
        
            
                
            
        

    
Jen 5

by Blard Hans

“It’s not as heavy as I thought,” Jen said.  She whipped the long black leather flogger through the air as though she was defeating an invisible army of ninjas.

“Slow down,” Mistress Beatrice said.  “It’s a lot more about control than power.  I’ll set up a couple of targets.  See if you can make just the tips of the falls hit it.”  She brought over a couple of pillows and leaned them up against Frank’s tied and helpless body.

“Mistress Beatrice, what if I miss and hit Frank?” Jen asked.  There was real concern on her face.

“Slaves refer to me as Mistress Beatrice, you may call me Beatrice.  Now in answer to your question: Don’t miss.”  Beatrice flicked her flogger at one of the cushions.  The very ends of the falls struck it dead center.  The cushion collapsed in on itself then rebounded back into shape.  A lone feather shot upwards then slowly floated downward.  She looked over at Frank then added, “We probably should gag him anyway though.”  She retrieved a panel gag from the counter and handed it to Jen.

Jen took the black leather gag and examined it.  It consisted of a single soft leather rectangle about the size of a small envelope.  A soft rubber ball was attached to the center of it along with several straps attached to the edges.  ‘It looks medieval,’ Jen thought.  She handed it back to Beatrice.

“These are actually a lot easier to apply than they look.  See the triangle shaped strap right here?” she asked and pointed to it.  “This goes over his nose then place the strap over the top of his head.  This bottom one goes under their chin and the side ones wrap around the back of his head.” 

Jen took the gag back and looked tentatively at Frank.  She walked over and gently pulled down on his lower jaw.  When his mouth was opened, she pushed the ball inside as far as the panel would allow.  It took a few more instructions from Beatrice before the whole thing was buckled into place.  Jen felt proud of herself.  She looked down at Frank and couldn’t help thinking he looked hot like that.

“After you’re done, always check with them to make sure they can breathe,” Beatrice said.

“Frank, can you breathe ok?” Jen asked.

Frank did his best to nod and grunted something that could have been an “I’m Ok.”

Jen noticed that Frank was starting to get erect.  “I think he likes it,” she said.

Beatrice put her hand on Jen’s shoulder.  “One of the things that takes a while to accept is that even though it looks like we’re brutalizing our slaves, they will come to enjoy it; crave it even.”

Jen considered Beatrice’s words.  The partial chub Frank was sporting seemed to verify what she was saying.  “Ok, can you teach me some more about flogging?”

Beatrice smiled.  She pulled the pillows away from Frank then flicked her flogger out towards his right leg.  It hit him in his quads.  Frank let out a muffled cry then stopped.

Jen felt a tingling down low as she watched him tense then relax.  It was obvious that he wasn’t actually getting hurt but the way his body moved was almost...erotic.  “Cool!” Jen said.  She flicked her flogger out, the way Beatrice had.  The tops of the falls draped over the top of his leg and snapped on the inside of his other leg.  Frank let out a cry of pain then returned to being quiet.

Beatrice stepped in.  “That’s called wrapping.  When the ends miss the target and whip another part of his skin.  It can be pretty painful so we usually save that for after the person is warmed up.”

“I didn’t mean to...”

“You’re just learning.  I get it.  One of the issues you’ll need to work through is coming to an understanding of hurting a slave for pleasure verses actually inflicting injury on them.”

Jen looked like she was going to cry.  Instead, she nodded her head.

“Try it again.”

Jen flicked the flogger at Frank’s right leg again.  The falls hit the top of his leg and Frank let out a much softer cry.

“Accuracy will come with practice,” Beatrice said.

“I’m worried that I’m going to hurt him by accident.”

Beatrice thought for a moment before saying anything.  “Of course you don’t want to injure him but I think you might be confusing hurting and injuring.  Let’s get him upright and I’ll show you the difference.”

Both women set their floggers down and began to undo the nylon bands holding Frank securely to the medical chair.  After all twelve were loose, they helped him to stand upright.

“Go ahead and remove the chains connecting his wrists and ankles but leave the gag on,” Beatrice said.

Jen placed her thumb on the turquoise tab on Frank’s collar and said, “Open.”  The chains fell to the ground with a clattering sound.

Beatrice stuck her index finger through the front loop on Frank’s collar and led him to the far end of the room.  She showed Jen how to unlock the wheels under the medical chair and they both pushed it out of the way.

Jen followed the other woman to where Frank was standing.  They each attached a rope to his wrist cuffs then pulled down on the free ends so that his arms raised up towards the ceiling.  A spreader bar was attached to the cuffs on his ankles, forcing him to spread his legs.

