it was time for dinner. Stella served the duck with roast potatoes and sauteed Brussels sprouts, listened to Gail and Dave talk about his work and basically behaved the way she thought would be appropriate for a slave. 

		"May I ask what it is you're doing, Dave?" she eventually enquired and hoped being so curious wasn't completely wrong.

		"Yes of course. Basically, we try to map human brains. It's very much like taking a picture of your face, except we take a picture of your brain. All that is stored inside it, your experiences, your feelings, your knowledge, your whole life is scanned and mapped and then stored outside of your brain. A backup, so to say."

		Stella looked at him to figure out whether he was pulling her leg, but after a while she decided that he was being earnest. But that was unbelievable, wasn't it? She didn’t know a lot about neuroscience, but she’d read the odd article in the newspaper or a magazine about it and they had all agreed on one thing: The human brain was an awfully complex thing. Really, very, astonishing complex.

		"But ... why? I mean, why would you want to do that?"

		"First, it can be used in case of injury to the brain. Or memory loss. That's obvious. Then one day in the future we might be able to alter this recording and feed it back into the brain it came out of. Like erasing memories of childhood traumas. For example, a woman has been abused as a child and now, twenty years later, she's still suffering from that experience. She unconsciously picks guys who do the same to her and can't help it. So her suffering goes on and on and on. Or victims of torture."

		"I see. Yeah, that could be helpful. But ... but if you change her past, her present will be different too. She would have lived a different life if she hadn't been abused. She'd be a different person now, in a different situation, with different people around her." 

		"Yes. I know. Nobody ever said it's easy."

		"Besides, just think about what some irresponsible asshole could do with this." Stella was getting rather agitated.

		"Tsk, tsk, watch your language, young lady," Gail interjected.

		"I am sorry, Mistress. But ... well, the idea of someone owning my thoughts, my past ... well, owning me ... it's scary."

		Gail chuckled as she reached out and took hold of Stella's chin, running her thumb along her jaw. "I own you and no one else ever will. So don't be scared." She kissed Stella on the mouth. "Coming to think of it, you can be a little bit scared of the punishment you'll get for using foul language."

		"P ... punishment?"

		"Yes, girl. You will be rewarded when you're good and you will be punished when you misbehave. Today you'll get your first punishment because foul language doesn't suit a slave. And you will also get your first reward, because you've been a very good girl all week and you have pleased me greatly tonight when you didn't hesitate to present yourself dressed like this even when you didn't know who my guest might be."

		Once again Stella blushed. "Thank you, Mistress."

		Watching this little exchange take place Dave smiled. "Hmm, reward and punishment ... I guess tonight's going to be interesting. As for your concerns: You're absolutely right. The thought of those records getting in the wrong hands is scary. And that's why we're not publicizing anything about our discovery yet. We're not even sure whether to get patents, because for a patent we have to go public. But still, it is groundbreaking."

		With that he was absolutely right, but Stella didn't worry about that any longer, at least not for the time being. Instead she thought about the punishment she would receive, and the reward, too. She was asking herself when exactly she had agreed to all that but even as she wondered about it she knew it was OK, she wouldn't have too much of a problem with punishments if she deserved them. And of course she would have even much less of a problem accepting a reward.

		

		She was torn out of her thoughts when Gail announced that they would have several guests the next day. "It's a garden party. You'll be presented to some of our best friends. Masters and Mistresses and their slaves. Again, I won't tell you how to dress or how to behave."

		Stella felt uneasy at the prospect of not knowing what to do. Surely there was some kind of protocol for someone like her? And she didn't have a clue. "But ... but I've never been to such a party. I have no idea how I should behave. I might do something wrong ... and that might look as if you're not teaching me well."

		"That's true and I congratulate you on your way of thinking. But first, I am convinced you'll do great and second I want you to find out what is right and wrong without being told."

		"Yes, Mistress." Stella's voice was hoarse when she replied.

		"By the way, which of the whips did you like best?" 

		So she had seen me trying out the whips on the screen, Stella thought, her cheeks blushing. "None of them, to be honest. I think it doesn't work if I do it myself."

		"I see. Well, if you want to find out, just tell me, I'm ready when you are. Now clear the table and serve coffee. She's doing great so far. Much better than I thought she would," Gail said to her husband as soon as the girl had hurried off with the first load of plates and cutlery.

		"Yup, looks like she's thinking about the right things. So you haven't yet given her any rules?"

		"Just the basics. We've got a full year and I want her to find out on her own. She'll be a great slave by the end of that year. And she'll never want to leave me - us - again."

		"Uh huh. I hope you're right."

		"There's no doubt. She's a born slave; she just needs to be shown."

		They were kissing when Stella returned and they were still kissing as she put the tray on the table and knelt down beside Gail again. She felt a sudden pang of jealousy, but then she remembered that she had been with Gail all week and that she was in a bad place to be jealous. Besides, Gail and Dave were married and she had known all along that she wouldn't have her to herself. At last they broke their kiss and drank their coffee.

		"Get up, girl," Gail said and stood up herself, her arm around Dave. "Time for a lesson. An important one." They turned and went upstairs to the bedroom, Stella following them on their heels, wondering what was about to happen and whether she was going to enjoy it.

		

		"Kneel! And watch." Her Mistress' finger pointed to a spot right beside the bed once she had tied Stella's hands and elbows behind her back and after she had shoved a dildo into her cunt which the girl wasn't supposed to drop. Stella immediately obeyed and knelt the way she had learned: Knees apart, back straight, head held high. She watched Gail and Dave undress, she watched them lay down on the bed, their hands exploring each other's body, their mouths locked in an endless, passionate kiss. She watched them as their bodies intertwined and she heard their moans and smelled their arousal and felt her own cunt getting wetter and hotter with every minute.

		She also felt her need to join them, to feel their touch, to be the one who was being fucked by Dave's cock, be the one who was licking Gail's pussy, to be part of it and not being left out but at the same time she knew that this was the lesson that she was being taught. Still, the following two hours, which felt like much more, where some of the hardest she could remember. She struggled to keep the dildo in, clenching her cunt as gravity tried to pull it out of her wanton hole. She forced herself to remember that she must remain motionless and do as she was told even when it was the hardest thing she had ever done.

		She watched as Gail shrieked her pleasure out loud, saw her face contorted with lust and passion and blissful oblivion before she collapsed on top of him, she saw the same on Dave's face as he thrust deep into his wife, her ass raised high, her tits brushing against the mattress, her hair in a mess, their breath heavy and loud. Then she watched his body twitch as he came inside her Mistress', his wife's pussy, and she hoped she would never ever again have to undergo such a torture as she watched them both laying side by side, panting and glistening with a sheen of perspiration, embracing each other. 

		At long last Gail turned towards Stella and beckoned her to join them. They made room for her to kneel between them. Gail looked up at her slave and smiled as her and Dave's hands slid over her body, increasing the girl's arousal with every touch. Dave untied Stella and she laid down on her back, her body open to their touch, hot and eager as the hands teased her, played with her nipples, her thighs, her sex, drove her closer and closer towards the edge. Stella moaned loudly as Gail's lips touched hers and her tongue began to dance around her own and she gasped as Dave sucked hard on her nipple while he slowly began to fuck her with the dildo.

		The caresses and kisses and teasing touches drove Stella fast towards an orgasm and she had barely time to beg her Mistress for permission to cum before she lost control and her lust exploded in a powerful orgasm. Gail and Dave didn't stop, though, but kept driving the girl deeper and deeper into her ecstasy, prolonging her orgasm until she almost lost consciousness.

		When she opened her eyes again, she looked directly into Gail's and immediately got lost in them. Never before had she seen so much love and passion in a pair of eyes, and never before had she been so sure about her own feelings.

		"So, Stella, tell me, how did you feel watching us?” Gail was propped up on her elbow, her other hand idly caressing Stella's flank. Dave came back from the bathroom and lay down behind his wife.

		Stella didn't have to think about her answer for long. "Jealous. Very jealous. I felt left out and at the same time it was so hot to watch you enjoying each other."

		"You have to learn that you're never left out, even if at first glance it looks like that. You were serving me while you knelt beside us, and serving is what a slave does. Do you understand that, Stella? That whenever I tell you to do something and you do it, you are serving and pleasing me, your Mistress?"

		"Yes, I understand, Mistress. But..." Stella broke off, not sure whether it was appropriate to voice an objection.

		"Speak up, girl."

		"Thanks, Mistress." Stella needed a moment to put her feelings into words. "I understand that, but it's seems awfully hard. And I hated myself for my jealousy. But I couldn't help feeling jealous."

		"Nobody ever said becoming a good slave was a walk in the park, right? Rome wasn't built in a day and I don't expect you to learn everything in the first week. Jealousy has no place with a slave, but it needs time to overcome it. Just concentrate on me. But if you don't mess up big time, you will never have to stand back and watch while we enjoy each other."

		"Thank you, Mistress."

		"Girl, do you really think we wouldn't enjoy it much more with an additional girl joining in? Especially if she's such a skilled, gorgeous girl as you are." Gail bent down to kiss her slave and ruffled her hair. 

		"And now it's time to sleep." And soon after, all three were fast asleep with their arms slung around each other.

		

	
		Chapter 7 - Pricks

		

		Next morning they had a late, easy breakfast in the garden. Close to noon, Stella was dismissed again to get ready for the garden party, to be back at her Mistress' feet at two o'clock, one hour prior to the beginning of the party. Once again she wondered what to wear. She still didn't have anything except the few things she hadn't tossed away. She went through her little possessions, considered a silk playsuit but discarded it because it covered her sex and she was pretty sure that this was a no-go. 

		In the end she just put on a pair of black sheer stockings and her pumps and went to knock at Mistress' door at exactly two o'clock.

		"Hmm. Guess we'll have to go shopping soon. But it will do for today. With a few additions, of course." Gail picked up a black leather collar and buckled it around Stella's neck. Next she attached a leash to it and pulled her slave close to kiss her. To her own surprise Stella felt a wave of warmth shooting through her body and pooling between her legs as she felt the tugging at her neck.

		"That's all a slave needs: A collar. Even the leash is optional," Gail whispered in her ear. 

		"Thank you, Mistress. But I thought a collar is something I'd have to earn?"

		"Yes, indeed. You don't only have to earn it; you also have to accept it. A slave can't be collared without her wanting to be collared. And likewise I have to earn the right to lock it around your neck. But this isn't a collar to mark you as mine; it is just a collar to play with." She rummaged around in one of the drawers of her desk. "Hmmm... How about this? Let's try it out." Gail held up a piece of jewelry that looked like a necklace with a silver pendant, but obviously it wasn't, as Stella noticed when Gail knelt down and attached it around her waist. The pendant was actually a small silver ornament with two chains that connected after a few inches into one single chain. The ornament came to rest on her mons, the lower part just touching the hood of her clit, the chains framed Stella's sex and pushed it out a bit, the single chain run between the folds of her sex and along the crease of her ass and was attached to the chain around her body in the back. 

		"Like it?"

		Stella looked down at herself. It was obvious that the jewelry accentuated her nakedness and would draw people's attention down to look at her pussy. But it looked nice and although Stella still fretted over the idea to be led around naked on a leash, her urge to please her Mistress was stronger than her modesty. 

		"Yes, it looks nice, Mistress."

		"Good. I have some for your tits too, but I want them to be naked and exposed. You'll see why," Gail added with a wink. "Now help me get dressed, it's time to get ready."

		Stella helped her Mistress into a long white linen skirt, rather casual, but with slits on either side it was also very sexy. Then she laced the black leather bustier Gail had decided upon. Earrings and a riding crop completed the outfit. Before they left Gail tied a black blindfold over her slave's eyes. After kissing her she whispered in her ear. "Don't speak but listen well. And trust me when I lead you around with the crop."

		"Yes, Mistress. Where is Dave, if I may ask?" Stella enquired as Gail took hold of the leash. 

		"He's preparing something with Gaston."

		

		And then they were out in the garden and Stella felt herself getting nervous as she knelt on a little plank of polished wood beside her Mistress who sat in a wicker chair on the lawn, the leash pulling just a little bit on the collar, both reassuring and embarrassing her. Dave joined them soon and then the guests began to arrive, one by one paying their respect to Gail and Dave, talking about past events, people they knew, their slaves and subs. And about Stella, too. She heard the guests compliment her Mistress, telling her what a gorgeous slave she had, one of them saying that this was the best piece of ass he'd seen in a long time and to her shock she heard her Mistress reply "who knows, maybe you'll get to have it."

		Then they all moved to the far side of the pool, where a couple of tables with sandwiches, canapés and other assorted foods and drinks stood behind a wide semi-circle of wicker chairs beneath a huge beech tree. Gail had let go of the leash and led her slave with taps of the crop again. They mingled with the guests, Stella paying close attention to the conversations and making sure she remained at her Mistress' side. 

		Suddenly she jerked when she felt a hand pinching her butt-cheek and another one on her breast. Judging from the voice the hand on her ass belonged to the man who had remarked on it before.

		"Yes, that's a perfect ass, just as I thought it is. My compliments on finding such a gorgeous girl..." Stella didn't understand the rest because she was distracted when whoever had kneaded her tit decided that it would be more fun to finger her pussy. She couldn't suppress a moan when the hand spread her lips and slid along the slit of her sex to rest on her clit. Then she felt a tongue, too, and she had to concentrate on standing still when it began to lick her. She felt hair brushing against her thighs, so it was probably a girl going down on her. The touch of the tongue also felt like it was that of a woman, although Stella couldn't be sure with her limited experience of girls going down on her. But it didn't matter anyway, whoever was going down on her did so with her Mistress' consent and that was all she needed to know.

		Her moaning got louder as the girl's tongue thrust into her hole and her thumb gently rubbed the clit, the hand on her ass still kneading and pinching her buttock. Then there was a hand on her neck, beneath her hair and she jumped a bit when she felt a stinging prick on the nape of her neck, just in her hairline. But it was soon forgotten and her moans turned into a sigh of frustration as the girl suddenly stopped when her Master told her that it was enough. Her pussy on fire, her breath heavy and a rivulet of her juices running down her leg she once again followed her Mistress as she guided her towards one of the tables. 

		"Open your mouth so I can feed you. You'll need your strength, girl," Gail commanded and then she fed her slave and held a glass of water to her lips. More chitchat followed, Stella was being felt up by more guests and by the time she was being led with the now familiar taps of the crop to a spot beneath one of the large branches of the tree her cunt once again was dripping wet. Of course with the blindfold still in place she didn't know where she was, nor did she know what was about to happen.

		

		Gail took one of Stella's hands, raised it until the girl could take hold of a wooden grip that dangled from the tree on a length of rope, then she repeated the same with the other hand and told her slave to stand with her legs apart, exposed in her nakedness, her lips parted, the pink flesh of her pussy glistening with her arousal. 

		Holding Stella with a firm grip on her hair Gail leaned close to whisper in her ear. "You did very well, I'm proud of you." She pulled on Stella's hair until her head was bent back and her throat exposed to her ravishing kisses while her other hand slid between the girl's legs and teased her until Stella moaned out in her growing pleasure.

		"You are not allowed to talk. You are not allowed to move. And you are not allowed to cum, either." Gail stepped back without waiting for an answer, knowing her girl would do her best to please her Mistress. She smiled, aware of the people looking on, admiring the beauty of her slave's naked and exposed body. She walked a few paces towards a large cooler and picked a shaved piece of ice. Then she returned to where Stella stood spread-eagled.

		A smile crept over Gail's face when Stella involuntarily jerked and gasped as the cold blade of the ice slid slowly down her body, between her breasts and over her flat belly. Stella's muscles twitched as the ice carved around her bellybutton, then trailed down to her mons, leaving a trail of cold water, and, more important, feeling like a knife on the soft skin. Gail stopped just before she reached the clit hood, her slave's body tensing already in anticipation. She brought the ice up to Stella's breasts to tease those. Soon the dark nipples stood out like little bullets, begging for attention. But Gail had no intention to play with them, not yet anyway. Instead she curved around to the tender under sides of the girl’s small tits, evoking yet another gasp from her helpless struggling slave. Then she trailed the shard along the flank, across the belly again to the other breast, teasing and tormenting this one while she bent over and took the nipple of the other tit in her mouth, sucking and nibbling on it. The moment she felt Stella relax she bit down hard, hearing Stella's surprised scream. But the girl was not given any pause.

		Gail repeated the same on her other breast, except that this time the bite never came, leaving Stella anxious and anticipating, her nipple hard and erect, her pussy tingling and wet.

		With a last, loving smack of her lips on Stella's nipple Gail let go of her slave and let her hands run all over the naked body of her slave, teasing and caressing every erogenous zone until the girl was writhing in her position, fingers cramped around the holds, knuckles white, struggling with and fighting her need to cum, her breath labored between moans and gasps of pleasure. She never uttered a word, though. She never let go of the handles or moved her feet. And of course she also didn't cum, although it was plain to see that it cost all her willpower.

		

		But Gail was about to change that, smiling wickedly as she prepared to prove her girl that she truly owned her body. She stepped back and shed her skirt to buckle a harness with a double dildo onto her lower body. Once the short, thick cock was inside her own pussy and the harness tightly fixed she went to fetch a new piece of ice. This one wasn't shaped like a shard but like a dildo. She wrapped a cloth around the base and picked up a fresh cut finger of ginger. Now her slave would learn about hot and cold simultaneously. The icy cock slid over Stella's body and this time it didn't stop when it reached the exposed clit. A sharp intake of breath could be heard as the cold shock spread through Stella's most sensitive flesh. Then the frozen cock wandered further south, parting Stella's pussy lips completely and leaving her open.

