
        
            
                
            
        

    
   Contents

   


   Copyright

   Dilated, Treated and Healed

   Lena’s Metamorphosis: The Awakening of a Girl

   Lena’s Metamorphosis: Interrogating A Slave

   Blinded

   Milked

   Pegged

   Washed

   Kiss of the Strap

   Questions

   Isla’s Special Gift

   Trapping Lena

   Teaching Lena

   Boxing Lena

   Surrendering Lena

   Mastering Lena

   Afterword

   Milked in London

   Schooling the Teacher

   Elizabeth, His Lordship’s Demure Body-Servant: Volumes 1 through 5

   Unusual Passions

   Taken by the Warlord


Copyright @ 2016 Alex Carlsbad All rights reserved. 

No part of this text may be reproduced, in part or in full, without express written consent from the author, except by a reviewer who may quote short passages in a review. All characters depicted are above the age of eighteen. This is a work of fiction and in no way condones acts of violence, sexual or otherwise.

Adult Reading Material

The material contained within this book is for mature audiences only. It contains graphic sexual content. It is intended only for those aged 18 and above. This book does not portray sexual intercourse between blood relatives.

Any resemblance to real persons, living or dead, or places, events or locales is purely coincidental. 

 

Dilated, Treated and Healed
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Master:

 

“How do you feel?” I ask as we walk downstairs from my bedroom. Lena’s pretty little face noticeably tightens with apprehension every other step or so.  Neither one of us is wearing clothes and I can see her stealing sidelong glances at me that inevitably make her shiver and blush violently. I smile and squeeze her hand tighter. "How do you feel, sweetheart?" 

I can see her apprehension at my question. 

"F-fine,” she says a little breathlessly as we finally make it downstairs and she steps onto the cold cement. I can see she remembers to stand on tiptoe, the toes on her pretty naked little feet grasping against the cold floor for purchase. 

I marvel at her natural eagerness to please. Since I first instructed her to make an effort and stand on tip toes whenever she is not kneeling or sitting, Lena has been the epitome of diligence and hard work. Every now and then I can see her knees tremble and I know that sometimes, when she thinks that I'm not looking, she relaxes down on the soles of her feet for a few moments of rest. I let those small transgressions slide for now. She's making such an effort to follow my instructions and be a good trainee that I cannot blame her little lapses. Not yet.

“How are you feeling back there?” I ask again gently placing my hand across her deliciously little butt. I took her anal virginity less than an hour ago and she did surprisingly well. I know however, that my twelve inch manhood couldn’t have slid all the way inside her without causing at least some bruising, no matter how excited she might have felt at the time. When the endorphins of her orgasm wear off any moment now, she’ll start to feel the deep pain of her first anal ravishment.

She almost jumps at the touch.

“Remember! No secrets, sweetheart. I need to know everything you feel and any worries you might have.”

It is as if my words strike some hidden chord that suddenly makes her pivot while still holding my hand. She faces me and I see a deep anxiety in her troubled eyes. 

"It hurts, sir,” Lena says still somehow managing to maintain her balance on the balls of her feet. I see her reach back with her free hand and touch herself. "I-I'm sorry…, I just think… we did it a little too fast. Maybe something ripped…” her eyes are big and pleading as if begging me to help her. Little hiccups make her body tremble with apprehension, her voice cracking with the strain of her emotions. 

Her words make my heart lurch sideways. I'm not sure I would be able to stay strong much longer if it turns out that I have inadvertently harmed my little sweetheart. I force myself to maintain my expression implacable as I reach to hug her tightly against me. She gasps feeling the nakedness of my cock rub against her chest where she stands. At five foot seven she looks like a child in comparison to my six foot nine frame.

"Shhh, sweetheart. I am a doctor remember?” I say gently caressing her hair which has gotten matted with sweat and tears from her experience moments ago. “I am sure everything is okay, baby love. But I will check nonetheless. I know how big I am and how little your tush is. Even if I hurt you, your body is young and very fit. It will heal fast and I will help it get all better along the way. I am sure no harm has been done but let me see.” 

She whimpers as I effortlessly pick her up by the waist and carry her over to one of the big leather couches in my living room. I place her there on all fours and walk around to inspect her distended hole. I can see her blush violently in shame and I chuckle. How innately naive and gentle my little Lena is — still so shy around me even though, after almost a month with me, I know her body better than she knows it herself. She buries her head in her hands offering her ass up for me to inspect.

I gently hold her cheeks apart and push to reveal her puckered opening. It is an angry color of red, but it doesn’t look like there are any lacerations. Best I check, however. I bend and gently lick the tip of my tongue touching her hot ring that immediately tenses at the sensation.

“Oh, oh, oh…” little mewling whimpers escape her clenched lips but she quickly quietens down as I place my hand on the small of her back and start rubbing slow, soothing circles there. Once I feel her start to relax, I push a little bit forward with my lips and prod deeper with my tongue, tasting her for any sign of blood. Thankfully, all I can sense are merely the inflamed and hot insides of her colon, but I cannot detect any damage. My heart swells with joy, and this makes me wonder yet again, if I am truly the right man to be helping my sweet Lena with her training as a submissive. 

The process of indoctrinating a young, inexperienced girl like herself, is bound to be a long, drawn out afair, and I am worried that my deep feelings for her will not allow me to be as strict as I have to. I wonder if I shouldn’t perhaps talk to some of my dominant friends and look for someone more severe that can take her under tutelage for a couple of months? A soft mewling sound escapes her lips just then and I feel her hips rock involuntarily. A drop of thick clear liquid oozes from between her tight labia and drips down to the leather of the couch coating it in a wet sheen.

She is too precious for words. My cock twitches instinctively at the lovely sight of her supplicant form kneeling on all fours on the couch and offering herself up to me to be mastered. No, there is no way I will let someone else step in between us. At least not yet, not until that first stage of imprinting her impressionable virgin mind is done. I simply have no choice. Destiny has made me be her master, the one that will help her break out of her childish innocence and then guide her into rebuilding herself into the sensuous submissive I know she will become.

“Yup, nothing out of the ordinary, sweetheart," I say as I pass a finger along the ring of her sphincter which even though red and clearly bruised, is perfectly healthy and unharmed from the vicious assault I gave it less than an hour ago. 

In spite of my best intentions, my natural fascination with her body and my professional curiosity get the better of me, "How curious," I say and I see her little head shoot up and turn around to see what I'm talking about. "You must have been very thirsty when I took your butt a few moments ago. I am quite certain I deposited a rather large volume of cum up there and yet I don't see any of it in your body." 

Somehow, amazingly her blush deepens and she squeals burying her face again in the plush leather of the couch. "There is nothing to be ashamed off, sweetheart. It is just the natural way the human body works. The colon is the place where liquids are absorbed. The fact that you so quickly and easily took up the entire volume I deposited there means that you must be on the verge of dehydration. This makes perfect sense given that you are now in milk,” I say and the girl groans again, louder this time. She is probably hoping that the bed can somehow open and swallow her up rescuing her from further humiliation. “Something tells me that if we take care of your thirst, the stress you feel will naturally dissipate as well.”

“Go get yourself some water from the kitchen and I will be right back,” I say making her jump as I slap her butt playfully. 

“Ouch!”

“There is something I need to grab from my office upstairs. I think it will help you recover faster down there.” 

 

A couple of moments later the beautiful brunette watches with trepidation as I return. I laugh when I see her furrowed little brow as she is obviously trying to guess at the contents of the paper bag in my hands. The fact that Lena is still in position on all fours on the couch doesn’t escape me. She is naturally indecisive and simply meant to be taken in hand by someone with experience like myself who also has the means and the will to guide her through life. Yes, the hand of Destiny can be seen all over our budding relationship.

“These are the dried out leaves of a very exotic plant. It can only grow on the southern slopes of the Himalayas. I brought back some samples from one of my travels in Nepal many years ago.”

I take a seat on the couch and motion her to lay herself across my thighs. Naturally docile, Lena doesn't even think of questioning me at this point and merely takes a deep breath and positions herself so that her sweet little tummy is now rubbing against my raging hard-on. 

Suddenly I feel the small fist of her right hand begin to worm itself between my knees. I spread my legs a little wider still holding her carefully around the waist lest she loses her balance and topples to the floor. I smile as I give her the access she wants. Soon her cold clammy fingers find my testicles that she gently starts massaging. 

At this point in her training, Lena has developed a sort of infatuation with my manhood. I know that touching it and massaging it, provide her with a certain degree of solace and I am not about to deny her that measure of respite.

“Sweetheart, when is the last time you went to pee?”

I realize my question takes her by surprise. “Uhm… I'm not sure maybe not since last night?”

“Hmmm… This will not be easy for you. The natural substances contained within the plants are a very powerful diuretic.”

“What is a diuretic?” Her eyes are huge pools of emerald.

“It is something that makes your body want to pee,” I explain.

“Oh…”

“Yeah. Unfortunately there is no way around it — you will have to hold your pee for another twelve hours at least until the full effect of the herbs registers with your body.”

“Oh, no…” She says in a little whimper.

“Unfortunately yes, my dear. The way this works is by releasing a set of natural compounds in your body that will speed up the healing process in your butt. It will make you feel warm and tingly back here,” I say as I touch her angry-looking sphincter. I feel her body tighten and bristle at the sensation. “You will even probably run a fever. 

“Traditionally the way this is administered is to have the Shaman or doctor of the village chew on the leaves and then spit out the pulp onto the wound. The natural enzymes in the saliva immediately start activating the medicinal compounds in the leaves. Soon the lacerated skin is as good as new. Maybe better,” I give her a playful wink. I can’t possibly imagine how Lena’s body can be any more gorgeous or healthy. I see the first tentative hint of a smile shimmer across her beautiful lips. 

“You just try your best to relax. Trust me, I know it will work.”

“Oh, my God,” she says quietly. Her dainty little hand on my balls starts massaging them in ever faster little squeezes. I look over and see her face scrunched up with anxiety. "Lena, sweetheart do me a favor and take your other hand and suck on your thumb. It will help you with your anxiety, sweetheart. Okay?"

“Yes, master,” Lena immediately does as I suggest and wraps her mouth around her digit and I can see her doleful eyes looking at me as her cheeks hollow out with suction. She's so sweet and impressionable! My beautiful little submissive slave. I cannot stop myself and lean forward to plant a gentle, loving kiss on her quivering butt.

"This may hurt a little at first," I explain as I take a handful of dried out leaves from the paper bag and toss them in my mouth. Something about their texture and sharp, acrid taste makes my mouth water as I start chewing on them. I care nothing for the building hotness and spice I feel as I deliberately grind my teeth against the thick dry veins of the leaves. 

Thankfully my next task goes a long way towards distracting me from the fiery sensations shooting between my cheeks. As gently as I can I use the tips of my fingers and with both hands slowly open the pink softness of Lena's butt to reveal her tight anus. She takes a deep breath and lets it go between her pursed lips as I gently start massaging her tiny angry-looking red puckered opening. 

First, I only place my index finger on her anal ring and feel her hotness there. Then, I slowly start to rub in little caressing movements the tiny muscle coaxing it to slowly relax and open up. I keep at it with deliberate slowness waiting for many minutes before gently edging in my thick finger.

Her breathing is heavy and labored and a thin sheen of sweat blossoms across her radiant skin as I finally manage to make her tight little butt open for me and allow my index finger in deep. Her velvety anal tract is deliciously moist and soft as I feel it ripple with anxiety. Keeping my buried digit still, I bring up the index finger of my other hand and slowly begin edging it in next to my tightly squeezed finger already nestled in between the peachy globes of my charge.

Suddenly I realize that my cock is getting hard again. And then I smile — the subconscious is a very powerful thing indeed! Even though I hadn't consciously noticed it, the wet sucking sounds coming from Lena's cute little mouth as she tries to sooth herself by sucking noisily on her thumb, have triggered an instinctive response from my cock making it react in a wild and primal manner.

 

Almost half an hour later I have her dilated enough that I can finally drip in the paste all the way into her. I position myself above the orifice and carefully allow the pulpy mush of medicinal plants and saliva to slowly dribble into Lena's body. I feel her tense up and her anus attempt to close in consternation as she realizes what is happening. But I have my fingers placed so that I keep her butt open wide so it can take the medicine I put into it. Then, holding onto her squirming hips with one hand, I reach out with my free one and grab another fistful of dried plants that I shove in my mouth to repeat the process. 

We keep at it — her hand massaging my balls, her lips sucking anxiously on her thumb, my fingers massaging her rosebud, and my mouth diligently chewing on the medicinal plants for many hours until I have virtually stuffed her little tail with as much material as it can take.

“There, sweetheart. All done for now,” I say at last. “Try and see if you can give me your hand… Yes, the one from your mouth will do just fine.” I guide her fingers back to her nether opening. “I forgot to bring the plug from upstairs. I will run up to get it but I need you to bury at least two or three fingers in yourself and hold them tight. I am afraid that your body will attempt to dislodge the paste I placed in it,” I say and gently move her around so that I can stand.

I can see Lena carefully place her fingers holding them snug against her rosebud as I sprint upstairs to retrieve the butt plug from my nightstand.

 

***

 

“Nggggh,” a hiss escapes her tightly pursed lips. “Oh, my God! Take it out…” she moans when I finally squeeze the butt plug all the way into her already tightly packed little posterior. Finally the shiny metal makes it past allowing her anal ring to close around the flange at its base. “Nghhhh…”

“Shhhh… sweetheart…” I say and kiss her panting lips. “Here… allow me to do my best and distract you. Before you know it, the paste will start doing its little job and you will feel much more comfortable. I want you to heal up as quickly as you can. This is why we are doing all this. I don't want my little baby to be in pain longer than she has to. Okay?”

“Yesss… master. I’m trying to be good… Its just so… uncomfortable right now…”

“I know, sweetheart. I know. But your are being so strong for your master… I am impressed.”

 I marvel at my docile little submissive. Since Lena signed her contract of service with me almost one month ago, not once has she attempted to call me anything but master or sir. I love her natural submissiveness and feel an almost constant need to pinch myself lest it turns out I’m dreaming.

“Come, sweetheart. Here is what we will do,” I say as I cautiously wrap my hand around her squirming midriff and lift her up. I position her standing on her tip toes on the floor and I make her lean her forehead against the high armrest of the leather couch as I lower myself and squirm in between her spread legs. Even in that position — with me almost lying on the floor between her knees, and her — standing on tip toes, my head barely fits beneath her tight little pelvis as I squirm in between her legs. Lena is too enveloped with the sensations emanating from the paste in her butt to realize that she is virtually sitting on my face.

Then I feel her body shiver violently as my lips touch her sensitive little clit that I have grown to love so much.

 

***

 

Lena:

 

Oh. 

 

My. 

 

God! 

 

I am straddling his face! 

I cannot believe it! 

But I have precious little time to dwell on it as waves upon waves of violent cramps shoot through my belly. 

“Aiiiee, ouch!” I moan, “What did you put in me?”

“Shhh, little one… Don’t talk… Don’t even think, just feel,” he says and I sense his hands reach up and gently start rubbing delectable circles around my throbbing nipples as his mouth sucks in wet slurping gulps at the apex of my pussy as if drinking on me. 

The cramps in my belly only intensify, but now they begin to mingle with the roiling shivers that make me shake at every twitch of my master's tongue as it quivers against my throbbing nubbin. He feasts on the center of my body while his hands caress and milk my breasts. My brain turns to pulp and coherent thought is gradually replaced by wave upon wave of pure electricity that seem to jolt straight out off my master's lips and into my pulsing clit.

Suddenly, out of nowhere, my climax drops down on me like a ton of rocks burying me beneath its weight! 

And I scream for all that I'm worth! 

But my master does not stop. He doesn't even slow down! Instead, he works his beautiful, long, thick tongue laving my nether lips end-to-end, bathing them in his saliva, as his fingers play my nipples like the keys of an expensive piano. 

I don't know how long it is before he finally allows me a moment of respite. My body is so rung out of any vestige of energy that I’m incapable of any coherent action as I gently slide into a barely breathing heap on the floor.

My master scoops me up and gathers me into his enormous bearish arms. I cuddle into him and take refuge in his strength and the harbor of his chest.

 

This is when somewhere in the back of my mind a sound registers. At first I am convinced it is part of some dream my feverish mind has cooked up, but then I realize that it is the sound of a phone ringing somewhere in the house.

“W-what is, that,” I mumble dazedly.

“Shh, sweetheart, I'll get it,” my master says and stands. All I can think of is Please come back! Don't leave me here alone, cold and disheveled on the floor like that! Please…

“It is your mother," I see him handing me a phone receiver.

“If I take it, will you come snuggle me?” I whisper.

His smile is so beautiful. “Yes, of course, sweetheart.” 

I bring the cold phone to my ear and relax against the naked body of my man who stretches himself out on the floor by me.

"Mom…"

“Honey!”

“Hi, mom,” I say again. My mind isn't in it really. All I can think of are the tiny sparks of sensation that his body causes as it rubs against my nakedness from behind. I relax into his chest and try to make myself disappear underneath his tree-like arms that envelop me. 

“Honey?!” The voice on the other end sounds more insistent

“Yes, mom, I'm here.”

“Are you okay?” She asks. My mother's multiple sclerosis seems to have flared up as I detect her difficulty in pronouncing words clearly is more pronounced. What is definitely unmistakable however is the obvious sense of deep worry and unease that traverses the ether and makes itself effortlessly apparent in her voice.

“Why do you sound like that, sweetheart?”

“I’m okay, mom. I am just tired is all.”

“It is almost 11 PM,” she says. “Why are you at his house?”

The way she says “his house” sends a cold tendril of anxiety shooting through my belly. Mindlessly I move the phone to my left hand and use my right to reach in, between our sweaty bodies where I find the solid calming presence of my master's throbbing manhood. I feel a sense of safety and love envelop me as I gently wrap my fingers around the base of his cock and then cup his heavy testicles.

“Mom! I already told you I am with him,” I hate the impatience I hear in my own voice. I love my mother but she can be so intrusive sometimes! “We love each other.” There, I said it.

“Oh honey!…” Long seconds of silence build up. “I, just… I was hoping you had moved on, he is too old for you, sweetie… You two, just don’t belong. He is…” I can sense her searching for the right words. “He is just too different.”

I don't know what to say and so I just remain silent. I hear some strange hiccuping sounds on the other end of the line and then I realize that my mother is crying. I feel my hand gently move around to grasp the base of my master's cock. I begin to gently pump up and down, up and down, up and down again.

Finally, it seems my ailing mother reigns in her emotions. “Okay honey… Perhaps you know best… However, if you love me, then there is one thing I want you to do for me.”

Oh no, this will not be good…

“Yes, mom.”

“Later next week, a boy, a young man,” she corrects herself,” the son of a good old friend of mine, will call you there. He is a good boy, your age. I told his father that you are going through a difficult time in your life. That I’m sick and you are all alone… His father knows me from way back. I want you to do this one little thing for me…” 

Oh my God what has she done?

“Yes, mom, what is it you want me to do?”

“Just humor me and accept this man’s invitation to dinner just once. For me. Please.”

“Mom!”

“Please… For me…” I have never heard my mother sound so desperate. Maybe once, that one time when I was little and she had just returned from a trip to New York City…

“Okay, mom. I will go out on some blind date with some kid you have set me up with. But please believe me — there is really no reason for you to worry about me. You know Doctor Branigan. He is a world-famous physician for crying out loud! And a good man too, Mom! Trust me!” But the phone has gone dead.

“She hung up,” I say dumbfounded.

“She thinks I am too old for you.” My master says and I detect a bemused tone to his otherwise husky voice. “Do you think I am too old for you too?” 

I bristle at his question and turn to face him. 

“No! I know you are not too old for me!” My hand is still holding him down there and I feel his cock twitch in my grasp. “You, you heard her?”

“Yeah, I heard a little bit. Some boy, some blind date.” His voice is nonchalant but I feel awful right now. I look sheepishly back up at my master as a kneel by his side there on the floor and struggle to think of what to say.

“Shh, little one, it is okay. I love you, and I know you love me, this is all that matters. Now let us have dinner. It has been a long day. I will cook.”

 

Dinner as out of this world! I had no idea he can cook like that! Since I joined his household and became his live-in submissive, it is always I who make dinner. But this — this is something else entirely. I remember once when we went out to eat at a classy restaurant for my birthday when I was little and my mother could still afford celebratory dinners. She said that the food tasted like a symphony. This is the word that comes closest to describing the meal he has made for us tonight.

I can see him looking at me as he goes about setting the food on the table. I can see his eyes twinkle.

“Uhm, master, I – when did you have time to make all this?” I finally blurt out in a shocked voice. 

“Earlier today while you were sleeping,” he smiles as he turns down the heat on the stove and picks up the sizzling, almost transparent morsels of meat on the skillet there. “I was worried sick about you and so I cooked,” he laughs. “I find that sometimes cooking a hearty meal relaxes me. I placed a baby monitor by your side and lost myself making some food.”

I stifle a giggle, "Food! This food doesn't belong here! It belongs in a five-star restaurant.  I shouldn't be eating this! It is wasted on my uneducated palate,” I say shaking my head in disbelief. 

“This is exactly why you are the only person in the world I want to share this meal with,” he says in a soft voice still looking down at the sizzling meat in his frying pan.

I stare at his back for a long while in disbelief. And then he turns.

“Oh my God, sweetheart! You are crying!” he says. He drops the pan on the kitchen stove and runs over to me. He hugs me tightly kneeling by my chair and kisses away the tears pouring down my face. 

“This is the sweetest thing that ever happened to me,” I say.

“Shhhh, baby you know it is true,” he says and then I see that twinkle in his eyes again, "But I don't know about the sweetest thing… You have to wait and see the dessert before you make any conclusions,” he chuckles and I laugh and then I cry some more; 

I wish dinner could last forever.

By the time he takes me back to my room and tucks me into bed I am stuffed! In more ways than one! 

Miraculously, whatever he put in me down there seems to have worked and I no longer feel any pain but merely a slight fullness in my belly. He covers me tightly with a blanket and kisses my forehead, "Good night, sweetheart." He makes to leave but I hold on to his hand.

“Sweetheart?”

“I want to kiss your ring,” I smile. “Remember? Your sub needs to kiss her master’s ring every night before bed.” 

For the first time I see a tear of joy materialize in the corner of his eyes as he gives me his hand to kiss. I place a long loud smooch on the big ugly gargoyle wrapped around his finger there and I am happy like never before in my life.

 

***

 

Master:

 

 

Slowly, with exquisite deliberation, my beautiful Lena lowers herself down in a squat. She places her hands on the back of her head and interlaces her fingers. It is the first time she's assuming this submissive pose on her own like that. Her body shivers and trembles and I realize she's afraid. Afraid of me? She's apprehensive of the chastisement I am sure to dole out for her transgression. A nervous hiccup takes her by surprise and she loses her balance and falls to the side. She tumbles in an ungraceful little heap of naked misery. A couple of breaths, and she gathers herself back up again and this time kneels up on the floor before gingerly sitting back on her heels. The only points of contact between her and the cold hard floor are her toes and knees. 

She looks up at me checking for my approval and seeing my arched brow immediately remembers to spread herself for me. She shimmies and moves out her knees sideways as far as she can revealing the pink wet center of her pussy that I can clearly see reflected in the pristinely clean polish of the floor. Now she interlaces her fingers and straightens out her elbows bringing them parallel with her shoulders. I wait for the last element of this pose of presenting herself and here it comes — she opens her little mouth and puts out her tongue letting it dangle submissively on her full lips as I see her chest heaving in deep breaths. 

I know the pose is quite uncomfortable indeed. And so I allow her to keep it as best she can while I resume my dictation.

Forty-three minutes later I am done. I can see her relief wash over her anguished face as I close the laptop and stand.

Our normal morning routine calls for her to wake me up at six o'clock sharp with a reading from a book of her choice, preferably sensual poetry. Usually this is followed by an enthusiastic warship of my cock. After that, my plan for this morning had been to nurse on her firm titties and then I gently remove the little porcelain intruder from her backside. 

I wonder why she broke her prescribed routine today? From the way she stepped through the door and walked in, from her position on the floor, it seems like the butt plug is still in. Yet, the fact that she's here and not waiting for me in the bedroom indicates that something went wrong during the night and that she feels guilty about it. 

This only leaves one other possibility. I take a deep whiff and I smile. Now I know. I sense it in the gentle musk in the air. 

The  healing paste I put in her last night is also a very powerful diuretic. I suspect that the fullness in her backside and the effects of the medicine probably made her wet the bed during the night. I take another gentle sniff and I know I am right. I look at her and marvel at the beautiful twenty-year-old drooling from her outstretched tongue as she kneels on my floor. 

Now she knows, that I know. Her transgression is out in the open. I can see shame and deep humiliation in her eyes.

Without a word, I walk over to the side of my office and open a cupboard there. I take out the heavy glass jar with black marbles. It is big and I carefully take it over to my desk. I place it squarely within her line of sight.

“We all make mistakes, sweetheart. To err is the natural human condition. However, the fact that you want to become my submissive means that you strive for perfection. This can only be achieved through punishment.” Her breath catches audibly in her throat and her deep blue eyes are riveted on mine as I speak, 

“From now on, every transgression on your part is going to earn you one black marble." I reach into the jar and take a shiny black stone that I place on the rim of my desk. "At the end of every week, on Friday, we shall count out the black marbles you have amassed and you will atone for each and every one of them." Up until now Lena has been deathly silent but at the first mention of her impending chastisement, she gasps audibly.

"Oh my God!" Her voice catches and comes out as a hoarse whisper but she somehow manages to maintain her position. She swallows and again opens her mouth and puts her tongue out.