“It’s easier to do this when they have to obey your commands but since your goal is to obtain obedience without the drugs then you’ll have to get used to restraining him this way.”

“Can you teach him to assume this position on command?” Jen asked.

“You can teach him to do almost anything your heart desires.”

Jen smiled.  “What next?”

Beatrice grabbed the floggers and handed one to Jen.  “You have to go a lot softer when hitting him on the front verses his back.  The back can take a lot more force.”  She brought Jen around behind Frank and began to show her where to aim.  “We want to avoid the sensitive areas like the kidneys or spine.  The broad plates of muscle on his upper back is always fair game just like the sweet spot on his ass.”  Beatrice reached down and began to fondle Frank’s butt cheeks.  “You’re a lucky girl.  He has an amazing butt.  And look at those legs.”

Jen began to blush but she didn’t say anything.

“See where the curve of his ass is, right above his thighs?  That’s the sweet spot.  You can pound that area and he’s just going to think it feels good.”

Jen reached down and ran her hands over his bare cheeks.  Her face turned a shade darker red when Frank let out a moan at her touch.

“Nice.  Have you taken him from behind yet?”

Jen shook her head.

“Oh, so will that be new to both of you?”

“Yes, I think it will be.”

The expression on Beatrice’s face was both excitement and disbelief.  “I love popping cherries.  Would you like me to break him in?  I can show you how to do it and we can both take him, if you like.  I mean, it sure beats the heck out of just signing him up for an anal Pilates class.”

Jen wasn’t sure what that was, but it didn’t sound good.  “Well, why don’t we start with the flogging and then we can move on to other lessons.”

“Start by dragging the falls of your flogger over his back while you talk to him.  Do it like this,” Beatrice said.  She lifted her flogger and let the long ends move gently along the length of Frank’s back.  She leaned in and whispered into Frank’s ear, “I’m going to beat you until you beg me to fuck you.”

Jen watched as Frank’s body quivered.

Beatrice stepped back then raised her flogger and brought it down hard on Frank’s upper back.  He let out a soft grunt when the leather impacted his skin.  Over and over, she brought her flogger down on him.  The loud thud of each strike seemed to echo around the small room.

Jen noticed that she never seemed to hit the same spot twice.  After about five to ten minutes, Beatrice stopped and stepped in closer to Frank.  She ran her hands over his naked body.  Instead of complaining about being beaten, Frank’s body leaned into her touch.  He was already breathing hard but now he was starting to moan at her touch.

Beatrice motioned for Jen to come over.  “You want to start off somewhat softly.  Let him get warmed up to what you’re doing.  After five to ten minutes, stop and reconnect with him.  Touch him, stroke him, penetrate him and let him know that you appreciate what he’s going through.”

Jen reached out and touched Frank’s skin. It was hot to the touch and he was just beginning to perspire.  The hard muscles of his back felt good as she ran her fingertips over his flesh.

“Once you’re done, step back and start again.  This time ramp up the force quite a bit.  Not 100% but maybe 50% of your maximum strength.”

Jen stepped back and brought her flogger back behind her head.  She hesitated for a minute then brought the flogger down on his back.  She cringed as Frank tightened his back muscles.  The cry that escaped from behind the gag reminded her of a little kid getting the wind knocked out of him.  She turned towards Beatrice in a panic.  “Too hard?” she asked softly.

Beatrice shook her head.  “Go harder this time.”

Jen brought the flogger back and struck Frank again in the back.  His body flew forwards a few inches and he began to breathe really hard.  She stopped and faced Beatrice.  “I’m worried that I’m going to hurt him.”

Beatrice gave her a look then said, “Command him to tell you the truth then ask him if you’re damaging him in any way.”

Jen stepped forward and whispered into Frank’s ear, “I’m so sorry about this.  Am I hurting you?”

Frank mumbled something then shook his head.

Jen stepped back, the confused look on her face slipped off as she concentrated on where she was going to hit him next.  She tried to put her weight into her stroke this time and was rewarded when Frank let out a cry of pain.  Trying to keep the force the same each time, she continued to beat him for another five minutes.  She paused when Beatrice showed her different spots to hit but otherwise kept the momentum up.  At a signal from Beatrice, she stopped and walked up to Frank.  He was coated in sweat and breathing like he had just finished a foot race.  As she ran her hands over his body, she noticed that several areas were purplish/bright red.  His legs were starting to shake uncontrollably.