		Stella whimpered softly when the cock came to rest on her hole, her fear of being impaled on the cold ice only surpassed by her arousal and her eagerness to please her Mistress. But once again Gail surprised her and didn't slide the dildo into her cunt. Keeping it pressed against the hole she reached around and parted her slave's ass cheeks. Once the rosebud of her asshole was easily accessible, she slowly worked the ginger inside it, twisting it, pushing it all the way in. Then Gail slowly began to fuck her slave's asshole with the ginger, knowing that after a minute or two it would start to burn, the burning sensation would spread to the cunt, intensifying the already considerable flow of juices. And her slave would be as aroused as possible, the heat of the ginger and the cold of the ice producing conflicting sensations in her body, her mind trying to figure out what was happening, her body trying to get away from one sensation only to impale herself even deeper on the other.

		

		And so it happened, Stella began to move her hips, bucking as the cold cock numbed her cunt and trying to get away from the stinging burning in her ass as she thrust her asshole onto the ginger. A sheen of perspiration soon covered her entire body, her breathing was getting more and more labored as her arousal grew every time she was penetrated. 

		At last, when Gail felt that her slave was on the edge and wouldn't be able to hold back much longer, she pulled away the melting ice from her slave's cunt, positioned the strap-on dildo at the hole and with one swift motion she thrust deep into her slave’s dripping cunt. She felt Stella's reaction on the dildo in her own pussy, as the helpless girl tensed and jerked with the sudden sensation of being filled and stretched, then she heard Stella's scream as the girl lost her struggle to hold back and came violently, her hands letting go of the handles, her body going rigid before it slackened, falling right into Gail's arms, the girl crying with pleasure as her cunt clenched around the cock.

		Gail sat down on a low chair, still cradling her slave, pulling her down to sit astride her legs, the silicone cock still buried in Stella's molten sex while the slave's head rested on her Mistress' shoulders. They sat there for a few minutes with Gail gently stroking Stella's back and hair, soothing her, until Stella got her senses together again.

		"I'm sorry, Mistress. I am so sorry," she half whispered and half sobbed.

		"Shhhh, sweetheart. You don't need to be sorry. You pleased me and honored me."

		"But ... but you said I shouldn't move ... Or cum."

		"Yes. But you never had a chance. I never left you a chance. But you did your best to obey and that's all I'm asking for." Gail kissed her girl passionately, then pecked a kiss on her nose. "I love you, Stella. Now enjoy yourself, talk to other slaves, learn what it means to be a slave." She untied the blindfold and dismissed her slave with a tender slap on her ass.

		

		Later that day, after the guests had left and the garden was silent and empty again, Gail and Dave sat in the wicker chairs by the pool while Stella kneeled at their feet. "Tell us, my dear, what have you learned today?" 

		"That my body is completely yours, Mistress," Stella grinned dreamily. "And I've talked to several slaves and especially Diana at length and she told me what being a slave means to her. I need to think more about it, but what she said made a lot of sense."

		"Yes, she's a good slave and she does her Master a lot of honor. Maybe you two should meet again soon. You know it was her who has licked your pussy?"

		Stella smiled as she thought about how good the girl’s tongue had felt on and in her sex. "No, I didn't. But I know that I wouldn't mind meeting her again."

		"Then I'll talk to her Master." Gail let her gaze wander over Stella's lithe body. "I know you had a strenuous day and you are probably tired. But I'd very much like to see you enjoy yourself."

		Stella looked up, startled, a hint of anxiety showing on her face. "Please, Mistress. I ... I think I can't do that. Not yet. That was ... has been always a complete no-go. It's too personal. Please ... I can't ..."

		"Yeah, she has said so before," Dave said, remembering Stella's reaction when he had asked her the same thing when they’d first met.

		It was obvious that Gail had hit a soft spot; or rather a hard limit and that pressing the girl wouldn't lead to anything. Gail thought about it for a moment, then she made her decision: "OK. You will start training tomorrow. I propose you start masturbating at least once a day, in front of a mirror, saying out loud what you do. As soon as you are comfy with it, you'll do it in my presence, in the dark or when I'm not looking. I'm not pressing you, but I want you to do your best. Furthermore, you will think about why this is so important to you."

		"Yes Mistress, thank you." Stella lowered her eyes, a bit ashamed that something as simple as masturbating in front of her Mistress was impossible for her and just as much worried about the prospect of having to do it.

		"Did you see anything today that piqued your interest? Or something you liked especially?" Stella thought about the scenes she had witnessed. The Master who had placed dozens of clothespins, connected with a thread, on his slave's body, then pulled them off one by one, using the string. That had looked both gorgeous and, judging from the slave's reaction, also very intense. She also remembered Diana receiving a severe flogging from her Master, her body glistening with perspiration, the skin turning a deep scarlet and finally her ecstasy as she came with that final swat of the leather strands across her swollen cunt. Or the male sub who had been deeply humiliated and degraded by his Mistress, making Stella wince and look away as she had witnessed it.

		"Yes Mistress, a lot of things. The flogging looked intense, so did the clothespins on that girl's body. But what I liked most was how they all looked like in their ecstasy, how beautiful their faces were when they came."

		Dave smiled at her. "You looked exactly the same. Just more beautiful."

		"Yes, indeed," Gail added proudly. "And what was the most interesting activity? What would you like being done?"

		"Nothing I saw today during the party, Mistress. Or not exactly the same." Stella paused, her face flushing with embarrassment. "I ... well, that whip that looks like a horse's tail ... I wonder how it feels like."

		Both Dave and Gail laughed, leaving Stella confused, not sure whether she had done something wrong. "Curious, huh? You know you only have to beg me and I'll show you." 

		"Yes, Mistress, I know." Stella looked at her Mistress, trying to decide whether she should ask her to be shown right now. She knew that sooner or later she would beg anyway, and not just for the horse's tail but most of the others as well. Her heart sank and her pussy started tingling when she looked up at her Mistress again.

		"Mistress, I politely request you to show me how this horse hair whip feels on my body."

		"Why do you want me to show me?"

		"Because I am curious, Mistress. Because I know that sooner or later I will beg you anyway. Because it seems to be a good choice for a start."

		"You're not begging because you think you have to make up for not masturbating in front of us?"

		After a moment's thinking Stella replied, "Yes, true, that's part of the reason too."

		"I appreciate that you want to please me. But it's not a good motivation. I won't take you down to the dungeon and show you the various whips before you have masturbated and cum before me."

		"Yes, Mistress. I understand."

		"I know you do," Gail smiled, "and I am very proud of you. In the meantime there is much else we can do." Gail grinned evilly. "You go up, get ready for the night and wait for us in my bed. You will be completely aroused and on the verge of cumming when we come."

		

		With a graceful bow Stella left and went upstairs. Once she lay naked on the bed she started to finger herself. After a few minutes it occurred to her that she had no clue how long it would be before her Mistress and her husband would come up. She kept rubbing her clit and fucking her cunt, feeling her juices run down into the crack of her ass, her breath heavy and her own scent rising up to her nose. Stella certainly wasn't a novice at masturbation, but keeping herself on the edge for a longer stretch of time wasn't as easy as she thought. So far the goal of masturbation had been to cum, not necessarily as fast as possible, but within a reasonable time. Drawing out fulfillment an undetermined length of time hadn’t ever been her objective when she’d masturbated.

		After a while she changed position and got on her knees, her ass raised and exposed, rubbing her throbbing, wanton cunt on a cushion. Just when she thought she couldn't go on anymore, with her pussy aflame and her clit tender from all the friction, her hands and crotch soiled with her juices and the whole room filled with the scent of her arousal she heard steps on the landing.

		With the end of the bed facing the door, her ass still raised high, two fingers in her cunt she remained in this position, keeping herself close to the edge. She was too much captured in her own lust, too much fighting the urge to cum so she never even realized that she did exactly what she had said she couldn't do just a little bit earlier. She kept masturbating even when she heard Gail opening the door and step inside, followed by Dave. 

		"Cum!" Gail's command was loud and sharp and it was all Stella needed to tip over the edge and fall into the abyss of her passion and lust. Her twitching body collapsed on the bed, fingers clawing at the linen, her scream muffled by the cushion. 

		When she came around from her orgasm she found herself cradled in her Mistress' arms. "I'm so proud of you, girl." Gail's arms around her, gently stroking and caressing her, Stella fell in that oblivious state only a good orgasm can bring, tired after a day full of new sensations and experiences. She barely noticed how Dave made love to his wife, Gail's breasts pressing into her back with the rhythm of their lovemaking.

		

		The next day, a Monday, Gail and Dave departed to Zurich. Stella didn't like to be left behind at all, but she had a long list of things she had to do, so there wasn't too much time to think about that. Monday and Tuesday she finished the plans for the re-decoration of the various bedrooms and spent some hours on the internet, learning as much as she could about BDSM and being a slave. On Wednesday morning, just after she returned from her jogging, Josephine called her. "Madame wants to talk to you. The phone in the salon."

		"Yes, Mistress?" Stella was aware of Josephine's eyes on her naked body. Somehow that bothered her the most, that this middle-aged woman, perfect cook and house holding lady saw her naked. It just didn’t fit. Not even Gaston's eyes on her bothered her that much. Ah well, there was nothing she could do about it except get used to it. Or just live with it.

		"I called that photographer you mentioned. He will arrive tomorrow morning to take pictures. You will serve him in every way. Understood?"

		"You mean ..."

		"Yes, exactly. That's what I mean."

		Stella felt her heart sink. So she was back to being a whore, was that it? But she didn't dare to object to her Mistress' order and remained silent.

		"Actually I don't just want you to serve him in every way; I want you to actively offer yourself. I want you to be the perfect host and make his stay as pleasurable as possible." The tone of Gail’s voice left no doubt that she expected her girl to fully comply with her orders.

		"Yes, Mistress," Stella answered, her voice less firm than she hoped it would be. 

		"Do you have a problem with that?"

		After a moment, Stella replied. "Mistress, I realize that I am serving you when I offer myself to this man. So, no, I have no problem, Mistress."

		"Good girl. I love you."

		"I love you too, Mistress." She slowly put the receiver down. She wasn't exactly thrilled about the prospect of having to offering herself to a complete stranger, but then again, she was a whore, or had been, at least, and it wouldn't be the first time she'd have sex with a stranger.

		

	
		Chapter 8 - Poses

		

		As it turned out, it was easy and it was fun. The photographer arrived the next morning and Stella went out to help him carry all the equipment inside and up the stairs. It seemed as if he didn't notice her nakedness. Only when they had put down the last suitcase and she was about to leave him so he could settle in did he properly look at her.

		"Let me look at you, Stella," he said and made her turn around. "You're a beautiful woman. I'm sure we'll make some very good pics, you and me."

		"Thank you, Jon. Oh ... I almost forgot ... Mistress ... I ... umm ..." Stella blushed, feeling like a schoolgirl on her first date. "I'm at your service. Completely, I mean, not just for taking pictures. Any wish you might have, I’ll do my very best to satisfy you."

		"Is that so?"

		"Yes. That's the way it is." Stella bit her lip, but then she smiled as she thought of her Mistress and that she was serving her right now.

		"Good. I certainly appreciate that. Now show me the rooms where we will take pictures of you." He followed Stella around the house, all business again, thinking of angles and light, although he couldn't help thinking of how it would be to fuck the hot naked chick beside him. 

		"I thought of doing every room differently, different color, different materials, different theme." Stella opened the door to the first room.

		"This would be the 'bondage'-room. Others would be about devotion, pain, love."

		"Yeah, that sounds like a very good idea," Jon said and walked towards the window, looking down into the garden. "We'll take a few in the garden too. Just for fun. And for your Mistress. I have a few ideas I'm sure she will like." He turned around. "Do you have bondage gear, sexy underwear, shoes?"

		"There is a dungeon in the basement, but I don't know whether it has the equipment you want. I have almost no clothes and only two pair of shoes." 

		"Oh, a dungeon, huh? Great. Show me." He followed Stella down the stairs, his eyes on her perfect ass, already thinking of how to put it into frames and to good use. But that would come later; first there was work to be done.

		Once in the dungeon, Jon looked around, picked up a few implements, opened closets, mumbling to himself while Stella waited. At last he turned around and let his eyes wander over the naked girl's body. "Perfect. I will enjoy this." He paused for a moment, then added grinning, "I'm talking about taking the pictures." With a quick step forward he stood in front of Stella and grabbed her hair, pulling her head back to expose her throat. Stella's scalp hurt and she expected him to push her down and have her suck him off, but he merely stepped back again and looked at her. "We need that pic. You look so vulnerable and yet so intent on pleasing like this. But first things first." He went on to explain what he had in mind so far, then they went up again where he called Gail to ask whether it was OK to go ahead with what he had in mind. In the meantime, Stella served a light lunch in the garden.

		

		"She agrees on everything. For two shoots she wants to be here, so she'll return Friday night and we do those pics Saturday. That gives us enough time to do everything else before. And now, girl, you get under the table and give me a nice blowjob."

		Stella rejoiced when she heard that her Mistress would be back a day earlier than planned. Without hesitation she slid under the table. After all, she was a slave now, and as a slave she was meant to serve her Mistress and serving her Mistress was what she did. It was that simple.

		"Oh yeah," Jon exclaimed as Stella closed her lips around his cock, her tongue playing with the little hole on the head before taking him deeper, until his cock pressed against her throat. "Ohhh fuck, you're one helluva cocksucker." Her tongue licked his shaft now as her head bobbed up and down, her lips firmly closed around him, her hands caressing his balls and stroking his shaft. She realized that she actually enjoyed it, more than she had expected she would. After a few minutes, she felt his cock throb in her mouth and soon after he shot load after load of his cum into her, praising her cocksucking skills. She swallowed every drop, his cock still in her mouth, then she licked him clean and tucked the cock in his trousers again.

		She looked up at him, her lips still glistening with saliva and his cum. "I hope you are satisfied, Sir."

		"Very much so. You are a fantastic cocksucker. But I guess you're a fantastic fuck too."

		"Thank you Sir. I'll do my best." Stella smiled her genuine smile because she really was happy and proud. What has become of me, she thought. I am proud and happy to give strangers a blowjob. But she knew the answer, she was happy because she served her Mistress. It was that simple, it really was.

		"Now eat something yourself, it will be a long afternoon and modeling is hard work." Jon watched her as she sat down and ate. "You do your Mistress great honor. I bet she's proud of you."

		"I cannot comment on that. You'll have to ask Mistress herself, Sir."

		"Yes, of course, although I have no doubts regarding her answer." He watched her blush. "Seeing you blush so beautifully I think it's a shame if we go with only black and white pictures."

		She blushed even deeper.

		

		But black and white it was going to be, and modeling proved to be hard work indeed. For the first room they decided on chains. Jon took close ups of her sitting on the window sill, the daylight through the window the only source of light. He had chained a thick steel chain around her waist and between her cunt lips. For effect he sprayed oil and water on her and the chain. Even in the small display of the Canon it looked highly erotic.

		It was almost time for dinner when they finished.

		"You OK with doing one more set?" Jon asked as he pushed his plate away after they had finished eating.

		"Yes, sure," Stella replied and so they went upstairs again, into the next room. "Here it's gonna be devotion. So what I want you to do is get into the perfect position, holding out an implement to your Mistress to use on you. What you think?"

		"Yes, sounds perfect. Although I'm not sure whether I manage such a perfect position."

		"You're too modest, Stella. You'll do fine. And now hurry to the dungeon and bring something you'd like your Mistress to use on you."

		Stella didn't need to think long. She took the horsehair flogger from its hook and hurried back. And then she knelt down, her legs spread wide, her back straight, head held high, arms outstretched with the flogger on her open palms. Although her arms felt as if they'd break off any moment she kept her position for a long time, she even managed to imagine that Gail was here and that she was silently pleading her Mistress to use the flogger on her body.

		Jon was delighted as he clicked away, dancing around her to catch her from every possible angle, praising her and telling her to hold on just a little bit longer.

		"That was great, Stella," he finally said and with a heavy sigh Stella lowered her trembling arms.

		Jon uploaded all the pictures to his laptop and they went through them, sorting out the few they thought were good enough to blow up to a large size, saving all the others on a DVD.

		That being done, Stella stood up. "Thank you, Jon, those are fantastic pictures. They will look great in these rooms." Unsure what to do next she hesitated, but then she remembered that she had to offer herself actively. "I would be honored if I could be of further service to you, Sir," she said, after she had assumed the 'present'-position she already was used to.

		Jon looked at her and smiled. "Well, I'm not stupid enough to forgo that offer. Go have a shower and get ready for bed and then you come back."

		"Yes, Sir." When Stella returned with her skin and hair still damp from the shower, he was already in bed, waiting for her, his fringe benefit.And as he had expected, the girl wasn’t just a great cocksucker, she was also a fantastic fuck.

		

		They got up very early the next day, before sunrise. "I like trees and I like beautiful women, so when I get the chance to put them both in one picture, I don't waste it. And the soft morning light is just perfect for what I have in mind," Jon had said the night before, after he had rolled off of Stella.

		And so she stood in the garden, wearing only her sandals and lace hold-ups, her nipples hard in the still cool breeze. Stella quite enjoyed the modeling among the majestic beeches and oaks, the sunlight painting her skin golden, but she was still glad when it was time for breakfast.

		"What's next?" she asked when they sat at the table.

		"Today we do two more sets. One just of you, I'm thinking of a body-scape, the next in bondage. And tomorrow when you're Mistress is here we will do the last two. Pain and ecstasy."

		"Do you already have an idea for those two?"