“I will decide what the punishment for each marble will be, but it shall never be less painful or humiliating than the equivalent of three strikes with a rattan cane across your tits."

"Oh my God. I'm sorry master please…"

I turn around and walk over to where she's kneeling. I hold out my hand and gently take her head from the side cradling it against my knee. "Shush, little one. It is okay." I give her a few moments to recover her composure before I ask, "Did you clean it all up?" 

She turns her face, wet with tears, into the palm of my hand and nods. "Yes, master."

"Did you put the bedsheets in the laundry?"

"Yes, master."

“You sleep on a mattress on the floor. Did you pick up the wet mattress and take it out on the terrace to air out and let it dry in the open sun during the day?”

“Yes, I did master.”

“Very well, my dear. You did the best you could under the circumstances,” I say gently caressing her forehead and tracing it down along the bridge of her delicate nose with my thumb. Slowly my thumb finds its way to her outstretched tongue where it stops and I gently press down. Immediately Lena closes her lips and takes it into her mouth. I feel the suction build as she starts sucking on my thumb for succor and support.

She is a fast learner. It was only last night that I first suggested to her that sucking on a thumb can help relieve her anxiety.

It is still very early in the morning and I'm only wearing my robe. Underneath it I am quite naked. I give Lena a few moments to suck on my thumb. I use my free hand to brush back a stray strand of dark curls that has fallen across her troubled little face. "Kneel up and worship me properly, slave,” I whisper. 

Immediately Lena moves forward and still suckling on my thumb, reaches with both hands to untie the belt of my robe which falls away to reveal my semi-erect cock. Slowly she pulls her lips with a notable pop up off my finger and moves in between my legs. She uses her left hand to gently clasp my quickly hardening member and move it up as she kneels in to nuzzle against its base just above my testicles. 

I love it when she does that and she knows it. At first she merely places her face there and takes in a deep breath. One of these days I will ask her which is her favorite place on my body. I wouldn’t be surprised to find out that she feels most at peace when nuzzling in at the base of my cock. She has claimed it as her own private spot, her place, on my body.

Slowly she readjusts herself so that my cock now languidly rests on her forehead as her lips part and start hungrily lapping at my scrotum. Her right hand leans for support against my left knee as her free hand moves around to gently cup my ass. She lovingly kisses and lapps at my scrotum all the while massaging my butt with her left hand before she finally reaches up to take hold of my now fully prone cock and angle it down towards her lips. 

I take a deep breath and close my eyes surrendering myself to the sensations that her hot wet little mouth elicit. I feel her take me in and I gently step forward feeding her more and more of my length. After almost four weeks of training, Lena has come a very long way. 

She still gags once in a while and panics, but this is understandable and I frankly doubt I will ever be able to teach her not to do it given my length and girth. After some initial difficulty, I am fully embedded in her chest and I feel her wet lips and tongue press up against the the wiry hairs of my lower belly. I move my hands which until this moment had been resting on my hips to the back of her head. I hold her tightly against me as I slowly feel the tension in my balls build. 

She knows by now that it will normally take a couple of more deepthroatings like that before I finally spew my morning cum straight into her chest.

Today however, I feel my pelvis lurch forward and my climax hit earlier than usual as my prostate convulses and I feel my seed gush forward straight into her submissive belly feeding her the first dose of cum for the day. It takes me almost a couple of minutes before I empty all my pent-up semen into her chest which is by now heaving with instinctive desire for oxygen. I see her eyes flutter helplessly and yet her fingers are gentle where she holds onto my knee for support. She trusts me to pull out before I do any permanent damage. I slowly begin to withdraw my now languid cock from the depths of her body.

“Ughhh, ughh,” Lena heaves and retches and brings up long strings of saliva that she holds onto with the palm of her hand before feeding them back into her mouth. I caress the top of her head gently passing my fingers through her thick black curls there.

"You are becoming quite the proficient little cock sucker, sweetheart." I say and see her blush deeply at my words.

"Thank you, master," she says in a horse whisper. It will take her at least a couple of hours before her vocal chords recover from the bruising they just received.

"Why are you thanking me, slave?" I ask and gently cup her chin angling her head up to face me. I stare straight into the depths of her deep blue eyes.

“Thank you for commending me on my skills, master,” she replies.

“And what skills are those, little one?” Her blush deepens but her eyes linger on mine unwaveringly. “My cock sucking skills, sir."

“Good girl. You are welcome. You have come a very long way sweetheart. I think it is time for us to move ahead in your training and set new goals.”

 

“What kind of goals, master?” Her eyes suddenly brighten with curiosity and newfound assertiveness. How strange! Surely she's not getting bored with her training? Hmmm…

“I will tell you about them as we go through the day, but first off, given your little transgression during the night, from now on I want you to ask me for permission before you go relieve yourself in the bathroom. Do you understand?”

“I’m not quite sure, master. You want me to check in with you before I use the toilet?”

“Precisely," I reply. Lena's eyes grow big like those of a beautiful little doe caught in the headlights of an oncoming truck.

“But what if you are at work, sir?” She says in her little whiny voice.

“I will give you your own little personal cell phone. It is preprogrammed with the number of my direct line at work as well as my own cell phone. Those are on speed dial. You are not to use it for anything else but calling me. You're not allowed to give this number to anyone else. Not even your mother. Understood?”

“Yes, master. So I am to text you when I have to use the bathroom?”

“Not text me, but call me. Not unless I have you gagged while I’m gone.”

“What if you are busy and cannot answer?” Is it me or do I detect a hint of rebellion in her voice? 

“Then you will have to wait until I hear your voicemail message, and then call you back to give you permission to relieve yourself.”

I see her roll her eyes at me.

“You know, little one, I'm starting to feel a certain reluctance from all your questions. I don’t like your attitude this morning. I think you are edging perilously close to earning yourself yet another marble.” A little exasperated sigh escapes her tight lips but she lets the argument drop as her shoulders slump forward and she bows her head looking down.

“Also, since we are on the topic of using the bathroom, from now on, I forbid you from using any toilets in my house.” 

She looks back up at me with those big puppy dog eyes of hers, "But master," she whimpers, "Please, sir, I… I just can't, where should I go if not in the bathroom?” Lena appears to be close to tears now and I see the first signs of rebellion are making themselves apparent.

“Well sweetheart, I do have I a backyard, you know. You can go there. Just make sure you clean up nicely after yourself.”

“No! It is winter. It's too cold outside! You surely don't mean it.”

“Oh, but I do. Now you not only earned yourself a second black marble for Friday, but if you continue using that tone on me, young girl, I will strap your little impertinent bottom right now!”

At first Lena stares at me with a look of utter torment. She opens her mouth to speak once or twice but appears to be unable to make a sound. Finally she looks away in what appears to be shame.

“Look at me, Lena,” I say in a steely voice.

Slowly, with utter resignation, she turns to look at me, her pretty little eyes shooting daggers. 

“I want to hear it,” I say. “Will you do what I ask?”

“Yes, M-master. I will.” She looks at me for a fraction of a second longer and seeing my unwavering determination presses on, "I will pee and poo out in the backyard squatting naked in the snow as you ordered me.”

“But not before you ask me for permission?”

“Yes, sir.”

“Say it.”

“Not before I ask you for permission, master.” Lena says in a soft little voice full of utter resignation.

“You are such a beautiful little girl! Come!” I instantly warm up to her. In the fraction of a second it takes me to fling my arms wide open, she jumps up and runs to me burying herself against my naked chest. My cock jumps at the sensation of her naked skin as it touches me.

"I know it is not easy but this is precisely the point, sweetheart!” I kiss the top of her head and I feel her nod against my belly. I'm so much taller than she is that where she stands, her head only comes up to my navel.

“I don't know about you, sweetheart, but I am famished. What would you say about cooking us some breakfast?”

“I will master but… May I first… you know…”

“No, I don’t. What are you asking me?” I see her little form snuggle up against me. She tries to make herself vanish as she says in a small voice, "I need to go pee. May I?”

I feel my cock rear its head up at her question.

“Absolutely, my dear,” I reply, “but first answer me this — don’t you need to do more than simply pee? Perhaps it is time to release your little plug so you can use the outdoor area for number two as well?” I feel her little racing heart skip a beat as her body feels petrified next to mine. 

A long moment passes and I hear a dainty little whimper and then, "Maybe…"

“It is perhaps difficult to tell because of all the enemas you have been getting the last three or four weeks. You haven't had to pass any stool all this time, sweetheart. But trust me when I tell you that after last night's medicine, you will definitely need to go relieve yourself today. If you don’t, you might start running a nasty fever when all those leaves I stuffed up your backside start fermenting in your body.” I feel her body grow rigid at my words.

“Here, turn your back to me and bend forward! Hold on to your ankles,” I say and before Lena has a chance to protest or even realize what I am doing, I move her around and having placed one large hand on the small of her back, I bend her down in two. Obediently she wraps her hands around her ankles as I feel my way down between her cheeks. My fingers locate the crystal handle of the butt plug easily enough lying between her tight little globes and without further ado I grab hold of it and with a couple of slow but relentless tugs I pull it out from within her clenching butt.

“Aiee, ouch!” she hisses but somehow succeeds in holding her position.

“You can stand straight now and…”

“I don't know if I can. I hurt too much.”

Smack! My hand cuts off her whining. It comes down with vicious swiftness across her exposed pussy from behind. Smack! Smack!

“Ouiiee!” she yelps and jumps and skedaddles a couple of steps away from me.

Her hands fly to cover herself from behind but my goal is already accomplished. I simply smile at her, "There, it seems like you can stand again. How do you feel?” 

She shoots me this look of hers that is meant to petrify me but merely makes me chuckle.

“It hurts! Like hell.” She sounds offended. My poor submissive, still only a child at heart. How precious.

“I meant inside, where it hurt last night?”

For a moment her eyes acquire this inward look, “The pain there is gone,” she finally says.

“Excellent, now go do your business and come back quickly. I am hungry and I still need to give you instructions for the day and then go to work!” I say and turn to go wait for her downstairs in the kitchen.

 

When she returns less than ten minutes later, she is both shivering with the cold from outside but also blushing deeply crimson. Sweat covers her athletic little body head to toe in a glistening sheen. She makes a beeline for the bathroom in a little huff where I hear her wash her hands.

She comes out and is about to tell me something when I cut her off, "From now on, I will stop buying us milk,” I say. “Your little titties will have to grow just a little more and then we will have all the milk we need and then some.” Her mouth drops open and again I get "The Look". 

“Until they do,” I press on, “we shall have to make do with what you produce. There by the coffee machine I have placed a hospital-grade breast pump. I want you to start using it every four hours even if nothing comes out. Eventually it will. Trust me.”

I don't give her time to recover from this news as I fling my next order at her, "I have a very good friend of mine coming here tonight. I have made a list of what I'd like you to cook us. You have all day to get it done. And don't forget to also make sure that the downstairs living area and the guest bathroom are immaculately clean. Understood?”

She looks at me dumbfounded and then merely nods her head.

“Good! Now go make me some breakfast. I have to go.”

I know I am harsh with my sweet little submissive-in-training but I swear I felt vibes of boredom emanating from her just this morning. This cannot be tolerated. She needs to be kept on her toes if she is to grow into her part. A part that she is eminently built for and bound to excel in. If she fails, it will be as much my fault as hers.

Soon my beautiful Lena loses herself in motion as she pirouettes around the kitchen careful to stay on tip toes as she dances between the cooking stove, the fridge and the cupboards, taking time in between to set me a plate, silverware and coffee. 

In less time than it takes me to check a couple of work emails, she has a nice stack of delicate thin crêpes set by me. On their side is a crystal jar of marmalade and another with fig jam. 

She is a veritable little chef, I know. This is one of the few benefits of having grown up while doting on her ailing mother who knows a ton about cooking and has obviously taught her well. With a little practice, I am quite sure Lena could easily become a truly excellent chef. 

But there is time for that. First I want to sound her out for music lessons. Hence the visitor tonight. Mister Henry is a very good friend of mine and as it happens, also an accomplished master of submissives himself. Together with him, we help organize some like-minded affluent men like ourselves into a society of sorts. Every month or so we make it a point to get our little ones to perform for us on musical instruments and we recently have brought them to a certain undeniable level of aptitude where Mister Henry and I have started openly wondering whether we shouldn't contact our friends in Europe for a little tour. 

But I am getting ahead of myself. I see Lena has placed everything in front of me and is now demurely waiting for my next request. She is standing on her tip toes by the oven, hands crossed at the elbows on her back looking straight at me.

“Lena, child, are you hungry?” I look at her and smile when I see the little shadow cross her eminently expressive face. She knows this is a trick question.

“Yes, master, but I will eat after you, sir.”

“Excellent response, sweetheart. Come kneel by my side and I will feed you. These crêpes are delicious.” 

Immediately she follows my request and kneels by my feet obediently placing her hands in her lap as she opens her mouth to be fed. “Did you have a chance to clean up outside?” I ask as I take a piece smothered in marmalade and place it with my fork on her tongue. 

She nods as she hungrily swallows the syrupy morsel."Yes, master. I did"

“Did you have any difficulty passing stool?” I can clearly see her obvious discomfort at my intrusive questions about her intimate anatomy but she steels her squeamishness and answers me nonetheless, "It stung me a little down there, but everything came out just just fine.”

“Excellent, sweetheart.” 

I feed her another morsel and then point with my fork at the little straps and harness on the counter. “Have another bite and then I will help you adjust the breast pump harness on your chest. It is a very high-end unit that will leave your hands unoccupied while the pump does its business.” I love how beautiful the little twenty-year-old is when she blushes at my words. 

A couple of moments later I have put my words to action and a gentle whirring sound fills the room as I can see her puffy pink nipples getting sucked into the conical plastic of the pump nozzles. She looks down and I can see that with every cycle of the pump, her entire body reacts by covering itself in delectable little goosebumps. Droplets of her first milk are dripping into the plastic bottles on either side. She came into milk just yesterday and her breasts haven’t yet reached peak output. Lena is so docile and impressionable that I managed to induce her to lactate by merely suggesting this possibility to her as I diligently suckled on her beautiful titties for day after day.

The pump is located on the bar plot by the fridge, not far from a leather bar stool with armrests and I immediately jump at the possibilities this provides. I take a seat in the stool and before Lena has a chance to protest, I pick her up, light like a feather, and bring her up to sit in my lap.

“Oh, oh, oh,” she moans realizing what I am about to do. Still holding onto her dainty little waist, almost encircling it with my massive hands as I hold her up in the air, I ask her to reach down and open herself up for me and place my cock against her puckered rosebud.

“It is too tight,” she tries to protest but does as ordered. 

“During the next couple of days we will do it there at least twice a day, sometimes more. I want you nicely stretched out and trained, sweetheart.” 

She moans desperately casting a plaintive look over her shoulder that I reflect back at her as an implacable stare. I slowly start releasing her weight down onto me.

The whirring sound of the pump resonates perfectly with her little hoarse voice as she gasps at the intrusion.

Soon her moans of discomfort morph into soft gasps of ecstasy. She doesn't have to do much besides relish the sensations buffeting her body. I hoist her up and down on my thick shaft using my hands on her pelvis to control her movements.

"Can you reach down and rub yourself for me?” It takes her a moment to realize what I am asking but then she obeys. Soon I feel her backside start to clench around my cock like a glove as her body starts responding to the ecstasy building up across her soon-to-be overwhelmed nervous system.

 

***

 

Lena: My orgasm hits not unexpectedly exactly when my fingers come up against the apex of my pussy. For a moment my entire body constricts into one tight bundle of nerves pulsating with light behind my fluttering eyelids as I bounce lifted and then dropped across my master's shaft. 

Every time I think I have experienced the pinnacle of climaxes, he finds yet another way to elicit more intensity from our lovemaking. 

Only last night I was a complete virgin. The only place he had put his penis was in my mouth. Now here I am, bouncing like a banshee, moaning and whining like a filly in heat as he takes me up my butt while a machine sucks on my puffy nipples eliciting yet more sensations from the raw nerve endings there.

 

How far can I go like that? How intense will our lovemaking be when my master finally pushes me to the inevitable extreme of my limits?

I cannot wait to find out.

 

 

~

 

 

 

Lena’s Metamorphosis: The Awakening of a Girl
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How far can I go on like that? How intense will our lovemaking be when my master finally pushes me to the inevitable extreme of my limits?

I cannot wait to find out.

 

***

 

“I can only walk on tiptoe when in my master's presence. 

“I cannot wear shoes, sandals or socks, but can only be barefoot in his presence.”

“I cannot use the toilets in his house but only his backyard after having explicitly asked for and received his permission.”

 

What else? What else? Ah, of course:

 

“I have to inform him every time I'm about to have a climax or have recently just had one. My body is his body. My pleasure is his pleasure. My pain as his pain…”

 

Or is it?…

 

Lena:

It is eleven o'clock in the morning and I have a long list of chores waiting. So far I have done the laundry, folded it and put it away. I have washed all the hard floors with a mop and vacuumed the Persian rugs downstairs. I still have to start preparing dinner for tonight. Master also wants me to prepare a milk cake and it is the idea of making it and then serving it to the guests that fills my heart with real trepidation. 

I used up the last milk we had bought from the groceries just this morning. Master says that from now on we shall not be buying more milk. We will only use the one I produce. I am quite frankly still getting to grips with the idea that my breasts are in milk! I am only twenty years old and still a virgin, for crying out loud! 

A shiver of apprehension makes the little hairs on the nape of my neck stand on edge at the idea that tonight I will have to use some of my own milk to prepare the cake! The very thought makes my knees week. I used the breast pump at ten o'clock this morning which was exactly four hours after the first time I had ever used it. 

Master wants me to pump every four hours. He says it will increase my output. He is a doctor and he should know. But it is as if my tits are constantly in a state of arousal now. I don't know if it is as a result of them being in milk, the hormones inevitably coursing through my body, or just simply the effect of having the machine suck out the tiny white droplets that I see dribble from my small puffy nipples into the plastic bottles right in front of my eyes. I am an emotional mess. Hence I took a break from work to write down master's expectations for me.

 

However, now that the list is complete, I feel even more aroused than before. An overwhelming sense of guilt makes me blush deeply as my left hand gently finds its way to between my legs. I sit back and move my butt forward on the simple kitchen chair as my fingertips touch down there. 

I am wet, very, very wet. But why am I also feeling so very guilty? It is not like master ever told me to feel bad about feeling aroused. If anything, I have the distinct impression he encourages it. A tremor makes my abdomen shake and I grab onto the kitchen table with my right hand to hold myself from falling off the chair. When my orgasm hits seconds later, I am lost in thought remembering the way his body felt against mine this morning. The way it smelled, the way his skin, cool and covered in hair, rubbed against my own — naked and blushing crimson.

It takes me almost ten minutes to catch my breath before I'm able to stand and walk over to the table where the simple flip-phone master gave me awaits. I press and hold the number on the keypad preprogrammed to speed-dial his phone at work.

“Lena?” His voice sounds worky but relaxed.

“Master.”

“Yes, sweetheart. Tell me why did you call. I am a bit busy here.” I can hear voices in the background and the beeping of hospital equipment.

“I’m, I am sorry to bother you, sir, but you told me to call if…”

“Quit beating around the bush, Lena. Tell me why did you call. I'm in a hurry, sweetheart.”

“I-I, I just came.”

“Oh good, sweet girl. Were are you thinking of me when it hit?”

“Yes, master. Before, after, and during. I quite honestly cannot not think of you.”

“My sweet little baby,” he says in a tone that surprises me. I had no idea that a human voice could convey so much emotion merely by its intonation. “Did you squirt a lot?” 

It shocks me deeply that he would ask such a question without even making an effort to speak in a lower voice. I can clearly hear people in close proximity talking loudly by him. I blush deeply wondering if they overheard what he just said.

“M-master…” He chuckles. “They will hear you.”

“Don't you worry about them, little vixen. Answer my question when you squirted, was it a lot?”

“Y-Y-yes…”

“Was it sticky?”

“Masteeeer,” I protest exasperated, “they will hear you.”

“I hope they would,” he says with a deep sigh. “They could use some spice in their life, that's for sure… These silly young residents, but I don't think they have minds for anything but boring old conventional medicine.” For a moment I feel a pang of jealousy. He cares so much for his students. He said he might want to tutor me. He said that he did not want an ignorant woman to be his submissive.

“Did you use the pump at ten o'clock as I told you?”

“I did, sir, but please, let me buy milk for the cake tonight.”

“Why? How many milliliters did you get at ten?” His voice has reacquired his business-like demeanor and sounds all gruff and professional again.

“Only about twenty-five…”

“From each breast?”

“From both together, sir.”

“Hmmm, not very much,” he says as if talking to himself. “But it is only your first day after all, and your titties are on the small side. I am sure that with time your output will improve.”

“Yes,” I say hearing my own voice grow husky with apprehension. Even after having spent all this time, most of it naked, with my master, I still blush deeply when he asks me intimate questions like that. In some ways I cannot wait for him to take my cherry. Perhaps then I will learn to be more at ease around the man who is old enough to be my father.

“Make sure you drink a lot of water throughout the day,” he says. “Stay well hydrated and eat a full lunch with lots of meat and vegetables and take the multivitamins I prescribed you.”

“Okay, I will.”

“Good. Any other questions?”

“Just one, sir…What should I wear tonight?”

“Surprise me, sweetheart. Pick from the clothes we bought in Beverly Hills last week. And remember — no shoes. Also, the anklets and gold chains around your waist stay. I know this is the first time we are entertaining company since you came to live with me. The guests are very important people. Just remember to stay calm and simply answer if somebody asks you questions but don't speak unless spoken to.”

“The couple that are going to visit us are good friends of mine and… How shall I put it, they are not unfamiliar with our kind of lifestyle. In fact that is precisely the reason they are coming to see you tonight.” His voice suddenly sounds very grave, almost sad.

“Oh…”

“Whatever happens, just remember this simple truth — I love you.”

“I-I love you too, master,” I reply suddenly at a loss for words.

 

***

 

I choose to wear the little gray dress he bought for me ten days ago. It comes down to just above my knees and I think he likes it. It just got delivered back from the dry cleaners yesterday morning. 

It looks pristine with no trace of the mess I made that one night after dinner. I was still learning. I was being trained and my throat rebelled quite vehemently. I shudder to think of the ordeal as I slip the dress on over my head and look at myself in the big floor-to-ceiling mirror. 

The material is just sheer enough that I can see the faint outline of my nipples through it. I wish I had a bra to wear but my master gave all my old bras away to goodwill and does not want me wearing any. I only hope that my breasts don't leak tonight. But with all the milking I suspect there is little chance of that. They will stay dry. 

I stand up on the balls of my feet admiring the way the designer dress hangs over my thighs. It is perhaps the first time I'm wearing clothes for an extended period at home and it almost feels unnatural. My eyes drift down and I am happy to see that the curve of the material makes it hang in little wavy patterns just so that it hides the thick unshaved triangle above my legs.

I have never even taken scissors to trim back the thick bush growing there and master seems to want it that way. 

 

I am ready.

 

The chain around my waist just below my navel to remind me that I am an object of my master's desire.

Plunging neckline that leaves just enough to the imagination but reveals quite a bit. Lips — red and pouty to make a dead Egyptian Pharaoh renounce eternity in heaven and come back to life for one last kiss.

Toenails and fingernails — trimmed just the way my master likes them, not too short but not long either, just a hint of bordered contrast with the healthy pinkness of my flesh beneath. No nail polish whatsoever — my master says my skin is plenty radiant and needs no artificial gaudiness. 

And then I remember — his last instruction before he hung up at lunchtime, “Also, I have one other thing I want you to do today besides your chores, you have one other obligation. I want you to think hard throughout the day about which part of your body is most sensitive. I want to know. You will tell me tonight what you have decided.”

Oh God, my whole body thrums for him. How can I pick one part and tell him — “Here this is the one that begs for your attention, master.” No matter, I will think of something when he asks me later.

I am ready. Or so I think.

 

 

 

***

 

They arrive at eight o’clock sharp. An average-looking man with eyes the deepest dark-brown I have ever seen and  gorgeous lithe blonde that appears smitten from the moment she sees me. Before my master even has time to introduce them I step up to him on tiptoe and whisper in his ear, “My clit.” I cannot stop myself from giggling. He smiles back at me, but why does his handsome face also look so sad?

“Good girl,” my master says in a distant voice that catches me by surprise. “From now on, I claim it as mine. Forever. Mine.” He is so serious. I nod and look down suddenly so very self-conscious.

The other man steps up to me. Very close. Too close for comfort.

"Does she know?" I tremble a little beneath his gaze. His finger doesn't even touch my cheek but merely lingers close enough that I can feel his heat.

"Deep down she does… I think. But I haven’t told her, yet.” My master walks over to the far side of the living room, by the floor-to-ceiling windows, and pours wine. The light is low, only the ornamental lampshades on the side are switched on and set to ten percent dimness. 

Everything seems to be plunged in twilight that makes things appear darker than if there was no light at all. My master's face is mostly in shadow but glints of moonlight reflect through the window and catch on the deep, sharp canyons crisscrossing his cheeks. His eyes are twinkling. He offers the thick, foaming glass of red to the woman but doesn't even look at her.

"How old?" I can feel his friend's breath on my cheek. It smells like… Almonds? Chocolate?

"Twenty."

"And a virgin." I hear tender puzzlement in the man’s voice but in his eyes I only see a glint of malice. "How rare." 

Then suddenly he turns to face my master. His movement is like a blur — one instant he is facing me, the next — he's looking the other way. "She is not slow? You know…"

"Mentally challenged?"