“Does this mean that I’ve bruised him?” Jen asked.

Beatrice stepped in for a closer look.  “No, not yet.  You’ll be able to see some bruising right after you hit him but that will take a lot more practice on your part.  Often slaves will display their bruises proudly so that is definitely a skill you’ll want to pick up.”

Jen continued to put her hands all over Frank’s back side.

“Don’t forget his front.  Men are driven by their junk so show it some love too.”

Jen reached around and found Frank’s partially erect cock.  She squeezed his balls and fondled his penis.  It became erect almost immediately.

“Try these,” Beatrice said as she handed Jen two silver rings.  They were too small to go over her wrists so she took them then looked to Beatrice for more instructions.”

“They go on his junk, around the top of his scrotum and below his shaft.”  She took one of the rings and showed her how to open it then she locked it around the skin between his shaft and balls.  Frank’s ball sack drooped at the additional weight.

“Aren’t you worried his balls will drop off or something?” Jen asked.

Beatrice actually laughed.  “No honey.  Men’s bodies are much tougher than they let on.  It is possible to detach his testicles but that takes a tremendous amount of force.”

Jen walked in front of Frank and locked the second ring over the first.  He let out a soft cry but said nothing else.  She began to fondle his cock again.

“Try hitting his balls,” Beatrice said.

Jen reached up then brought her hand down on Frank’s testicles rather hard.  He cried out and tried to bring his legs in to protect himself.  Of course with the spreader bar in place, that wasn’t going to happen.  The two silver rings clattered together as his dick swung back and forth from the force.

The leather padded door opened up and Paige walked in.  She had changed out of her dress shirt and skirt.  She was now wearing a black one-piece body suit.  It clung to her thin frame and pushed her breasts up, making them look bigger than they really were.  “I’m going off shift and thought I’d check in with you two.”  Her eyes were drawn to the partially suspended frame of Frank’s helpless body.  She looked pleased.  “God, Mistress Beatrice you are such a hard ass.”

“Jealous?” Beatrice asked.

Paige stopped talking and looked a little sheepish.  “No Mistress.”

“Good.  Now come over here before I tie you up and beat the crap out of you.”

Paige walked over and stood by Beatrice.

Jen walked behind Frank again and waited for a signal before starting on him again.  This time she struck as hard as she thought would be safe to do.

Frank flew forward until the restraints stopped him.  He forcibly exhaled then seemed to struggle to catch his breath.  Again and again Jen hit him with the flogger.  Each time, a loud thump echoed around the small room.  She glanced over at Paige, who had a hungry look on her face.

After several minutes, Jen stopped flogging him.  She covered the few steps to him and whispered into his ear, “How are you doing.”

Frank didn’t answer.

Beatrice stepped in and began to touch him too.  She looked at the concerned expression on Jen’s face and said, “After three or four rounds, slaves will usually enter another state of consciousness called sub space.  Once you get used to watching for the signs it will become obvious to you.  At this point, you can begin to teach him to obey your commands.  The extreme physical sensations cause his brain to reset and you can form new pathways anyway you choose.”

Beatrice looked over at Paige and said, “Strip.”

Jen grabbed Frank’s dick and began to fondle it.  It took longer this time, but he became erect.  She started stroking him while she watched Paige undress.

When Paige was completely naked, Mistress Beatrice told her, “Get four leather cuffs, locks and a gag.  Bring them to me.”

Paige retrieved the items from the counter and held them out for Beatrice.

The gag was buckled into place first.  Beatrice checked the tightness then grabbed the leather cuffs and locks from her.  “Bring the stool over here and set it in front of him.”

Paige dragged the heavy wooden stool over as instructed.

“Put your feet along the sides of the back two legs of the stool.”  She turned towards Jen and said, “Help me, will you?”  The two women wrapped the leather cuffs around Paige’s ankles and the wooden legs of the stool then padlocked them.  When they were done, Paige was unable to move her legs away.  “Bend over,” Mistress Beatrice said.

Paige obediently bent over so that her stomach was on the seat of the stool and her arms touched the floor in front of her.  Jen helped Beatrice secure Paige’s wrists with the second set of cuffs.  With her hands now cuffed to the front legs of the stool, she was unable to lift herself upright.

“Help me move her around so that her butt is facing Frank then we’ll scoot her back to just an inch or two in front of him.”

Between the two of them, they were able to maneuver Paige into position.  “Have you had him implanted yet?” Beatrice asked.