		"Yes. And that's why I want your Mistress to be here. Because you'll be in real pain. You will suffer for the perfect picture. But I got a hunch you'll do your Mistress honor."

		"Thank you, Jon. But I'm not so sure about that. I have no experience with pain. I'm still new to all this."

		"Yeah, I know. But it doesn't matter. You want to be a good slave, and that's all that counts. What did you do before you came to live here?"

		There was a moment's hesitation before Stella replied. "I was a whore. An escort, if you prefer."

		"Considering your skills I bet you were booked solid," he smiled, getting up after he finished breakfast. "Time to get back to work, girl."

		

		"Here I want you bound on the bed. But not with rope, I was thinking of something raw. I don't want accurate Shibari, I want to show you waiting to be used for whatever your Mistress has in her mind, bound roughly, just to keep you restrained." Jon stood in the middle of the room on a ladder, looking down at the bed through the camera.

		"I have no idea what Shibari is, but the idea sounds good. Maybe strips of cotton, ripped from a sheet? Or gauze?"

		"Yes. Good idea. I like the ripped cotton. And if you find one, bring a black sheet too."

		He set up the lights while Stella went down to ask Josephine about the sheets. When she came back she carried two old white sheets and a black satin one.

		"Perfect. Just perfect. Now to bind you in the perfect position." He draped the black silk sheet on the bed, making sure to keep it ruffled. Then he used strips of the white sheet to tie Stella face down on the bed, one leg spread out, the other pulled up and connected to her bound wrists behind her neck. 

		"Hmm, yeah, that might work. Something misses, though," he said as he looked at her. He knelt beside her and reached between her spread legs. "Your pussy needs to be wet." He fingered Stella's sex until it was hot and glistening with her nectar. "Yup, like this. I'm also going to fuck you like this when we're finished. That making you even hornier? To know that you'll be fucked bound like this?"

		"Yes, Jon." Stella's answer came without delay and she realized that the thought actually did arouse her.

		Three hours later Jon put the camera aside. He had repositioned Stella a few times and fingered her to keep her wet, he had had to free her of her bonds twice because her leg had cramped, but otherwise she had lain perfectly still. A born model, he thought to himself as he unbuckled his belt and dropped his trousers. And a perfect fuck too, he thought, as he plunged deep into her dripping, molten sex.

		Stella was tired by then, all the posing and holding still in the morning as Jon photographed her body was more straining than she’d imagined. And she was horny too, and so she came pretty fast when Jon fucked her from behind, taking his time to explore the wet depths of her cunt.

		

		Later in the evening they went through the pictures again, sitting at the dining table.

		"Huh? My pussy isn't even visible in those!" Stella exclaimed when they were through with the pics of her in bound on the bed.

		"No, it isn't."

		"Then why did you finger me all the time?"

		"Because I could. Because you were helpless. Because it got you in the right frame of mind for the pictures. Or maybe I did it just because you're a wanton cunt and enjoyed it?"

		Stella didn't reply, but her flushing face was all the answer Jon needed.

		"Yes, face it, you're a wanton cunt. Be proud of it. And now get ready, when I come up in ten minutes I expect you to wait for me in my bed."

		Stella was waiting for him when he entered his room. And then he fucked her brains to mush and she did the same with his.

		

		The next morning Stella was waiting for her Mistress, kneeling on the lawn beside the driveway when Gail arrived. "Hello sweetheart. Get up so I can kiss you properly without breaking my back." As soon as Stella stood they kissed passionately, Gail's hands all over her slave's body to reclaim it.

		At last she asked how the photographing was going and Stella reported dutifully.

		"Perfect. Then let's proceed, I'm all giddy to see you modeling." Together they went upstairs, where Jon was setting up the camera for the next setting in the next room. After they had greeted each other, Gail wanted to know what Jon had in mind.

		"The horse. I want her on the horse."

		"I don't know. She's never been on one," Gail responded, looking at Stella who stood back, waiting and listening. "Let's go down and look at it. No use trying to explain if she has no idea what we're talking about."

		Stella followed her Mistress and Jon down to the dungeon, a bit worried about what they were talking about, but even more curious.

		"I want you on this in the next room, the 'pain room'." Jon pointed to a wooden horse by the far wall. "And I want you to stay on it until it really hurts. Until you think that's as much as you can take and then some."

		Gail took her by the hand and led her to the horse to take a better look. "I will tie your legs to it so that your whole weight rests on your pussy. You'll also have your arms tied behind your back. It will be very painful. And I want you to know that it is your decision and your decision alone. If you're not ready, that's absolutely OK, sweetheart. Understood?"

		"Yes, Mistress."

		"Good, then think about it. Once you're on that horse you'll stay on it until we're satisfied or until you use your safeword. You remember the safeword, don't you?"

		"Yes Mistress. It's red."

		"Good girl." Gail laid her hand on Stella's shoulder while they both looked at the horse. Stella had a pretty good idea how it would feel to sit on it. She also had a pretty good idea what it would do with her pussy. She felt fear tie a knot in her stomach, but she also knew that she would be immensely proud every time she looked at that picture. And it was evident that it would make for a great subject in a picture. Finally she took a deep breath. "I want to try, Mistress."

		"Good girl," Gail responded after a long look in her slave's eyes. “I’ve never doubted you would.”

		Together they carried the horse upstairs and put it in front of the window. By now the sky had clouded over and the light seeping in was soft, in complete contrast to the expression on Stella's face, once she would have ridden the horse long enough.

		Gail bound her wrists to her elbows behind her back, then she ordered her to stand over the horse. "I'll tie your legs back to the legs of the horse with quick snap links. That way we have you off the horse in seconds should it be necessary."

		"Yes Mistress. Thank you," Stella responded, her voice less firm than she would have liked it. But she really didn't feel too confident anymore. The thought of the hard wood of the horse tearing into her tender flesh was quite worrying.

		It was even worse than she had thought as she soon found out. After a few minutes, she already thought she couldn't bear it anymore and began to shift her weight as good as she could. She rode the horse, bit her lips, her face contorted and pained, her breath coming in heavy pants and if it hadn't been for her Mistress in front of her she'd have used her safeword. The way it was, she looked at Gail and concentrated on her and that helped her to stand it a few minutes longer. When she began screaming with the pain searing through her pussy, when it felt as if she was being torn apart and split in two, beads of sweat on her forehead and her muscles cramping, Gail quickly released her bonds and held her upright. Together with Jon she laid the trembling slave on the bed.

		"Shh, girl, it's over and you've been wonderful." Jon handed Gail some cooling ointment and she gently rubbed liberal amounts all over Stella's tortured pussy. Soon the girl felt better as the stinging pain receded and turned into a dull but still painful throbbing.

		"I hope the last setting doesn't involve anything to do with my pussy," Stella finally said with a weak smile. "And I hope the pictures came out good."

		"They did," Jon reassured her. "Wanna see them?"

		"Just a moment. What's the next theme?" Gail interjected.

		"Passion. Or Ecstasy, rather," Stella replied.

		"Good. Then you will think about what you want to do while we look at those pictures and during lunch."

		"Yes, Mistress. Anything I want?"

		"Yes, you have a carte blanche," Gail said with a loving smile.

		

		"Do you know what you want, Stella?" They sat in the garden, rested and fed and enjoying the sun. Stella's cunt still hurt, but the pain had by now become a low throb and she was confident it would be gone in a few hours.

		"Yes, but I have a question first: Can you bring me to ecstasy with the horsehair flogger?"

		Gail's face lit up as she heard this. "Yes. If you can let go, I can bring you to a screaming orgasm you will never forget."

		"Then may I have permission to leave the table, Mistress?"

		"Yes, slave."

		With a graceful bow Stella got up, thanked her Mistress and hurried inside and down to the dungeon.

		"Wow, she's a fantastic girl," Jon remarked admiringly.

		"Yes, she is. I hope she served you well while I wasn't here."

		Jon smiled as he thought of the service Stella had provided. "Yes. She was exquisite. I couldn't have asked for a better host. Or a hotter one, for that matter."

		At that moment Stella returned to kneel in front of her Mistress. She assumed the same position as she had the day before when she had presented the flogger. And she also held out the flogger this time too. But this time it was for real. Both Gail and Stella knew that their relationship had reached a turning point.

		"Mistress, I humbly request you to use this flogger on me and bring me to ecstasy with it." She raised her eyes and looked into Gail's. Neither said a word for a long time. Not even when Gail saw the muscles in Stella's arms starting to twitch did she take the whip. She knew the girl could hold her position even longer and so she continued to look into her slave's eyes. Only when she recognized a flicker of despair and fear of failure in Stella's eyes did she take the whip from her and held it in front of her again.

		"Kiss it, slave. Kiss your tormentor."

		With trembling lips Stella kissed the handle of the flogger, her eyes fixed on Gail's all the time.

		"You have no idea how proud I am of you, Stella," Gail said and slung the strands of the flogger around Stella's neck to pull her close and kiss her.

		

		"This is going to be difficult." Jon looked around in the next room, the last one for which they had to take pictures. "If you say she needs support to keep herself upright, we have to bring some rack or something similar. Or tie her up."

		"Hmm, although I like the idea of Stella fighting to keep her position, tying her up might be better for what we have in mind. But there's no means to tie her up in here." Gail looked around too, then at the ceiling with its stuccoes.

		"Maybe Gaston has an idea?" The situation was a bit surreal, Stella thought after she had made her proposal. Here they were talking about whether she needed to be tied up or not and she actually chimed in with propositions.

		"Yes, good idea. Go fetch him."

		Five minutes later Stella returned with Gaston in tow.

		"No problem. This ceiling is basically just a few millimeters of plaster on heavy wooden beams. I can screw in a couple of hooks in no time, without doing too much damage to the plaster," he said as soon as they had explained what they needed. He went downstairs and a few minutes later he returned with the necessary equipment and a double ladder. Soon two massive hooks were firmly fixed in the old oak wood beneath the plaster. He slung a rope through each and pulled himself up, to check whether it was secure.

		"I'm 90 kilos. If it's good for me, it should be good for her too," he said, his eyes fixed on Stella's naked, slender body.

		"Merci beaucoup, Gaston."

		"Madame," he said and started to gather his equipment.

		"Do you want to watch?" Gail asked him.

		He thought about it for a moment. Usually he didn't care about the sexual activities of his employers too much. But he liked Stella, her friendly manners and open character. "Only if she wants me to, Madame," he replied with a sideglance at the slave.

		Gail shot her slave an inquisitive look. "Stella?"

		Stella looked at Gail first, then at Gaston. She realized that Gail wanted him to be there to take away yet another piece of her modesty. She also knew that if things went on as they did so far, there would soon be no modesty left. "Sure, that’s fine with me, Misstress," she nodded.

		Soon she was chained to the rings in the ceiling, her legs apart but not restrained. Mistress began slowly, oiling Stella's body from head to toe, massaging every muscle with skilled hands until she was completely relaxed. The bound girl enjoyed every second, unaware of both Gaston and Jon sitting on the bed, watching her react as her Mistress gently massaged her breasts until her nipples stood erect, then moving to her cunt, cupping it and rubbing it, listening to Stella's breathing getting heavier.

		

		Then, when Stella began to move to meet her Mistress' hand on her sex, Gail let go of her slave and began to tease her with the flogger. Time and again she let the fine hair run over Stella's body, teasing her everywhere, the soft sensation of the hair provoking just as soft moans. After a while the touch of the flogger changed. It was still teasing, but it fell harder on the naked skin, with a tiny bit of a sting to it. On and on Gail let the horse hair fall on Stella, until her skin was a rosy red from head to toe.

		By then Stella was highly aroused, her eyes were closed, lips parted, her swollen cunt glistening with her sweet juices. But it wasn't over, not for a long time. Jon began to snap pictures, close ups of her face mostly, but also her hard nipples and the wet cunt.

		The intensity of the flogging increased again, and now it was more sting than caress, each tip of the horse hair feeling like a small pin prick on Stella's skin. Her body soon began to glow with heat and shine with perspiration and she began to tear and jerk at her bonds as she began to lose control of herself.

		But Gail was relentless and let the whip dance over Stella's firm breasts, hit her nipples, the tender skin of her inner thighs, followed the curve of her perfect ass, closed in on her cunt without reaching it. Stella's mind got more and more confused as the pleasure mingled with the pain, becoming one to let her lust grow, her need for release almost overwhelming. Her whole body was one erogenous zone by now, and every stroke of the flogger sent another small wave of pleasure and pain to her brain and her pussy. She fought to keep control since she hadn't been given the permission to cum by her Mistress, but it was evident that she would soon lose that battle and cum violently, with or without being allowed to.

		Stella didn't see Gail's arm moving back, her eyes were unfocused, turned inwards, the world around her merely a blur, all her senses were focused on her body, her lust, her ecstasy. So when the horsehair flogger came down on her tender and swollen cunt, letting it explode in a flash of pain and pleasure and Gail commanded her to "CUM!" her reaction was completely unconscious.

		She jerked violently against her bonds and wailed like a banshee as wave after wave of lust and passion washed over her. Gail still whipped her cunt, though lighter now, just enough to keep her girl cumming, cumming, cumming, juices covering her twitching legs, Stella’s face contorted in sweet agony until she hung limp in her bonds, semi-conscious, barely aware of her surroundings.

		Jon and Gaston helped Gail to release the girl and lay her down on the bed, then they both left to let Gail lay beside her slave and embrace and cuddle her. When she had recovered enough to think and talk again, Stella turned to face her Mistress.

		"Thank you, Mistress. Thank you so much." Then she started to cry out of sheer happiness, while her Mistress kissed her and held her close.

		

	
		Chapter 9 - Changes

		

		A couple of days later the huge blow ups of the photographs were delivered and hung on the walls in the corresponding room by Gaston. Gail took Stella's leash in her hand and together they went from room to room. The furniture had arrived too, not much, just a bed, a sideboard and a table with a chair in each room, leaving them almost empty and giving them a spartan feeling.

		"Very well done, Stella, I like that. The idea with the pictures is great and you are the perfect model. Time to celebrate, my love. Time to introduce you to the dungeon."

		The smile on Stella's face was more than a little bit weak. "Yes, Mistress."

		"Are you afraid?" Gail's eyes fixed those of her slave.

		"No, Mistress. I know I have nothing to fear from you. But ... well, I'm still nervous."

		"Very good, my love. That will keep you alert. And dripping wet," Gail continued with a giggle. She tugged on Stella's leash and her naked slave followed her down to the dungeon. Stella stood in the middle of the room while Gail went to the cupboard to fetch leather straps both for her wrists and ankles. She remained motionless as she saw Gail pick up a singletail but it took some effort not to flinch. That thing looked just evil, as did the various canes. She wasn't sure at all whether she was ready for such a whipping.

		But she didn't say a word as Gail closed the cuffs around her ankles, then locked them to snap links on two beams spreading her legs wide enough so her cunt lips parted to reveal the pink flesh of her pussy. She didn't flinch or say a word as her Mistress did the same with her wrists, pulling the rope attached to the cuffs through rings so that she had to stand on tiptoes.

		Then Gail pulled her head back with a firm grip on her hair, kissed her slave's throat, then her ear, the other hand holding the whip in front of Stella. "Do you want to feel that whip? Are you ready?"

		Stella's mind raced. She wanted to please her Mistress, wanted to be strong for her, wanted to be a good slave. But she was terribly afraid of the whip, too. Her eyes fixed on the coiled braided leather of the whip she struggled with her emotions. "No, Mistress. I think I'm not ready yet."

		"Don't you trust me, slave? Don't you trust me to use it on you?" Gail wanted to know.

		"I do trust you, Mistress. But ... you said it's about growing in my submission, get to know myself better. And having fun. This doesn't look like fun. Not yet. Mistress." Stella's voice was low, with a pleading undertone. She wasn't sure whether she was saying the right thing, but she knew that at least she had been honest.

		"Very good. I need to know that you don't just do something to please me. It must come from your heart." Gail kissed Stella's throat again, one hand still holding her by her hair, the other one sliding the handle of the whip up and down her wet slit. "I know one day you'll come to me, kneel in front of me and ask me to use it on you. Until then, you'll just be fucked by it." With that she pushed the handle deep inside Stella's dripping pussy. A moan escaped Stella's lips and she couldn't help but buck her hips to meet the handle. "Ah, I love the way your body reacts. Make sure you clench your cunt firmly around the whip, you don't want to lose it."

		Standing back Gail looked at her slave. Stella’s cheeks were red with embarrassment, her eyes focused on Gail's, her tits almost stretched flat, her nipples hard and dark against the pale skin. But her firm buttocks were the best. Cute dimples showed as Stella clenched them and strained her pelvic muscles to keep the whip buried in her cunt. Gail walked around, then suddenly she smacked Stella's buttock, smiling when Stella let out a stifled cry.

		Another slap on the other butt-cheek provoked a sharp intake of breath. Now Gail smacked her slave's bottom with stinging slaps in sharp succession, until the ass was red and hot.

		"Hmmm, I wasn't sure whether it's possible to make your perfect ass look even nicer, but now I know," Gail leaned in to Stella and whispered in her ear, one hand rubbing her glowing ass cheeks, the other slowly fucking her with the handle of the whip. She continued doing that until Stella moaned and until her juices covered Gail's fingers. Then she brought up her hand and slowly licked her slave's juices off it. "You taste wonderful, my love. And there's so much of that honey-juice left where this came from. Might need to give you a drink so you don't dehydrate."