"Yeah. There is nothing like realizing you are in the company of a vacuous bimbo to kill one's libido. At least as far as I'm concerned." The man says and I hear my master laugh.

“Lena is quite sharp. It is just that she has had a rather sheltered life."

"Until now."

"Yes, until now. Her choice for our morning reading is Virgil. I think her mother used to read her classics when she was little."

"She's Eleanor's kid, isn't she?" My eyes grow wide. He knows my mother?! Too many questions suddenly flood my mind, all in the same time. Like an explosion of ideas that leave me weak in the knees.

"Yup. How could you tell? I must say I'm impressed." The friend turns to face me again, and for the first time smiles. His teeth are a gleaming white, his canines pointy.

"Look at her, she is surprised!" The two men laugh while the woman ignores them both and takes a place on the couch. She folds her legs under her. I'm shaking uncontrollably now.

"My gosh, I think I'm scaring her."

"I told you she isn’t stupid. But you didn't answer my question. How did you guess she was Eleanor's kid?" The man steps even closer to me, so close that for a moment my eyes lose focus and tear up.

"The eyes, my friend. Always the eyes. It is not for nothing that people say the eyes are the window to our souls. Yes, hers are sparkling blue, and her mother's are brown, I remember. But something in the way she glances about, like a scared little squirrel, this way and that. It reminds me of Eleanor. Say… she's not yours? Is she? I know she is not mine. I am sterile like the statue of an old man. I've always been that way. But you, my friend," the man laughs. "You are not. That's for sure."

"No, I checked." My master replies. Suddenly I feel lightheaded. The implications are too severe, too numerous, they overwhelm me. Gently, I lower myself to my knees, and then I curl up like a little baby bringing my legs up against my chest and hug them tightly as I sit back on my butt and lean against the couch behind.

Both men look down at me. I wonder will they laugh at my display of overwhelmed weakness but they don't. They just stand there watching, assessing, observing me — two experts evaluating a specimen of interest. For a moment I wonder if they don't actually belong to a different species entirely.

"Delicate child," says my master.

"Very impressionable," says his friend. “Good potential. In the right hands.” The silence drags on and I tentatively glance up, my head still facing down.

"Do we know who the father is?" The friend asks and just like that, steps closer, puts his hand to rest on top of my head and actually leans on me!

A whimper is all that escapes my tightly clenched lips. I don't protest or even make a face. I just stay there, kneeling at this strange man's feet and take it. He leans on me for support, and I sit up on my heels, straighten my back to better take his weight and meekly look up from below the man's meaty palm at my master. There is this twinkle in his eyes again. He is amused! He appears to be having the time of his life watching this man treat me like some piece of property — a new chair perhaps!

I feel my face grow hot with shame and confusion. I know my master loves me. Spending a month in his company has made me certain of it. But the way he allows this so-called "friend" of his to treat me in his presence — this I cannot understand. I feel nauseous at the way they talk about my mother, and now — my unknown father, like I'm not even in the room!? It is all just too confusing to me.

Should I be angry? I certainly feel angry, but should I act it out? Is that what they want? Is this why they are pushing my buttons like that? But acting out is bad manners. My mother has told me so, and my master — I steal another glance at him — he's happy, no, not happy, he seems proud!

It is the very first time I can detect pride in my master's eyes. He's proud of me! This realization makes me happy. I feel a sense of… Fulfillment? I don't want to disappoint my master. I like the way I feel when I make him proud. I will stay down on my knees and be quiet and take whatever they dish out. 

I will take it to please him.

"Not one-hundred percent, no." My master replies.

"But you have a suspicion?"

"I do indeed." My master's voice is suddenly thick with what I realize is pent-up emotion.

"Oh! Him?" The friend sounds awestruck. I cannot make out what my master growls out in response but I see him slowly nod his head.

"Wow! Talk about poetic justice." The friend looks back at me. "I suppose it makes sense, twenty years ago certainly puts it in the right ballpark. Does Eleanor know?"

"Know what?"

"About it," the friend taps my head like a master petting an obedient Golden retriever, “it and you."

"She does, and she doesn't approve. She says I'm too old for her."

"Ha! Oh, that's too good, too good, ha – ha – ha." 

The man laughs sonorously, his deep booming voice echoing off the crystal on the table not far. With the corner of my eye I see the woman on the couch make a grimace.

“Benjamin, please, you’re too loud."

"Nonsense, I haven't laughed like that in ages," the man says, his laughter still having the best of him.

"It is frightening her," the woman says and takes a sip of wine that leaves her lips even redder. I wonder if she knows that my bladder is not as full as it used to be just moments ago. I remain kneeling on the floor and wonder if the dark Persian rug will absorb it all, if they will see that I peed myself just now. I wonder if my master will punish me? How will he punish me? When?

"Well, she ought to be afraid," suddenly the man's voice is deathly serious. I feel deep chills running down my spine. "If she only knew who her mother really was, what she was, what she did to my good friend here," the man says pointing at my master, "she wouldn't be quite so carefree. Don't you think?"

"Not now, Benjamin," my master suddenly interrupts him. His voice is not menacing but his intonation is cast in steel. "Later. Perhaps. Now, we eat."

 

 

***

 

Dinner itself is quite uneventful, at least in comparison to the conversation that preceded it. At the outset my master indicates that he wants me to remain standing and serve them while they ate. And so, for almost two full hours, I go around the table refilling their wine glasses, bringing out their dinner, being the best little waitress I can be. They barely acknowledge me at all. 

They talk about politics, a recent production on Broadway that apparently stars some personal acquaintance of theirs, art, and whatnot. The topics vary wildly and for the most part are way over my head. What do I know about the exposure of the US long-term investments in Romania to the fluctuations of Middle Eastern sweet crude? It takes me a long moment to even realize it is oil they are talking about.

As they chat, eat, and drink, I wait in the corner by the door, and shrink into my own world. My mind slowly drifts to my childhood and my mother. 

It is true I have no idea who my father really is. All these years my mother would simply ignore or evade the question whenever I tried to ask it. It was as if she was desperate to forget that part of her life. Sometimes she would visibly flinch when I broached the subject and eventually I learned to just avoid it altogether. Standing by the door, with a growing discomfort in the pit of my stomach, I start to realize that the past I do know is vastly overshadowed by the past that this a complete mystery to me.

"She is so cute, the way she stands on the balls of her feet, doctor,” the voice of the woman cuts through my reverie.

“…And also the way she sucks her thumb," my master's friend ads in. I blush crimson. I hadn't even realized I was sucking on my thumb. I immediately put my hand down by my side and blink away tears of humiliation that have sprung to cloud my vision. I see my master smiling warmly at me and waving me over to him.

“Come here, sweetheart," he says and I walk over, apprehension squeezing at my heart as I come up to stand within his reach. He is so big and tall that even though he is sitting, and I am standing, we are still eye to eye. 

“Dinner was a symphony, dear child, well done,” he says and reaches to place the big paw that is his hand on my cheek. It feels so warm and soothing there that I lean in against it as I feel his thumb come up to brush my lips. I am terribly embarrassed to feel so emotional in the presence of these people I only just met. I look over sideways seeing them smile at us.

“Shush, little one,” my master says softly, his voice — a barely audible rumble in his chest as he speaks looking straight into my eyes. His thumb makes little circles up and down my lips that I do my best to keep firmly shut. 

“These are very good friends of mine darling," he says. “You have nothing to fear. Do you understand?” He looks at me, his eyebrows arching up and I nod finally accepting the truth of his words. My lips part just a fraction but this is all it takes for his thumb to angle in and push itself all the way over my tongue. “There you go, sweet darling. Suck on it and think of nothing else. Relax and forget about them,” he says and I do as he orders me while his tight hold on my chin and face keep me steady.

“Here, Lena, baby, come and sit in my lap,” he scoots his chair back from the table and effortlessly spins me around bringing me down to plop across his broad thigh where he holds me with one big hand on my hips. His other hand is still gently caressing my face as I close my eyes doing my best to blot out the leering guests from my mind while I suck on my master's thumb.

“I taught her to do this just last night and she seems to have taken to it with enthusiasm. Isn't that right Lena?” I'm afraid I will faint with shame and so I keep my eyes tightly closed as I silently nod my head.

“Good girl,” my master says and just then the soft electronic chime of his wristwatch goes off. “Ten o'clock,” he adds matter-of-factly.

“You know what that means, don't you?” he says much to my consternation and moves his hand from my waist up to cup and gently squeeze my left breast. My eyes blink wide open and then shut again seeing the megawatt grins spread across the faces of our guests.

“How did you like your dessert?” my master asks.

“It was out of this world,” the woman replies.

“Yes,” the man agrees. “Creamy and delicious. Just perfect.”

“Maybe Lena should share her recipe with you,” my master ads.

“I think your little charge is too preoccupied right now,” his friend says chuckling.

“No matter, I will go ahead and tell you myself. The main ingredient is a young virgin's first milk,” he says and I groan loudly much to the amusement of everybody but myself. “She just came in milk yesterday evening and is not producing very much yet. Hence the small portion of desserts today. But we will have you back in a month. I am sure we will have enough to spare then.” Oh, God no.

“I cannot wait. You know I admire your work, Branigan. I can never manage to bring them into milk without going about it the old-fashioned way,” my master's friend says.

“Here Lena, lean back against me and put your hand around my neck. Just like that, yes. Now let me reach around with my left hand and you can turn and suck on my index finger while I have my right hand free,” he says. Before I know it, I am doing just as ordered. 

My right hand hugs him tightly around his thick neck as my fingers play with the salt-and-pepper curls of his hair. His left hand is gently cupping my chin from below, it's index finger having sunk into my mouth up to the second knuckle . I surrender myself to what my master has obviously planned as I concentrate on applying myself to working my tongue and lips around the thick digit in my mouth.

“Benjamin, would you mind?” I don't know what my master wants but soon I feel the other man's presence not far in front of me. He bends forward and with a sharp tug rips apart my expensive dress exactly over my chest revealing two openings just wide enough to allow my pink nipples to poke through the dark-gray material.

“Thank you.”

“Not a problem,” the man says and takes a sip of red wine his attention still riveted on me.

“Don't worry about the dress baby. I will buy you many more like it and better ones too. Just relax…” and with this he reaches in and using his forefinger and thumb gently pinches my nipples eliciting a thin little spray of milk first from one side then the other. I start to protest but his heavy fingers take my breath away.

“There is no way around it, we have to do this every day at regular intervals or your milk will dry up and we will have to start from the beginning again.”

I scrunch up my face in abject shame as I feel my milk drop and a thin stream come out in each direction as he milks me with his fingers.

Then it hits me — I am wet!

 

***

 

Master:

 

“She's a beauty, isn't she?” Benjamin says. He looks at me hungrily and I can almost taste the thickness of his envy.

“That is certainly my opinion, my dear friend," I say but just then I'm distracted as Lena's tight little hips where she sits in my lap convulse, once, then once again. 

My beautiful little submissive is going to cum from only having her tits squeezed! That, and listening to a couple of older men objectify her and discuss her not unlike a piece of livestock! What a natural little slave she is! My fingers are now dripping wet with her milk that runs down the front of her dress in tiny rivulets. The streams jetting from the pores of her exquisite, almost immature, puffy nipples have also managed to drench the tablecloth and everything on it. Such an exquisite mess!

I look up from her tiny little sweaty convulsing body to see Benjamin and his wife, both literally sitting on the edge of their seats. Perhaps it is time to give them what they really came here for.

"Lena, sweetheart," my young vixen is too far gone to even acknowledge me. Her eyes are squeezed shut. Her pelvis is doing tight little gyrations in my lap, while her mouth is working overtime as she sucks on my thumb, her cheeks hollowing out on every pull.

"Lena!" I bark. Her eyes immediately shoot wide open. She looks at me like someone who just made it back from a parallel universe. Slowly, marshaling every last ounce of willpower, I take my hand away from around her cute little face and bring it down to join my other hand now holding her hips.

"Lena, sweetheart, I want you to come back to your senses now. I don't want you to climax just yet. Do you hear me, sweetheart?"

The delicious little girlish blush I so love to see overwhelm her radiant young skin comes over her again. What a delicious beauty! What a gorgeous woman!

"I want you to listen to me very carefully, now."

"Yes, M-master," she whispers, still obviously uneasy with the presence of Benjamin and Isla, so close in the room. I take her face in the palms of both hands and fix her flabbergasted little expression with my unwavering attention. She must have been very close to climaxing because I can clearly see the telltale signs of her near-orgasm — her reddened cheeks and teary eyes that look back at me from underneath her low quivering eyelids make me smile.

"Lena, sweetheart, tonight is a very special night."

"Oh?"

"Yes. You see, even though you signed a contract of submission, and I have already spent almost a month training you, our relationship cannot be considered officially valid in the eyes of my tradition until it has been approved by someone I trust and whose opinion I value in these matters."

"Oh… I don't understand, what tradition? I didn’t realize you were part of some religious cult…" I wave my hand in the air and she stops immediately.

“No, nothing like that, sweetheart. It is just a tradition, not a true religion. I and the other followers, we stick to it simply because we think it is full of wisdom and quite frankly — fun to practice. It is terribly ancient, more ancient than anything around today.”

“Is it Wicca?” Her eyes open wide in amazement

“No, not really,” I say. “It is difficult to explain. It has no name. Think of it is a philosophy brought down through the ages and resurrected through the tireless work of researchers and historians studying old Neolithic paintings in France and Spain.”

“…That and books, long kept hidden from the church and authorities," adds Benjamin. I shoot him a dark look and he immediately clamps his mouth shut.

“Anyway,” I press on, “there is no reason to distract ourselves with minutiae just yet. Suffice it to say that I would like us to take our relationship a step further than merely following through with role-play. I would like us to formalize this a little bit more. Are you comfortable with that, sweetheart?”

She looks at me sheepishly for a moment and then nods. “Of course I'm comfortable with anything you want, master. I thought you knew that.”

I cannot stop myself and kiss her for a long exquisite moment on her open panting mouth.

“My friend Benjamin is going to test you. You will not like what he does to you, and quite frankly, neither will I.”

“But I thought you already inspected me. Back in the hospital.”

“I did,” I say my voice gaining a note of sternness, “but given that I may have developed feelings for you, my exam might not have been as impartial as the tradition requires. Therefore somebody else, has to corroborate my positive impression and…”

“But, master, may ask you a question,” she interrupts me again and for a moment I wonder if she's actually stalling. Then I look at her. She is so innocent and pure that I simply cannot say no.

“Go ahead, ask.”

“You test me, examine me, teach me and train me…”

“That is correct.”

“But who is to examine you, test you, and vouch for you, that you are, you know, appropriate for me?” Never has a soft dainty little voice sounded more ominous than Lena’s does to me right now.

Benjamin bursts out laughing, "I love her already! She is awesome." He slams his fist down on the table and this time Isla joins in the merriment much to my building rage. I realize I am growing red in the face as I fight to control my temper and give everyone a minute to enjoy the moment.

"I think she got you there," Benjamin wags his finger in my direction and I smile thinly in response.

“I was getting to that,” I look her pointedly in the eyes again. “That is precisely the reason that Isla is here tonight.”

“Oh…”

“She knows me very well indeed…”

“But, I thought she has with him,” Lena says innocently pointing at Benjamin who smiles even broader.

“Yes, she is, because I did for them as a couple what Benjamin is doing for me and you tonight.”

“Oh… You helped test Isla and… inspect her for him?”

“Correct. But before that, she and I dated for a long time, you see.” 

Lena grows red in the face again and this makes Isla laugh lightheartedly, "Don't take him too seriously, Lena baby," she says. "I certainly made that mistake back in the day, but I'm well past it now. Trust me, if all goes well, we will have some girl on girl time soon enough and then I will fill you in on all the little details you might want to know about your master." The way she says that last word makes me cast a dark look in her direction but she merely shrugs in response.

 

***

 

"Do you venerate your master, sweetheart?"

"Venerate him, sir?" She seems so fragile in his stare, like a newborn little lamb already being interrogated by the meanest, most evil wolf in the pack. The way his heavily tattooed hands claw at her precious little white fingers make me want to jump and rip his throat out.

"I do love my master, if that is what you're asking." Her voice is so small and insecure as she submits to his questioning. I see her cast an uneasy glance at me.

"Look at me, baby girl. Don't look at him. I am the only person in the world who will determine your future. Not him. It is just the way it is. If you go spend the rest of your life with him, or not, depends on me."

I'm sitting on the edge of my seat. I'm just about to leap out and cut this whole thing short. Why did I ever even agree to it? Then just in the nick of time, in that microsecond when my subconscious mind has already issued the command and my muscles are gearing up to respond, I feel Isla's soothing fingers on my neck.

"Shush, now. You need to lay low, just watch and observe. Benjamin knows what he's doing. Relax and be a good monster. You know you can." Her words are like salve poured into my open wounds. Her breath smells like lavender as she whispers, her lips inches from my ear. I feel my body relax a fraction into the priestess' knowing touch.

"There you go. I'm here for you. Just like Eleanor was here for Benjamin. Don't you ever wonder what he did to her? Don't you want to know? He will do the same to Lena. I know he will. Yes… I feel your anger. Take it out on me, monster. It is the last time you'll ever have me in your clutches."

Her words are like sparks, they fly and soon one of them is bound to strike my flayed nerves, dry like tinder and hot with rage. Rage at watching my best friend intimately question my little one, rage at what my little one's mother once did to me all these years ago, rage at having lost Isla to my best friend's advances. “Arrrgh!” I growl and turn, and wrap my fist around Isla's throat, and I squeeze. Her face grows red. Her eyes bulge, and she smiles…

 

***

 

Lena: 

 

This strange man — Benjamin, he wants me to look at him, pay attention to him, and ignore my master. He says it is important. He is here to be the judge, jury and executioner of my future with my master. But I'm so unprepared. Why didn't my master coach me? Why didn't he tell me anything about this ordeal?

Just then a growl and a deep, sharp ripping sound shocks my mind into the present. I turn instinctively to see my master holding Isla by the throat, his fist wrapped there fingertip to fingertip as he grabs, pulls and then rips apart the woman's dress like a bear tearing at its prey.

Helplessly I scream. Then I cover my mouth and look back at Benjamin. He has the strangest expression on his preternaturally calm face. He looks… Bemused? Almost glad! Like a child just given permission to raid the kitchen pantry for candy. He brings his forefinger to my lips.

"Shush, little one. You will not understand me yet, but believe me when I tell you this is why she's here. Isla has a very important role to play tonight. Perhaps the most important."

I just look at Benjamin, my knees almost touching his. "I don't understand. He's hurting her."

"Nonsense, girl. It is the way lovemaking is supposed to be — violent, enraged, wild. She knows it, he knows it, I know it, and soon you will know it too."

"But…" Benjamin doesn't let me finish. His large hand gently comes over my mouth and muzzles me quiet. I feel him apply a delicate but persistent force on my neck as he slowly turns my head to face my master and Benjamin's wife. 

Isla is absolutely naked, a sheen of sweat making her body glisten. For an awful moment it looks to me as if she's being violently raped, lying facedown on the floor, her chest mashed down, viciously pressed into the ground where my master's hands are leaning in on her shoulders, her butt in the air, her ass red and gyrating with every violent thrust my master's pelvis delivers.

Then I actually hear her, "Yes, give it to me, punish me, like I deserve it, beat me with your cock! Beat me like he will punish her!" My eyes grow wide with realization.

"Yes, little virgin sweetheart," Benjamin softly coos, his mouth gently brushing up against my ear. "Let me tell you what is really happening. Isla is here for a reason, child. She is a priestess tonight. A priestess of pure energy, the ancient goddess of war and also love and lust. She will strip away the pretense, tear away the lies, draw out the pure lust of truthful passion. In his lovemaking, your master will take out on her body the anger he feels at me. He knows that I'm about to interrogate you."

"The stronger his thrusts, the more violent his cries — the more convinced Isla will be later when she tells you how much he cares for you. She will know firsthand how strong his passion is for his little slave. How much he is prepared to sacrifice for her. My wife is merely the vessel tonight. The vessel into which he will pour out his purest feelings for you. This is the way of the ancient tradition. Do you begin to understand?"

Benjamin has long since removed his hand from around my mouth, but I cannot stop from glaring at the spectacle of violent love unfolding so close to where I stand.

 

I'm speechless.

 

I can clearly see my master's twelve inch penis, thick, throbbing, veined and glistening with the woman's juices, effortlessly plunge into her vagina. On every inward thrust, a tiny scream erupts from Isla's clenched lips and I can see his cock catch and stop for a fraction of a second as if slowed down by an invisible barrier somewhere deep inside her belly before pushing on forward again. The knuckles on her tightly clenched fists are white where she holds them stretched out above her head on the floor.

"Oh my God," I whisper.

"That is right, little girl. Your master will become your God. But first you need to earn the privilege. Now turn your head away from them and look at me, sweetheart. There. You're such a good listener. No wonder he likes you so much. But I want to share with you another little secret. You see, I've known your master for the better part of my entire life, and sometimes, I'm even convinced I love him more than I love myself. But how do you think it makes me feel seeing him now pummeling into my sweet Isla like that, bruising her insides, bashing her delicate little cervix with that ugly cock of his?" His question catches me totally by surprise.

"Angry?" I say after a long moment.

"Very angry. Enraged in a vindictive and vicious way. Yes, you see the ancients were quite the masters of human psychology. They knew what they were doing when they set up this tradition of ours we're following here today." He gently caresses my face again and pushes back stray strands of my black curls that have fallen across my eyes.

"Having him fuck and take out his bestial urges on my Isla like that guarantees I will be very, very thorough when I put you to the test, sweetheart. It is nothing personal and then again it is as personal as it gets. This is human nature at its purest. I will now make it my mission to pull on every hanging little thread I find until I come across the one that will allow me to take apart your future with him. There is no stone I will leave unturned. Do you understand what I'm saying, woman?"

A deep coldness grips my heart and makes me feel nauseous with trepidation as I look at this man. His eyes are like bottomless pools of black.

"I understand, sir."

"Good. Then let us begin."

 

***

 

"I know you signed a contract of service with him. I read it and have a copy of it in my possession. I also know your safe word. So I have to ask you, Lena, do you want to use it?" His question renders me speechless. The night, almost one month ago, when I signed my contract to be Doctor Branigan's submissive-in-training might have as well happened ages ago. A thick fog of conflicting emotions and vivid memories shroud it now. If Benjamin hadn't mentioned my contract, I won't have even thought of it. Perhaps it is strange, but it is as if I'm a different person now.

"Do you even remember your safe word?"

"Honeysuckle," I can hardly hear the word myself.

"That's correct. Are you invoking it? Wouldn't be a problem, I'll call you a cab and pay for your ride home myself." I look at the man and I almost feel angry that he would dare to presume to know me. Fuck him!

I smile and tilt my chin just a fraction up.

"No."

"Too bad for our little Lena," he sneers back. "Undress." He says the word softly, almost tenderly. But the malice behind it feels like liquid ice. 

Pure hatred is all that shines in those dark bottomless eyes. Suddenly I'm afraid, very afraid. Panic like I've never known before clenches at the pit of my stomach. Where is my master? Where is his warm soothing presence? The strength of his body? The power, the solace, the harbor of his embrace? Instinctively, even though I should know better, I turn to cast a quick look in his direction.

What I see turns my galloping heart into a solid block of ice. Where the image of the violent, almost animalistic, love had been only moments ago, it is now replaced by that of a man and a woman, a very beautiful woman, I realize with a pang of jealousy, kissing.

Their limbs are intertwined in an unfettered pose of all-encompassing love. With deepening sorrow, I see evidence of my master's contentment seeping out from the gap between the woman's shapely thighs. Tears start rolling down my cheeks.

"We don't believe in contraception, Isla and I," Benjamin's voice is calm, analytical in its coldness. "We do believe in polyandry and polygamy though. She is only thirty-seven years old, and always wanted a child." I can feel that monster of a man place his hand on his chin in mock contemplation. "As I mentioned earlier, I'm quite sterile. But your master, he can probably single-handedly double the population of this country and is surely well on his way to actually doing it…"

Through my teary eyes I see a diabolical smile creep across his thin lips. "I wonder if that isn't actually the reason Isla was so much looking forward to our visit tonight. Hmmm… Do you think it took? Let me see… Her last period was," Benjamin pulls out his cell phone and actually looks up an app with little purple hearts on its icon. "Yes – – nine days ago. So…"

I scream in anger. I make to slap him but with the speed of a predator, he plucks my hand from the air well before it even comes close to his cheek. He smiles but his dark eyes stay deathly serious.

"You love your master. I can see that. But does he love you? And even if he does, are you prepared to share him? In your contract it says that you have given him all rights to do as he pleases with your body. That means he might want to share you with, I don't know, say me for example. The same way I'm sharing Isla with him right now. That was my decision, to bring her over here tonight, by the way, not hers. Or maybe he might decide to put you out to be gangbanged and film you and then upload the movie to some seedy little website." 

Now I am crying for real, tears pouring down my face and soaking the material of my dress where they fall on my chest. “You'd be surprised how many men get off on stuff like that. Me included. But I'm not one to judge. I wonder though, would you be, comfortable with that?”

He looks at me pointedly and then tightens his grip on my hand. "Hey, I asked your question. Don't you tune me out, not unless you want me to flunk you. You will never see him again after that.”

I look at Benjamin glassy eyed and steel my quivering nerves. My master loves me in his own way. I know it for a fact no matter what this asshole says.

"I'm sorry, sir. I – I wouldn't mind. I'm not comfortable with it, but my master is my master — he knows what's best for him and me too," I hate my quivering voice. For a wonderful moment it seems that my words have knocked out the wind from Benjamin's words.