“No,” Jen said.  She was looking at Paige’s naked body bent over the stool.  Her vag was almost touching Frank’s junk and it didn’t take a rocket scientist to figure out what was going to happen next.  She glanced up at Frank’s face.  It was completely relaxed, like he was half asleep.  For a second, she thought that he may have received too much of the Amptileen but his eyes didn’t have that blank expression she had observed on the other slaves.  “Is he ok?” Jen asked softly.

Beatrice looked over at him then said, “He’s so far into subspace right now that you could make him do anything you like.  When you teach him to obey your commands, try to get him to this state first.  His brain will accept your programming as though it was his idea.  The effects can be dramatic.”

Jen looked over Frank’s helpless body and she noticed that she was having an unexpected reaction.  The feelings of concern for what she was doing to her friend were being replaced by...was it lust?

“I’ll take over hitting him now.  You start working his cock.  Once he’s hard, guide him into her but only to where the head of his penis is just barely inside.  I’ll tell you when.”  Beatrice pressed a button on the leather forearm guard on her left arm.  Paige’s body immediately went rigid.  There was no sound that Jen could make out but Paige’s reaction reminded her of a porno she and her friend Kim had once watched.  The woman in the film was bringing herself to orgasm with a large vibrator.  Within just a couple of minutes, Paige was moaning like she was getting the fucking of a lifetime.

“What did you do?”  Genuine interest flowed out as Jen spoke.

“Paige has implants.  I can make her cum on command or curl up into a little ball of tears if she’s not obeying me.  Right now, I have her set on ‘warm up.’”

Jen looked impressed.  “So they can do that to him too?”

Beatrice smiled.  “Of course.  In fact, I was going to suggest that you have it done.  That way you can continue your training with him but in the way we discussed earlier.”

Jen nodded.  Inside she was incredibly thankful that Beatrice was being discrete.  Catching herself, she decided to change the conversation.  “So was Paige your slave?”

Beatrice shook her head.  “No, she never belonged to me but once they’ve been through Enslavement training they get addicted to submitting.  Right now, she’s entering subspace.  In another minute or so, she will be as obedient as we want her to be.”

Jen looked back at Frank.  Her arms were tired from beating him.  “So quick!”

“Yes, the implants make it much faster but there is something to say about the old-fashioned way.  I like watching them try to struggle as I beat them.  When they finally submit, I could almost cum right then and there.”

Jen had to admit that watching Frank squirm as she flogged him was hot.  The curve of his ass and the way he moaned when she struck him was getting her incredibly wet.  She began to stroke his cock again, wondering if Beatrice would mind if she went down on him right in front of her.

The tall woman stepped behind Frank and began to flog him again.  Each time she hit him, Frank would fly forward a few inches until the ropes stopped him.  “Go ahead and insert him into her,” Beatrice said.

Jen stopped stroking his cock and looked back at Beatrice.  “I don’t know about this.”

Beatrice stopped hitting Frank and said, “I know it’s hard at first but trust me this will be better for both of you.  If you don’t learn to share him then your relationship won’t last.  You’ll get bored and he’ll start acting out.  To keep your slave happy, you must beat him often and share him occasionally.”

Jen looked down but didn’t say anything.

“You’ll learn to like it.  Now, insert him inside of her.”

Jen pulled Frank’s dick downward until it was parallel with the floor.  Paige was so close that when Jen pulled his dick downward, it grazed Paige’s butt cheeks.  She gently guided him into her but only an inch or so.

Paige let out a moan of pleasure when he entered her.  She was obviously trying to push backwards to drive his cock deep inside of her but the stool kept her in place.

Beatrice struck Frank hard.  He was driven forwards again but this time, his cock pushed its way into Paige all the way to his balls.  The two silver disks around his scrotum clanked together.  A moment later, the ropes pulled him backwards.  Jen looked down but he was still inside of her.

Beatrice continued to hit Frank for several more minutes.  He looked like an animal, focused solely on fucking Paige.  The combination of desire, pleasure and frustration of not being able to control whether he fucked her or how far in he could penetrate was obviously driving him nuts but something else was coming to the surface: unbridled lust.

Jen stepped back.  She realized that she was beginning to touch herself as she watched her best friend fucking Paige’s helpless body.  Paige, for her part, was moaning like this was the best sex she had ever had.  Jen forced her hands to her sides and stepped back.  She was breathing hard, but not from beating him.  Had she been able to see herself in a mirror, she would have seen a bright red patch on her chest.

“Take over hitting him,” Beatrice said.

Jen stepped behind him and resumed flogging.  It looked like Frank was trying to anticipate her strikes and push further into Paige.