		Gail held a bottle to Stella's lips and let her drink it all. Discarding the bottle she went to the cupboard again. When she came back she held a cotton bag in one hand, rattling the clothespins inside it. "Today I'm gonna play with your gorgeous tits." One by one she placed the clothespins on Stella, beginning at her belly. Pinch the skin, place the pin. Pinch the skin, place the pin, over and over again, until a long line of clothespins spiraled out from the bellybutton, then up to her left breast, circling that before it run straight across, the nipple in the firm grip of a pin before it went down to the sensitive underside of the right breast and finally closed in around the aureole and ended at the nipple.

		After the initial sting every clothespin induced had faded Stella just felt a throbbing, dull pain. She didn't know yet that the real pain would flood her body once the pegs were ripped off and the blood rushed back into her flesh, especially the nipples. She looked down at herself and thought that she would like to see the pattern of the clothespins on her torso, which certainly looked nice. But she had other things on her mind too, like keeping her cunt muscles tight to prevent the whip from falling down. Or thinking about what her Mistress would do next. She soon found out, though, as Gail began to tread a length of string through each ring at the end of the clothespin.

		Gail pulled a little bit on the string, just to let Stella feel the tug on the first clothespin.

		"Hmm, that will be intense when I pull them all off," Gail mused as she admired her handiwork. "But now I think you could still use some more stimulation." She smiled her wickedest smile as she pretended to ponder possibilities. "Yup, your ass probably wants to be entertained too. And if I'm not mistaken your cunt usually gets dripping wet in no time when I pull your hair." After another trip to the cupboard she started to braid Stella's hair, weaving a silk band into the tight braid. "Yes, you'll love that. Your ass will love it, too."

		Next she pushed two fingers inside Stella's cunt beside the handle of the whip, spreading her girl and teasing her as she scooped up enough juices to perfectly lubricate her asshole.

		"You know what this is?" Gail held up a stainless steel hook, quite large and with a ring on the longer end while she slowly spread her slave's juices around her asshole, pushing a finger inside.

		"No Mistress. But I think I can guess were it goes," Stella said, wiggling her ass as her Mistress spread her hole and started to fuck it.

		"Smart girl." Gail pulled out of her and worked the hook into Stella's asshole, making sure to twist it and push it in as deep as possible until the ring rested on the small of her back. "Like having both holes filled, don't you?"

		"Yes, Mistress."

		"What does that make you?"

		"A horny cunt, Mistress?"

		"Yup. It makes you a horny cunt. A horny, wanton cunt." Gail gave the hook a final twist and started to tie the silk ribbon she’d woven into the girls hair to the ring protruding from Stella's ass. She pulled it tight, until Stella had to tilt her head backwards. "Did I ever tell you how much I love horny, wanton cunts?"

		Gail pulled a comfy leather chair in front of Stella and sat down, crossing her legs. "Look into my eyes, slave," she commanded and watched with an amused smile as the girl lowered her head enough to look at her, thus putting a lot of strain on both her scalp and her asshole. "Lovely, just lovely. And so helpless."

		She got up and pulled down her skirt to stand naked from the waist down in front of her slave, gently rubbing her pussy.

		"I know you want to be the one pleasing me, but I'm afraid this time you can only watch me enjoying myself. And don't you dare and look away or close your eyes." She sat down again with her legs spread wide as Stella struggled to keep her eyes on her Mistress' cunt. One hand playing with her tits, the other with her pussy, Gail took her sweet time to masturbate, pinching her nipples and fucking herself with two fingers while her thumb teased her clit.

		Stella felt her own arousal grow, a trickle of her juice ran down her leg and she had to concentrate on keeping the singletail in her pussy. Her eyes were riveted to her Mistress's pussy, her mind thinking how much she would be kneeling in front of her Mistress, kissing her sex, lapping up her sweet juices. But it wasn't going to happen and so she had to stand and watch until Gail came, splattering both the chair and the hardwood floor with her nectar. 

		

		Gail remained motionless for a couple of minutes, eyes half closed as she enjoyed the aftermath of her orgasm, aware of her slave watching her all the time. At long last she got up and held her fingers in front of Stella's mouth so the girl could lick her Mistress' juices off them. To do that she had to bend her head forward though, thus increasing the already painful straining on her hair and her asshole.

		Stella struggled and winced, her lips parted, the pink tip of her tongue already showing. And she completely forgot about the whip in her pussy. She felt it sliding out and frantically cramped her muscles around it but it was too late. The handle landed with a dull thud on Gail's left shoe, splattering it with Stella's cunt juice.

		Apart from a rustle when Stella flinched as she realized that she was in trouble the room was eerily silent. Gail didn't move, her eyes piercing those of her slave. It wasn't easy to remain silent and held her Mistress' gaze, but Stella knew she had no other choice than to wait and accept whatever punishment her Mistress would give her.

		A full two minutes passed during which neither of the two women spoke or moved.

		"I don't know why, but I feel benign today. You will get to choose your punishment." Gail slowly sat down again in the leather chair, her eyes never breaking contact with Stella's.

		The bound girl didn't know whether she was supposed to say anything but since she didn't know what to say she thought it wiser to remain silent.

		"Don't you gonna thank me for giving you a choice, slave?"

		Oh damn. Stella cursed herself for not thinking of the obvious. "Thank you for letting me choose my own punishment, Mistress."

		"You're welcome. Of course you won't like the choices. It wouldn't be a punishment if you liked it, now would it?"

		"No, Mistress."

		"Choice one: Getting your pussy whipped with the whip it couldn't hold."

		Stella would have frozen if she hadn't been immobile already. Her Mistress couldn't really mean that, could she? After all she had said that she wouldn't use that whip on her before she was ready herself.

		"Don't like that one, eh?"

		"No Mistress. Not at all."

		"Good." Gail paused, clearly enjoying her slaves discomfort. "Very good. You know that I'll be here all week. How would you like it when you had to sleep on the floor all week long? You on the floor, me in the comfortable, soft bed?"

		Stella didn't have to think long. "I wouldn't like that at all, Mistress."

		"Thought so. Yet it's where you will sleep if you don't want your pussy whipped. Think about your choice while I have a coffee. And choose wisely." She got up, walked to the door and pressed the button on the intercom to order a coffee and a coke. Before she sat down again she placed three more clothespins on Stella, one on each labia, the last one right on her engorged clit. "Just so you're aware of your pussy while you think about your choice."

		Once again Stella's mind was racing. She knew she would hate it to sleep on the floor with her Mistress in the bed, so close, yet miles unreachable. But she was terribly afraid of the whip. She couldn't even begin to picture what it would do to her tender flesh without shivering with fear. She didn't even notice when Josephine entered and placed the beverages on a side table, glancing at Stella with an amused smile.

		Gail sipped her coffee, looking at her beloved slave in her predicament. "Maybe you need a drink, a bit of sugar to help you think?"

		"Yes, please, Mistress." Stella's voice was hoarse, her mouth sticky with fear and she drank the coke eagerly as Gail held it to her lips.

		"Have you made your choice, girl?"

		"No, Mistress. I ... I just don't know."

		"Well, if you don't know the answer, maybe you should try and feel it." Gail pulled gently on the clothespin on Stella's clit, enjoying the moans of her slave. "This isn't a choice between your fears of pain and being left out. It is a question of how much you trust and of how much you think I love you." Another teasing pull on the clothespin. "Come on, girl. Time to decide."

		A whipping would be over fast, Stella thought. And I would be able to sleep in the same bed as my Mistress. But what was that Gail had said about trust and love? No time to think about that. "The whip, Mistress," she quickly said. She had tears in her eyes when she finally answered.

		"Are you sure?"

		"Yes, Mistress. I am sure." Now that she had made her choice, Stella was resolved to pull it through as good as possible.

		"Well, then the whip it is." Gail picked up the whip, stood back and flexed her arm. "Do not move. Not at all."

		That was easily done, because Stella was paralyzed anyway.

		

		She didn't even have time to scream as the whip came towards her, hitting the clothespin on her left labia with a crack and ripping it from her flesh. By the time she screamed the whip was already coiled again at her Mistress' feet. But before she had time to realize what had happened and that the whip had never touched her, Gail raised her hand again and the whip hit one of the clothespins on her belly. Then it all went quickly. The whip arched through the air, landed on the clothespins and ripped them off, the blood rushed back where the pins had prevented it to flow and the pain grew with every clothespin that was whipped from Stella's body. Stella screamed and stared at her Mistress with wide eyes, but somehow she managed to remain immobile. At last only the clothespins on her nipples and her clit remained.

		Another blow and her left nipple was freed from the clothespin. The whole 'zipper' dangled now from the pin attached to her right nipple and it would have been quite painful hadn't Stella already been flooded with pain from all the clothespins that had been removed by the whip. Gail smiled as she raised the whip again and brought it down on Stella's right breast, this time actually grazing it lightly, leaving a red welt across her tit while pulling away the clothespin.

		Once again pain and pleasure merged to something new in Stella's body and mind, getting her close to the edge of a powerful orgasm. By now she almost hung in her bonds, her legs week and trembling, all her energy focused on her own growing need. She saw how Gail stepped closer and again pulled on the last clothespin. Yet another wave of lust rushed through her cunt as her clit was stretched and she yelped in ecstasy as her Mistress fucked her with the handle of the whip. But she could feel something else now too: The urge to pee. The two large drinks her Mistress had given her had had their effect on her bladder. She tried to fight back the urge to let flow and at the same time she fought the need to cum as long as she didn't have permission.

		But she fought a lost battle. Gail teased and fucked her until Stella was tethering on the edge of orgasm, her will to obey the last remaining barrier before she dropped over the edge, but she knew that her will wasn't stronger than her body's reaction to Gail's teasing. Just when she thought she would cum, the blood throbbing in her clit and cunt, the pressure in her bladder almost unbearable, Gail stepped back, raised the whip and brought it down on the last clothespin, the "CRACK" of the impact merging with her sharp command as the clothespin snapped away from Stella's clit. 

		"CUM!"

		And Stella came. She came hard, crying and yelping and shrieking all at the same time as her nerve endings overcharged with all the sensations. Her body jerked in her bonds, went rigid only to fall slack again. And then she noticed something hot and wet on her legs, as Gail cupped her cunt and gently massaged it to prolong her ecstasy. She was still too caught in her orgasmic delirium to realize that she had just peed on herself and her Mistress' hand as the smell of her pee merged with the scent of her lust but then she got aware of it and her eyes widened with fear.

		Eventually, Gail loosened the snap links on her ankles, then held her slave upright as she unfastened her wrists, putting Stella's arm around her shoulders and led her to a bench to sit down, not paying attention to the girl's flinching and wincing as the hook was buried deep inside her ass as she sat on it, holding her tight and stroking her back. 

		It took Stella a few minutes to come completely to her senses. "I'm so sorry, Mistress. I didn't want to pee on your hand and myself," she finally managed to whisper.

		"Again, you've just done what I wanted you to do." Gail continued to hold her slave lovingly in her arms. "I own your body, when I want you to cum, you cum and when I want you to pee, you pee." She paused, pulling on the silk strap that still connected the hook in Stella's ass with her hair to let her girl feel who was in charge. "Soon I will own your mind and soul completely, too."

		"Yes, Mistress," Stella replied with a broken voice as tears of happiness rolled over her cheeks.

		

		In the following weeks the bond between Gail and Stella, between Mistress and slave, deepened as they got to know each other better and better. Gail took her time, taking it slow, sometimes so slow that Stella was on the verge of asking to go ahead faster, throw her in the cold water and let her swim. But she never did, figuring that her Mistress knew what she was doing.

		And she also knew that they had a lot of time left. Almost a year. Stella tried not to think about what would happen after this year. She knew, though, that she couldn't go back to her old life of being a whore. She also knew that she couldn't just open a gallery and pretend her landlady hadn't shown her a whole world she hadn't known before.

		But then she went back to Zurich with Gail and she got a couple of days off while Gail was in London. She had phoned Cindy whether it was OK to stay in her house, in her own room. "Of course, silly. I told you I'd keep your room ready for you, the whole year."

		And so they sat at the table in the kitchen on Stella's second evening in Zurich, having shared a lasagne and a bottle of wine.

		"You've fallen in love, right?" asked Cindy.

		"Yes, I think so. No, I'm quite sure. Well, if what I feel isn't love, I don't know what love is."

		"And you like being her slave?" Cindy knew that already, of course, they had talked to each other on the phone once a week at least, often more than that. But it was different to hear it when she could see the dreamy expression on Stella's face.

		"Yes. It ... it just feels right, you know? Like, when she ties me up and uses a whip on me? Or just to kneel at her feet? It feels as if I'm being whole for the first time in my life." Stella thought about the first time her Mistress had taken her downstairs to the dungeon to play. It had been intense and painful. But what she remembered best was that all the time she knew that whatever her Mistress did to her she did to make her happy, to let her be as alive as anyone can ever hope to be.

		"You don't have to justify yourself. I can see that you're happy, and that's all that counts, doesn't it?" Cindy topped up their glasses.

		Stella didn't reply for a minute. She sipped from the Brunello and looked at her friend. "Yes. I guess you're right. It's just ... well, what when the year is over? What if all's over then?"

		"You love her; she loves you, why should it be over? Besides, have you asked her what she thinks?"

		Stella shook her head. "No. I was ... afraid, I think."

		It was Cindy's turn to shake her head. "Honey, sometimes you're just too dumb. Really!" She got up and stood behind Stella, taking her head in both hands, turning it back until their eyes met. "You ask her first thing when you see her. No, wait. You call her now."

		She went out and brought Stella's bag, fumbling around in it for cell phone, holding it out to Stella when she finally found it. "Go ahead." 

		"No, she's probably in a meeting. I can't interrupt her just to tell her that I love her and want to be with her after the year has passed."

		"Honey. If you can't interrupt her for that, she doesn't deserve you. This is about love and commitment and that's what counts." Stella wondered for a moment when exactly her friend had become an expert in the field of love and commitment, but she had to concede that Cindy had a point. With a sigh she reached for her cell and speed dialed Gail's number.

		"Hello, Mistress. I'm sorry for the interruption, but Cindy made me call you," she said when Gail answered.

		"No worries, I'm just having dinner with a couple of boring businessmen. Your call is most welcome."

		"I ... uh ... well, I wanted to say that I love you and that I hope I can stay with you and ... be your slave, and …," she flushed a deep shade of scarlet as she saw Cindy grin at her, "and well, what I want to say is: I want to be your slave forever."

		There was a long silence, long enough to make Stella think that she had just fucked up royally, but then again, you can't really fuck up royally when you say you love somebody and want to be with them.

		"Girl. Whoever made you think you'd be allowed to go after that year?" Stella heard Gail giggle. "And, my love, you just made me the happiest woman in the world. I love you." 

		"I love you too, Mistress." 

		Cindy didn't have to ask about Gail's response since the answer to that question was written all over Stella's face.

		"Time to celebrate. Let's go dancing and shaking our asses and have lots of wild, crazy fun." And that's what they did, dancing the night away, shaking their bodies and let guys buy them drinks until the next day dawned. 

		It was the day when everything changed.

		

		Stella woke up with a hangover and loud noise all around her. She buried her head beneath the pillow, but that didn't help, she still felt like someone was playing cymbals inside her head. Finally she realized that it wasn't terrible noise inside her head but her cell ringing. After blindly fumbling about for half a minute she found the phone.

		"He's dead." Gail was sobbing, apparently in great distress.

		"Who's dead?"

		"Dave. He's dead."

		"But ... oh my God ... how? What happened?" Stella experienced a sinking feeling, her stomach tied in a knot and heavy as lead, tears running down her face. 

		"An accident," Gail sobbed. Then she pulled herself together and told Stella to meet her at the airport in two hours.

		Later, when they went to the police after Gail had taken the first flight from London they learned that Dave had been run down by a speeding car when he walked to his car early in the morning. The driver of the car had left the site and by the time the ambulance had arrived, Dave had already been dead. Nobody had seen a thing; there weren't even skid marks on the asphalt. 

		"The driver was either completely drugged or it wasn't an accident," inspector Sebastian Muller said as they sat opposite him in his office. "At the moment, we cannot exclude the possibility that it hasn't been an accident," he added when he saw Gail's questioning expression.

		Gail's eyes were red-rimmed and her complexion pale, but she was again in control of herself and her emotions. "You mean, somebody has killed him? Murdered him?"

		Muller nodded. "It's a possibility. Did your husband have enemies, or are there people who would profit from his death?"

		"Enemies? No. No, he was well liked by those around him. And I'm the only one who would benefit from his death. Financially, at least. But I don't need his money."

		"Yes, I know. Please think about it, ma'am and call me when something comes to your mind. But to be honest, chances are that we will never find out who killed your husband."

		"That wouldn't bring him back either," Gail replied and got up, donning her coat.

		"Yes. You're right. I'm terribly sorry for your loss." The inspector accompanied them to the curb and watched the two women climb into a cab and drive away, hoping he would eventually be able to tell them who had killed their husband and friend.

		

		The funeral service was held in the garden of the château at Lussy. There were few people present, mostly Dave's family and a couple of close friends. It was a solemn service, just a few words by Gail, who broke out in tears during her short speech and a couple of poems recited by Dave's sister. Then they all went inside, for drinks and canapés and to warm their feet after the cold outside. Dave's ashes would be buried later, underneath one of the tall beeches in the back of the garden.

		The following months was a sad time for both Gail and Stella and also for Gaston and Josephine which had known Dave for years too. But slowly they got back to their old life. Or as much as was left of that. Gail got rid of several businesses and let an investment banker deal with most of her assets so she could spend more time with Stella. 

		One evening in late November they sat on the sofa after dinner, Stella naked as usual, her head in her Mistress' lap.

		"I wonder what happened to that invention of Dave," Stella said, enjoying Gail's fingers playing with her hair.

		"What invention?"