"You are precious. Now that I'm thinking of it, maybe I'll take you as my own…"

"Never!" My voice has gained in conviction what it lacks in strength. Finally.

"We shall see about that, child. You know Isla was once his too. And now…"

"Never!" I repeat and actually believe my own words. Benjamin looks up.

"Hey, Isla baby, Lena here won't admit to it, but she is wondering how you like it being with me?"

"No, I…" I cannot finish my thought because Benjamin muzzles me with his accursed hand again and then for good measure pinches my nipples viciously through the sheer in my dress. This makes me double in two with pain. From the corner of my eye however I catch a glimpse of my master suddenly sit up in a crouch. 

His face is pure unadulterated rage. He is almost all the way up when Isla's hand comes up around his neck and she says something softly in his ear. His look is all that I need to give me the strength to persevere.

 

 

***

Soon we are on our way. Benjamin has guided me into his car and we are driving to his estate where the real test will begin.

"Are you going to torture me?"

"Only if you want me to."

"And if I don't?"

"Honeysuckle, remember?"

I groan. "There must be another way."

"There isn't."

"But why?" The thick heavy treads of his luxury European car swallow the sounds of the road. We ride in absolute silence. It is dark outside but the heavily tinted windows shield us from the streets of downtown Manhattan in December. I look through the glass and see people going about their predictably hectic routines. I don't feel the slightest desire to be with them however. I have perhaps indeed changed into something different. I'm no longer the girl I was only a month ago.

How strange. I feel a dark sense of belonging here, in this black car with this evil man driving it. I have molted, but unlike a butterfly, I no longer crave the light. Now, I enjoy the predictable sharp tangy taste of darkness. Slowly, I look over at the man driving and I see him smile. A shiver makes my whole body tremble.

He is a sadist. He's looking forward to my ordeal. I feel a familiar wetness spread between my legs. I think I look forward to it too. And then I wonder – – what if I really do like being a slave, no matter who my master is?

 

***

 

Master:

 

In my dream she's on a boat. She wears a sheer black dress. The wind is blowing strong. I cannot see her eyes but I can feel her perfume. Gentle waves of jasmine and spice make my skin tingle.

She's wearing black leather strappys on her feet. Gone are the Golden anklets I gave her. Gone is the heavy chain around her waist.

She turns. She smiles. But my heart does not rejoice. She is smiling at someone else. I don't see him clearly. He steps around where I stand and ignores me. His attention is anchored on her. She welcomes it. Her lips part and she says something. I don't have to hear what she tells him. Their chemistry is strong. I can feel it and it makes my chest hurt.

Suddenly I'm awake. The cold red digits of the clock blink mockingly at me.

It is six days, twelve hours and sixteen minutes since he took her from me. Almost a week now since Lena left. He will put her to every test he can. He will be cold and dark, menacing and awe-inspiring one moment, and warm, charming and fatherly the next.

He will flog her, chastise her lovely flesh, push her mind and tempt her body to renounce her future with me. It is the way of the dark tradition of the ordeal of love.

I know because I have done what he's doing now. A long time ago I took Isla and for ten days I tried to break her. I tried to push her beyond her endurance of pain, to tempt her, to show her she's too good for him, that she could belong to a better man, a better master, to me.

I failed.

Will Lena be as strong as Isla was? Will Benjamin succeed where I failed? The ancients say our lives have been preordained by destiny. If they are correct, either way, it will work out for the best. If Lena comes back to me, nothing will ever tear us apart.

The end is near. I cannot wait.

 

~
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Suspended

 

It is dark when we arrive. I can see snowflakes fluttering suspended mid-air as if following different laws of physics than the ones controlling us mere mortals. But the cold weather is not why I'm shivering. The tall gates close behind the enormous black car and I look back through the sideview mirror and I wonder if I will ever see the outside of this mansion again.

"Undress." Benjamin’s voice is unnerving because it is so very devoid of emotion that I cannot even feel his hatred anymore. It all just makes me want to scream. “Do it in the car. I want you naked like the day you were born before you step outside." I turn around in my seat to look at him in indignation but he responds by merely cocking an eyebrow. I sigh. There's no point…

 

***

 

I miss my bed. Calling the bare mattress and skimpy blanket where I sleep at my master's home a bed is laughable but I miss it just the same. Anything is better than being suspended like a piece of meat for hours on end. Naked, shivering and alone, I hang in the darkness waiting for the moment when terror becomes reality.

Chains pull my ankles apart. I grapple for purchase on the balls of my feet. I have been standing like that for the better part of the night. At first, I spent many hours imagining what the great mansion above has to look like. From what I could glimpse on the way in through the slush and the snow as I rushed from the warmth of the car naked to the door, the house is gigantic. I didn’t have time to gawk though as I felt Benjamin's cold clammy fingers on my elbow as he unceremoniously guided me in and down towards a staircase into the bowels of the building. 

He didn't speak and I was too overwhelmed to bother asking any questions. He silently cuffed my wrists to chains hanging from the ceiling and then attached my ankles to iron manacles embedded in the floor. I was forced to stand spreadeagled and naked in the center of an otherwise empty room. The chains around my wrists were taut enough to make me stand on the balls of my feet if I didn't want to dislocate my shoulders.

“Good night, baby slave,” he said without turning to look at me from the door. His voice was devoid of the faintest sign of remorse or hatred. He stood there waiting and finally I answered. 

"Good night, sir."

He nodded and flicked the light off casting the room and me and total darkness.

 

I'm not sure what is the purpose of having me just stand here like that but one thing becomes abundantly clear as the hours slowly and excruciatingly slip by: I cannot sleep. Not like that, suspended the way I am. I am slowly becoming intimately familiar with the meaning of the word discomfort. 

It isn’t so much the pain or the awkwardness of my nakedness. By now I am well past that. But I am so keyed up emotionally that I soon begin to experience the sharpest, deepest pangs of anxiety and sheer panic I have ever felt. 

 

Soon I am screaming for mercy. I am prepared to give up anything this man wants, just so he would come back and flip the light switch again. I scream bloody murder until my voice grows hoarse and my vocal chords are on the verge of ripping. Eventually I succumb to a sort of slumber midway between a real sleep and full wakefulness. I drift off and start dreaming fitful nightmares. 

I don't know how much later it is when Benjamin finally returns. If I had the energy, I would have smiled with joy. I have never felt quite so happy before in my life. He is back! He is going to release my chains and help me out of my misery.

“Shhhh, little one," I feel his breath on the nape of my neck where his long spindly fingers gently caress my sweaty skin. I feel his hand trail down between my legs and the way I'm splayed out there's nothing I can do but moan at his touch. “Shhhh, baby… You are dry.” I feel his fingers grate against my parched folds. “You must be thirsty,” he says and I feel the soft rubbery nozzle of a water bottle at my lips. I drink ravenously. The water has an odd, metallic taste, but I don’t care. “Pace yourself, sweetheart don't drink too much. I will be back with more later," he says.

Wait! Be back? No, I want you to let me go! Now! I think, but I dare not lift my lips off the nozzle for fear that the precious liquid will stop and the thirst will return.

And then just like that, without saying anything more, Benjamin steps back, places the bottle on the floor by my feet and walks away! I hear the desolate clang of the heavy iron door close shut behind my interrogator. At this point I have no more energy to scream, but merely moan, my mewling whimpers echoing back at me from the naked walls of the room. I sound so pathetic and desperate. At least now the glaring neon lights are on. Minutes fall upon each other and become hours and I slowly start to come to grips with my ordeal.

 

 

 

Blinded

 

I have to pee! 

 

Oh dear God, surely he doesn't mean me to go like that, right here standing chained like an animal, in the middle of this garish room?!

“Benjamin! Come back!” I scream. “Help! Please somebody, anybody help me.” 

The futility of it all comes crashing down and for an awful moment the thought crosses my mind that he might never return!

But then I remember what he said: "I will be back with more later,” and my heart fills with joy and I relax again. Soon a groan escapes my lips. What I had been miserably withholding has now trickled down my outstretched thighs forming a rivulet of yellow at my feet. I crane my neck and look down to see it slowly meander away from me towards a grated hole in the middle of the concrete floor. 

Suddenly I am struck by a realization — I am strung up not unlike a carcass in the center of a modern-day dungeon. Unbidden, my mind races with images of the women who had to have preceded me here. Completely unbidden and unwanted the face of my mother floats up in my mind's eye and a deep nerve-racking sob renders me in two.

My mother! Eleanor! My master and Benjamin clearly knew her once. Know her still? And just like that with a certainty brought on by my subconscious, I just know it — my mother was once tied up and put through her paces just like I am now. 

That is about when my tears start rolling down my cheeks. One by one they soon become a veritable stream, pouring down my sides as sobs threaten to break me literally in two.

I'm not exactly sure why I'm crying. Is it because I'm afraid of what has happened to me? Or perhaps it is because I'm afraid of what is to come? Perhaps, my tears spring with the realization that my mother, the person I cherish and worship most in the world, was once a woman just like me — a woman in search of greater meaning, of a master. Was she ever able to find him?

One thought leads to the next and now my head is split with the worst headache of my life. Too many questions, some of them too hurtful to even formulate in words. Yet one among them floats above the rest like a storm cloud. What if my master was also hers? 

 

Could Doctor Branigan, my master, actually be my father? 

 

The thought suddenly sends pins and needles through every fiber of my body making my knees go week and my belly queasy. 

 

No, please, God no!

 

He did mention having known my mother way back and so did my Inquisitor Benjamin. But Benjamin also is apparently infertile, or so he says. My mind feels like mush infused with cotton balls as it struggles to remember every last word my master said in reference to Eleanor.

Until, at last, mercifully, I remember him telling Benjamin that he ran tests on me at the hospital. Benjamin had asked if I was his. At the time, I thought they were referring to my status as his slave but now I know what they were really talking about. Doctor Branigan had taken a blood sample from me and actually done a paternity test! And thankfully, he said, it had come back negative. 

My body slumps down again into a lull of grateful relaxation. The thought that I might have even spent a day, let alone the better part of a full month as my own father’s live-in submissive would have surely driven me insane.

Exhaustion overwhelms me and I drift off into a restless slumber. When I wake again, it is many hours later. I can tell by the numbness in my shoulders and the pain whirling all across my distended body. I know I should feel hunger but I don't. I remember that the water Benjamin gave me had a sweet metallic taste to it. He must somehow be artificially suppressing my appetite.

I hang there, sweaty, dirty and dejected, but feeling happy even though I'm not exactly sure why. 

Perhaps I am merely going through the biochemical ups and downs of captivity. I realize something else too. In spite of my predicament, I feel aroused! I cannot understand why that would be and then a fullness in my chest presents the answer. 

I am in milk for a second day now! And nobody has used a pump or so much as suckled on me. I look down and shock forces my eyes wide open. My small boobs are crisscrossed with thick blue veins oddly contrasting with my puffy pink nipples that look positively engorged and angry-red in comparison.

Oh God, no! I feel my emotional roller coaster take a nosedive. I know how happy my master was when I came in milk. Never mind the pain, the discomfort, but if I don't pump soon, I know my body will revert to normalcy and my milk will soon dry up.

“Please!” I beg the empty room. “Please,” I beg the barren walls.

And then I hear it! Footsteps. There is somebody by the door. It opens and I see Benjamin walk in.

“Please, sir…”

“What are you begging for, slave?” He asks, his voice, even and dispassionate. Almost mechanical.

“I…my master…I'm sorry,” I break down in sobs. The humiliation, the shame of it all is too much. I blush deep crimson. 

"My breasts, they are full of milk. If I don't pump soon, they will dry up.” Benjamin looks down at my chest. His eyes are cold and analytical. He steps forward and hefts first one breast and then another. I feel his fingers pinch and squeeze and sure enough, a long white stream of liquid springs forth from the pores along my puffy and sensitive nipples.

“I suppose you are, but then, why should I care? It's not like you're my slave.” His eyes now looking deep into mine. 

“My master,” I hiccup, “He will be crestfallen.” 

“So you want me to figure out a way to keep you in milk just so you can keep your master happy when I send you back to him?” I nod energetically.

Benjamin's fingers draw lazy circles from the tips of my nipples down to the base of my boobs and then back up again. "Hmmm, I guess we can figure something out, but you need to offer me something else in return.”

I look at him, my eyes big, trying to imagine what he could possibly want from me and what I could possibly give, tied up helpless, dirty and miserable as I am now?

I know that Benjamin is a true sadist just like Doctor Branigan, but unlike my master, he has no love for me. I see a dark and ominous twinkle in his eyes that sends shivers down my spine. Benjamin smiles.

"I know exactly what I want from you in return for keeping your owner happy. Your eyesight.”

“I don't understand. My eyesight? Surely you don't mean…” 

He waves his hand dismissively. “No, not permanently of course, silly girl. I'm not going to damage you,” he says as if that is the most obvious thing in the universe. “But you will allow me to insert a pair of special contact lenses into those beautiful blue eyes of yours. The lenses are a solid black. No light is capable of traversing them. For as long as you keep them on, I will make sure that you stay in milk for your master. Otherwise — too bad.”

He looks at me questioningly and I nod. How bad could it be? After all it is not like I'm giving up my eyesight forever.

Benjamin leaves and almost immediately returns with a little black box that he places on the floor by my feet. I feel him fumble in it and then stand inching close up to me. I feel his breath — minty and cold against my sweat-covered forehead. 

"Okay here it comes…Head back! Face up, sweetheart, and keep those beautiful blue eyes of yours wide open.” With quick, fluid movements indicating that this evil man must have done it many times before, Benjamin slips two little black disks that suddenly come over my irises to eclipse my vision entirely engulfing my world in eerie blackness.

 

I hear him chuckle. 

 

“I have tested them on myself before. I have to say I found them very unnerving and couldn't keep them in for more than ten minutes. I hated the way that unlike shades or even a blindfold, these make you feel blind for real. No matter where you look, no matter how you twist your head, it just tricks your body into assuming that all of a sudden, you have lost your sight completely.” 

He laughs in that shallow manner that I am learning means that he is pleased with the deviousness of a scheme.

Unfortunately Benjamin is perfectly correct in what he just said. Tears instinctively come to my eyes as if my body is attempting to dislodge the black obstructions on its own. The black contacts fit so perfectly that not even the slightest hint of light is able to sneak past their border where they lie across my irises. 

My body convulses in an instinctive panic at the sudden unwelcome change but then I feel all my other senses kick into overdrive. I hear the shuffling sound of Benjamin's shoes across the cold concrete floor wet with my pee. I feel his breath where it washes over my sweat-covered chest, and most of all, I sense the scent of his skin — musky and dangerous where he stands ominously close in front of me.

Then, I hear shuffling behind me!

 

 

Milked

 

 

 

I twist my head around helplessly trying to peer over my shoulder but all I can sense is someone’s presence there, someone other than Benjamin! Then the suction of his lips as they latch onto my nipple, and pull, and my milk gushes forth flitting out of my body. I breathe deeply sensing a feeling of deep relaxation and warmth wash over me as the man suckles voraciously. 

My mind flies off all the way to memories of other times when it was the man I love, my master, who was the one ministering to me. He did it in love, not like that monster for a human. 

Then a thought comes through my dreamy consciousness. In some odd sense I now belong to them both. I have offered myself to Benjamin just so that I can maintain my standing with my master. 

I feel Benjamin slip his hands around to caress me along my sides, my belly, my bottom, my back… I feel him and imagine myself as I probably appear from the side right now. His dark eyes feasting in tandem to his hungry lips while his fingers find their way to stroke me in front. They dip inside me, delving all the way up to my maiden barrier and pull back and I find myself arching into his touch mindlessly grinding against his hand begging for the release he might provide. I feel him round my clit in tight little circles as I vibrate against the chains while his lips having drank all that one breast had to offer him moves to the next.

"Please…" I hear myself moan, certain that I am begging him to stop, to release me, to send me back to my master, to my rightful owner, the one with whom I have a contract of submission. 

But my body keeps moving up to meet his touch and deep down that doubt that had first surfaced up from some dark part of my heart, is now surging forth again. 

I fear I want him to never stop. 

Wetness gathers and then gushes forth from between my legs as his hand starts grinding ever faster as I breathe in small panting breaths.

 

 

Pegged

 

 

 

This is when again I feel the other presence at my back. My mind is too far gone, overwhelmed with the millions of sensations assaulting me, to take conscious control before it is too late. I feel something hard, smooth, thick and insistent make its way in between my cheeks. A new set of hands, anonymous and somehow… delicate spread me wide open there.

 

“But…who?…what?…oh…my…God. No!” I moan but gyrate into the fingers at my clit nonetheless. Benjamin’s lips on my breasts suckle and bite playfully while the unknown hardness between my cheeks pushes relentlessly. The hands at my back feel somehow smaller, more fragile but relentless nonetheless.

Suddenly I tense when I realize it is Isla. Benjamin’s wife!

I don't trust myself to speak and ask but it has to be. She has come back from that violent ordeal my master put her through last night or was it two nights ago? She is about to take it all out on me now. And this can only mean she is using something big, something artificial, something rubbery at me back there. 

As if to confirm my suspicions, I feel a dainty breath, gently wash across my back as soft lips kiss my neck. She nudges my tight rosebud and I fight to relax. Slowly, inch by agonizing inch, she pushes into me and I cry out and she stops. The lips on my chest hungrily swallow up the elixir of my body while Isla waits allowing my ass to adjust before moving in again.

I feel her hands come over where Benjamin's were moments ago arranging my body so that I am now  impossibly arched offering myself for her ravishment. Her hips start pumping in and out of me in a rhythm as my breasts gyrate in concert to her thrusts. The sensations from it all clash and wrap around each other coalescing into a maelstrom of nervous electricity that comes to center on my clit where Benjamin's fingers are insistently holding it up without so much as brushing its tip. But the mere pressure of the nearby digits is enough to make my pelvis spasm involuntarily as I slowly surrender to the orgasm that starts buffeting my overwhelmed mind. My eyes are wide open and I look up into the emptiness as I fall and fall into the chasm that my two tormentors have suddenly opened up.

I feel Isla slam into me in long excruciating spasms of her own and then Benjamin's finger, slick with my juices, comes up to my mouth. In a wild frenzy, I suck and lap at what he offers before his hand returns to my thick dark triangle for more, and then to my mouth again. Over and over he feeds me as I moan around his fingers. 

My legs quiver and my body becomes jelly as I shake and wait for the release I know is about to come. And then it happens and I scream and buck losing myself to the whirlwind of it all. 

My orgasms however do not stop but merely continue timed to the thrusts of the strapon in my ass and the fingers on my clit and the lips on my tits. 

“What a sweet girl…” I hear Isla's voice as she continues to plunge back and forth making me shake helplessly on my toes. “Come here, sweetheart, turn your head this way,” she says. I feel her hand come around my neck twisting my face back and sideways arching me almost completely into a semi circle as she does it. Then she kisses me. Her lips are soft as I feel her body take control of mine.

When they are both finally done with me, I have climaxed three more times drenching my legs in my own juices. The darkness continues as they retreat from me leaving me hanging helpless, drained and chained in the center of my dungeon.

 

***

 

 

Blindness is a strange thing. The loss of eyesight has caused my entire body to become one big glowing eyeball itself. My hearing, my sense of smell, the tiny hairs along my skin, every stray whiff of air, every hint of scraping sound, every vibration, real or imagined of the floor make my mind run wild conjuring up images of what might be happening around me.

They are back in my dungeon. I hear movement and a long slithering sound like something being dragged across the floor.

 

Then I scream.

Washed

 

 

 

I scream so loudly that I'm certain I will be hoarse for weeks. Nothing  could have prepared me for the sheer terror of the first cold blast of icy water that strikes me in the back. The jet of water is almost painful in its strength against my skin as it slowly inches left and right, and up, and down, my body, blasting away the grime and sweat with meticulous diligence. 

Were it not for the chains holding my limbs spread in a human letter X, I am certain I would have been tossed across the room by the force of the water pummeling against my body. Soon the nerve endings are rendered numb and slowly wink out, one by one as my mind, like some crazy statistician, just reads off where the punishing jet of ice-water is now: 

Shoulders and neck, back of head, shoulders again, buttocks, feet, shins, thighs, buttocks again, oh my God… The jet seems to pound past whatever meager resistance my clenched gluts can offer finding my sore rosebud effortlessly centering itself there washing me deeply. Then it stops.

“Did you want me to give her an enema, master?” I hear Isla ask. Her voice is distant like on the other side of a vast chasm.

“Do what you wish. Just don't damage her hymen.”

I feel fingers spread my butt wide open and I groan in shame. Something cold and metallic pushes up against my sphincter. 

“Don't resist it. Just bear down and take it!” Isla's voice commands me and my body obeys permitting the foreign object up inside me.

“She’s hairy around her anus.”

“Her master likes her that way.”

“Sometimes I really think he’s too old-fashioned.”

“You might have to reduce the pressure. You don't want to hurt her insides.”

“Yes, sir,” she says and I hear the woman fumbling with the tap. And then it starts! That same icy cold jet of water is now pushing up inside me. Suddenly my heart lurches and my insides constrict in protest at the cold tentacles hurtling up into my abdomen. Uncontrollable shivers erupt and squeeze muscles in my body I didn't even know exist.

“God! Please stop!” I scream. But my miserable complains are met with stony silence.

I feel my belly distend and my body bulge. Isla’s hands are incongruously gentle as she caresses the straining skin of my lower tummy, "She looks quite cute like that. Almost like as if she is in her late second semester of pregnancy.” Isla says, gently pressing in against my bulging stomach that makes my toes curl with pain.

“She will grow much bigger than this, believe me,” Benjamin replies. “From what I know of her master, he will probably want twins or triplets. His last submissive could only bear singles. She got pregnant five times! But always — singles. This time he will use shots to ensure multiplets. I am sure of it.” The significance of what they say goes mostly unregistered as my conscious mind fights to retain a semblance of lucidity.

“That is probably enough for now.”

“Yes, master.” The nozzle stops spewing its liquid terror and pulls out. Isla's little dainty hand suddenly presses viciously back on me just below my navel and I scream again surprising myself with the strength of my own voice. My sphincter surrenders and in spite of the deep embarrassment that makes me want to rip my restraints off and run to hide in the deepest hole I can find, I void out everything that has been pushed into me.

The relief is short-lived however as the cold water recommences its traverse across my buttocks and back. After many endless minutes Isla moves in front of me repeating the process of washing me down. No inch of my body is spared. 

 

 

Kiss of the Strap

 

 

 

"I want her skin a beautiful glowing hue of red," Benjamin says and it takes me a moment to realize what he means. "Use the leather strap and be thorough. Do not miss a spot. Leave her neck and face, but other than that, not an inch should be spared. It will make her that much more cooperative later when I finally start the interrogation."

“Yes, master,” Isla's gentle voice replies. "Come, sweetheart, follow me,” she says as she first releases one wrist and then another from the chains. Next, she releases my ankles. My body feels like a wet noodle. I feel the welcome warmth of Isla’s naked body as she comes up to support me from below. She takes my arm and slings it around her neck helping me amble across the cold cement.

“Stop here and kneel,” she says. 

Finally I manage to kneel and Isla gently guides me forward onto an odd-looking wooden device. It looks like an inverted letter V.

“You will feel the support under your belly,” she says. “Lean against it and place your hands on the brass rail in front of your head.”

“Yes ma'am,” I reply all independent thought chastised out of my brain long ago. I position myself across the support. My head almost touches the floor where it hangs down, and my buttocks are prominently displayed. 

“Spread your legs wider,” comes the order and I feel chains, cold, loud and heavy being attached to my ankles. A violent tug pulls my feet out from under me and I grunt when the weight of my body suddenly falls unrestricted across my belly. She moves around and repeats the process in front securing my wrists to the ground above my head.

“I will start now, princess. Don't bother counting or thinking about it. Just search out that place in yourself where you can run away until I'm done,” she explains knowingly. “Master wants me to strap your body, head to toe. At the end, it will feel like someone picked you up and dropped you in a vat of boiling oil. You have your safeword. Say Honeysuckle,” her lips caress my cheek as she speaks. “And you will get a free cab ride home. No more pain, no more suffering for your master.”

“Yes, ma'am. Thank you,” I say and I feel her lips gently caress the small of my back. 

“Say it! Say honeysuckle!” her voice is like velvet over steel spikes.

Tears start pouring down my face. “No…I…can’t.”

“Too sweet.” She says.

 

 

Crack! Crack! Crack! 

The blows start raining down with such lightning speed that they catch me by complete surprise. It is not until three sharp gunshot-like explosions caused by the leather striking the skin of my back have already echoed from the wet walls of the dingy cell that I finally become aware of the pain. I scream bloody murder. I can’t hold it back. My voice erupts like as if the scream had a force all its own. Nobody chastises me for screaming. Screaming is apparently expected. The way I am bent on the floor I can see Isla's toes curl for purchase as the woman swings the leather strap. I lose track of how many times the strap falls across my back before moving to the side, down my buttocks, across the side of my left thigh, then my right thigh, my inner thigh. Even my ankles are not spared. 

Then Isla comes back again swinging the leather mercilessly against my outstretched arms, hands and fingers, covering every inch of my body except my neck in angry bands of red. I start feeling lightheaded and on the verge of hyperventilating when I become aware of a trickle of wetness down my inner thigh. I am well passed feeling humiliated and merely note that my bladder has surrendered yet again and relinquished its contents down the inverted pyramid upon which I am trapped. The pain blossoming all along my body reminds me of that one time when I had by mistake touched the hotplate of the kitchen stove when I was little. The pain is the same but much stronger. It covers my body end to agonizing end.