Beatrice returned.  She was tightening a belt around her hips.  As Jen glanced down, she could see a small purple rubber piece extending out in front of Beatrice’s junk.  It took her a second to realize that Beatrice was buckling a strap on to herself.

Once it was in place, Beatrice began to apply a thick gel to it.  The room’s lights glimmered off of the rubber penis when she was done.  “Ok stop.”  She moved in behind Frank and began to run her fingers and hands over and between his butt cheeks.

Jen watched in silence, mesmerized by what she was witnessing.

Beatrice worked a finger inside of Frank’s ass.  She poured some lube on him and seemed to be working it inside of him with her finger.  Frank grunted when she first penetrated him and seemed confused on whether he wanted to drive his cock deeper inside of Paige but then endure Beatrice sticking her finger further inside of him or whether he should just try to stand still.

Beatrice’s tall form slowly pressed her rubber cock into his butt hole.  Frank cried out when the top of the fake penis entered him.  Beatrice moved slowly and gently but didn’t stop until the shaft of the purple penis was deeply inside of his ass then she began to move her hips back and forth, fucking him.

Frank pushed hard into Paige as though he was trying to get away from the rubber cock in his ass.  Paige let out a massive moan as she exploded into orgasm.  Frank continued to thrust into her as Beatrice fucked him from behind.

The trio continued to gyrate together almost as a single unit.  Jen watched them, uncomfortably aware that she was touching herself as the other three melted into a mutual, sweaty, pounding orgasm.

When they were done, Frank was shaking uncontrollably.  Beatrice unbuckled her strap-on and set it over on the counter.  She had Jen help her move Paige a couple of feet further away so that they could untie Frank.

Once Frank was untied, he sat on the floor and rocked slowly back and forth.

Jen glanced at Paige, who looked like she was completely content just to remain tied naked to the stool.

“Protocol is very important,” Beatrice said.  “You will want to develop your own routines with him.  One suggestion I have for you is to make him go down on you each time you’re done playing with him.  This will give him a way of thanking you and it will reinforce that he belongs to you.  In time, he will start looking forward to it.”

“You mean right now?”

“Yes.  It’s important that we train him to pleasure you as a way of thanking you for spending your time with him.”  She leaned in closer and whispered, “No matter what you do to him or how much you use him like a bitch, always remember that you have to leave him feeling like a man.”

Jen felt overloaded.  True, she wanted nothing more than to just fuck the crap out of him right now but she was in way over her head.

“Take your clothes off and let him take a good look at you.  When you’re ready, command him to kneel in front of you and get you off,” Beatrice said as she unbuckled his gag.

Jen watched herself undress.  She was never a terribly shy girl, but she also never had to use a man this way, especially in front of someone else.  She tried to think of some excuse, but nothing came to mind.

“Kneel,” she said. 

Frank looked at her.  His eyes roamed over her naked body as he raised himself to a kneeling position.

Jen stepped in closer to him then softly grabbed the hair on the back of his head and pulled him into her.  She could feel soft warm breath on her labia.  The warmth of his face made a small grin appear on her face.  She began to moan as he traced the outline of her lips with his tongue.  She could feel him press it inside of her and she could feel her hips respond by gyrating into his face.  When he found her clit and began to massage it with his mouth and tongue, she stopped caring who was watching.  She looked down at the head of her best friend and years of wanting him came to the surface.  She drove his head harder into her vag.  The first orgasm was gentle.  Pleasure was washing over her in waves as Frank continued to work her body.  A second orgasm rocked through her and she could feel herself starting to sweat.  By the fourth orgasm, her body was spasming and she was crying out.  It was starting to become too much when a final orgasm seemed to start down in her toes.  When it hit her junk she closed her eyes and wetness sprayed out of her vagina like a firehose.  It seemed to go on forever and she dug her fingernails into Frank’s neck.  When it finally subsided, she pulled his face away from her.  She smiled at his drenched face then caressed it with her hands.  Frank stared up at her with love in his eyes.

It took several more minutes before she could regain control of herself.  Beatrice helped her over to one of the couches and wrapped a light blanket around her.  She did the same thing with Frank and parked him next to her.

“Do you want my help untying Paige?” Jen asked.

“No, I’m not done with her.  In fact, I think she is going to have a long night ahead of her.”  She moved behind the couch and whispered, “You won’t want her interfering tomorrow, so I’m going to tire her out.”

The plan to sneak Frank off the train tomorrow suddenly worked its way back into her mind. 

cover.jpeg