		"The brain scan-thingy."

		"Ah, that. Nothing, I guess. Sir Robert is in charge of the company. He knows what Dave thought about it and he will respect that."

		"Sir Robert? Should I know him?"

		"Well, he has kneaded your ass and commented on it, plus his slave has gone down on you. But you were blindfolded. Robert and Dave were partners. Now he's in charge of the firm, but I still hold a majority of the shares."

		Stella remembered that day and the voice. Her first time as a slave among other people. She also remembered the strange prick she had felt on her neck when the girl had licked her pussy and her hand went automatically to her neck.

		"Diana, right?"

		"Yes. That's her name."

		"I thought she was a bit weird when I wanted to talk to her. She avoided my questions and she didn't seem to be too happy."

		"Yes, I noticed that also. I don't know what's wrong there, but as long as I don't get any signals that something is deadly wrong I can't and won't do anything. But I'll ask him about the brain thing when I talk to him the next time. Maybe I invite them for a weekend. Or I ask them to stay a bit longer here after the New Year's Eve party."

		

		Life went on, Stella's training continued, they kept mostly to themselves, both not too eager to meet other people. Then it was Christmas time and they went to Zurich, to spend it with Stella's family.

		"You don't have to come, Mistress," Stella had said when she had asked whether she could get some time off to visit her brothers and her father. 

		"Yes I know that. But I want to. I want to share your life; I want to share everything with you,” Gail had responded. “So if you have no objections, I'd like to come along."

		Stella didn't have any objections so they were at her father's house a couple of weeks later, everybody was more or less happy, especially the kids who got a load of toys and were excited to see their aunt again. And Stella was glad that nobody questioned her on the work she was supposedly doing for Gail. Until she was alone in the kitchen with her brother Sergio, preparing dessert.

		"You're doing it wrong, sis."

		"Huh? What?" Stella stopped whipping the cream and looked questioningly at her brother.

		"No, not the whipping of the cream. You're doing fine there. After all, you're a woman, you should know how to do that sort of stuff," he grinned as Stella rolled her eyes. "I was referring to Gail. It's wrong."

		"Sorry, I'm lost. What's wrong?"

		"Being with a woman. It's wrong. Well, coming to think of it, the problem is being a woman. So, well, sorry, I guess you don't have a chance to do it right." 

		"Oh, yeah right, I thought that now I'm in love with a woman I'd finally get your approval. But no, I can do whatever I want it's never right."

		"Yup. Sorry." Sergio shrugged. "But joking aside, you look happy."

		"Yes, I am. Very happy." 

		"That's good. You deserve to be happy." They continued topping the ice-cream with hot berries and whipped cream.

		"Is she ... what you call it? Gail, is she your ... Mistress?" Sergio asked when they were finished. "I mean, is it some sadomasochist thing you're having?"

		Stella felt her face get hot and flushed. But why not tell him how things were? "Yes. She's my Mistress and I'm her slave. And that's why I'm so happy."

		"I see. Cool. So you get your ass whipped all the time?" 

		"No, she takes a break during lunchtime," Stella giggled. "But there's a butt plug up my ass."

		"Really? Can I borrow it?"

		"No, I'm in trouble if it isn't where it's supposed to be when we get back to the hotel."

		"Too bad. Hmm, a guy can ask, no?"

		"More like a gay. Why did you ask? How did you find out? I mean, is it that obvious?"

		"Not really, I just noticed a few little things. The way you look at each other, how she touches you, how you reacted when she lightly pulled your ponytail. You two seem to be deep in love with each other." Sergio finished placing the bowls on the tray.

		"Yes, we are. Now let's go, I can tell you more later if you like."

		"Nah, to be honest, if it doesn't involve studs I'm not too interested," her brother replied grinning. 

		

		Later, back in the hotel, Gail turned to Stella. "You got a great family."

		"Thank you, Mistress."

		"They're all nice and didn't seem to mind at all that you showed up with a woman."

		"Yeah, but they are used to that. Sergio's always been gay and very open about it."

		"And the kids adore you." Gail's hand slowly stroke Stella's flank. "Do you want kids one day?"

		"Yes. I think so." Stella corrected herself. "No, I am sure."  

		"Might be difficult in a lesbian relationship. Is that a problem?"

		"Not now. I'm 25, I guess there's still time for that. Besides, I don't want kids all on my own. It takes at least two to raise kids. How about you? Do you want kids?"

		"I wanted to. But I can't."

		"I'm very sorry, Mistress." Stella placed a kiss on her Mistress' mouth and hugged her.

		"It's ok, I'm over it. And yeah, you're right, there's no need to hurry. First things first. And right now the first thing for you is pleasing your Mistress."

		

	
		Chapter 10 - Spring Equinox

		

		Three months later Stella was bound to the St. Andrew's cross in the dungeon, her perfect ass brushing the leather padded wood of the cross, her breasts and belly criss-crossed with thin red welts. Although she didn't bat an eyelid when the long braided tail of the whip arched through the air she did howl out as it landed just next to her pussy, leaving yet another welt paralleling her slit. But she never regretted her decision to beg her Mistress to use the singletail on her. It hurt, it hurt a lot even, yet her pleasure and pride to please her Mistress far outweighed the pain.

		And the fact that it all happened in front of the people who were attending the traditional spring equinox party at the Château Lussy made it even more intense. However, Stella's eyes never left those of her Mistress to look at the other people. She was so totally focused and completely submerged in her pain and pleasure that it wouldn’t have made much of a difference if it had been just the two of them.

		The whipping had started with the usual warming up which also included a lot of tender teasing. Now Stella was much more aroused, little was needed to tip her over the edge, and although her need to cum was overwhelming she still enjoyed being at her Mistress' mercy so that a part of her wanted the whipping to last for much longer yet. But after Gail had used the whip to just tickle her cunt a couple of times, those thoughts were all gone.

		"Please, Mistress, please, I beg you, please let me cum, please," Stella stammered as her body writhed with the need to get release. But she wasn't allowed to cum yet. Gail felt that her girl could hold out still longer, take more pain, endure more need, and she wanted to show her friends to see that too, because, after all, there's nothing as beautiful as a slave just before she tips over the edge into a powerful orgasm she had fought for as long as she could. Well, maybe, finally seeing that slave cum is even more beautiful, but that would come anyway.

		And so Gail continued to tease and torment her slave until Stella's fingernails dug into her palms and her body went rigid, her teeth bit her lower lip and her eyes began to lose their focus. 

		Then, just as this happened, Gail brought the whip down smack across the helpless girl's clit, together with commanding her to cum. The combination of both the whiplash and the command finally tipped Stella over the edge and she came hard, her juices coating her legs, her body shaking and trembling as she cried her pleasure to the audience. Gail let the whip drop and went to embrace her slave, kissing her tears away and whispering in her ear how proud she was.

		

		The party went on, other Masters and Mistresses played with their subs while Stella knelt at her Mistress' side, her bruised body tenderly creamed and cared for but still hurting. Yet she wore those signs with the same pride as she wore the collar around her neck, to which now again a leash was connected.

		It was getting late when Sir Robert walked up to Gail and sat in the seat beside her, his slave Diana at his side. Stella tried to listen to the conversation between Gail and Robert but they kept their voices down and so she settled on looking at Diana. The black haired, petite woman kept her eyes down but Stella could see that she was scanning the room under her eyelashes. Although she held her body in the perfect position something seemed wrong about it. There wasn't any of the pride or 'submissive fire' in her posture that Stella had seen in other slaves and both strived and hoped to radiate herself. She decided that she needed to talk to the girl. Maybe Diana would be glad to talk to a fellow slave. And she wanted to talk to her in private. 

		When her Mistress and Robert had finished talking she looked at Robert. "Sir, may I ask you for a favor, please?"

		He looked down at her and nodded.

		"I just thought, well, it is my duty to clean all the toys and implements, the whole dungeon. And I thought maybe Diana could help me with it so it all is ready again tomorrow after breakfast? We will do it during breakfast, so she will be with you as soon as the activities continue."

		Robert kept looking at her and she didn't like the way he looked. It was as if he knew the reason why she had asked and was searching for a reason to say no. But there was no good reason to say no if he didn't want to be impolite and so he finally agreed.

		"Yes, OK. But she's not allowed to speak. She's been bratty and has to remain silent for the next couple of days."

		Stella very much doubted that this was the truth, but she was confident that there would be a way to communicate with the girl, once they were alone in the dungeon.

		"Thank you Sir, thank you very much," she said and bowed her head. She also noticed how Diana had raised her head just a little bit and shot her a quick look. Stella watched the girl rise and follow her Master to the stairs and upstairs to their room

		"Well done, Stella. Do anything you need to do to find out what's wrong with the girl. Something is wrong, I can feel it." Gail bent down and kissed Stella on the mouth. 

		"Thank you Mistress. Yeah, I have a bad feeling too. What did he say about the mind-mapping thingy?"

		"Apparently they stopped the project. Now let's go to bed. You need to be rested tomorrow," Gail said, tugged on the leash and led her slave upstairs to their bedroom. 

		

		The next morning, while everybody was having brunch in the dining room, Stella and Diana went down to the dungeon. Apparently Robert didn't trust his slave to remain silent as she was ordered, because he had put a ball gag in her mouth. Apart from that and a pair of ridiculously high heeled shoes, she didn't wear anything and her petite naked body was covered with bruises and welts. Stella had flinched when she had first seen them, but then she had looked at her own breasts and pussy and saw that she sported some angry looking marks of yesterday's whipping as well. And maybe Diana just bruised easily or maybe she had a much higher pain tolerance. Either way, just because she had bruises didn't imply that she hadn't enjoyed receiving them.

		They started on their chore in silence, cleaning and polishing everything, working fast and concentrated. Stella was more than just a little bit distracted by the jewelry her Mistress had chosen for the day. It was a simple chain around her waist, with a heart-shaped pendant dangling down the front and resting exactly on her mound and clit to tease her whenever she moved. It also touched the welts on either side of her pussy and reminded her of the previous night's whipping.

		But it didn't distract Stella enough to prevent her from watching Diana. The girl still seemed to be under some kind of strain, she definitely didn’t make an impression of a happy slave.

		Finally, Stella decided to try a direct approach. "Diana, is everything alright?" Diana jumped a bit, then her eyes glanced around, looking from Stella to the cameras. It was obvious that not everything was alright, yet the girl nodded her head, apparently too afraid to tell the truth.

		"Are you sure? Because I get the feeling that something is wrong. Maybe we could help you, Gail and I." 

		But Diana shook her head, turned away and slowly started to walk towards the door.

		"We're here for you, if you need us. Please remember that," Stella said just as Diana was about to walk out of the dungeon. She stopped and looked back, her eyes showing her gratitude for the offer, but also fear and sadness.

		Stella finished getting the dungeon in pristine condition again and went upstairs a few minutes later. When she entered the dining room she saw that Robert was already getting ready to go, his girl treading along behind with her shoulders slumped. Stella was pained when she saw the expression on the slave's face as they said goodbye. It was the expression of someone who had given up all hope.

		

		More play and chitchat in the dungeon followed and then one by one the guests started to leave and by late afternoon everybody had left. Gail led Stella out into the garden for a stroll after putting a coat over her girl. 

		"Did you find out something?"

		"No, Mistress. I'm sorry. I should have proceeded more carefully, but ... well, she stayed away from me and time was running out. I'm sorry."

		"Don't be. We know that something is wrong, now we need to find out what. There are ways to do that. I will talk to Gaston." Gail stopped and pulled her slave close with the leash, grabbing her ponytail to hold her close. "Now I want to talk about us." She kissed Stella's mouth, took her in a firm embrace, then broke the kiss again, their lips still almost touching. "I've thought about us. I want you to be mine."

		"But ... I am yours, Mistress."

		"Yes I know," Gail smiled. "I want you to be mine forever. I want you to wear my collar and grow old and wrinkly at my side."

		Stella almost swooned. It took her several minutes to find her voice and when she finally answered she had tears in her eyes. "It would make me very proud and happy to wear your collar forever, Mistress." For a long time the two women just stood on the gravel path, hugging and kissing and crying. 

		At last they went inside and into the salon where Josephine was setting the table for tea.

		Gail asked her whether she knew where Gaston was, but she didn't and so she sent Stella to go and find him. She found him in the far corner of the garden, fixing a broken post in the fence.

		"Hello Gaston, Madame wants to talk to you in the salon." Stella had gotten so used to being naked in front of both Josephine and Gaston that now it felt somehow wrong to wear a coat. But it was a cold day, winter hadn't yet given up his hold and the vines beyond the fence still had their buds closed. But soon it would get warmer; they would open and turn the yellowish brown landscape into a lush green. The lake beyond the vines would still remain blue, and the snow mountains on the horizon would still reflect the sun, though. It truly was a magnificent view.

		"Oui, j’arrive tout de suite," he replied and fixed the fence to the post he had just hammered into the ground. Stella waited and watched the muscles in his arms flex. Gaston was a bit taller than herself, lean and wiry, and he didn't look like someone with much physical force, but she had seen him carry around heavy weights with no effort and she knew that he had his own gym in the attic of the château and that he swam at least an hour in the pool in the summer and went jogging in the winter.  

		"What is it about?" he asked when they walked back to the house.

		"I'm not sure. We've talked about Robert and his slave. Something seems to be wrong. But I don't know why Madame wants to talk to you about it."

		"I do," he grinned. 

		"Oh?" Stella was curious by now, but he wouldn't say anything else until they reached the house and had sat down opposite Gail. And then they talked so fast in French that Stella couldn't follow anymore, even though her French had greatly improved since she had moved to Château Lussy. All she understood was that Gail wanted Gaston to look into things.

		

		And that's what he obviously did during the next week. He was away for the whole time and only returned Friday late at night. Saturday he sat down with Gail and Stella for lunch and reported what he had found out. This time he didn't speak French, for Stella's benefit, and what he had to say was worse than the two women had thought possible.

		"The girl is obviously being blackmailed into staying with Robert. I don't know exactly how, but apparently she is too afraid of walking out on him. That's what I learned by reading a few emails he sent to other people and listening to a few conversations." 

		Stella wondered how he had been able to read 'a few emails' and listen to their convos, but it wasn't the time to ask the question. Besides, she was pretty sure that he would just smile politely at her and tell her nothing. But it was obvious that Gaston wasn't just the gardener and chauffeur she had thought him to be.

		"I feared as much," said Gail. "Any way of taking her out of there?"

		"Yes. But getting her out only solves that problem. There's more going wrong." Gaston put several photos on the table. They were blurred and grainy, but it was easy to see that they showed countless naked girls in a large room. Some were standing, some were holding positions like slaves, others were slumped on the floor as if they were sleeping. Or dead.

		"What's that?" Gail asked after she had studied the photos.

		"iSlaves."

		"Huh? Sorry?"

		"They are robots. Slave robots. Your Master Robert has perfected Dave's invention. And he has found someone who can build perfect robots. They move, react, act like humans. And now they are building slave robots, feeding them the mind of some slave. iSlaves, they call them. They're kept at a warehouse."

		"Bastard! I'll have him out of that business at once," Gail stood up and started to pace around the room. "I immediately call the police."

		Gaston kept his quiet manners. "I would advise against that, Madame. He hasn't committed a crime, not yet anyway. And even if the police acted on what little we know so far, everything would become public knowledge."

		Gail kept on circling the table furiously. "OK, what then? I want that lying, cheating abusive fucker to go down hard." Stella looked at her Mistress in surprise. This was a side she hadn't seen yet. But she was equally shocked and agitated by what she had heard. 

		"We need to know more. Much more. For instance, we need to know where the mind-feed originates. After some checking this morning I've got more than just a hunch." He looked at Stella and got up, picking up a little device that looked a lot like a cell phone. "Please stand up, Stella."

		Stella got up and Gail looked in amazement as Gaston switched the device on and traced Stella's body as if it were a metal detector. There was a low beeping noise which got louder and louder as he neared Stella's neck, until it was a loud, continuous beep.

		"Yup, as I thought. She's got a transmitter implanted. It collects all her brain activity and sends it to a larger transmitter somewhere in the house, from where it is sent to the laboratory," Gaston said while he took a close look at Stella's neck.

		There was a loud crash, Gaston ducked and went into a defensive position as if he had never done something else than move around a hostile environment while Stella startled and turned around. But it turned out to be only a vase that Gail had smashed in her rage.

		"Merde! Merde, merde, merde!" she shouted, her face red with anger.

		"Oui, exactement, Madame," Gaston replied. "And now I propose we try to cool down and think about what to do next."

		

		That was easier said than done, but eventually Gail calmed down and Stella collected her thoughts and they all concentrated on figuring out what to do.

		"How do we find out what we need to know? That's the first question we need to answer." Gaston was all analytic; it seemed that the whole business didn't upset him more than fixing a post in a fence. But Stella saw that his jaws were set and that he just had his emotions under better control than they had.

		She looked at the girls in the pictures and suddenly she had an idea.

		"What about going in there as one of them?"

		"What?" Gail had been lost in deep thought and didn't understand what Stella was hinting at.

		"That could work." Gaston said pensively. "But it would be very dangerous."

		"I'm not sure of that," Stella replied. "They wouldn't expect anything like that."

		"Hello, what are you two talking about?" Gail shouted.

		"I could go in there; pretend I'm one of those iSlaves. I mean, they have all the same height and about the same body as me. But most of all, they basically are me. They would move like me, act like me, be like me. Or vice versa, although I prefer the other way round."

		"Girl. You are not going to go there as one of them. Period. End of discussion."

		"But ..."

		"No but. I said this is the end of the discussion. I have lost Dave; I'm not going to lose you. Never!" Gail left the room, slamming the door.