Soon my screams die down and I find my mind tumble into a sort of suspended animation. I can still register that my body is in agony but my brain has taken a step back as if watching me go through the ordeal from a side corner in the room. The blows rain down causing the pain to coalesce into one unending agony. 

 

Honeysuckle. 

 

The word blossoms up in front of my mind's eye like a red neon sign and I start biting my tongue lest I allow it to escape and whisper it out loud.

Then she stops and for a moment I feel the ecstasy of no pain. Her small hands quickly and deftly undo the straps on my wrists and the cuffs on my ankles.

“Stand up,” she says but my body refuses to obey. Even my mouth only manages to mumble a response. 

“She is so out of it,” Isla says. She reaches down and with surprising strength for her small frame holds me up by the waist lifting me effortlessly off the pyramid.

“Has she had anything to eat recently?” She asks and I hear Benjamin scoff.

“What do you think? I didn't want to run the risk of her puking all over herself and then choking on it. Plus, it would do her some good to go on a diet for a little bit. I am giving her an appetite suppressor in her water. I plan on starving her for a couple of days.” 

I try to protest again but no coherent words manage to escape my lips. I'm half-carried, half-dragged to where Benjamin is sitting. Isla turns me around making me lean against her chest. Our nipples touch as our skin presses against each other. I feel Benjamin's cold hands gently slide up and down my extremely sensitized back. 

“You missed a spot.” He points to a place behind my knee. And then another on the crease of my buttocks. “Here, I'll take care of it now,” he says and before I even have a chance to steel my nerves, a whooshing sound is followed by a sharp crack and the skin behind my knee explodes in violent pain. I don't bother screaming but merely hold on to Isla's shoulders hugging her tightly as I cry against her neck.

Whoosh. Crack. Pain! This time the strap lands on the spot she had missed between my butt cheeks. “There — all taken care off. Now you can turn her around and do her front.”

“Okay,” Isla says and makes to move. This is when I start begging. 

“Please no! No more! I will do anything else you like. I’ll let you all fuck me, you can take my virginity right now, but…please no more!” I wail, moan and whine. And they stay and wait until my words die on my breath.

“All you need to say is just one little word," Isla whispers her lips gently brushing against my ear. "Honeysuckle…” she whispers.

 

“No, no, no…”

 

“It's your choice then,” she says and virtually carries me back to the inverted pyramid. I break down in tears and they don't stop until my limbs are fastened to the manacles in the floor again. This time, however, I am tied lying face up words my body arched backwards, with the point of the wooden pyramid pressing against the small of my back.

 

Whoosh. Crack! Pain!

 

Whoosh. Crack! Pain! 

 

Slowly, but surely I feel something like mechanical gears actually shift and change in my head. The pain is still there — almost beyond endurance. Yet a new sensation has now joined me. Pleasure! My agony seems to have triggered something in my body and I feel pure pleasure and exhilaration flood my psyche. They meld with the pain and become ecstasy.

Finally it all stops and all I feel is a warm glow as if my body is on the verge of self combustion. I feel Isla's fingers on the skin of my belly and then gently on my nipples. 

“Good. No permanent damage,” she says matter-of-factly. “I don't think I missed a spot this time.” 

I feel Benjamin stand and come to look. He hefts my breasts looking this way and that. His fingers touch between my legs and I feel him gently tug at my bush there.

“Good. Bring her over to the table and let's start with the questions.”

 

 

Questions

 

 

 

For the first time since I was brought to this place, I'm allowed to sit. The chair is straight-backed and wooden. It creaks when I take my seat and I begin to slump forward with exhaustion but Benjamin quickly reaches out and smacks me across the face.

"No slouching, slave."

“Sorry, sir,” I say automatically sitting straight back up and looking him in the eye. He has a pen and notepad in front of him. 

“I will ask you a number of questions. The answers to some of them I already know, but I shall ask them regardless. You will answer them all. Truthfully! Do you understand?” His voice is even and almost gentle, but I feel danger lurk beneath it like a hiss of electricity.

“Yes, sir.”

"Have you ever had vaginal intercourse?" 

I feel myself blush.

"No, never, sir." 

“Have you ever touched a penis other than your master’s?”

My blush deepens. 

“Yes, I have.” 

“Explain, please,” he says and I see him start to write in his notepad. I don't dare look down but center my eyes on a point on the wall behind his head.

“My boyfriend in high school, sir. I gave him a blowjob.”

“Did you deepthroat him?”

“I tried but I gagged and gave up.”

“Did you swallow his cum?”

“Yes.”

“How did you like the taste?”

“I didn't care for it but it gave me pleasure to see that he enjoyed when I did it.”

“How many boyfriends have you had other than your master?”

“Just that one, sir.” 

The questions keep on coming. They are ever more detailed and I answer them all with no hesitation.

 

 

Isla’s Special Gift

 

 

 

“When a slave surrenders herself to become her master's property, traditionally she is expected to offer him something, a part of her as a sign of her dedication,” Benjamin says.

I can hear him speak from the dining room as I go about washing the dishes in the kitchen. I am very careful and deliberate as I gently place the rinsed out wine glass on the towels to dry before picking up a plate to wash. 

I am still wearing the black contact lenses in my eyes but I have learned to use my mind's eye in negotiating the contours of the furniture in the kitchen. It is Sunday morning and my last day with my Inquisitor and his wife. My ordeal is almost over. I think I did well. 

I have probably lost ten pounds or more and must look like a skeleton from all the beatings, forced runs, constant workouts and incessant hazing I have endured these last nine days. But I believe I am starting to understand the logic, twisted and dark as it may be, behind the tradition to which my master and his friend Benjamin belong. 

The long Ordeal of Love, the ten days of pure hell a woman is forced to endure if she wants to stay with her master become a legacy that will stay with her for life. No matter what destiny decides to throw at her, a woman that has survived the pure horror that these ten days are is bound to stay committed and strong, building and solidifying her relationship with her man.

I turn around to face Benjamin.

“Here, Isla go show her what I'm talking about," he says.

“Yes, master.” She always addresses him as Master or Sir when it’s just the three of us. I feel her gentle footsteps as she enters the kitchen. Goosebumps blossom across my naked skin at her presence as I feel her come to stand near me.

“Give me your hand, sweetheart.” Isla says and I do as ordered. Her fingers feel cool and soft.

I sense her reach up to her face with her free hand and do something there before taking my index finger and bring it up to her lips that she places on its tip in a gentle kiss. I feel my nipples harden as her warm mouth sucks on my finger and takes it in deeper. 

Something however feels unusual, unnatural there. It takes me a moment to realize that where her beautiful white teeth should be, I can only feel her gums!

“I love blowjobs. I especially love when Isla warships me with her mouth and she knows it. When she read of an old Filipino custom in which a wife would have a dentist artificially extract her teeth so that she can better pleasure her husband, she decided she wanted the same thing done to her. I don't know if words can ever describe the exquisite pleasure of having my cock milked by my wife's toothless and eager hot little mouth. When all is said and done she puts her dental prostheses back in and nobody is the wiser.”

As he speaks Benjamin has joined us in the kitchen and is now standing close to me and his wife. I hear her giggle playfully and with my newly acquired almost preternatural sense of hearing and feeling I sense her kneel down to the floor and soon I hear the telltale sounds of her oral ministrations.

“Arrrgh, yes baby,” Benjamin gasps. And I smile feeling happy for them and wondering how long will it be before I can pleasure my master too. But then my thoughts are interrupted when I feel Benjamin's cold fingers on my arm.

“What you choose to sacrifice for your master is going to be your own personal decision, slave. This dedication to your master is perhaps the last independent decision you will ever make in your life and has to represent your love for him. It has to be special. Something that you not only know, but also feel will make him happy and proud.”

“Can I offer him my virginity?” I ask suddenly worried that it might not be enough. For a moment Benjamin gasps at the sensations undoubtedly coursing through his body as a result of his wife's efforts.

“Your virginity is not yours to offer, slave. It has already been claimed by your master. He just hasn't taken it yet. No, you have to think of something else entirely.” 

My shoulders slump and I feel weak with indecision. Benjamin's hand comes to rest on my shoulder and for the first time, I feel genuine sympathy from this otherwise callous and hardhearted man.

“I am certain you will be able to think of something very unique that is sure to please your master and fill his heart with joy. Listen, sweetheart, I have never seen a better matched couple then you and him in my life. And I have seen many. You can take my word on that.” 

I hear him as he loses himself to the joy of his wife's mouth as she takes him on her knees. I smile.

 

~
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Lena:

 

 

BEEP! BEEP! BEEP! The alarm’s awful loud and annoying call to start my midnight milking make me jump in bed. I reach out to swat and kill the sound at its origin. By the time I finally succeed I am wide awake and trying to remember where I have placed the pump. Images of the man who fucked me only four hours ago fly through my mind as I attach the suction cups to my tits which – engorged and throbbing are aching to provide for him. As usual my pussy is anxious and I am already wet by the time the quiet hum of the machine kicks in and the vacuum on my nipples pulls them into the plastic eliciting long white streams of liquid to trickle down the tubes into the attached bottle. I lean back in the comfy rocking chair, spread my legs, and cup myself. 

 

"Ahhh," I moan softly. I don’t want to wake Master who is quietly sleeping in the room next door. My fingers start dancing through my soft wet forest. My eyes flit over to the wall where a picture of Master Branigan hangs. I breathe in, breathe out. 

 

I start to whisper my mantra, "I am submissive. I live to serve my Master. I love being a submissive. I love to serve my Master. He gives me strength. His word is my gospel today and every day. My body is his to use, now and forever. Amen. I'm a submissive. I live to serve my Master. I love being a submissive. I love to serve my Master…" Half an hour later I am done. I have come twice and make a mental note to remember and change the cover of the seat cushion on my rocking chair in the morning. I pad downstairs to place the two 100 mL bottles in the fridge before tucking myself back in bed. 

 

In four hours it will be time for milking again, and then my morning routine. One last thing before lying in bed - I wonder whether I should go to the bathroom but decide against it. Milking or nursing my master every four hours seems to have reduced the number of times I have to pee. Oh the small trade-offs… Soon I am fast asleep exhausted as ever. My nipples throb with tired excitement.

 

Lena:

 

 

“Lena!” Master's voice comes in loud and clear reverberating through the wide open house. I hurry to comply running as fast as I can from the laundry room to the main entrance. I hold my throbbing breasts in my hands. It hurts when, all engorged and heavy with milk, they flop about uncontained by a bra. But more importantly – it won't do to sprinkle droplets across the floors and furniture I have spent the whole morning cleaning. 

 

“Lena! Come say hello. This is Mr. Henry." Having turned the corner from the staircase I freeze in my steps. A short stubby-looking man with a big bushy beard stands beaming at me. Instinctively I move to cover myself however useless the effort. 

 

"She's delicious," the man smiles broadly. His eyes twinkle playfully. “So shy.” He drops a large black duffel bag by his feet and begins shrinking out of his raincoat. Who nowadays still wears raincoats? I catch myself wondering as my blush deepens. 

 

"Indeed. You would think that by now her timidity might have washed off at least a bit," my master growls. Dr. Branigan looks positively gargantuan where he stands by the other man dwarfing him with his almost seven feet. "Lena, I'm afraid you disappoint me. Hands by your side, and come greet Mr. Henry. He has come all this way from Canada.” I don't know how to respond to that. Am I supposed to be impressed somehow? Yet I step forward and do as told.

 

It takes virtually all my willpower to keep my hands by my side. Other than Dr. Branigan, Mr. Henry is only the fourth person to see me naked like that! "H-hello," I squeak and curtsy as I have been taught. Mr. Henry doesn’t acknowledge me but picks up his duffel bag again and looks about the house.

 

"You want to point me in the right way, Branigan? I forgot how spacious is your place." 

 

“Let us have you do it in the living room," Dr. Branigan says and leads the way. "We could use the couch if it makes things easier.” 

 

“Personally, I prefer something low and stable. A low coffee table perhaps. But the couch will do as well," Mr. Henry replies. I wonder what they are referring to as I meekly follow in their footsteps. I cannot but notice the low throaty chuckle from the short little man that accompanies the bemused look he cast me over his shoulder. "Such a sweetie, so docile and obedient. Just marvelous." 

 

"Mr. Henry will place you in a chastity belt, angel," Dr. Branigan explains, his back to me as he goes about fixing them a drink. My hands fly to my mouth and I almost faint. Instead I lean against one of the large Ottomans that line the room. 

 

“No,” I whisper suddenly breathless. “I'm certainly not going to wear any such thing.” My body rapidly grows tight with anxiety. To my increasing consternation my words appear to make Mr. Henry’s smile only blossom larger. This is in direct contrast to the dark frown that suddenly clouds my master’s features. 

 

"Now, now, sweetheart don't be petulant.” Dr. Branigan hands a glass of whiskey to his visitor and they toast. “It just has to happen," he adds and takes a long sip. His beautiful full lips curl and then relax in pleasure as his tongue washes over them. All of a sudden I cannot take my eyes off him. I am wet! I squirm and press my thighs tightly against each other. Slut! My body is always horny when it is time for a milking which is right about now. 

 

“But, why?” I gasp in impotent consternation. For more than a month now I have been desperate to be taken and made a woman! How much longer do I need to wait now? 

 

“Because it is tradition. Because you are a virgin. Because ten days from tonight you and I will be officially joined. The belt is a requirement placed on every future concubine about to be initiated into our society.” His voice is vaguely annoyed like that of a parent explaining something obvious to a child. There is this bullshit about his secret society and its silly old customs again. If there is one thing that I find increasingly tiresome about my sweet master, it is all this nonsense. I find it snobbish and completely unnecessary. 

 

 

I cannot contain my frustration any longer. “Your society’s utter and complete bullshit and I’m not wearing this chastity whatever on account of some idiotic custom!” Suddenly the room is absolutely quiet and I can hear the wind wrestling the leaves outside. The silence grows and becomes threatening. I just wish somebody screamed or yelled at me. Yet all that happens is my master’s face – it becomes a mask: dark and immovable. 

 

“This shall not stand. I fear you will have to be punished. This is simply the only way a girl like you can learn to respect her elders." Tears start rolling down my cheeks. I so don't want to be chastised again! It is only six hours since my morning strapping. I can’t help noticing Mr. Henry who has taken a leisurely seat on the couch and now idly fondles his crotch with his free hand while sipping his drink with the other. He nods sagely as if punishing a young woman is the most natural thing on the planet! By the time my master has closed the distance between us I am already instinctively sucking on my thumb resigned to whatever will happen next. 

 

"Shush sweetheart," Dr. Branigan says as he gently takes me in his bearish tug and strokes my naked back with his large hand. "I promise you that if you are good and make an effort to stand still for your punishment, I will reward you when it is all done." I look up at him and nod silently trying as best I can to contain my sobs. Pleading has never worked with my master. If anything, recalcitrance often brings only a much despised increase in my retribution. "Good girl."

 

Dr. Branigan gently takes me by the shoulders and guides me to sit back at the edge of the deep couch.

 

“Lay back." When I hesitate, he gives me a stern look. Immediately, I lay back. Master Branigan takes my ankles and places my feet on the edge of the couch forcing my body to splay itself in two as he opens my legs. “Expose that pretty pussy for me," he says. He guides my hands to hold my ankles for him. “Hold your feet open. I'm going to spank your pretty little virgin pussy now. You will have to learn that disrespecting the Society is quite unacceptable." His voice is much deeper than usual as if overcome by emotions.

 

"Oh God! I beg you, please, please, please don't do it," I start begging through my sobs. "Please, Master! I promise I will be good please don't do it, please don't spank my… My… Don't spank me there!" 

 

“Oh, but I have to,” he growls, his face mere inches from my blushing center which even now waters in obscene excitement.

 

"Oh, I will be good. I promise. I will respect the society. I swear, please don't…” 

 

“Hush little one. Be strong. I know it's not your first pussy spanking and something tells me it will not be your last either." He is right of course. But that other time it had hurt so very, very much! 

 

"I will be –," my sentence suddenly turns into a screeching howl as his large hand makes contact against my soft vulnerable pussy. Oh dear God! How it burns! In spite of my yelps Dr. Branigan continues with his steady stream of slaps, each one more stinging than the last, each one slapping my increasingly sensitive soft lips. Soon my cries become incoherent gasps as I squirm. Through tear-soaked eyes I notice that Mr. Henry has stood and come to leer like a grotesque audience to my execution. My pussy aches and pulses as I softly whimper. "No! No! No! I’m begging you, Master please stop!” I cry. 

 

“Did my little slave learn her precious lesson?” His hand is resting across my heated snatch. 

 

“Yes Master,” I whisper through pursed lips. 

 

“Does my sweet girl want her reward for holding her position in spite of the humiliation and pain?” 

 

"Yes, Master," I reply without conviction exhausted from suffering and crying. 

 

"Close your eyes then but don't move." 

 

"Yes, Master."

He feels so very big and powerful even though I can’t see him. My eyes are squeezed shut. Then I feel his breath between my legs, the sensation disconcerting on my sensitive skin, and my eyes shoot wide-open. 

 

Then he kisses me there. 

 

My nails dig into the skin on my ankles and I whimper as his fingers spread me wide and he darts his tongue in to lick me. 

 

“Oh. My. Gawwwd!" He laves me with his tongue from the base of my slit all the way to my clit. I feel the fine detail of the texture of his tongue and I bite down on my bottom lip sucking loudly in a hopeless effort to stifle my shameful moans. My head falls against the backrest as my master starts to feast on me, loud licking sounds echo throughout the room, his fingers splay me ever wider as I feel my body freeze beneath his attentions, and then melt. My knees shiver and tremble and I feel my orgasm building faster than ever. "Dear God! Oh!” My back arches and my body trembles as waves of roiling ecstasy crash and propel me through a mind bending orgasm. 

 

Slowly I start flittering back down to earth and realize he is carefully peppering my pussy with gentle little kisses all along its chastised length. I open my eyes and give him a lazy smile. Why the hell am I smiling, I wonder somewhere deep down but ignore that inner voice of sanity as I catch the playful bemusement in my master’s eyes.

 

 

“My beautiful slave,” he says and I glow in his pride. I am honored to be his slave, and now more than ever I will do anything and everything he wants. “You taste delicious.” 

 

“Thank you, Master.” I swoon in his approving stare. 

 

"Uh-hum," Mr. Henry clears his throat and breaks the spell.

 

***

 

Master:

 

Mr. Henry steps forward and immediately my beautiful Lena starts closing her legs. "Keep them open,” I whisper afraid that if I spoke out loud, I might shatter the magic of the moment. Without so much as a whimper Lena relaxes her thighs and opens her flower to our hungry eyes. Her pleading look is more than I can bear and I turn around. 

 

"Do you mind, brother Branigan?" The formal way in which Henry addresses me helps a little in solidifying my resolve but I still cannot bear to look on as my angel, my concubine, my slave is about to be touched by another man. 

 

"Do what you must, brother Henry." I step away hoping that the distance will mollify my desire to reach and grab the man and break him in two like a reed for even chancing a glance, let alone a touch upon my Lena. I reach for my glass and down it. Just in time too, for I hear Lena's breath escape in an agonized gasp and I know where Mr. Henry's fingers are. God help me! 

 

"Luscious and plump," the man's analytical voice comes at my nerves feeling like nails on a chalkboard. “If the outward appearance of her pudenda is anything to go by, brother, the girl is pure woman. She is brimming with health, and if you ever desired it, could bear you many a child." 

 

I feel my knees go weak and so I take a seat hoping that Lena doesn't see enough of me to gauge my torment and weakness as I listen on. 

 

"M-master why are you… Why is he touching me… Like that?" Lena stammers. 

 

I clear my throat but mercifully Mr. Henry interjects, "I have been sent here as an emissary of your master’s overlord in the Society. I have to ascertain your virginity, health and general attitude before I place you in a chastity device, sweet slave." 

 

"Oh…" Her voice is barely a whisper now. 

 

“If it makes it easier, child, think of it as merely a formality. My seal upon the lock of your belt will vouch that you are healthy, sane and willing when the day comes. Do you understand, darling?" I look over at the girl and see her panicky eyes glean a measure of calmness and she nods. My good little slave. "Good girl," Mr. Henry says soothingly and I see him tenderly caress her lower tummy and I barely resist an overwhelming urge to rip his hand clean off his body. “You are beautiful. Such proportions." 

 

"Thank you," Lena timidly replies looking at me. Her eyes are moist but I can see her trying to steel herself and be strong. 

 

"Just saying it like I see it, dear girl. Your inner lips are somewhat larger than average, begging to be sucked," the old lecher says and actually licks his mouth. The nerve! I realize I am sitting on the edge of my seat and force myself to sit back and feign a pose of relaxed insouciance. 

 

"I-T-thank you," Lena says clearly at a loss. Mr. Henry turns to look at me and winks playfully. 

 

"I'm sure I'm not telling you anything you don't already know yourself, my friend, but she will be dynamite in the sack once you bed her." 

 

I don't know what to tell him. I nod dumbly and finally he turns away to resume his odious inspection. I'm counting the seconds for it to be over. "Well….almost done. One last thing to check, and we can zip it up." Lena whimpers, and suddenly cries out, and I know he has splayed her open with his fingers. I can see him looking straight down into her moist velvety center. "No need to touch and prod any further” he announces. “The girl is an untouched virgin, pure as midnight snow." Finally, the man stands. "You can let go of your ankles sweetheart and stand for me now please." I let out a breath I didn't know I had been holding.

Her lips move and she whispers something. 

 

"What, sweetheart?" We both say almost simultaneously looking anxiously of the girl that has so clearly bewitched us both. 

 

"How long?" A faint smile blossoms across her beautiful lips. "How long I have to wear the belt?" Her voice grows a measure more resolute and…Playful? Suddenly the tension is gone from the room and just like that, all three of us – the Masters and the slave break out in cheery laughter. I even wag my finger at her and she bats her eyelashes playfully at me. I give silent prayer of gratitude to Providence that she is already in a chastity belt or I would jump her right now and make a woman out of the blushing beauty.

 

“Ten days almost to the hour, my slut," I chuckle. And she giggles out loud.

“How are you going to express your gratitude?” 

 

“My gratitude?” She stammers. 

 

“Yes, slave – Mr. Henry came all the way from Canada, as I explained to you. He traveled all this distance so he can put your slutty little quim behind bars and vouch for your chastity. Aren't you grateful for that?” 

 

“Yes, I – I suppose…” 

 

“I suppose I should have you thrashed again just for your tone of voice. But I’m in a charitable mood. I want you to suggest a proper way for expressing how much you appreciate him making the trip.” 

 

“Yes, Master,” Lena lowers her gaze to the floor. “Thank you.”

 

Just then a droplet of precious whiteness materializes across her left nipple and slowly, delectably dribbles to the ground. All three of us stare at the milky spot by Lena's bare feet. Mr. Henry licks his lips and so do I. 

 

“I… I could, I could allow him to drink from – from me,” she stammers innocently again. I could clearly see how red her face has suddenly become. She is burning up.

 

 

“It is not your place to allow or disallow anything. I own your body. It strikes me as insolent that you would even think you have the power to make such a choice. If I felt like it was appropriate, I would be the one allowing it, not you,” I tell her, my voice suddenly stern and sounding more forceful than I meant. 

 

“I am sorry, Master,” she looks down and folds her hands above her crotch, her shoulders hunched in a pose of genuine remorse. She seems to be on the verge of tears.

 

“Your output of milk, at least for now, is only for your master to enjoy. Suggest something else.” 

 

“I could, with your permission, suck Mr. Henry off?” She looks tentatively at me through the waterfall of brown hair that has fallen in a curtain across her face. 

 

“This is also something I am reluctant to share with anyone as of yet,” I growl. “I hope brother Henry understands.” 

 

“Absolutely, I do,” he chuckles and politely bows in my direction indicating that he could empathize with my possessiveness. I am impressed at what a good match he is for the delicate job the society has sent him to do. “But I think if Dr. Branigan doesn't mind, I have a suggestion of my own,” he offers. 

 

“Go ahead, brother Henry.” 

 

“How about your delicious little slave virgin dances for us?”

 

“Excellent suggestion,” I smile broadly.

 

“But first, let me do this.”

 

Lena gasps. With quick deft movements the emissary reached out and placed a triangular-shaped chain mesh over her beauty lips and mound securing it with two fine silver chains to the chain around her waist. There was a loud click as he locked everything in place and then using a pill of lead squeezed a wire around the junctures thus effectively sealing the device in place. 

 

“This will prevent any untimely attentions from your master as well as stop you from attempting to please yourself before the date.” Mr. Henry playfully slaps her butt and Lena cries out and I wince. Satisfied with himself he leans back in the couch. “When you pass solid wastes, you need to hold the chain to the side of your anus.” His words made my innocent little slave swoon and for a moment I am seriously worried she might faint and drop to the floor.

 

“Okey-dokey, now where was that whiskey? I'm about ready to see you dance, sweetheart.”

 

***

 

Lena:

 

 

The two men seated themselves and for a long beat I couldn't even move. I stood petrified. I was suddenly struck by the immense differences between us. They’re both old enough to be my father. Both of them were rich beyond belief, powerful and fully clothed, and me – I was young, naïve, my innermost thoughts and emotions – an open book, my body – naked, my intimacies – wrapped and under key. 

 

And they wanted me to dance! 

 

For a long, interminable moment, I desperately wished for something, a calamity of any sort to strike and distract them from my shame. But of course nothing of the sort happened. This was public nudity and I was completely unaccustomed to it. Finally, my master grimaced, dug into his pocket, got his cell phone and tapped out something on its screen. Soon a soft Oriental rhythm filled the large living room. The two men looked at me expectantly and I felt my blush deepen. 

 

Yet I could not but obey. Had I not just been spanked, made to climax, and then locked into a chastity belt? The music and what they had done to me acted like a key in that instant. Something unlocked that deep feminine that resides in every woman of every species. Before I knew it my body began responding to the music and the intoxicating attention of my audience of two. My heart pounded in my chest which felt so tight I could barely breathe. Suddenly I wished I had at least a sliver of clothing just so I could theatrically use it to extend the palpable tension in the room. Unfortunately, all I had to work with was my body, and the heavy gold chain tightly secured around my waist that held my chastity belt in place. That and the strident chimes of my ankle bracelets that tinkled with every step I took. 

 

Even though I could dance of course, I was definitely not accustomed to dancing alone for the pleasure of men. Like probably many other young girls, I had practiced stripping in the privacy of my own bedroom, in front of my mirror. Yet, somehow, my body knew exactly what to do. I began to roll my hips in time to the music. Slowly at first, but then with growing confidence I swayed to the music. I had the attention of the two men. I was hot and sexy. I felt the power that came from that knowledge grow in me and imbue every fiber of my body with its strength. I let my tongue trace my lower lip and gave them what I hoped would come across as a sexy look. 

 

Then I had this idea, like I wasn't naked but had a beautiful Eastern dress on me. I was going to slowly dance it off, stripping for my master. I tossed my head, letting my hair float in the air as I rolled my hips and started to move my legs, my anklets joining in the rhythm of the soft Arabic music. I slowly undid the buttons down the front of my imaginary blouse. When they were all the way to the bottom, I flipped open first one side then the other still grinding my hips and moving my thighs. My breasts were full with milk, heavy and throbbing and my hands naturally came to them from below. I squeezed and moaned and the men gasped audibly while my waist shimmied faster and faster in sync to the music. Long white streams of milk spurted from my nipples and painted a circle around my body as I twirled in place on the balls of my feet. 

 

I imagined my skirt would be flipping up teasingly right about now and with a wicked little grin I let it drop to the floor. I squeezed my breasts standing with my side towards the gaping men like a goddess of fertility spraying the milk of abandon in profile. Trickles of white flowed down my breasts along my taut tummy and into my bushy center. By now my heartbeat was completely in sync to the music. I lifted my hands and arched my back as I turned and turned, dancing naked to please my owner. 

 

“Pinch your nipples, pull on them," Master Branigan's voice ordered. I did as told letting my fingers dig into the perky softness as I danced to the rhythm powered by a crackling sexual electricity running back and forth across my flushed skin. 

 

“Bravo!” Came Mr. Henry's acclamation but the music wasn't done and neither was my master. 

 

"Keep dancing, little slut. Run your hands across your tight little body," his godlike voice ordered. I didn't have to be told twice. My hands washed across my flushed throbbing breasts wet with milk and made their way down my belly along my chastity belt trying but failing to squeeze at my trapped pussy. I felt weak on my knees but the rhythm was unrelenting and I danced on.

 

By the time the music reached a crescendo I was on the verge of fainting when mercifully it suddenly stopped and I came down to my knees bowing my head to the floor arms outstretched towards my master. Silence greeted my finish but then a loud applause echoed in the room as if not merely two but an entire crowd was assembled to adulate me. I was breathing deeply sweat trickling down my arms as I worked to gather my wits and strength so I could stand again.

 

***

 

Master:

 

“Come sweetheart.” Lena’s dance is done and the man motions her over and I feel my arms tense. Perhaps I should pour myself another glass? As I watch my beautiful Lena demurely stand I remind myself to get a grip. The Society overlord wouldn’t have sent Mr. Henry if he didn't have absolute confidence in his judgment. I remind myself that whatever he chooses to do is all probably a test not just of Lena but me to. I remind myself to stay put on the couch and not move a muscle lest I spring up and pummel the man into the floor with the obscene primal jealousy that's making me see red right now. Lena comes to stand by us and it is all I can do to hold on to my empty glass and stop myself from reaching out and cupping her sweetness the musk of which sends bolts of thunder straight across to my loins. 

 

"How do you feel, angel?” The man asks taking her by the hands. It is odd to see the naked girl look down on the bearded man. Her cheeks are burning up, her eyes brimming with tears. 

 

"Okay, I guess," she says meekly. 

He "Your dance was exquisite, pure delight to watch. Does your master make you dance often?" Mr. Henry asks. Lena shakes her head. 

 

“No, Sir. I have never danced for him before… Or anybody else,” she hastily adds and I smile. She's so intuitive, my natural little slave. 

 

"Amazing!" I cannot disagree with the emissary’s assessment.  She’s a natural submissive, one in a thousand, more precious than any jewel. “Good girl, come kneel. I want to give you something. Open your mouth,” and she does and he reaches into his pocket and pulls out a lollipop that he unwraps and puts over her tongue. She eagerly starts sucking on it. “You did well today.” Lena looks down at her knees demurely. 

 

“Thank you, Sir.” 

 

“You’re welcome, child,” he gently caresses her and turns to face me. “Tell me, Branigan, have you given the idea of fitting her out with a corset any thought?” 

“No, not really. I haven’t had her long enough to indulge in anything beyond simple indoctrination and training.”

I can see Lena squirm a little no doubt trying to get herself used to the object pressing up against her entrapped pudenda. 

 

“Tell me sweetheart is the chastity belt comfortable?” 

 

“It isn’t uncomfortable,” she says in a small voice. “I just… It feels a little strange, I’ve never had to wear anything like that before.” Somehow, impossibly, her blush deepens. My cock is like steel. 

 

“But it's not hurting, right?” Lena shakes her head and I relax into my seat relieved. Hopefully that would be it. Mr. Henry has accomplished whatever he came here for.

 

“Good,” he laughs his hand still resting atop Lena's head possessively as if she is his pet dog. Mr. Henry turns to face me. “There are many benefits to a corset, you know, and I ask only because I have a feeling that a sweet girl like your Lena here would benefit from it. Feeling its tightness around her body all day does miracles for a slave’s self-esteem. Or lack thereof,” he chuckles and takes a sip of his whiskey.

 

"Hmmm… I must confess the idea has never crossed my mind,” I admit and stand to refill our glasses. 

 

“Well I just thought I'd mention it. As I'm sure you realize it yourself, she is a late bloomer that one. Her body is not fully matured yet. And while her chain around the waist is pretty against her complexion, I believe you owe it to yourself to try her out in a corset too. A young body like hers is still supple enough to respond well and grow into the tightness and constrains of a corset.” Now I am intrigued. 

 

"Really? How so?" 

 

“A long time ago I had acquired a young voluptuous thing not unlike yours. Upon a friend's recommendation I placed her in a corset and had her wear it for days on end. I only allowed her to remove it when she bathed. It made for real excitement during penetration let me tell you. For both of us. I don't know how to explain it – you are the physician after all. But I imagine the tightness contributed. I can mail you the address of the tailors I used. They will send you the particulars on what measurements they need and then ship you the finished product. They are extremely efficient and dependable." 

 

Lena was obviously listening with a keen interest. Her eyes flitted over to Mr. Henry as he spoke clearly overwhelmed with the implications of what he was saying. I made myself a mental note to add to her chastisement later for not being disciplined enough to keep her eyes riveted on me as she had been directed. I looked over to Mr. Henry and smiled broadly. 

 

“Yes, please do that. I think this idea of yours is already growing on me, so to speak,” I chuckled and we lifted our glasses.

 

“Also, you might want to consider using a scalpel or laser to lance off some of the moles she has along her back and tummy.” I nod to that. I have already scheduled Lena an appointment with a plastic surgeon but have not mentioned it to her yet. “It would be safer in the long term anyway.” 

 

I see her eyes grow big. I am impressed at how well trained she has become. Even now, with all the turmoil undoubtedly roiling through her, she is still demurely kneeling on the floor and holding her tongue. “Just a precaution sweetheart,” I explain. “A lot of these spots might become malignant with time, and as your master I want you to stay healthy." 

 

“Thank you, Master." I reach and pat her head. 

 

"Good girl. You’re learning." She looks down for a moment before catching herself and looking up again. Her eyes are so deep and beautiful. 

 

I don’t want to tell her that removing some of her beautiful little moles from her body will not only protect her from getting melanoma down the road but will also give me more latitude to use a strap and later the whip with unrestrained abandon across her skin. No sense burdening her already overwhelmed mind with all this right now. I smile at her reassuringly.

 

“Also… I wanted to ask…” he seems uncharacteristically uncomfortable. 

 

“Yes?” My patience is growing paperthin. I hope he realizes that. Seeing Lena manhandled by another man has made me want her all the more now. I cannot wait for him to leave.

 

“Well, here is the thing – I don't know when's the last time you met the Overlord but he… Let's just say he has developed a new habit, almost a tradition at this point.” 

 

I sigh and lean back against the wall. I arch my eyebrows and cross my arms steeling myself for whatever Mr. Henry is trying to say. 

 

“I don't know how to say it without irritating you, so I will just blurt it out.” The emissary’s eyes focused somewhere in the distance. “His Honor might want to sample the girl when she has been inducted.”

 

Something must have changed in my posture because suddenly Mr. Henry took a step back and lifted both hands in a placating gesture. “You will of course be allowed to deflower her and do the honors, but you know how it is –it is his prerogative if he wants to…” I growl something incoherent to that. "I will convey how… much you treasure her but I cannot promise anything. I'm just trying to let you know ahead of time is all.” 

 

“And what if I don't allow him?” Mr. Henry's face suddenly acquires a mischievous, almost challenging expression. 

 

"I – I would advise you against any such thing. You know how powerful he is, and more than that, you are a senior pledged member of the inner circle. It would mean mutiny." 

 

I look away. He is right of course. Mutiny is never tolerated in the Society. The penalty is death, by a protracted and excruciating ancient ritual of torture. My eyes settle on the girl. She has visibly grown pale and is shaking lightly where she kneels on the floor by us. I nod silently and then force myself into a pose of relaxed disinterest. 

 

“Fine. You can inform his Honor that I will definitely not stand in his way.” 

 

“Good.” Mr. Henry relaxes visibly at that but his eyes remain still riveted on me. “I will go now,” he forces a smile that doesn’t touch his eyes. He looks at his watch. “My flight for Montréal is in a couple of hours. I will just barely make it in time to the airport.” I nod darkly. There is no point in pretending that I wish him to stay. After all, he is probably accustomed to the routine. Placing a prospective initiate concubine of the Society into a chastity belt after having examined her virginity and health surely never go down easily with her master. 

 

“Oh, one last thing, if you don't mind… but his Honor insists that all future concubines are completely hairless, if you know what I mean.” 

 

I tilt my head sideways and feel my eyes narrowing into slits. “Does he also want me to giftwrap her and send her over in a bow?” Maybe I should just kill the bastard right now and spare myself the trouble later. He pales visibly and reaches for the door.

 

“Ha-ha, you’re funny.” I’m happy he thinks so. “Okay… I’ll see you soon. Oh, and I will definitely send you the tailors’ contact info. I’m quite sure you will like the effect of a corset on the girl. Bye.” 

 

"Thank you," I hear myself say in a passionless voice. My eyes have grown dark and I feel my muscles tingle like before a kill. Finally, the barrel-chested man seems to get the message, nods as if to himself, and hurries out the door. I turn around to Lena and forced a tight smile. My young slave is watching me keenly. Her beautiful big brown eyes are studying me carefully.

 

~
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Lena:

 

 

Tonight Master appeared to be lost in thought during the better part of dinner. It wasn't until I brought out dessert – slices of dried mango and then knelt by his chair, that he actually seemed to come back from wherever his mind had been wandering and noticed my presence. A playful twinkle illuminated his preternaturally dark eyes. 

 

"Did you feel sick or ill today?" The question takes me by complete surprise. 

 

"Ill?" I shake my head mystified. "No, Master. I felt fine." He reaches out and places a slice of dried fruit in my mouth that I open obediently. It melts on my tongue. He knows I love mango. 

 

"It is just that I'm trying to comprehend why you haven't been working on your assigned readings. If you are not indisposed, then why?" I slump down, my shoulders and back reacquiring the hunched posture I've been working so hard to lose. 

 

"No, nothing like that, Master." 

 

"Please look up at me when you speak. I'm not hiding somewhere on the floor between your knees." Dr. Branigan's voice doesn't sound angry or even irritated. Just intrigued. I force myself to look up at him. "Tell me what is bothering you?" He reaches out and with slow loving motions he pushes back the curls that have fallen across my forehead. "I promised to help you get ready for your SATs but for that to happen, you need to put in your share of effort. I'm sorry I'm beginning to sound like your dad but it is the simple truth, angel." 

 

I nod but in the same time I blush. He’s been wanting me to read "Justine" – an outrageous kind of story written almost three hundred years ago by none other than the infamous Marquis de Sade. Surely the chances that this piece of literature to ever be included as part of the questions on the SAT are virtually zero! The word "sadism" is based on the author's last name, after all! Dr. Branigan's eyebrows arch up and I see he’s still expecting some sort of explanation. Suddenly I do feel like a grade schooler being asked to explain some sort of transgression to her father. The fact that I'm on my knees, naked, wearing only a chastity belt, while he is dressed and comfortably staring down on me from the dinner table after having eaten what I cooked and served him, do nothing to make the situation more acceptable. 

 

"But – my reading… It was written by the Marquis de Sade!" I blurt out and immediately cower back on my heels. There's no telling if my master might explode. I've heard him say that De Sade is one of the greatest unrecognized literary geniuses of history. Whatever! I fully expect Master's wrath to be swift and painful.

 

 

But he surprises me. He smiles and takes a long sip of his Saint Emillion Grand Crû. 

 

"Now, now, Lena. I thought you might say something like that. But I don't believe that the reputation of De Sade is the honest-to-God genuine reason for your reluctance to study." 

 

My mouth falls agape. 

 

"But, it is!" I protest and resist the futile urge to stand and actually stomp my feet in indignation. Master doesn't even look in my direction. He just shakes his head and does that little sound with his tongue indicating he is not convinced. I'm not prone to outbursts of temper, but right now I'm definitely starting to feel angry. What is he implying? Is Dr. Branigan trying to say I'm lazy? Mentally challenged somehow? I watch him and feel my face burning with impotent rage, as he reaches out and refills his glass of wine.

 

 

"Why don't you believe me?" 

 

"Please allow me to be skeptical." Sometimes I just hate his mocking voice. 

 

"I hate you!" 

 

"Master." 

 

"What?" 

 

"I hate you, ‘Master.’ I allow you to hate me, if you so choose, but this doesn't mean you can disrespect me. Say it!" The way he commands me to do his bidding without so much as raising his voice makes me wet with desire all over again. 

 

"Master." I repeat glumly. "I hate you, Master." He takes another sip of wine. "I hate you, Master." I almost believe my own words. But now, more than ever, I also crave his strength, the taste of him, the power of his body, his seed in my mouth, in me. Oh God! 

 

"I am sorry to hear that, angel." He turns to look down on me. I wonder if my arousal is obvious. I feel a droplet of wetness escape from between the golden confines of the chastity belt and trickle across the underside of my bottom to drip to the floor. I wince. "There's one thing you can do to prove your point, my sweet slave. If you can apply yourself to it and show your diligence doing it, I will change my mind. I will agree with you that having you study the works of the Marquis De Sade is a bad uninspiring idea." 

 

Anything. 

"Anything, Master!" 

 

He chuckles and motions for me to stand. I gasp when his hand suddenly comes out to cup me. "Spread your legs. Squat and open up for your Master, baby slave." I obey even though my eyes are silently begging him to stop, to not humiliate me further. But we both know that my shame is a potent aphrodisiac not only for him, but also for me. "You are very wet, kitten," he growls and I whimper. I feel him worming a long finger into my slick center. My whimper turns into a muted scream when the digit pushes all the way in and bumps up against my hymen. I bite on my knuckles in angst. 

 

"Suck on your thumb as I have told you to do when you feel anxious." He orders and I obey. "Is my sweet little slut hoping I'll give her something of a sexual nature to do instead of studying for her exams?" His finger starts pumping in and out of me and my body responds by pushing back on it. "Go on hump away. I want you to cum. You have my permission."

 

Master: 

 

I watch my precious Lena as she stares back at me. Her eyes look unwavering but her gaze grows distant as I feel her muscles involuntarily tighten on my finger. I look down and allow my eyes to wash over her exquisite form. 

 

Right now there is nothing in the entire world that I hate quite as much as the gold chastity belt between her legs. Luckily I wasn’t given the key. Or I would have unlocked it, and taken her, made her a woman right here and now.

 

Looking down at her flushed chest and the barely visible exquisite webbing of veins beneath her youthful skin there, I can tell that her milk has just dropped. I bend forward and reposition her in my arms cradling her just so that now my lips can seek out and latch onto the hot, engorged nipple of the breast closest to my chest. 

 

"Ahhh," she gasps as her nectar spills into my mouth. I barely have to apply any suction at all to enjoy her nourishing sweetness. I enjoy how every time when I first start nursing Lena seems to be averse and squeamish about it. But as always, within a few moments, all is forgotten and she visibly melts in my arms as oxytocin floods her system and a feeling of warmth and contentment suffuses her nubile body. I feel her hand come to delicately rest on the back of my neck as she tentatively holds me to her breast as I consume her body's life source. Soon her breast is devoid of milk and I shift to the one further from me hugging her closer as I do. Without even thinking about it, my free hand slides down her thigh and I gently guide her legs apart finding my way to her trapped treasure cove. I carefully stroke and caress the delicate flesh of her upper inner thighs and Lena sighs deeply as she plays with my hair. I can feel the pleasure of her warm heated pussy waft through the room imbuing us both with the relaxing unique experience we are both enjoying. I'm almost done when I feel her excitement begin to rise again and even though I am almost done with my feast, I indulge her as she moans and spreads her legs wider to give me better access to my toy. 

 

Suddenly, out of nowhere, I hear her whimper and I feel her climax as she wraps her arms around my neck holding my face buried in her breast. I am done and her breasts are empty, but she remains leaning back in my arms her hands mindlessly stroking my head and neck as I snuggle her closely. I cannot help but revel in the feel of my little slave's delicate fingers, the heat of her breath against my chest and the pumping of her tiny little heart as it flutters in my embrace. Oh God if she didn't have that infernal belt placed there by the Society, I would fuck her right here and now. I turn her to face me and kiss her hungrily. My girl responds, her tongue slowly, lazily dancing against mine.

 

Lena: 

 

 

God! I cannot imagine myself without my master. I suppress a shiver when it occurs to me that the memories of my past life are growing increasingly dim with every passing day. They're becoming completely eclipsed by every waking moment I experience in the presence of Dr. Branigan. It is as if my old existence, caring for my elderly mom, was a black-and-white silent movie, and now everything is in ultrahigh definition. After a long while panting against my master's chest, I finally gathered up enough strength to speak. 

 

"So what kind of penance will you have me do to prove I would study anything else but the works of that odious man De Sade?" Dr. Branigan chuckles quietly. 

 

"I wouldn’t necessarily call it penance. I want you to read and do a literary analysis of a fairytale for me." 

 

"A fairytale?" I look up incredulously. 

 

"You're just kidding. Right? Master…" This time he cannot seem to stop himself and laughs out loud. 

 

"No I'm not kidding. I want you to take a fairytale from a collection by the brothers Grimm." 

 

"But I don't understand… It seems so very different from what you had me read by De Sade." 

 

"That's just it," he looks at me pointedly. "The difference is all in the eyes of the beholder, actually. You'll probably find it surprising that in the early editions of their fairytales, the Grimm brothers included a number of stories that depicted incest, rape, cannibalism and other horrors that would make many a hardened modern-day cops lose their composure." 

 

"Oh." Who knew. 

 

"In some ways, however, I actually find these folktales simple and very much lacking. Once you’re done reading and analyzing them, perhaps you might consider comparing what you have worked on with the works of De Sade. Personally I believe that his works at least carry with them a deeper message. The fairytales only aim to scare and cause disgust and horror in the reader’s mind. I want you to start on your reading tonight before going to sleep. There's a volume with the stories I'm talking about on my desk. It is the first edition. Very rare. Take good care of it." 

 

"Yes, Master." 

 

"Good girl.”

 

 

Master:

 

All of a sudden I remember it is almost bedtime and I still have work to do. I have a full day at the hospital tomorrow.

 

Slap! 

 

“Ouch,” she looks at me her face almost like that of a little girl playfully disappointed in a parent’s behavior. Her hands instinctively fly to cover her breast which is rapidly reddening after my gentle smack.

 

“Go make me a cup of coffee. Your milk made me drowsy now. I have so much work to do before the end of the week.” She scowls at me but doesn't say a thing as she forces herself up from my lap .

 

Lena:

 

That night we watched TV. Or at least, he did. I watched him watch TV while I knelt by him on the floor.

 

Today is two months since I last wore clothes.

 

 

My back and my knees soon started to hurt and I shifted as subtly as I could on the carpet. We stayed like that for a long while. He flipped channels until he came to a political talk show where he lingered. The droning voices of the talking heads made me sleepy and I forced myself to stay awake. I kept making sure to diligently gaze up at his face even though he never acknowledged my presence. I was becoming such a good little slave pet! The sight of his strong masculine features soon began to blur and fill my mind with a collage of images. I suppose that having to watch somebody for hours on end would make anybody daydream. I started to feel infatuated with the object of my forced attention. Perhaps it was inevitable given how beautiful my master is. Before being with him I never realized that a man's face could be so interesting. With time his features have acquired something akin to a hypnotic effect on me. The more I gaze upon them, the more enthralled I become with his rugged appearance.

 

I was wrested out of my thoughts when he suddenly reached for the remote and clicked the TV off. Without a word he stood and walked over and seated himself in the couch facing the kitchen. He grabbed a medical journal, plucked his glasses and put them on. I had followed him crawling on my knees. I hadn’t been told to stand.

 

“Are you thirsty?”

 

“Yes, Master.” Being in milk made me almost constantly thirsty. I knew he was well aware of that.

 

“Go ahead. Go get yourself some water.”

 

“Thank you, Master.” It felt slightly painful to stand after kneeling for such a long time on the hard floor.

He saw me reach into the cupboard to get a water glass and I heard him clear his throat. The almost invisible tiny little hairs on the back of my neck stood on edge. I froze, my arm outstretched expecting his guidance that I knew had to be coming one way or another. 

 

"If you are thirsty, I'd rather you took a bowl instead of a glass." I could hear him flipping pages in the medical journal he was reading behind me. Gingerly I closed the cupboard with the water glasses and opened the one with the soup bowls. The time spent with Dr. Branigan had taught me nothing if not to pay especially careful attention to those times when he’d instruct me to do something almost as an afterthought. I had learned by now that it was his way to bait me into questioning him or even outright rebellion. It never ended well for me. Somehow I always wound up doing what he had initially suggested but with a chastened behind or heated pussy. I felt my heart beat faster. What was he planning?

 

I took a medium-size glass bowl, filled it with water, and looked up at him questioningly. He seemed deep in thought engrossed with whatever he was reading, his glasses perched on the tip of his beautifully symmetrical classic profile. He didn't look up from the text. "Place the bowl on the floor and drink from it. But don’t use your hands." He flipped the page again shaking his head in mock disappointment with something he had just read. My mouth fell agape. He wanted me to lap up water from a bowl like a dog! My hands which suddenly started shaking with nerves and frustration. I so wanted to refuse his nasty idea.

 

No! I knew better. That would only serve his purpose. He had been suspiciously light this morning with my ritual flogging. The couple of gentle swats across my bottom had been all and for an anguishing moment I had almost begged him for more. The guilt that had overcome me at my own depraved craving had almost taken my breath away. What was I becoming? A pain slut!

 

At first I thought that the reason I hadn’t been punished with my master’s habitual severity was Mr. Henry’s midday visit. Now, however, I knew why Master had spared me a couple of hours ago. He was going to bait me into yet getting punished tonight! 

 

I took a deep breath and bade my mind to not fall for his simple manipulation. Carefully I placed the full bowl of water on the floor and knelt by it. Even after weeks of time spent on my knees the submissiveness of the posture made my womb tighten and my pussy moisten the moment my knees touched the expensive hardwood. A little shiver ran all across my body and I gasped. My senses shifted gears and I began entering that new space I had recently started discovering in my psyche. I could hear every little rustle of paper as he turned pages. I could sense the cold air of the room wash across my rapidly hardening nipples and felt a million of water droplets as they trickled onto my tongue and into my mouth and down my throat. The sounds of my lapping lips filled the room. 

 

"Keep drinking," he said and I felt him look up at me. “I want it all gone. For every milliliter of water left, you will get the strap once." I almost screamed then, my body went rigid as every muscle stood on edge. I resumed drinking. What was I to do? I kept lapping even as I started cursing myself for having chosen one of the salad bowls from the cupboard. I kind of liked the retro etchings in the crystal along its rim. It was nice and wide and I was able to stick my face in it, purse my lips and try to make them into something like a straw as I attempted to suck in the water. Soon however I was down past the limit where my lips or tongue could reach no matter how much I pressed my face into the vessel. 

 

I whimpered miserably. I had no idea how many darned milliliters were left but it seemed like a lot. My belly rumbled with the sensation of all the water I had taken in. He was going to punish me and yet he was also making me feel somehow complicit in my pain. After what felt like an eternity but couldn’t have been more than ten minutes, I finally got the level of water down to the midway point. I allowed myself to take a breath of respite and then continued. 

 

As I kept going I felt rather than saw Master Branigan stand. I heard him go to use the downstairs bathroom. The bastard! For a fleeting instant while I heard him do his business I had the irrational impulse to jump and pour out the remaining liquid into the kitchen sink. But I supressed the thought. It would never work. Master always found out when I tried to skirt some order of his and the punishment was always severe! My eyes misted with tears but I continued miserably lapping at my bowl.