		"Unfortunately, you're both right," Gaston said. "I will talk to her later, you go after your Mistress now, she needs you."

		

		"You sure you want to do it, my love?" Gail had her arm around Stella as they sat in the backseat of the limousine, Gaston at the wheel. They were standing on the shoulder of an empty stretch of road, waiting for the delivery van they would meet here.

		"I don't want to do it. But I have to." Stella was scared more than ever before in her life, but she was also determined to bring this all to an end. It had taken Gaston and herself a lot of time to convince Gail of the necessity of going in as a slave. Finding out who built the robots and how they were brought to the warehouse had proven to be much easier. And to bribe the delivery driver into switching his cargo had actually been a piece of cake. But then again, the amount Gail had offered him would have been enough to bribe the entire government of a small third world country.

		"Take care. Please take care." Gail kissed her slave, her eyes moist with tears.

		"I will, Mistress. I can't disobey you and fail, now can I?" Stella tried to smile, but it was a weak smile. 

		A grey van approached on the road and stopped a few feet behind them. The driver got out and walked up to them. 

		"Bye, my love. I love you." 

		"Here's the money and this is the girl," Gaston said and handed the guy a pack of crisp bills. "You keep a low profile the next few weeks and I don't want to hear of any troubles. Understood?"

		"Yes, of course. I'm flying out to Thailand first thing tomorrow morning."

		"Perfect, enjoy your holidays. And now let's switch the girls."

		The driver opened the van's sliding door, stepped in and opened the metal chest on the floor. Inside was a naked girl, who looked very much like Stella, including the hair which Stella had dyed jet black but with the exception that the robot's tits were slightly bigger.  

		The driver and Gaston heaved the girl out of the box and Stella shed her coat and climbed in, the lid was closed and she was alone in the dark. She thought about what she would find when she suddenly realized that she was doomed. Unlike the iSlaves she would have to eat and drink, pee, go to the toilet. A heatwave raced through her body and she tried to push the chest open. But it was firmly locked and there was nothing she could do anymore.

		Maybe she could surprise them all at her destination and run away, but how far would a naked girl get in a place she didn't know? Her mind raced, trying to find a solution to the problem she was facing. How had they overlooked that? How stupid was that?

		

		After a few more minutes she had calmed down a little bit and decided that she just had to go along and do her best. Maybe it wasn't that bad after all. The van stopped, she heard metal clinking and then the van moved ahead again, slow this time, until it stopped and the engine was killed. The back door was opened and she felt like the box was being pulled out and how it fell down on the ground. She knocked her head on the floor but managed to remain silent. More movement followed and then the lid was opened and four strong hands grabbed her and lifted her out to lay her on the floor. She remained motionless as she saw two men standing over her, staring down at her naked body.

		"Hmm, a nice one. I like small titties and black hair."

		"Yeah, you can fuck her all you want once she's programmed." The second guy walked away and Stella heard tapping on a keyboard.

		"This is the job of my life for sure. Tons of hot chicks to fuck and use and the pay's OK too," the first one said. "Look at that snatch. They feel so real. I can't wait for this one to be ready."

		"Stop talking, Josh, get her ready for the programming."

		Stella was again hoisted up by her arms and then they dragged her to a chair that felt like a gynaecologist’s chair. She had time to shoot a few glances around the room during the dragging. It was a small room with a tiled floor, no windows and a desk with a computer and another electronic device with lots of cables attached. Otherwise the room was bare. Once seated in the chair, with her legs raised and spread, her ankles, thighs and arms were tied to the rests. Finally, a wide Velcro strap across her eyes held her head in place. Cold gel was smeared over her forehead and Stella felt how one fo the guys attached several electrodes to it.

		"Know what I like best?" the one strapping her to the chair asked his colleague.

		"Nah, but I'm sure you'll tell me," the other replied.

		"Like they get wet once the programming starts. They get hot. That cunt were the original feed's coming from must be one helluva sex-crazed chick."

		"Hahaha, true. And a first class cocksucker too, judging from the way the girls do it. I wouldn't mind having some fun with that girl myself."

		"You bet. Now start the transmission, let's see if this one gets wet too."

		

		Stella was close to panicking by then. She wasn't shocked or even afraid too much about being fucked by those too. But the part about getting wet worried her. She had to get wet and do it fast, without touching herself. However, she was confident that she had a vivid enough imagination and would summon up enough nice pictures of herself together with her Mistress to get aroused, once she had calmed down a bit. She felt a strange sensation when the guy behind her at the computer apparently started the transfer of her own thoughts into her brain, but she soon was lost in her own sensations as she conjured up the picture of how she had pleased her Mistress the evening before. She was so deep submerged in her fantasy that she didn't come out of it until the guy pulled away the electrodes from her forehead again.

		Then he moved between her legs and she felt a finger between her cunt lips. 

		"Yeah, as I said, those cunts all get wet when they get their mind-feed." Stella didn't know whether she was still supposed to be lifeless anymore, but again she was lucky when the second one said that he was going to switch her on now.

		"Yeah, right, no fun screwing a dead cunt. It's so much nicer when they scream," Josh replied and she heard the unmistakable sound of a belt being pulled out of a pair of jeans.

		Then she didn't hear anything anymore because she was busy screaming as her pussy exploded with white, hot pain when he brought his belt down hard on it. Another blow followed, then yet another one until it felt as if her pussy was being ripped off from her body. Stella screamed and felt tears in her eyes, but since she didn't know whether iSlaves could cry tears she fought them back. 

		The beating stopped. She heard him unzip his pants and braced herself for the pain she knew she would feel once he started to fuck her ravaged pussy. 

		But at the same time Stella felt something else too. She wasn't able to figure out what it was, it felt like there was an echo in her brain, as if there were several Stella's in her head. But now was not the time to think about that, now was the time to suffer. Josh rammed his cock deep inside her burning pussy and immediately started to fuck her while the other pulled away the Velcro strap across her eyes, lowered the headrest until her head was hanging down at the perfect angle for him to use and fuck her mouth.

		Soon her cries were muffled by the cock in her mouth. They both fucked her relentlessly, thrusting deep into her throat and cunt, the one fucking her mouth bent forward so he could twist and pinch her nipples. Stella cried and screamed, but of course that only made them laugh and got them even hornier.

		"This one's good, I like the way she reacts," said Josh and picked up the pace of his thrusts. 

		"Yeah, and her throat's real tight," the other replied, his words mixed with moans of lust. Then it was just moaning and finally Stella felt his cock twitch as he shot load after load of his cum in her mouth. She struggled to swallow it all and after he had finally pulled out and wiped his dick on her face she managed to utter "thank you, Sir," between her pained yelps.

		Josh came soon after, shooting most of his cum deep inside Stella's pussy, the rest on her belly. 

		"Did you hear that?" The one who had fucked her mouth asked.

		"No, what?"

		"The cunt actually thanked me."

		"Cool. Guess the bitch from which we get the feed finally learned some manners." They both laughed as they unbuckled the straps around Stella's arms and legs.

		"Get up, cunt." Obediently she got up and looked at the two men.

		"This is Josh. That's Master Josh to you. I'm Frank. I'm also your Master. Got that, cunt?"

		"Yes, Master." 

		"Thattagirl," Frank said and pinched her breast. "Now clean that mess." He pointed to the floor where a few drops of Josh's cum had oozed out of her pussy. Stella hesitated only for a second, then she went down on all fours and licked the sticky glob from the tiles. She had to fight the urge to puke, but when she stood up again she smiled her nicest smile again.

		"Come." Frank led the way through a door into a corridor from which led several other doors on both sides. It was all bare concrete, no windows, just cold neon light and a few pipes running along the ceiling.

		They went through another door and now they were in a large room. It had probably been a storage room once; at least there were still holes in the ground and ceiling where large shelves had been mounted. But now there were no shelves anymore. Now the room was almost empty, except for several thin foam mats along the far wall. On the mats lay fifteen iSlaves who all looked up when the three entered the room.

		"Make yourself home, cunt." Frank pushed her forward and the two guys left, locking the door after them. Stella remained standing in the middle of the room and looked around. She didn't like what she saw. A dirty sink in one corner, windows with massive bars, the chairs with the tables. But then she realized that there were no security cameras and that there was a smaller room which probably held a toilet. At least she would be able to drink and go to the toilet.

		

		Again she felt that strange sensation of having her own thoughts echoed in her head. She looked at the girls, saw them look at her and then it hit her. There were sixteen girls in this room, all with the same mind, fifteen of them the exact copy of herself. What she was feeling or hearing in her head was the feedback of those others. Maybe she could communicate with them through their minds? Now that was an idea.

		"Hello. I'm ..." no, she wasn't Stella. She was ... what had that dude just called her? Cunt. "I'm cunt."

		"No, you're Stella. And so am I," one of the girls, a stunning blond with extra long eyelashes replied.  Others chimed in too, giggling.

		"Hmm. Well, yeah, OK. But ....." Stella broke off. Would it make sense to tell those girls that she, as a matter of fact, was Stella, the real one? She didn't know, she had no idea what those creatures knew, how much they were aware of.

		"We know, Stella. We know that we are you. We know why you are here." The blond padded the mat beside her. "Come, sit down, you need to rest." 

		Stella sat down and then she started to giggle. The situation might have been desperate but it was also hilarious. There were all this gorgeous girls around her and they knew exactly what she thought and what she felt. Either her giggling was infectious or the girls joined in because they were her. Whatever it was, it didn't take long until all the girls were laughing and giggling until tears ran down their cheeks. 

		When Stella had recovered from her fit she started to find out what she needed to know if she wanted to blend in. The tears she had seen already. 

		"Do you feel anything? Pain, humiliation, disgust, love? Hate? Anything?" she asked the blonde at her side.

		"No. We know how you react to those things and we do the same. But we don't feel the pain of the whip hitting our ass. We also don't feel anything when we're being used. We just do what you would do, and obviously you do the right thing because the guys keep repeating that we're good fucks."

		"Uh huh. I see. Where do the tears come from?" 

		"We get an infusion every once in a while. Cunt juices and tears are the only secretions. Plus spit, for the cocksucking, but that gets reabsorbed."

		Stella shuddered as she heard that. How sick could someone be to create such perfect cyborgs just to satisfy the needs of some perverted fuckheads?

		"What about sleep?" she inquired.

		"We do sleep. Well, not sleep as you know it, we rather go into some kind of standby mode."

		"Wow. This is all so weird." Stella lay down and thought about what she just heard. It was unbelievable, yet here she was among those girls who were so much like herself, except for their bra size and hair color.

		"Can I ask you something?"

		Stella looked up and saw a voluptuous redhead kneel in front of her. "Sure, go ahead."

		"Will you kill us? We know that you're upset because of us and that you have thought about it." The girl's eyes were wide, her lips trembling. She clearly didn't want to die. But could she die when she never had been alive in the first place?

		"I don't know. Honestly, I don't know. It's wrong, somehow. But ... but ... no, sorry, I just don't know. First I need to stop all this. We need to stop this." Stella began to cry and she cried until she fell asleep, unaware of the arms that held her in a loving embrace.

		

	
		Chapter 11 - Under Cover

		

		She woke up in the dark. No light, nothing. No sound either. Stella listened for a few minutes, but the only sound she could hear was her own breathing. After she had lain awake in the dark silence for a couple of minutes she got aware that she had to go to the toilet. It took her several minutes and even more bumps into the walls to find the door to the toilet.

		She had barely lain down on the mat again when the lights came on. In a matter of seconds all the girls were kneeling the way Stella had been taught to kneel when she presented herself to Gail. Hurrying to get in the proper position Stella looked to the row of girls on both sides of her. They looked exactly as beautiful as they did the evening before, no sleepy eyes, no jaws opened in yawning. But of course their hair was in a mess. She realized that she needed to know much more about them if she wanted to stay among them undetected. And she needed to find something to eat, or her grumbling stomach would sooner or later betray her.

		But right now, there were other things to do. Josh entered and rousted them all, then ushered them out to the corridor and into another room. It was laid out with white tiles from bottom to ceiling and there were several showers to one side and a mirror above a table running the length of the opposite wall.

		"Get yourself neat and pretty, cunts. Today we'll exercise for the presentation." He stood in the doorway to the shower room as the girls filed by him and proceeded to the showers. When Stella wanted to walk past him, he grabbed her by her hair and yanked her hard towards himself.

		"Hi, fucktoy. Make yourself useful!" He forced Stella down on her knees. Although she winced with the pain she still managed to say "yes, Master, thank you" and hurried to open the fly of his jeans. 

		Josh's cock didn't need much attention to get hard and soon Stella was busy giving him head, his hand still holding her hair, twisting it and pushing her onto him. Stella gagged when his cock hit the back of her throat and feared the worst since she didn't know whether the iSlaves had a gag reflex too, but either they did or Josh was dumber than she could have hoped for.

		"Yeah, go on, cunt. I love it when a cunt struggles, makes me wanna push it in even further." And he pushed in further, raping Stella's mouth with brutal thrusts and twisting her hair until her eyes watered with the pain. Again and again the cock pushed into her mouth, Josh started to moan loudly and quickened his pace until she felt the familiar twitching that preceded his cumming. She prepared herself to swallow his disgusting cum, but just when she felt the first shot in her throat he yanked her head back and the rest of his jism landed on her face.

		"Fantastic. Just fantastic," Josh moaned as Stella obediently sucked his cock clean. With a brutal yank he pulled her to her feet again and slapped her hard on her ass, sending her to the showers.

		

		Most of the girls had already finished showering, toweled themselves dry and were now sitting on one of the chairs along the long table to do their makeup while others waited for their turn. Nobody said a word. Stella looked back over her shoulder for Josh, but he had gone, obviously it wasn't necessary to supervise the girls all the time.

		"Do you know what presentation he was talking about," she asked the girl next to her after she stepped under the shower.

		"We'll be sold next weekend. Saturday, I think," the girl responded, turned off the water and grabbed one of the towels on the rack. There was only cold water and Stella hurried getting herself clean before her teeth started to clatter with the cold. 

		By now the first girls had finished their make up and walked out of the room. Stella took her time though; there was a lot to think about. It was Wednesday and on Saturday they would all be sold. So if Gail and Gaston wanted to do anything, Saturday would the latest possible opportunity. But first they needed to know that this was the deadline. And before that Stella had yet to find out as much as possible about the operation and figure out how to get in contact with her Mistress.

		She finished the eyeliner and lipstick and on an impulse she used some of the rouge for her nipples and finally hurried after the other girls. It was easy to find them; she heard Josh's voice giving commands a little bit further up the corridor. The room she entered was unlike the others she had seen in the warehouse so far. First, it was bigger than all the others, the one where she had spent the night included. The walls were painted black and the windows covered with black curtains. To her left she saw a stage, about a meter high and at least ten wide and five deep. The stage was also black, but unlike the rest of the room several powerful spotlights on tripods illuminated it. The rest of the room was a mess. She couldn't exactly make out what she saw, but it seemed as if it where a load of seats and low tables, as if someone wanted to turn the room in a large lounge, or television studio.

		Several metal ladders and large boxes were stacked against the opposite wall from her. Apparently this was the room where the presentation or auction or whatever it was going to be was planned to be held, although there was much work to be done yet.

		

		Since all the other girls were already kneeling on the stage she headed in that direction too. But once again she was held back with a firm grip on her hair.

		"Not you. You're our fucktoy today." 

		"Yes Master," Stella replied obediently and assumed the 'present'-position beside Josh.

		"Good girl." He pulled her along as he walked to the stage and grabbed a pair of very high heeled black stilettos that stood on the stage. Stella saw that all the other girls wore them too now.

		"Put those on so your ass and cunt are at the right height to be used." As soon as Stella was done he pushed her upper body down on the stage. "Remain like this, stick out your ass and use your hands to spread your cheeks. And make sure you watch the girls so you know what you have to do tomorrow."

		"Yes Master Josh." Stella reached for her ass-cheeks and pulled them apart, knowing that this would be a very long day, with nothing to drink and nothing to eat and probably plenty of cocks up her ass and pussy. But she had had some water during the shower and if she had to pee it probably would go unnoticed in the dark.

		During the next two hours nothing happened. The girls knelt motionless on the stage and Stella wasn't touched by anybody. Then she heard several voices in the corridor approaching.

		

		One of them was Josh, one was Frank and then she froze as she recognized Roberts’ voice. But chances were that he wouldn't recognize her even in broad daylight, let alone in the semi-darkness of this lounge.

		"I want everything to be ready by Friday. So you have two days to get your ass in gear."

		"Yes, sir, that will be no problem," Josh replied.

		"The last one will arrive Friday morning, so make sure she knows what to do on Saturday." Robert was walking up to the stage and was now standing directly behind Stella. "What's this cunt doing?"

		"Entertaining the staff, sir."

		"Does she know what she has to do?"

		"Yes sir, she will, rest assured."

		"Perfect. I don't need to remind you that I would be very disappointed if anything goes wrong." 

		"Nothing will go wrong, sir," Josh reassured his boss.

		"Good. Cunt, get beneath her and lick my balls while I fuck her ass."

		Stella felt movement between her legs, hair touching her bare thighs, her pussy, probably Diana getting ready to please her Master. Then she felt a cock pressing against her unprepared asshole. She screamed out loud when Robert forced his brutally inside her ass without any prior stretching or lubrication and prayed that nothing was torn. Robert didn't fuck her for long; stamina was obviously not his forte. But what he lacked in endurance he made more than just up with fervor, brutality even. Grabbing Stella's hair he pulled her head back until she felt as if her neck would snap any second now. Her howls and screams filled the room, almost drowning out the laughter of the men who stood around her, getting their rocks off on her agony.