 

The strap! Until tonight he had never strapped me before going to bed. I would probably not even be able to fall asleep with the aftershocks of my chastisement once it was done. I had been thinking that my day of tribulations was over. How wrong could I be?

 

 

Time has slowed down to a trickle as I squirm and kneel painfully at my master’s feet. Should I? Do I even have a choice? Is he playing me, waiting, baiting me to wet the carpet rug where I kneel just so that he can punish me more? It is almost two hours since dinner and all this water I drank has now made its way through my body.

 

"M-master?" My voice sounds small and wavering. At first I'm not even sure he has heard me. It is as if the room's thick and expensive Persian rug and leather furniture have swallowed my voice up into nothingness. Another shameful convulsion. 

 

"M-M a-" 

 

"Yes, sweetheart?" His voice sounds warm, inquisitive and as if his mind is on something else entirely. 

 

"I am I'm sorry but all this water I drank…" 

 

"What about it?" Now he sounds almost annoyed with my pettiness. 

 

“I have to pee!” I blurt out like a three-year-old doing all I possibly can to not dissolve into tears. He looks at me from above those glasses of his and seems to be expecting me to say something more. I just gape back and a sense of indignant outrage makes me want to bounce up and slam that stupid laptop of his shut just so he can pay me his undivided attention. Then I realize my mistake. 

 

"Master," I add quickly, uttering the word I'm sure he's been waiting for. A terse thin lipped smile edges across his face. The silence builds but then he visibly relaxes in his seat. 

 

“Good. You may go to use the facilities now." 

 

"Thank you, Master," the sincerity of my own words makes the small hairs on the back of my neck rise in tingling humiliation. 

 

"Thank you," I whisper again and stand and run to the little washroom adjacent to his office so that I can relieve myself at last. 

 

 

I’m back as soon as possible and resume my spot demurely kneeling by his desk.

 

“I’ve changed my mind about tonight’s penance.” I look up at him unable to hide the questions racing through my mind. Is he going to make it even more humiliating and painful than simply using the strap?

 

“I will allow you to use your own hand and spank your nipples an equal amount of times each. I know I told you that you will be punished based on the amount of water you couldn't drink after dinner. I have changed my mind. I want you to decide the strength and number of strikes you think you deserve." 

 

His voice strikes me as being unusually deep and husky and something about the way he almost bashfully looks at his laptop and resumes working makes me choke up with emotion. I am touched like I never thought I could be by the enormous vote of confidence he has just given me. I want to run up into his arms and hug him as tight as I can. Instead, I demurely keep my place and leave him to work. I already know that I have now made up my mind to really demonstrate my devotion. I will not spare myself. In fact, I will make sure that tomorrow morning when he reaches down to nurse at my breast, he will be impressed by the red and blue bruises I will have left there for him to appreciate.

 

***

 

I was just about to go clean up in the kitchen when I remembered something. "Master?" 

 

"Yes, sweet girl." Dr. Branigan appears to be doing email. 

 

"The forms from the court arrived today." He looks up and I can see the smile reflected in his eyes. 

 

"The ones about your name change?" 

 

"Yes, Master." For some reason I am finding it hard to meet his eyes again. 

 

"Anything I should know?" There it is – that ominous glint that never fails to make me feel as if the temperature in the room has dropped at least ten degrees. 

 

"No… Just… That I still don't know what my new name will be." 

 

"That's probably because I still haven't told you." 

 

"Yes, Master." I remain standing and I feel my bottom lip quiver. I bite it and suck on it but the tears start pouring down my cheeks and onto my chest. Master is tapping away at the keyboard and for a long moment appears completely oblivious to my outburst.

 

Then, finally, he looks up. His eyes are brimming with irritation, then his frustration seems to be washed away and replaced with pity.

 

"Come here, pet." He pushes back his laptop and puts away his reading glasses and scoots back in his chair. I walk over sniffling and make to sit in his lap but he motions me to kneel instead. "Do you trust me, sweetheart?" 

 

His knowing hands are everywhere – gently sliding through my hair, wiping away my tears, carefully squeezing my shoulders. I nod and hiccup with anxiety. I don't want to cry but for some reason I just cannot stop. He watches me, his eyes now full of sympathy. 

 

"Don't you see? You're still not quite ready. When I have earned your full unconditional trust and you surrender yourself to me completely, when you no longer care what you’re called so long as it makes your master happy, then I will tell you your new name. Now for the time being, you will fill out those forms and leave your new name blank and then give them to me." 

 

"Yes sir," I hear myself say and another small part of my old self dies. He moves forward in his chair, his knees now crowding me in on both sides and slowly, like in a dream I watch him unbutton his fly and open it up.

 

He’s correct, of course. I'm completely helpless – and this fact is strangely empowering right now. There's no point in worrying, no point deliberating what if's – he can choose whatever name he likes for me. I have already agreed to it. Then he softly tilts my chin up with his fingers. He bends his head and kisses me, his beautiful mouth feels sweet and gentle on mine. I look up at him wondering if I should speak. 

 

What should I say? Should I plead to have a vote on the name he chooses? Should I ask to be set free? I want to see humanity somewhere buried deep in his eyes but I only see him watch me and wait. His lack of words right now suddenly takes all of mine away. I cannot find the strength to bargain with him, so I bargain with myself instead. Perhaps giving him the pleasure he so obviously wants will feel me fill me with the sense of accomplishment I so desperately need right now. Then maybe I might even be able to get him to tell me what my new name will be. 

 

A now familiar response warms my body making me crave what is to come next. He feeds himself to me as my lips greedily work to unveil him from the heavy darkness between his strong muscular thighs. My mouth suckles on to him and he moves his hands to run along through my hair again. I swoon reassured and inhale his manly scent. It has been mere weeks since he taught me how to deep throat. I had lost my voice from the bruising he had inflicted upon my vocal cords but now I know how to move and open up correctly and soon his breathing comes heavier and louder. When he spills himself into me, my only regret is that he is in too deep for me to be able to really taste him. 

 

He uses his strong hands to squeeze and massage my throat and help me swallow and for some reason again I blush hotly and want to die. 

 

“Now bid me good night,” he orders and immediately I just do his bidding. I kiss his ring, bow and kneel back on my heels. 

 

“Good night, Master.” 

 

“Good night, sweet slave. Don't forget to do your reading from the book I told you. Tomorrow I will quiz you and if you fail again you will be punished.” 

 

“Yes, Master. Thank you.” I hurry out the room padding down barefoot along the cold marble floors to his study to take the ancient volume of evil fairytales. There will be no negotiating with my master tonight. Nonetheless a new thought keeps bothering me now – Mr. Henry mentioned that the leader of my Master’s society will insist that I am shaved down below. But what about my chastity belt! How in the world is my master going to ensure that I am denuded of hair if he doesn’t have the key?

 

Or maybe he will not be the one to shave me there? The thought that I will have to bare myself to yet another man I have never even met is too much for my innocent virgin heart and I almost swoon and faint to the floor. Somehow I manage to steady myself and having taken a deep breath, I open the door to his study. A big dusty tome sits ominously atop his large desk.

 

Actually, I'm grateful for the new homework he has assigned me. I know better than to protest being sent off to bed like that but the truth is I'm really not sleepy yet. It is only 8 PM. I still have one more hour before my first pumping for the night.

 

This reminds me to stop in the kitchen and pour myself a big glass of ice cold water. It is important to stay well hydrated at all times. My master is still hoping that my milk output will increase. It will break my heart to disappoint him.

 

~
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Lena:

 

 

When I woke up that day I knew something was terribly wrong. I could sense it like a gentle unease, a malignant anticipation of something uncomfortable in my immediate future. I pushed it to the side of my mind and went about completing my morning routine. My pussy felt hot and my nipples were tender where I had slapped myself on my Master’s instructions last night. Still woolly-minded from sleep I decided against chastising myself. I decided to wait for Dr. Branigan's instructions later. Last night, when he had instructed me to punish myself at the end of the day, he hadn’t said anything about the morning, and even though it had been my instinct to try and impress him, I now lacked the will to carry through on my own idea. Instead, I stuck to my normal morning routine. 

 

I did submission and repeated my mantra of devotion for my master on my knees in front of his framed photo hanging on the wall of my sparse bedroom. Then, I showered and had a quick bite to eat making sure to drink enough milk and juice so I would be well hydrated. Master still had high hopes that my milk output would increase even more and I didn’t want to disappoint him. 

 

Finally, it was time to go and gently begin waking him up. I would start by first reading him select passages from the book The Source by James Michener, one of his favorite authors who we had been reading recently. Then, upon a sign that he was ready, I would crawl into his bed, he would spread his legs wider as I made my way up from the foot of the bed, my breasts heavy with milk hanging from my chest, and my nipples hot and hard with swollen eagerness. 

 

He would lift his cock up with one hand and I would cover him with kisses. I would worship him with my mouth until he was ready to drink. I would be careful to not bring him to completion with my mouth. He usually preferred to save himself and not come until late in the afternoon, or early evening when his work for the day was done. He had once explained to me that the thought of coming in my mouth or my nether hole was all the motivation he would need to get through even the hardest workday.

 

My daydreams were cut short the moment I stepped into his bedroom. 

 

The bed was empty and Dr. Branigan was not in his room. The bed was perfectly made and it seemed as if he hadn't even slept in it. On his pillow was a note, written in his terse flowing script. 

 

"My sweet child," it said. "It is time. Today they will come for you. This is your last chance to leave me. It is your last chance to exert your own free will. If the emissaries from the society find you here, they will take that to mean that you have tacitly accepted your own subjugation to its ancient customs. These are people who will no longer honor your contract of service to me. You will be treated as a slave in the full meaning of the word. If for any reason you find that idea as abhorrent as it sounds, if it conflicts with your own wishes, walk out now!" He had underlined the last three words and capitalized them for emphasis. 

 

My knees were shaking and I suddenly felt weak. 

 

"I have taken the liberty to leave you a packet containing fifty thousand dollars in the nightstand drawer on the left side of my bed. The packet also contains your passport, credit cards and driver’s license. As promised, your mother is well taken care of and you have nothing to worry about in that regard. I give you my word that she will benefit from the best possible care modern medicine has to offer people suffering multiple sclerosis. The time has come to think about yourself. If you were my daughter, I would forbid you from lingering around my place even a second longer. Take the money and go! Go home and live your life! Be the best person you can be!" 

 

There was a smudge that looked as if a drop of water had fallen at that place on the sheet of paper. It had washed through the contours of the ink letters. Had he been crying? Did he really want me to leave him? 

 

Did he not realize how important he was to me, how intertwined our lives had become? The bottom fell out of my stomach as I read on, horror swelling within me. 

 

"Do not fear, my sweet Lena. You will always be the one for me. Even if you go, my love for you will remain unchanged – intense and more ardent than you can imagine! This is precisely the reason for my words above. I want you to have one last opportunity to make your own choice in life. If you choose to leave, do so immediately for I'm not exactly sure when the emissaries will arrive. What I do know however, is that they are hard people who will accept no hesitation on your part if they find you here. This is your last chance. I know, I repeat myself but the risk of coming across as a doddering old fool pales in comparison to seeing you forever enslaved against your will. Yours forever, Master Branigan." 

 

The first part of his letter had robbed me of the ability to breathe, almost convinced me he wanted me gone. The second half gave me a glowing feeling of desperate hope. I love him more than anything and would do everything he wanted just so that I could be with him, my Master! No matter what was asked of me, I would do it! He had told me precious little about the Society. I knew it was ancient and had some weird customs, judging by what I had seen so far. But scary or not, if I wanted to stay with my master, I had to follow him in accepting the Society’s customs. A faint smile crossed my lips. He might imagine that the letter in my hands gave me one last opportunity to exercise my will, but he was wrong. It was too late for that. My choice was already made. I was his, now, forever, for better or worse. If that meant I had to submit myself to whatever galling customs his society required, so be it!

 

 

An hour later my breasts were quite sensitive as I had just pumped. My nipples had swelled to fat little taut buttons with the arousal that accompanied every milking. I wondered if I shouldn't put on some clothes. The idea of being dressed had recently began to acquire the same degree of novelty as prancing around all day long in the nude had once been for me. Yet I didn’t like the idea of showing myself naked to whoever happened to come "pick me up" as my master had so crudely put it. It was almost summer and a gentle draft wafted through the house sending a delicious current of naughtiness across my flushed skin. My master's letter had left me in a state of constant low-grade arousal brought on by the inevitable embarrassment I was about to experience in the near future. Yes, apparently being humiliated excited me now. Go figure. Sometimes thinking about that fact alone send me into dark depths of self-loathing. I just tried to distract myself from such self-criticisms.

 

Dr. Branigan had never talked about the Initiation Ceremony and now I realized that his omission was probably intentional. Even though I was becoming increasingly more accustomed to trusting him in everything, it was still very difficult to accept some things blindly on my Master’s say-so. I had zero doubts that the ceremony would probably include a bunch of leering men anxious to get their grubby hands on my untouched body. Would my Master allow them to despoil me? I had to believe that he would protect me. But who knew what disgusting customs his so-called Society had. Judging by the chastity belt its emissary had affixed onto my loins, I had an increasingly sinking feeling in the pit of my stomach. The more I thought about my imminent rite of submission, the more I doubted that I had the strength to go through with it. I still possessed a strong sense of pride and refused to accept the full implications of what becoming a slave really meant. A slave! The very idea seemed like something straight out of the Middle Ages. It didn’t belong in twenty-first century America! It couldn’t happen to someone like me! Surely it was merely going to be an elaborate play. Something to get the men’s juices flowing. Nothing more. And yet, why was I shivering with fright? Granted I was young, and naïve – but I still believed there had to be more to my life ahead than merely doting over my betters, whether they be my mother or my master.

 

I was young and perhaps somewhat impatient, but I was definitely not below average when it came to my intelligence. I had done reasonably well in school. At one point early on, my master had mentioned my wit and vivacious nature as being like catnip to him. He had told me that intelligent women trained best as submissives. At only nineteen, I still had college to look forward to and I felt certain I would succeed there as well. I adored my master but I definitely didn’t look forward to meeting any other members from his society. Not if they were anything like the odious Mr. Henry! I suppressed a shiver of revulsion that washed over me at the memory of the way the lecherous old man had looked at me the other day when he had placed the chastity belt.

 

I had never really had an opportunity to date. I always had to be around to help my mom. Yet I was quite aware, from the inadvertent glances I felt from the men I inevitably happened to pass by in the store when I went to do the groceries that I was probably attractive. I never dared consider myself beautiful. This was a luxury reserved for movie stars and rich people. Still though, I couldn’t be that plain-looking either. 

I cast a quick glance at the big digital display clock in the kitchen. It was only eight twenty-two in the morning. Perhaps I had enough time. No! If I left now, I would never see him again. It was too much to bear. 

 

Without thinking about it, I made my way towards the big staircase by the main entrance. Inadvertently my eyes were caught by my own reflection in the large floor-to-ceiling mirror there. Yes – definitely not that plain-looking. My jet-black hair shimmered with reflections of morning light which trickled in through the vestibule window. I was wearing it straight that morning. I had parted it in the middle letting it fall in front almost down to my chest. It was thick and rich swaying lightly and firmly around the contours of my oval face. I wrinkled my nose which even though slightly upturned and on the smaller side, I knew I had to have inherited from my absentee dad. My eyes – a bright shade of brown, glimmered at me from my reflection and I squinted in mock admonition back at myself and bared my white teeth in a feline grin. Yes, there was definitely more I could do with my life than merely be someone’s doting little submissive.

 

I giggled at myself and couldn't help noticing how my breasts jiggled on my slender frame. I didn't consider myself tall, especially not in the presence of my master who at about seven feet seemed like a giant by my side, but still, I knew that my legs were quite well proportioned and appeared striking when I chose to wear a short skirt on those few occasions when I left the house. 

 

Suddenly I froze. The sounds of a car that had pulled up in front of the gate. I heard its doors opening and closing. Footsteps. Muffled voices. Oh, God – no! I was just about to make a mad rush for the garage when I heard the sound of a key being slipped into the lock and heard it turn. The door opened and I gasped.

 

 

Two enormous men with dark foreign features walked in. Their fierce expressions suddenly latched on to my petite trembling figure. They didn't say a word, their body language doing all the talking necessary for me to understand that in this instant, whatever choices I had previously had to use my free will had now evaporated. I would do anything and everything they wanted me to do. It was as if their very presence exuded a strength, a male potency that completely subsumed and negated any willpower I might have had. They both feasted their eyes for what felt like an eternity upon my shy and trembling nakedness. 

 

Time slowed down to a trickle and then felt as if it stopped completely. I glanced away bowing my head and bit my lip in an effort to summon up the courage and say something. I did my best to avoid eye contact and mentally chastised myself for my indecision from moments ago. Master always said I was indecisive. Now I was going to pay the price for it. My life would never be the same again!

 

 

I suddenly had difficulty breathing and beads of cold sweat trickled down my back. The first man to enter caught my eye and I saw in his face a simmering anger that appeared to somehow grow stronger and more vehement with every instant that passed by. He was growing furious for some reason. Had I done something wrong already? What was I supposed to do? What did these men want from me? 

 

Then suddenly I remembered: obeisance! 

 

Master had taught me that a good submissive always, always kneels when entering her dominant’s presence. She also normally bows, or better yet – kneels when spoken to by any free person. This is considered to be simply a matter of respect. The two men were undoubtedly taking my silent if shocked attitude to be a direct affront. Immediately I fell to my knees and pressed my forehead into the cold hardwood of the floor. I could sense the heat of their raking eyes across my nude back and buttocks as they walked in and around my prostrate form. 

 

I remained facing down waiting for the men’s permission to stand. I was trembling visibly. All I could see from my vantage point on the floor were the men’s thick hard black leather boots as they circled me. I thought it was strange that they remained silent, at least one of them did. His partner was muttering something to himself in what sounded like a guttural foreign language. Then he chuckled. It sounded as if he was commenting on my body! I pressed my head harder against the cold stone floor. If there was any way to summon some magical power to have the earth shatter and open beneath my crouched form just so I could vanish into its depths, I willed it to happen. The seconds built up on each other and the silence grew infinitely long as I finally felt myself regain a measure of coherent thought. 

 

I saw myself the way the men could see me. My graceful smooth, long white back gently angled up from where my breasts were tightly pressed into the floor rising up to my full buttocks which stood out as an offering.

 

“She must be anxious.” The bigger of the two said. “I can see her anus twitching.” Oh, dear God. This comment made the smaller one snort in indignation. I almost screamed and jumped. I felt a thick finger rub up against my most intimate hole. He had moved the chain sideways, pressing it tightly over my mound as he made way for his probing digit. I wanted to disappear with shame. “She seems kind of skinny though,” the stranger added but I barely heard him concentrating instead on the sensations coming from my butt.

 

“Perhaps they’ll have to fatten her up first. The Overlord certainly likes them with more meat on the bone than that.” I felt, and heard, the squelching sound of the long probing digit withdraw from my body. The fierce-looking man who hadn’t uttered a word yet came to crouch in front of me. I saw dark twinkle in his eyes that reminded me a little of my master. Instinctively I felt my loins flood with wetness. Oh God!

 

“Yes, a hot one, that one. I can’t wait to have her myself.” Oh dear God! His partner had positioned himself behind me and I squealed when I felt his big hands grab fistfuls of my cheeks. He began to peel them back and soon I felt cold air wash across my rosebud in shame. I closed my eyes.

 

The next thing I felt was a hand hitting one of my buttocks with a loud smack. It took more than a couple of instants before the pain registered in my brain and then I screamed.

 

I felt the one in front of me grab hold of my chin and place his other hand atop my forehead. He was drinking in my pain and humiliation. I cried out with every slap and bit my lip trying to resume some semblance of control. I failed miserably. Then the one behind me stopped the punishment and his big hands returned to my backside. Where his fingers had felt cold and alien before, now I felt his skin warm and almost soothing against my blemished flesh. My butt cheeks clenched uncontrollably. Instinctively I was expecting another slap but his hand was amazingly gentle. He rubbed me sensuously. My little bells attached to the anklets on my feet vibrated and their music filled the air. I felt my juices pouring down my thighs in between and through the chain. I was feeling horrible and good, all in the same time.

 

I centered my attention on the younger, smaller, sterner, silent man who was watching me intently, crouched in front of my face. I felt so lonely and it was all I could do to take solace in the man’s strange likeness to my master. Not a likeness in features so much, as a similarity in attitude. I felt myself getting lost in the dark-green iridescence of his eyes, in a world where if I was a good slave, he would be my salvation. This emissary was completely unlike Mr. Henry from a few days ago. He was good-looking and handsome, maybe just a couple of years older than myself. His dark Middle Eastern features coupled to the strange reflections picked up by his eyes sent chills right to my heart. 

 

But there was no warmth in his expression and his hands felt cold where he held my face in the hard confines of his giant palms. He caressed my forehead tracing the outlines of my cheek pushing back the thick strands of my hair that had tumbled like a curtain across my eyes. I could feel his understated cologne and the husky, deep scent of a man underneath it. He was dressed all in black – a dressy black cotton shirt with beautiful monogrammed cufflinks. He had a chain of some dark metal alloy, heavy and tight around his neck which somehow managed to shimmer.

 

Then he slapped me. 

 

I didn't see it coming and at first I didn't realize what had happened. One moment I was on all fours staring up at him, the next – I was sprawled out, pain radiating across my left side where he had struck me open handed. I started sobbing. I felt betrayed somehow. I had been cheated into a moment of false security that he had ripped to shreds in the most galling of ways by hitting me like that. His face hardly changed its expression. Now he stood and carefully brushed back some invisible flakes from his pricey silk pants.

 

 

Why had he struck me? Was it a test? To humiliate me perhaps? To prove that I was too weak for them whoever they were, wherever they were going to take me. Perhaps he was trying to make me believe that I wasn't suited for it. I was a little girl crying on the floor of my master's house naked and in shambles. 

 

No! 

 

I swallowed back what tears I could and took a deep breath and resumed my place on the floor 

 

"Thank you, Sir." I said through clenched lips looking back up at him defiantly. His eyebrows rose and he nodded almost to himself. Then he came back down to crouch by me. I took a deep sigh and held my breath steeling myself as best I could for the next act of humiliation or chastisement that I assumed he was about to inflict on me. I wanted to be strong for it. 

 

I was my master's slave. These men, whoever they were, wherever they were taking me, whatever they were going to do to me, they were all just a formality between me and my life with Dr. Branigan. I would endure it all to be with him! The silent dark man moved closer and I blinked instinctively expecting his hand to come flying at me any moment now.

 

Instead he surprised me yet again and kissed me! 

 

His lips came down on mine and I melted. I opened and accepted him. I tried to concentrate on keeping myself from turning to jelly, but his lips were distracting. He kissed me gently and I closed my eyes as his lips lingered. His large hands which had come up to my face slid behind my head, into my hair, and he turned his head slanting it slightly, deepening the kiss. He nibbled playfully on my lower lip and I surrendered myself to him pressing my tongue forward searching out his. Suddenly the tenderness he was gifting me was exactly what I needed. Then, I almost screamed and froze. Where I had expected to find his tongue, there was nothing. He had no tongue! 

 

So that was the reason he had been silent! Oh, dear God, had they cut it off? 

 

Then he pulled back and smiled and I almost screamed again. There was an unnatural emptiness between his blindingly white teeth. It was grotesque and bone-chilling scary. My mind started spinning with scenarios. Had he been born with no tongue or had it been his sacrifice to his master? Or maybe he had a mistress? Could it be that he wasn’t a slave but a master, and had rendered all of his slaves permanently mute, just like himself? My thoughts were cut short when he struck me again. On the same side, and again I fell but this time I didn't scream I took it silently and slowly righted myself. He nodded and his companion resumed probing my ass.

 

 

 

Suddenly I giggled which was so totally absurd given my situation. Oh what the hell, maybe I was going mad. Things couldn’t get any more out of control, or could they? I felt the dominant’s aquiline features bore down on me clearly puzzled about what it was that I felt was so funny. Instead of indulging his curiosity, I chose to ignore him and concentrate on my task at hand. Mi my silly outburst was caused by the entirely new sensation I had just felt with my tongue and lips where they had touched his veiny cock. I had just felt his throbbing pulse with my mouth where I had been down to worship him. His manhood felt alive and growing, like a creature. I felt a burning need to worship and appease this rapidly growing monster lest it grew angry and devoured me. I took him in, sucking, swirling my tongue over his impossibly soft velvet, cherishing the steel beneath. I felt the first glistening beads of pre-cum drip down my throat and I pulled back to lick at his tip tasting him. Without thinking about it I sat back on my heels and reached up to fondle his balls. I was rewarded with a sharp intake of breath from my new center of the universe which was echoed by a growl of discontent from the man who until now had been stretching my ass. Sitting back on my heels like that, without being told to do so, had been a gamble on my part but the angle had been all wrong. I would have never been able to take the man at my mouth all the way into my throat as I wanted. Apparently I was in luck because his partner elected to wait it out and not punish me. At least not until it was his turn to resume my playing with my ass.

 

My idle musings came to a swift end when the cock I was servicing with my mouth began to thrust harder. I allowed my jaw to relax trying as best I could to offer him the passive little hot hole he appeared to want from me. Soon my world became immersed in the wet slurping, sucking, gagging noises that my mouth was making as I forced myself to relax and learned to be a good little fuck hole for this man who had just walked in through my front door. Oddly I found myself growing wetter the more callously he used me. Soon enough I felt my mind drift into that space between worlds where it usually went when my body was called upon to perform. I don’t know how many minutes, or hours it was later when I felt his orgasm claim him and he spilled his seed coating my tongue with his thick male essence. 