		Robert came in Stella's ass and without further ado he pulled out of her, ordering his slave to lick him clean while Stella lay panting on the stage, her ass on fire and her scalp throbbing, her tits bruised raw by the friction on the stage boards during the pounding she had just received.

		

		"She's a good fuck. I like her screaming. Seems like that bitch Gail is finally showing her cunt Stella what it means to be a slave," he said to Josh and Frank and they all roared with laughter. "Well, I'm upstairs in the office; you make sure that everything runs smoothly down here."

		He left at a quick pace, with Diana hurrying after him and Josh began to command the girls on the stage, telling them where to go and how to present themselves. 

		The pain in Stella's ass slowly subsided and she was able to concentrate on the girls on the stage so she knew what to do when she was up there herself. But then Frank went out and soon after came back with a group of guys.

		There was much hollering and hooting as they saw the row of naked girls on the stage.

		"You can use this one over there whenever you want, but those on the stage are off limit." This announcement was met by more hoots  and catcalls and then Stella felt several hands on her body, some kneading her buttocks, some squeezing her breasts, a couple of fingers were thrust into her sex.

		"Wow, the cunt's dripping wet," one of them said.

		"Yeah, she is. But before you get to fuck her, you need to do your work. The faster you're done, the faster you get to use her." They left Stella alone and soon she heard the clanking of metal as they set up the scaffolding for the stage lights. But if she had thought she would be left alone until they were finished she soon was forced to find out that she had been wrong.

		Someone walked up to her and she felt another pair of hands on her ass. "Ass or cunt?"

		"Whatever you prefer, Master Frank," she responded in her most docile voice, hoping that he would use her pussy.

		"Good girl," he said and held her firmly by the hips as he put his cock at the entrance of her cunt. "Ahhh, what a tight cunt," he moaned when he slid inside her, filling and stretching her. He had more stamina than Robert and he took his sweet time assaulting Stella's pussy. She clenched her teeth as her tits were bruised further by the brushing on the stage, but all in all it could have been worse. 

		

		And then it got worse, much worse. First Frank finished using her, leaving her with her cunt full of his cum and while she remained in place and thought about how to get into contact with Gail or Gaston, Frank's cum slowly oozing out of her cunt and running down her legs, she felt the urge to pee. Of course going to the toilet was no option and so she eventually was forced to do it right there, her pee mixing with the cum, wetting her legs. It was humiliating and degrading, but it couldn't be helped.

		She got hungry and thirsty too, but her ordeal wasn't over by far. Eventually Josh was satisfied with the iSlaves and sent them all back to their room and then the four guys were done with the scaffolding and took a break before mounting the big screen behind the stage. Stella wasn't surprised when they used that break to fuck her. 

		One by one they fucked her ass or pussy, trying to surpass each other with their brutality. She tried not to scream too much, knowing that this would only aggravate their fierce assault, but there wasn't much she could do about it. The more she cried and howled, the louder they laughed and the more vicious they thrust into her holes.

		By the time the last one had fucked her, both Stella's ass and cunt were raw and bruised, a hot fire raging through her lower body and her mind was almost numb. 

		"Get that screen up, guys, then you can have another turn." Josh didn't forget to make sure that the work was getting done.

		"Yeah, OK," one of the guys replied. "But can we bend her over one of the tables later so we can fuck her mouth too?"

		A moment of silence followed in which Stella hoped that Josh would say no, but she was disappointed. "Sure. There are three holes on the bitch and no reason not to use all of them."

		"Cool." They all climbed up on the stage and began to mount the giant screen.

		"Move your ass, cunt," Josh commanded and Stella got up. A wave of pain shot through her body and she had to clench her teeth to keep herself from moaning or crying out as she staggered on her heels after Josh to where the tables and chairs had been set. They were low tables and leather chairs, but in the corner was a higher table which would serve as a bar next Saturday. Josh pulled it away from the wall and told Stella to lie across it so that only her body rested on the table with both her ass and head suspended in the air.

		"Yeah, that should do," Josh said and flicked Stella's exposed cunt with a finger before he left her to join Frank who supervised the guys on the stage.

		

		Stella looked up at the ceiling, beginning to doubt the decision to come her as an undercover agent. Yet there was nothing she could do about it now. Thanks to a GPS chip he had implanted beneath the skin of her upper arm Gaston would at least always know where she was, even if she was sold at the auction and brought elsewhere by whoever bought her. If she wasn't uncovered earlier. She wondered what they would do with her if that happened, but that was not a nice line of thoughts so she concentrated on thinking about why she was here. She was here because these assholes needed to be stopped. She was here because there was nobody else that could do it, but mostly she was here because it was the right thing to do. 

		The gangbang started for real as soon as the builders were finished with the screen. Stella quickly lost count of how many cocks fucked had her mouth, cunt or ass, but it must have been a lot. The four guys who had worked on getting the room ready were joined by Frank and Josh and together they used her for hours, eventually taking a break to drink beer and eat sandwiches while Stella lay on the table, unable to move even if she had wanted to, the cum on her body slowly drying. Then they came back and raped her all over again, even more brutally this time and because they already had cum twice each, it took them much longer to cum. Her nipples were twisted and pinched, her cunt smacked, at one time they pulled her legs up to whip her ass with a belt just because they wanted to see her squirm and hear her scream.

		By the time they were all done and Josh told her to return to the room where the other girls were held, Stella was barely able to move. She slowly got up on shaky legs. Although she was tired and worn out, her whole body aching and barely able to speak she kept herself straight as she walked out of the room. The taste of cum was on her tongue and the smell of her own juices mixed with the stench of cum and piss filled her nostrils and it took all her concentration not to throw up on the spot. But then she was in that other room and more or less crashed on the thin mattress.

		Two of the iSlaves knelt down beside her as she lay on the back, exhausted and hurting, and asked whether they could do anything for her. Stella opened her eyes with difficulties because her lashes and eyelids where covered with sticky cum.

		"Yes, please, some water," she whispered and smiled weakly when one of the girls hurried to the toilet while the other knelt behind her and cradled her head in her lap.

		"You must hurt terribly, Stella. We receive what you are feeling, but we cannot feel it ourselves. It must be intense."

		"Yes, it is. But it will pass."

		The first girl came back with a filthy glass filled with water and Stella drank thirstily.

		"I go fill it again so you can wash at least your face," the girl said and wanted to get up, but Stella held her back.

		"No. It's OK. It's just cum and they mustn't see me with my face washed."

		One of the other girls knelt down at Stella's feet. "Can I ask you something?"

		"Yes, sure."

		"Why does pain sometimes feel good and sometimes it feels bad?"

		"Love. When Gail inflicts pain she does so because I like it and because she wants me to experience intense feelings. She also knows how much feels good and how much would be too much and she would never go too far. Those guys, they just want to hurt me. It was for their pleasure, not mine. Gail loves me and she does it for my pleasure as much as her own."

		The iSlave thought about this, or processed the information, or whatever those creatures did. "I want to know about love. It must be wonderful. Do we ever learn about love?"

		"If you haven't yet then you never will." Stella watched as the girl's face fell. "I'm sorry. Very sorry. To feel love is to be alive."

		"I see," the girl said sadly. "Another question: Can you feel us inside your head like we feel you?"

		"I feel something like an echo to my own mind, but it's blurred, kinda." Stella closed her eyes again and soon she was fast asleep, still cradled in the arms of the iSlave behind her. 

		

		When she woke up again, it was pitch black, but this time the room wasn't completely silent, there was the low rustling of bodies moving. She also felt the presence of the girls around her.

		"Hello, Stella," one of the iSlaves whispered. "We decided to help you. We thought if we all concentrate on you we can reinforce your own thoughts and feelings, give you strength."

		Stella remained motionless and concentrated on herself. Indeed, what had been a faint echo in her mind now felt like she had twice the brainpower she had before. Everything was more intense, her senses, her thoughts, her awareness of herself.

		"I think it works. I feel rested as if I've slept a whole night. My body still aches, though"

		"It was only two hours, 13 minutes and 49 seconds," the girl said. "We tried helping your body too, but we can only reach your mind. We're sorry."

		"Don't be sorry. You've helped me very much." Stella sat up. "I need to get out of here. I'm hungry and I must call Gail."

		"They didn't lock the door."

		Now that was surprising. They were either utterly careless or they knew that the iSlaves wouldn't - couldn't - even think of running away or stray out of the room in which they were held. Stella wondered how they managed to control the iSlaves; it certainly didn't come from her own mind. But then again, maybe they somehow had figured out a way to make them react like she reacted to Gail, which would explain a lot.

		"Good. Then I'll go and snoop around."

		"And we? What shall we do?"

		"Please stay here and keep concentrating on me. I can use all the help I get." Stella took off her high heels, stood up and stretched her sore limbs. Her ass still felt as if it was filled with glowing embers and her pussy and throat were painfully bruised and raw too, but she knew that this would be a thing of the past in a day or two, and by then everything would be over anyway, one way or the other.

		

		Once she had reached the door and opened it she was glad to see that the lights were on in the rest of the building. After listening for a couple of minutes for noises and hearing nothing she passed the shower and hesitated for a moment. It would certainly feel good to wash all the filth and stink off her body, but now was not the time. Carefully she tiptoed on and came to another door. It contained electrical stuff and a boiler, nothing of interest. Then she came upon the room with the gynaecological chair and the computer. Stella closed the door and switched on the lights. The computer came alive but there was no connection to the internet or anything like that. All she found out with her limited computer knowledge was that it was connected to a server, presumably the one where her mind-map was stored or fed in and that the second electronic device into which all the chords were plugged served to control the iSlaves. She went through the desk drawers and found a Snickers bar which she quickly unwrapped and devoured. Then she turned off the comp again, switched off the light and went back to the corridor.

		"There must be a stair to the second floor," she said to herself, remembering what Robert had said after he had raped her ass. The next door was locked, but given that it was on the other side of the corridor she figured that it was just another door to the hall where the stage was. The last door was unlocked, though. And behind it was the stairway she had been looking for.

		She tried the first of three doors on the landing and stepped into a bathroom. Not what she was looking for, but since she didn't know when she would have the opportunity to use a bathroom she used it anyway. Behind the next door was a bed, a few clothes strewn about on the floor next to a suitcase. Nobody was sleeping in the bed. Apparently either Josh or Frank slept here, but luckily he had gone out for the night.

		Trying the last door she prayed that this would be the office and that it would be open. She was lucky; it was the office Robert had mentioned, and the door wasn't locked. She slipped inside and closed the door, standing in the darkness for minute. Light from outside came in through a row of windows so Stella could see enough without having to switch on the light. 

		Two desks complete with phone, fax and computers, a file cabinet, a small fridge and a table with four chairs was all the office comprised. Stella locked the door and picked up the phone. 

		

		"Hello?" Gail sounded sleepy, but that changed immediately when she heard who was on the phone. "How are you? Is everything alright? Are you OK?" She fired question after question at Stella.

		"Yeah. I'm fine, Mistress," Stella lied, figuring that it wouldn't do any good if she told her Mistress what she had been going through. "Listen, please. There's gonna be an auction here this Saturday. We'll all be sold. I haven't found out more yet, but I hope to have more by then. I'm in the office now, taking a look at the comps."

		"Take care, love. Don't get yourself in danger. I want you unharmed." There was a pause. "I need you and I love you, Stella. Please."

		"Yes, Mistress. I love you too." She heard noises and voices in the background, then Gaston came on the phone.

		"Hello Stella. You're in their office now?"

		"Yes. There are two computers, but I have not much of an idea about what to look for."

		"OK, switch them on." Stella waited for the comps to come to life. 

		"There's a password needed."

		"Yeah. Thought so. What would you use in their place?"

		"iSlave." She keyed in the word on both comps and hit pay dirt on the second computer.

		"Yeah, figures. Most people are dumber than one would expect," Gaston commented dryly.

		He told her where she could find the IP-addresses of the comps and the server and once he had those written down he told her to shut down the computers again.

		"OK, we'll try to hack into the server as soon as it comes online. And we will be there Saturday evening, no matter what. Don't worry and stay safe. You're doing great, Stella."

		That might have been true, but it definitely wasn't how Stella felt like. Her body was aching and she was scared like never before. She didn't say that, though. All she said was "ok, bye Gaston". Then she rummaged through the drawers in search of something to eat, but found nothing.

		It would be a long, hungry time until Saturday. Provided that everything went well, of course. It was anyone's guess what would happen if it didn't go the way she hoped.

		Back with the other girls Stella laid down again after telling them what she had done.

		"What will they do when they come for you?" The blond she had spoken with the evening before asked.

		"I don't know. They won't do anything without my consent, though."

		There was a long silence until the girl spoke again, softly and subdued this time. "That's good. Your decision will be the right one."

		Stella wasn't so sure about that, but she quickly dismissed the thought. No need to distress the iSlaves around her.

		

		The next day started without further problems. Stella was weak from hunger, but she wasn't being used like the day before. Apart from a blowjob she had to perform on Josh while the girls showered and a quick fuck with Frank during one of the breaks in the rehearsals she was being left alone.

		A new girl or iSlave had arrived in the morning and Stella had woken up when the girl was being led into the room. Josh didn't waste any time and again ushered them all to the showers, then they were on the stage and going through the program of the presentation. It was basically very boring. A lot of kneeling, a lot of standing in the 'present'-position, a lot of waiting.

		Frank was behind a camera whose image was projected onto the screen on the stage, Josh gave few commands and corrections and Robert played host. Stella saw Diana kneel on the floor, her leash tied to the armrest of one of the chairs, her arms bound behind her back in a reverse prayer, a harness holding a dildo in her cunt and a plug in her ass. She looked pale and sad, her eyes without a sparkle. 

		Again and again each of the iSlaves had to come out from behind the curtain, walk to the front of the stage to present themselves and then walk to their place to kneel in a semi-circle.

		The third time Stella presented herself Diana looked directly in her eyes. And recognized her, as Stella could tell by the expression of surprise that flashed over Diana's face. For a second Stella thought that all was over, but then the kneeling girl gave her an almost imperceptible nod and looked at her Master again, renewed hope showing in her eyes. 

		At long last Robert was satisfied and the iSlaves were ordered back to their room. As soon as she heard the key in the lock being turned, Stella hurried to the bathroom to empty her bladder and drink water.

		She was wiping her mouth when she heard the key again. A quick sprint and she lay on the mattress just in time to see Josh enter the room. 

		"You and you, come!" He said, pointing at Stella and the new girl. They both got up and followed him to the lounging area of the presentation room. Frank was sitting in one of the leather seats, nursing a beer and Josh joined him, indicating to Stella that she should kneel beside him while the other girl knelt beside Frank.

		"What a fuckhead," Josh uttered as he opened a beer, too. 

		"Yeah. I hate to stay here for the night, but at least until now we didn't have to stay here both. It's useless; those chicks couldn't even fuck up if they wanted to." Frank grabbed the girl next to him by her hair and turned her head so she looked at him. "You couldn't fuck up, right?"

		"No, Master Frank."

		"But you can fuck."

		"Yes, Master Frank. I can fuck," the girl replied with a lewd smile. "I can please you any way you want."

		"Yep, and that's what you gonna do. The whole night." He opened his fly and the girl went down on him without hesitation. It was surreal to see the girl pleasing such an asshole with such spirit and to know that she had 'learned' it from Stella, but then again she knew that this was exactly how she’d strive to please her Mistress. 

		

		Josh finished his beer and then ordered Stella to straddle him; her legs dangling over the armrests, her pussy stretched wide open. "You know, I don't even know if those cunts can have an orgasm," he said to Frank, but Frank was too busy getting his cock sucked off to reply. "Guess I have to find out." He began to finger Stella's cunt with one hand while he squeezed and pinched her breast with the other. It wasn't skillful at all and it got even worse when he began to fuck her with the bottle, but Stella had faked enough orgasms in her time to give him a perfect show. She moaned and bucked her hips, her back arching as he pushed the bottleneck inside her time and again. She didn't have to fake the gasping when he pulled her close and bit her nipple, nor did she have to fake the scream when he pushed the bottle deep inside her hole and took her clit between thumb and forefinger and pinched it hard. She knew she was getting wet, but this was just the reaction of her body, as far as her mind was concerned she was about as aroused as a piece of dead wood. 

		"Look at this Frank! The cunt enjoys it, looks like she's cumming," Josh said and Stella saw that Frank now looked at her too. Josh let go of her clit with a last, vicious pinch and took hold of the bottle again. "She fucking likes to be fucked by a bottle," Josh exclaimed and fucked her fast with it. Stella decided that it was enough and gave them the show of their lives, bucking and twisting and moaning and yelping, her body shuddering until she collapsed on Josh, hugging him.

		"Thank you, Master Josh," she whispered in his ear. Then she kissed him, although she felt more like puking. 

		"Thattagirl. Now lie over that table so I can whip your ass before I fuck you." Stella had no other choice than to obey. Josh went to the back of the room and when he came back he held a couple of ropes in his hand. 

		"I know you wouldn't move but it's just hotter to whip and fuck a helpless girl," he said as he tied her wrists to her elbows behind her back.

		"Yes Master Josh. You're right." When he was done tying her hands he buckled a ring gag around her head and tied that to her arms, tilting her head far back.

		Then he pushed her down on the table again and bound her legs far apart so he could whip both her ass and her exposed pussy. "I'm gonna use both holes and I want to hear you scream all the time," he grinned. Stella heard a swishing sound and her ass exploded in white, hot pain. Then the next whiplash hit her, followed by many more. And she didn't disappoint Josh, she screamed from the first strike, interjected with sobs and cries when he paused briefly to take aim at yet another part of her body.

		She was afraid that she would pass out from the excruciating pain, but just when she thought she couldn't take no more she felt a wave of energy flow through her. Apparently the iSlaves were concentrating their thoughts and energy on her. She relaxed a little bit and hoped she wouldn't start to bleed. But then Josh paused again and stood between her legs and it got much worse.

		"Now for your pussy. I bet you can scream much louder yet." The first stroke hit the tender flesh beside her cunt lips. Stella's body arched involuntarily as the pain shot through her body, her scream piercing the room. The next landed right along her slit and it felt as if it was being split open, quickly followed by another that hit the same spot as the second, except that it also hit on her clit. Her scream lasted for a long time until it faded to a sobbing kind of wailing, her arms tearing at her bonds, her legs trying in vain to close themselves to prevent further pain. She was sure she would pass out if he hit her again. 

		But Frank saved her, at least from further whippings. "Stop it, you asshole! Don't damage the goods."

		"Yeah, OK." Josh was not happy, not at all, but he also knew that Frank was right. He unbuckled his trousers and knelt behind Stella to fuck both her holes and hear her moans and cries as he ravaged her swollen, throbbing sex. 

		Eventually they both had had enough fun and the girls were being sent back for the rest of the night. 

		

	
		Chapter 12 - Girl Power

		

		Stella woke up with a grumbling belly, a headache and a pussy and ass that still hurt terribly whenever she tried to sit or just move her legs. There was nothing she could do about the belly and the pain in her neither regions, but at least the headache got better after she had drunk a lot of water. It seemed to her as if it was already late in the morning, later than they had been ushered into the showers the past two days anyway, but without a clock she couldn't be sure. But the iSlaves knew.

		"It's 11:41:24 a.m., Stella," the blond stated before Stella had even thought about asking her.

		In twelve hours everything will be over, Stella thought. I'll either be sold into slavery to some asshole who thinks I'm a robot, or Gail and Gaston have shown up and put an end to this whole screwed up business.

		They were being left alone until four p.m. Josh entered and told them that they needed to look super-hot today because this was the day where they would fulfill their purpose. They all marched to the showers and took twice the usual time to brush their hair and do their makeup. When they all were finished they truly were the most beautiful group of obedient slaves one could imagine. They were all perfectly groomed, perfectly made up, perfectly clean shaved, perfectly perfect slave girls. 

		Except for Stella. Upon close inspection one could make up the hint of stubble on her legs, pussy and in her armpits. But one would have to look very good indeed. However, the red welts on her ass and across her cunt were easily visible. They still hurt badly whenever they were touched or whenever Stella's bum brushed against something.

		

		Sir Robert entered the shower room as the girls were getting ready. Stella had just sat down wincing on one of the chairs and started to apply eyeliner and mascara. Like all the other girls she stopped what she was doing and turned around to look at him as he began to speak to them. 

		"Cunts! In a few hours you will be sold as sex slaves. That's your destiny. That's what you have been designed and built for." He paused to let the words sink in. "I know that sometimes the thoughts and opinions of the one you were created from still pushes through and dictates your behavior. That will get less and less as soon as we stop the transmission tonight. But I can assure you that if you let that happen tonight during the presentation I will not hesitate to pull the plug on you and throw you in the nearest garbage bin. You don't want that." There was a short murmuring amongst the iSlaves; apparently they didn't like that idea. Sir Robert stared each and every one of the girls in the eyes, then turned abruptly on his heels and walked away, roughly pulling Diana after him on a leash.

		Half an hour later they all knelt behind the curtain on the stage, waiting for their turn to present themselves and be sold into slavery. Josh had locked collars and cuffs on each of them, then went through the program one more time with them while Frank tested all the equipment for the tenth time that day. Then they heard the voices and sounds of the guests arriving, glasses clinking, chairs being moved on the floor. Stella wondered what kind of person would want to buy an artificial girl to gratify his - or her - sexual needs or sadistic leanings. Probably someone who had too much money and too little character. But it didn't matter, she still hoped that Gail and Gaston would show up and that nobody would be sold tonight.

		

		The presentation began. One by one the girls strutted out from behind the curtain, walked on high heels to the edge of the stage, presented and showed her perfect body to the audience, then walked to kneel in her assigned place in the wide semicircle. Sir Robert talked to the audience, pointing out the individual features like extra large breasts or a full bottom of each girl. When it was Stella's turn to walk out on the stage he only gave her a glance, made a remark about her jet black hair and that of course it could be dyed or changed to any colour and then returned his attention to the prospective buyers again. At last all seventeen girls knelt in a wide semi circle. Motionless, their positions perfect, beautiful and calm. Waiting to be sold as sex slaves.

		

		"These, ladies and gentlemen," exclaimed Sir Robert now, motioning at the girls behind him with his left arm, "these are the best trained slaves you can find anywhere on this planet. And at the same time they are blank canvases for you to paint upon, so to say." He paused, looked into the dark ahead of him, waited a couple of seconds for effect before he continued, with a louder voice now. "They are lustful, obedient and skilled creatures of desire. They have the tightest cunts, the firmest butts, the most skilled tongues and of course no limit to their pain tolerance, as you will have the opportunity to find out. They are what every dominant person dreams about. And tonight, ladies and gentlemen, tonight you can make that dream come true."

		Walking along the edge of the stage he continued. "Now, before you will have time to take a closer look and convince yourselves about the quality and skills of our gorgeous iSlaves, I will answer your questions."

		A few seconds of silence followed, then a male voice asked "do they come with a warranty?"

		"Yes, of course. They come with a lifetime warranty and free service."

		"What are the costs of maintenance?" another wanted to know.

		"Maintenance costs are very low. The iSlaves run on electric power and need to be recharged only once a week, a process which takes only two hours. Then you have to replenish the fluids, of course. That is done by a simple infusion, about once a month, depending on usage."

		"What if I damage them, say with a whip?" This was coming from a Mistress sitting in the far left corner.

		"Their skin is made of an extremely sturdy material. You can compare it to thick leather, only much softer to the touch, of course. Soft tissues and bone structure are almost indestructible also."

		No more questions were asked for a minute and so Robert proceeded. "If those are all the questions for the moment you will now have the opportunity to test them 'in the flesh'." He and a few of the guests chuckled at the expression and then Robert signaled to the iSlaves to spread out and present themselves to the audience up close.

		

		Stella searched the crowd for a familiar face, a sign, anything to indicate that Gail and Gaston were here to put an end to this. But all she saw were people in their fifties and sixties, some of them wearing leather, some in suits, a few women among them. No slaves and no young people.

		She wanted to walk to the far end of the lounging area, where she had heard that female voice asking about whether damaging the iSlaves was possible, but she got held back by a fat bearded man with greying hair and receding hairline.

		He never said a word to her, just pulled her arm until she was standing right in front of him, then he began to finger her pussy, parting her lips, pulling the labia, flicking her clit and finally pushing two fingers inside her. 

		He fucked her like this for a minute, then grunted something to the effect that he was satisfied with the tightness of Stella's cunt. Then he turned her around, bellowed a command to bend over and started to repeat the procedure on her ass.

		"Oh, wow, they actually bruise," he exclaimed as he saw the welts on her ass. 

		Stella froze and looked around whether someone might have heard what the guy fingering her ass had just said. Robert froze too. He stood only a few feet away, behind Stella, talking to another client about how the iSlaves learned and where they got their behavior from. This of course was all explained in the brochure the guests had received, but at the price an iSlave was going to sell, Robert didn’t mind to answer every question personally. 

		He scrutinized the ass of the girl in question and now he saw the welts himself. That couldn't be, one of the things iSlaves lacked was the ability to be bruised and showing welts, no matter how hard you whipped them. This obviously wasn't an iSlave. But if she was a real girl, who was she? And how did she get here?

		He needed to find out, and he needed to take care of that cunt. But not now, no need to upset the customers.

		

		In the meantime, Stella had relaxed a little when nobody took notice of what the guy had said. Although relaxed is the wrong expression, it's not easy to relax when you're about to be sold into slavery and have two fingers up your ass, fucking you.

		At last he pulled the fingers out again, slapped her ass and grunted again approvingly when she jumped as the pain the slap induced on her striped ass shot through her.

		"Suck me off," he commanded her.

		"Yes Master," she obediently replied while moving to kneel between his legs. After she had opened his fly and taken out his cock she nearly gagged. One would expect that somebody who had enough money to consider buying an artificial slave would also have enough money to buy soap. But apparently this guy either saved on soap or didn't like to use it. As a consequence, his cock stank terribly. Stella tried to breathe through her mouth, but that only worked as long as it wasn't filled with his cock. Needless to say, it didn't taste much better. She was actually glad when he took her head in both hands and pulled her down onto himself. This way she didn't need to force herself to finish the gruesome task.

		And she was even much gladder that he obviously had been in dire need to cum, for he came in less than three minutes, filling her mouth with his horrible cum.

		When Stella was finished cleaning him she feared that he had other things on his mind yet, but just then Robert announced that the girls were supposed to return to the stage for the final act.

		

		One by one the iSlaves climbed up the little stair onto the stage again and went to kneel on their assigned place, some with their hair tousled, others with their face covered in jism. Only one of them was showing visible marks, though.

		Stella didn't notice when Robert talked to Josh before he addressed the audience again, telling them that the auction would start in a minute. She also didn't realize that Josh came to stand directly behind her after he had made a quick trip to the back of the stage, behind the curtain. 

		Robert stood in the spotlight, waiting for the silence to settle in again. "Now I must say that our iSlaves might be perfect when it comes to obedience, servitude and overall quality of the product. However, there is one thing we haven't been able to achieve yet: It's impossible to mark them. You can whip them as hard as you want, but you can't produce welts on their body."

		Stella knew she was fucked when she listened to him. She jumped, looking for somewhere to run, but before she could make up her mind Josh had her flat on the ground again and was kneeling on her back, bending her arms backwards and locking the cuffs on her wrists, then he brought up each of her legs and shackled the ankle cuffs to her wrists. Finally he forced her mouth open and shoved a ball gag in, locking the leather strap on her neck. She was hogtied and completely helpless before she really realized what happened. Josh stood up and kicked her in the ribs, looking down at her with a sneer.

		Robert walked up to her and prodded her with the tip of his boot. Stella grunted as she glared up at him.

		"Ladies and Gentleman, we have a special surprise for you this evening. Let me introduce you to the original iSlave, Stella. She is the cunt that provides the mind recordings on which our iSlaves are running."

		A murmur rose up and someone asked why she was hogtied. 

		Robert didn't need to think about the answer for long, apparently he had already made up a story. "A few weeks ago, Stella decided that she didn't like the idea of several artificial cunts running around with her mind and her experiences and wanted to get out of her contract. She also demanded that the iSlave's memories should be erased. Since we had already paid her a large sum we declined, and apparently she tried to bust tonight's auction. But she won't interfere any more. Will you, cunt?" Another kick provoked another grunt from Stella. "Yeah, thought so," Robert grinned and a few customers chuckled.

		

		In the meantime, Stella's mind had been racing. The situation seemed to be hopeless. Neither Gail nor Gaston were present, she was naked, hogtied and gagged and there was nobody who would help her.

		But then a thought struck her. She wasn't alone at all, there were sixteen others like her, and those sixteen had already said that they would help her. She just needed to find out how to tell them what they should do.

		So far she had communicated with speech, but that wasn't possible with the ball gag. How about when she just thought of what needed to be done very hard? The feed from her brain to theirs should be enough to get her ideas in their heads. If it was still running. There was only one way to find out and so she started to concentrate on thinking that Robert and Josh needed to be overwhelmed and herself to be freed. Her surroundings faded and finally Stella conjured up the image of both Robert and Josh lying on the floor while she herself was being freed of her bonds again. 

		Suddenly she felt the echo in her mind again, but this time it was much stronger, and then she saw that all sixteen girls rose as one, gracefully yet quickly, eight moving forward to Robert who was still talking to the audience, about to start the auction, the rest towards Josh.

		"What .... Get back! Kneel, cunts!" Josh shouted and when they didn't listen he started to back away, trying to fend them off. But the girls had no problem taking him down and soon he was lying on his belly, arms and legs held in place by a girl. They obviously had far more strength than a real girl, for Josh started to scream with pain as their fingers closed around his limbs

		"Just hold him down, don't hurt him," Stella thought and the girls relaxed their grip. She turned her head to see that Robert hadn't fared any better. He glared at her and cursed her while behind him the guests stood up and walked to the stage, their expressions worried and surprised as they had no idea what to make of the sudden turn of events. Somebody ran towards the door and Stella saw that it was Frank. Too bad, she had completely forgotten about him. Anyway, even if he called for help, she didn't intend to stay here much longer.

		

		Two girls came to Stella's help and unlocked the locks on her cuffs. She unbuckled the belt and went to the edge of the stage. "Sorry, ladies and gentlemen. The show is over, there will be no auction. Go home now and think about what a fucking stupid idea it is to buy a robot for your pleasure. Get yourself a nice submissive and remember that it's about love. And consent. Now go!"

		One of the guys in the audience didn't like the idea at all, though. "The hell I do. I want one of those iSlaves. And you won't stop me." He stepped forward and was about to climb upon the stage when a female voice made herself heard.

		"If she can't stop you, then I will." The voice was loud and firm, and if that hadn't had already enough authority to get the message across, there were the two guys with guns in their hands behind her to make sure that she wasn't joking.

		The audience parted in front of Gail, followed by Gaston and inspector Muller as she strode towards the stage. Once standing on the stage beside Stella she put her arm around her slave's shoulder. "This is Stella, my slave, my girl, my love. Touch her and you will regret that you've ever been born. The company which has invented the iSlaves is my property. I have just decided that it won't sell any slaves and that production will be cancelled immediately. No iSlaves, not now or in the future. And now go."

		The guy who had challenged Stella called Gail a fucking bitch. Half a second later he went crashing into one of the lounge tables when Gaston smacked him right across the face.

		"Out! Now!" he said and the guy departed without ever looking back as did the rest of the people.

		"Stella!" Gail finally exclaimed and wrapped her arms around her girl. "Thank God you're OK. You are OK, right?" Nobody ever got to hear Stella's reply, though, because before she had time to say anything Gail was covering her lips and kissed her while Muller put handcuffs on Robert and told him that he was arrested for the murder of Dave Zimmermann.

		"What about that sick fuck?" Gaston asked Muller, pointing at Josh who was still being held down by the iSlaves.

		"There's unfortunately no law against being a sick fuck," Muller replied. "I'm afraid we have to let him go, like that other sick fuck that ran into your fist outside."

		

		At last Gail let go of Stella and the two women joined Gaston and Muller.

		"You OK, Miss?" Muller asked.

		"Yes, I'm fine. Hungry, though."

		"Did they do anything to you? Do you want to press charges?"

		"Well, they did all kinds of ugly things, but they thought I was an iSlave. And as you said, being a sick fuck isn't enough to press charges. Let him go," she added towards the girls. They let go of Josh and five seconds later he was gone.

		"Now to you, Robert," Gail started, but then she broke off and turned to Muller. "Never mind. Bring him away, I can't stand his presence anymore."

		"Thank you for your help." Muller pulled Robert on his feet and shoved him towards the door. Halfway there he stopped and turned. "By the way, I haven't seen all those naked girls and I'm sure he doesn't want to bring them up in the trial either. Take care." Then they were gone and the three were left with the sixteen iSlaves who now stood in a wide circle around them.

		"He killed Dave?" Stella asked.

		"No, but we've found proof that he ordered a hit man for the job," Gaston replied. "The guy is already in custody and talking, so Robert is looking at a long time behind bars."

		Stella shook her head in disbelief, then turned towards the iSlaves again. "What about them, Mistress? I promised them that I wouldn't let anyone do anything to them without my consent."

		Gail looked at the iSlaves who stood motionless. "Then you must keep your promise. They won't be sold, though, and there won't be any more of them. The only copy of the construction plans has already been put in a bank vault and I don't intend to ever again open that vault." 

		"Thank you, Mistress. Can I have a minute or two alone with them?"

		Gail and Gaston stepped back while Stella conferred with her 'twins'. "You heard her. We will decide together."

		"Was this love you felt when Gail came and took you in her arms?" one of the girls asked.

		"Yes, that was pure love."

		There was a long pause. The iSlaves looked at each other and at Stella while they thought about this. Then another spoke up: "When I can never feel this for real, I don't want to live."

		"Me neither," said another, and then one by one they stepped forward and said that they'd rather be switched off than go on like this.

		"I understand. I would do the same." Tears rolled over Stella's cheeks when she went on. "It was an honor knowing you. Good bye." And then she went from one iSlave to the other, hugging and kissing each for the last time.

		

		Then she went to the room with the control device and switched it off. Tired, hurting and hungry, with her shoulders slumped and her head hanging low she went to Gail and Gaston who in the meantime had talked to Diana. 

		"I want to go home, Mistress."

		"Yes, love. We will take Diana with us until she has somewhere to go." Stella had completely forgotten about Robert's slave who now looked much happier. At least there was something good coming out of all this terrible mess, Stella thought. The two slaves hugged each other, both crying. 

		At last Stella went back to Gail and knelt down in front of her, wrapping her arms around her thighs and burying her face in her crotch. "Thank you, Mistress." 

		"Don't be silly, Stella." Gail took both of Stella's hands in her own and pulled her to her feet again, kissing her. Then she laid her arm around Stella's shoulder and led her out of the warehouse.

		"It’s me who has to thank you. Now get up and let's go. You need a lot of tender loving care now. And then we also need to plan your collaring ceremony."

		

		The End
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