 

"Swallow everything, slave." Growled his partner behind me. I obeyed and drank it all in. He smelt musky and tasted salty but not bad at all. After a few long seconds I was finally able to gulp all of his load down. Overwhelmed with performance anxiety I looked up at him and gave him a shy smile. He smiled back, his eyes crinkling at the sides. My heart fluttered slightly with… was that pride I was feeling? Suddenly and much to my shame and consternation I realized that now that my mouth was empty, I actually missed the comfort of his cock. For some reason I didn’t want to dwell upon, I had actually enjoyed pleasing him. It was most definitely some twisted illusion I'm sure, but it had felt as if he was at my mercy when I had him in me, between my teeth like that. 

 

Without conscious thought I reached up and took his heavy balls in my hands. I loved the way he shuddered when I gently scraped my fingernails along the underside of him. I saw the spasm that convulsed his resting serpent that was still slick and wet with my saliva. It was like a beast of myth – wet, and flush with the exertions of battle. The agonized expression on its owner’s face when he took a step back and nodded towards his partner relinquishing his control over me, almost made me come right then and there. A small sigh of disappointment escaped my lips.

 

My shoulders slumped and I felt weak and deflated. I didn’t even want to look at other man. I knew that there was probably no real cause to like the one emissary over the other. They hadn’t given me any reason to pick between the two of them but my subconscious had done the job for me without any rational input on my part. I had chosen the mute man in black as my reluctant hero and the other one as the brute. I swallowed one last time cherishing the lingering taste in my mouth and enjoying it a couple of moments more, before it was about to be inevitably subsumed beneath the next load that I already hated.

 

 

***

 

It was a couple of hours later when the men swiftly and efficiently lifted me off the seat of the motorcycle and without any preamble prodded me over in the direction of a gigantic warehouse with a big iron gate where they had  driven me. When I saw where they were leading me, all relief from not having to sit on my chastened behind was replaced with a deep anxiety that soon threatened to develop into a full-blown panic attack. The place looked horrible in the most seedy, dirty and dangerous kind of way. I froze in place but they merely grabbed me under the armpits and lifted me as if I had suddenly become weightless and carried me over towards the door. Behind us traffic kept on moving oblivious to the little drama unfolding with me. We were far enough removed from the main route that nobody noticed the naked young woman being dragged in the direction of a nondescript loading dock. Or if they did, nobody considered it worthy enough to slow down, let alone call the police.

 

As we approached the tall gate started opening on its own no doubt triggered by motion sensors embedded somewhere nearby. It occurred to me that these men were not worried about the security of whatever installation they had here. I realized that whoever was waiting on the inside was probably much scarier than any hoodlum or hobo who might inadvertently choose to approach the automatic gate. Once inside, the silent man on my left, the one I had been made to kiss and then suck off, let go of me and vanished somewhere off to the left in the darkness leaving the job of leading me further into the darkness to his more brutish and talkative partner.

 

“Do you have the key?” Came the startling voice of somebody with a heavy accent. My eyes finally adapted to the semi-twilight inside. 

 

"Yes," answered my only remaining chaperon. 

 

"Well, use it then! What are you waiting for? A special invite? I want her chains, chastity belt, and all the doodads and whatnot removed ASAP, do you understand?" The voice was oddly high-pitched and as my eyes adapted to the general twilight of the warehouse, I saw it belonged to a small Asian man sitting at a threadbare metallic desk. Except for a smartwatch on his left wrist he looked exceptionally outdated and quaint. 

 

He was dressed in what looked very much like the attire of a stereotypical pencil-pusher from an Alfred Hitchcock movie. He had a white button-down shirt, over which he wore a black vest and ink sleevelets like the ones people used to wear a hundred years ago to protect themselves from ink smudges from their fountain pens. 

 

My erstwhile chaperon let go of my arm and I felt grateful for the renewed circulation the absence of his iron grip allowed through my muscles and joints. Pins and needles blossomed all along my arm from my shoulder all the way down to the tips of my fingers that I started anxiously rubbing with my other hand. 

 

"Don't move, slave," the man growled and knelt in front of me. Before I knew what was happening, he had made me spread my legs wide and began methodically breaking up the lead seal that Mr. Henry had placed on top of the tiny padlock which held my chastity belt locked. 

 

"Oh no, please," I protested miserably. "This is for my master to do." The belt seemed like my only source of protection against the unknown and the danger I felt from these men. I was petrified. Were they going to rape me? Was this how it was all going to end for me — ignominiously raped in some dingy warehouse in a seedy neighborhood of the city? 

 

I squirmed moving back from the brute at my feet, anxious to put some distance between myself and his aggressive ugliness. He growled something and straightened himself back up again. Before I knew it stars floated up in front of my eyes and I realized he had smacked me open handed across my left cheek. Then he painfully repeated the punishment returning his hand from right to left. He kept hitting me a couple of more times until I was so shocked that I didn't even think of screaming. I got dizzy and was just about to fall to the floor when he finally stopped hitting me and steadied me by the shoulders. 

 

“A slave girl obeys," he growled. "A slave girl does not have an opinion, let alone voice it."

 

“Please, I’m saving myself, for my master…” I pleaded helplessly. Both men ignored me and after smacking me one more time for good measure, the man resumed unbuckling the belt. It tumbled down to the grimy floor between my  bare feet and was soon joined by my anklets and the chain that Master had given me to wear around my waist. 

 

“Has she eaten or drank anything?” I heard the little Asian man ask. 

 

“Nope,” the brute replied. “How dumb do you think I am?” Even through my tears I saw the sarcastic look that came across his superior’s face. 

 

“Are you sure?” He smirked quite obviously. “I don't want her to throw up when she’s all crated up. Better be honest now rather than run the risk of having her throw up your jizz and suffocate on it later. His Honor our Overlord will be most displeased.” 

 

At this I couldn’t help but notice the obvious discomfort that clouded the features of the man who had just taken off my chastity device. My nameless assailant fidgeted nervously looking about the austere space, his mouth tightly locked, his eyes open, staring down at something invisible on the floor. “I made her throw it up,” he said glumly looking down at his shoes like a schoolboy caught red handed doing something forbidden. The man behind the desk chuckled. 

 

 

He looked over at me and even though I blushed violently, I couldn’t help but look away from his piercing stare. “Is that true, little slave? Did he make you puke out their cum? You can be honest with me. You have nothing to fear from that idiot in my presence. Tell me truthfully, have you ingested anything the last couple of hours?”

 

“No, Sir,” I said in a tiny little voice. “I have nothing in my stomach. I threw up their… their cream. I had a small breakfast almost four hours ago now.”

 

"Good. She's a cute little thing that one. It would be a shame if she were to die like an animal in a box.” His words made me shiver and I looked up at him seeing his searching eyes. He was making sure I had been truthful, I realized. Then he looked down and scribbled something on his notepad. 

 

“Well, don’t just stand there.” He said without bothering to look up again. “Inject her, pack her, gag her, and ship her.“

 

"What?!" I blurted out before I realized I had said anything. Nobody paid any heed to me and the next thing I felt was the sharp prick of a needle on my shoulder. Overwhelming darkness subsumed me before I even hit the ground. I had suddenly and inexplicably entered a miracle realm of make-believe creatures and fairytale monsters. 

 

Or maybe they were all real?

 

~
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~PROLOGUE~

 

 

The shaman put his arms high above his head, fingers pointed skyward and then, in measured slowness, in time to the beating of the drums, brought them down out horizontal on either side of his body. 

 

His palms were facing down, towards Mother Earth at first, but then he began ever so gently, rotating his wrists to face the sun and the sky. The movement of his wrists was so very slow, infinitesimal at first, but somehow the girl knew that something drastic and profound would happen when he was done. She tried again to wiggle on the cold granite straining against the ropes holding her securely to it. 

 

"Shush, daughter,” came the gravely voice of an old wench who had somehow materialized by her side. 

 

“Don't touch me, witch,” hissed the girl but the woman simply chuckled brushing away the hair from her matted forehead. Then she turned and with a start the girl realized the old woman had picked up a dark blade of green obsidian. Panic gripped her heart digging in its icy fingers and squeezing mercilessly. Her muscles froze and she couldn’t breathe. She saw the blade approach ever so slowly, in time to the shaman's outstretched hands. It came lower and lower to hover above her naked abdomen. 

 

Then it made contact. Ever so slightly.

 

The girl tried sucking in her belly, she tried to put a precious few millimeters more of distance between herself and the infernal object, but there was nowhere to go. The merciless knife came down, and then it cut into her flesh. The shaman’s hands were facing the sun

 

The drums stopped. Not a sound could be heard. A vale had descended muffling the gathered multitudes as they gaped at the spectacle up on the dais before them. It had been a long time indeed since the last human sacrifice. So long, that no one alive now had been around the last time the obsidian had been covered in the blood of the ritual.

 

The cold surface of the razor-sharp tool of torture lingered as if hesitating along the girl’s skin. Then it plunged, pushed in, and dived into her body.

 

The girl’s scream split the world as if rendering it in two. 

 

The crowd erupted. To the girl it sounded like the enthusiastic applause of an adoring multitude at the concert of a famous musician. Why? It seemed like the only logical question, and it kept floating and floating through her mind. Why me? Why the pain?

 

The question Why was the last thought she had that day.

 

 

Lena:

 

Strangely, the deeper they led me into the cave, the better the lighting seemed to get. Flaming torches and a multitude of candles lined the walls, and yet I never noticed any smoke. A sudden draft of air washed all around me eliciting tight goosebumps across my body. No doubt the constant movement of air had something to do with the smokeless interior of the cave. In spite of the draft it wasn't cold though. In fact, it felt somewhat warmer than it had been outside when I had been helped off the horse carriage. 

 

We had been walking for some time now. I caught myself wondering how deep underground we were. What if the cave suddenly collapsed in on us? The speed of recent events hadn’t given me time to dwell on what was happening with me or even to voice an opinion. Last time I had protested a brutish man's attempt to remove my chastity belt I had been soundly spanked and then injected with something that had made me fall unconscious. I wasn’t exactly sure how long ago that had happened. It was only recently that I had come back to my senses, lying on a somewhat comfortable caught in a straw hut in what appeared to be a tropical paradise. Then people came and without actually speaking to me, gave me water and food. Then they helped me onto a horse-drawn cart and now here I was – following a matronly kind of woman inside.

 

I looked about me seeing groups of women and men all make way as our tiny procession walked on. At least I was no longer the only one naked. In fact, no matter how hard I tried, I simply couldn’t see a single person wearing any sort of garments. The most dressed of the lot was my chaperone who had something like an apron wrapped around her wide waist. In spite of her girth the woman seemed to be in a hurry and it was all I could do to try and keep up with her. Naked and barefoot I padded after her down seemingly endless subterranean passageways. The heavily tattooed matron had a stern expression which stifled any desire for conversation in me. 

 

Judging by the faint musky scent of unobtrusive yet ever-present body odor mixed with the wisps of earthiness and mossy peat that permeated the inside of the cave, I suppose we were quite a ways away from civilization. Who were these people? Did they even speak English? What had happened with the man without a tongue dressed all in black and his partner who had taken me from my Master’s home? The people here couldn’t be more different. They seemed exceptionally timid and almost docile in comparison to pretty much everyone I had encountered previously. Except for the matron and the giant of a man whose hulking presence I felt shadowing me behind, everybody else was the picture of tranquility and peace. 

 

The tap – tap – tap of my naked feet echoed from the barren cave walls and mingled with the singsong rhythm of water droplets falling onto the tips of stalactites. As we kept on walking one droplet fell across my nipple. I jumped rubbing anxiously at it. The spot where it had landed felt as if it had been lanced by a needle of ice. The droplet had to have fallen from very high up. I stopped and tried to peer through the darkness but could see nothing. How strange.

 

"Akuba," growled the man behind me and gently but resolutely urged me onward. I guess he wasn’t another mute then.

 

Then suddenly the woman in front stopped and I nearly pushed into her. Wordlessly the matron pointed at what appeared to be a random corner of the cave. 

 

"Go to bathroom there now." My jaw dropped in stunned outrage. Surely she didn't expect me to just squat and relieve myself just like that, in front of everybody! I was just about to protest when I was stunned out of my thoughts by a sharp pain that had suddenly erupted across the left cheek of my buttocks.

 

“Aiiieee!” I turned to glare at the giant behind me who had obviously and quite callously slapped me with some force. I rubbed at the rapidly heating flesh wondering what to do. He seemed almost a head taller than me and probably more than five times my weight. But hell if I was going to let myself be manhandled like that! Then my eyes drifted to a gaggle of little kids off to the side whose smiley faces seemed outrageously entertained by my little predicament. I blushed deeply wondering what was worse – being spanked and made to relieve myself naked and in front of everybody in the corner of the cave, or being laughed at by a group of kids hardly out of toddlerhood?

 

"Now!" The woman repeated impatiently. SLAP! came down the powerful hand of the giant, this time across my left breast which jiggled rapidly turning ruby red. This really hurt. 

 

"Ouch! Stop it!”

 

“Then, do it. And he’ll stop hitting you.”

 

“But –“

 

Slap! Slap! Slap! My screams were ear-piercing! My breasts felt as if they’ll come right off my chest! The more they hit me, the more the pain grew until it blossomed into the realization that these people had no shame. They simply wanted the same from me! They wanted me, just like them, to go relieve myself in the corner like they probably did all the time. 

 

I opened my eyes and wiped back the tears that had started pouring down my cheeks. Inadvertently I happened to glance upon the two children who seemed to be genuinely entertained by my plight. For all I knew they probably didn’t know any better. It was as if I had traveled back in time to some prehistoric society.

 

“Okay! Okay, okay,” I said and hurriedly walked over to the corner. “I’ll do it!” 

 

The matron grunted something but seemed utterly unimpressed by my decision. It was as if she had always known I would eventually cave in.

I could see the children giggling and the giant ogling me lasciviously as I held on to the rock face for balance and forced myself to relax so that I could release my urine. 

Finally, the sound of my pee joined the sounds of the cave. Much to my deepening shame the kids high-fived each other. I was grateful that in that particular spot, where I was crouching, the lighting was exceptionally meager and nobody could make out the intensity of my blush.

 

“Do you need to defecate too?” Did she really just ask that? It was the clinically analytical tone of her voice that sent a chill right through to my spine. It was as if it was the most normal thing to have a naked girl relieve herself publicly in front of everybody in the small confined space of a cave. 

"N-no," I stammered awkwardly hoping against hope that they wouldn’t make me do it. 

"Are you sure?" The woman arched an eyebrow quizzically and for a chilling instant I was certain she was taunting me to say something disrespectful, just so she could punish me. I nodded helplessly. She grumbled something in reply and indicated it was time to continue with our progress through the cave.

 

 

For an old podgy woman like the matron, she carried herself with impressive poise and speed in spite of the fact that she was, and there’s no easy way to put it – enormously overweight!

 

Long sloughs of skin like flippers on an otherworldly creature covered her back all the way to her butt which was gargantuan and yet she didn’t seem to lose stride but in fact kept walking faster! I had to hurry just so that I could keep up with her. I've never known a person quite as corpulent as her. I didn’t know her name and I was afraid to ask. In spite of her obvious problem, I had the distinct impression that she had such strong willpower that if she ever chose to lose all that weight, it would be a foregone conclusion. In a couple of months, she would be as svelte and athletic-looking as she wished. She just appeared to exude an undeniable aura of resolve about her. Her gait and the authority with which she looked down on everybody else made me wonder if it had more to do with her position in the hierarchy of the tribe.

 

If somebody ever asked me who I imagined could be the human personification of Mother Earth, I would say the matron I met that day in the cave.

 

Suddenly the woman then stopped and turned to look at me. She could probably see my body flutter with the obvious terror and anxiety I was feeling right about now. Had I done something to displease her again?

 

“Why are you afraid?” Something in her voice, perhaps her motherly seriousness with which she carried herself, made me want to share my innermost thoughts with her. Her English was flawless except for a tiny accent that sounded almost….Puerto Rican?

 

“I don't know, ma'am,” I stammered looking timidly down. “I don't want to displease you.” 

 

“Oh kitten…” she said and stepped forward and put a hand that felt big and soft and warm and strong on my cheek. There was an immeasurable sadness in her voice that somehow resonated with my own emotions. I pushed into her hand which almost covered my entire face from cheekbone to neck. “It is good that you strive to please. An admirable quality in a young slave-in-training, but don't let it become the overpowering end-all or be-all of your life. It's true I am a Mistress here and everybody else, even Hono behind you, are my slaves. But that doesn't mean that they hate me or I look down on them. It definitely doesn’t mean that they live in constant fear of me. Quite the contrary sweetheart,” she amazingly drew closer to me and I stifled an irrational urge to hug her and seek solace in her embrace. 

 

“The reason they are all here is simply because they have decided that I should be the one making their decisions in their lives for them. Now, their freedom comes from knowing that there’s nothing in their future they need to worry about. It might still be difficult for you to grasp, but trust me, soon enough you will understand how liberating it is to not fret about day-to-day worries. I’m the one that makes their choices for them. They will obey and this is their freedom.” The way she spoke left no room for hesitation or quick questions on my part. It was as if everything she said had been set in stone eons ago. Her hand feels so soothing and tender against my cheek. 

 

“You are a sweet one and I can tell you are a natural submissive. I don't know Branigan. I have never met him. Is he rough and sadistic with you?” There’s genuine concern in her voice. 

 

“No ma’am.”

 

“He doesn’t punish you for no reason?” I shake my head no. 

 

“Well then, consider yourself lucky. Just be yourself and go with the flow. Don’t try to second-guess your masters. If for some reason they choose to punish you, accept it. Don’t fight but dive into the pain and let it wash over you. Pain, just like pleasure is life itself. Don’t try to avoid the one, or the other for that matter,” she laughed. And reached down to touch me between my legs. 

 

I gasped silently, but I didn’t move as her thick finger presses into my most delicate folds that had somehow grown slick and wet. “MMM-MMM, not only submissive, but also very sensual. You are a true treasure, sweet slave. Branigan is a lucky man to have you.” 

 

“Thank you, ma'am.” Deep pride suffused me with brimming energy and I blushed as I looked down at the stone cold floor of the cave.

 

“Very well then, time is flying and we have to move on. There is a lot we need to do to get you ready for the ceremony.” Her voice was all business again and she turned to resume leading us deeper into the cave. I scurried to follow.

 

“May I ask a question?” 

 

“Not now. Later. Now, there’s no time for questions. Dwell on your questions as they swirl about in your head and appreciate the feeling of powerlessness. Revel in it and learn from it. It is going to be but one of many new experiences of your life ahead as a submissive slave.”

 

 

***

 

Branigan:

 

How is a man to behave when he is about to meet the Overlord? I immediately realized much had changed since the last time I had visited with Benjamin. Back then, we were both more or less of the same opinion when it came to the Society – an ancient grouping of people, very conservative in nature, with practices going back thousands of years, it was ideally suited for us. Almost 50 years ago now, both Benjamin and I had been on the threshold of our adult lives. 

 

I was just about to go into medicine, and he was about to flourish as a corporate lawyer for some mega corporation or another. More important than our careers however were our common interests that had led us to the Society. Simply put we just loved the gentler sex. 

 

We adored women. We worshiped them in every possible, conceivable way. We thought of a woman, any woman, every woman, was a unique example of what to us might as well have been an entirely separate species of people we could only hope to understand and loved to venerate. It was only natural that once we heard that there existed an ancient society dedicated to worshiping a prehistoric notion of the female goddess, we immediately chose to explore it. 

 

We were amazed to discover that some of the most powerful men and women in the world belonged to the Society. Of course, at first we were only exposed to the bare minimum of its structure and rites. We were put on probation as initiates, but soon began to make our way through the ranks, until about twenty years ago now, we were both inducted as senior brothers, full members of the society. At that point we were exposed to the whole thing – all rites, even the most secret ones were no longer beyond our access. We learned the stark truth that slavery was still very much a fact in the Society. We had of course heard rumors about it, but had for the most part dismissed them as rich people’s wishful fancy talk.

 

All that changed when we met the ancients – a group of men and women who, their title notwithstanding, turned out to be the real Masters and Mistresses in the Society. They had all the knowledge of humanity at their fingertips as it had been passed down through generations for many centuries until now. Even though we were allowed to interact with this upper echelon, we still didn’t have the ultimate power. This changed when Benjamin was chosen and elected to become Overlord. He abolished the ancients assuming the power of their position. This wasn’t exactly a break with tradition. More than a thousand years ago, the society used to have Overlords, but had gradually opted for a council of elders – the Ancients. Benjamin reversed all that.

 

I had been against it. On the one hand, I instinctively found it abhorrent that any one individual should hold so much power. But the real reason was more personal and even now has a lot to do with the anxiety that still fills my heart. At the very core of our rupture was a certain Ancient, a Mistress who had made me her pet. I loved her. I adored her. I hated to see her lose her power in the Society. But alas the vagaries of life know no bounds. 

 

It is such a shame what multiple sclerosis can do to a beautiful woman such as sweet Lena’s mother. “The Overlord is ready to see you now,” the tiny man dressed in the habit of an acolyte announced from the door by which I had been made to stand and wait for almost an hour now. I steeled my nerves trying to push back the anxieties filling my mind as I walked up to meet whatever Benjamin had become.

 

 

 

Lena:

 

As we kept on walking, I realized that the walls of the cave which had initially been plain and barren, were now covered with intricate pictures and elaborate multicolored paintings of wild beasts and humans. Wherever we were, it couldn't be the United States. Everything looked truly ancient.

 

The drawings had started off being simple stick figures and hand outlines. Drawn using what seemed like charcoal and the occasional ocher, they gradually became more elaborate and detailed. Deeper down into the belly of the endless subterranean passageway everything became more and more involved, and darker. The outlines became faces and the stick figures became elaborate people with detailed anatomy. Luckily for me the matron had me by the hand dragging me on deeper and deeper into the cave. If that weren’t the case, I would have stumbled and tripped like a little child, mesmerized by what I was seeing. I kept staring gob smacked at the scenes of hunting parties, buffaloes mating in the savanna, and war, lots of war, as the images followed one another along the cave wall. Then we turned a corner and the flickering flames brought to life a series of images which as we moved became like a movie of sorts. Before I had time to rationally understand what my eyes were seeing, my brain had already processed it and my heartbeat had already sped up and cold sweat had bloomed across my body. 

 

 

 

 

I saw a young girl, taken from her village, given something to drink, and then she falls asleep. They place her on a boat and take her to a faraway place where she is awoken, washed, and decorated in ornate jewelry. She's made to mount a podium where the figure of a man three times the size of anyone else makes ritual love to her. Then they bind her wrists and ankles to the four corners of a stone table as a woman hunched and old, wearing a large ornamental hat comes forth. 

 

She's holding a knife! The blade is pointed straight down. 

 

"Old drawings, don't let them get to you" the matron has stopped and is looking at me, a twinkle of mischievous amusement in her eyes. “I think that's the reason they placed them there — to frighten the bejesus out of everyone. Once you've been up and down those corridors a couple of times like me, you won’t even notice them.”

 

I almost believe her. For the first time she smiles at me. Seeing her like that makes me feel reassured and for the first time I want to smile back. 

 

"Come," she stretches out both arms, palms up, "we’ve arrived. Let me prepare you, kitten." For a fleeting moment I wonder if there's any point asking her what are they about to prepare me for. 

 

I'm just about to open my mouth and ask when the woman has turned her back on me and resumed her almost military march deeper into the cave. Up ahead I can see the outlines of a massive stone table just like the one in the paintings on the walls. 

 

"When will I get to see my master?" 

 

“Soon, but first we need to get you ready.”

 

“I don't want any permanent markings,” I say noticing the needles and little bowls full of dark ink-like substance. 

 

"You don't? Why not?”

 

“My body is my master's,” I say without thinking.

 

“Excellent, sweetheart,” the matron appears genuinely glad at my response and I feel a certain undeniable pride bloom in my heart. “Lie down face up, sweetheart. And enough talking from you!” I whimper but I obey, as always.

 

Oh where is my master's cock, my source of strength that I had so learned to cherish and adore especially in moments of trial like this?

 

Where is his scent that so renders my knees weak and my heart fluttering? 

 

"Move," again growled the giant and this time Hono pushed a big meaty palm between my shoulders shoving me forward. I almost tripped and fell but somehow managed to steady myself and resumed the meandering path toward the stone podium. 

 

When would I ever see daylight again? Even if I did, would it be the same girl that entered the cave who would be allowed to step out? 

 

 

 

Branigan:

 

“BRANIGAN!” boomed a vaguely familiar voice from somewhere up ahead in the dark room I had just been ushered into. I could hardly see the silhouette of the cloaked minion in front of me and so trying to not lose my bearing in what was no doubt designed to be a shock-and-awe display of good old Benjamin’s new powers, I followed dutifully waiting for my eyes to get accustomed to the almost impenetrable twilight. 

 

The sound of dripping water surrounded me on all sides and I wondered if I was now under the Hudson. The building I had walked in initially had not been far from the waterfront and so the general humidity made some sense. Either that, or Benjamin had procured himself some top-of-the-line sound equipment. If that were the case, it had to be really pricey because the sounds of water and now muffled conversations and distant screams came from all corners of the vast room. I had no way to gauge how big the space was but my spidey sense told me it had to be huge. I heard a murmuring crowd somewhere in the distance as I was encouraged to move on. Then, much to my insipid frustration, a spindly hand wrapped itself around my bicep and pulled me to a halt. 

 

“Stand here.” Somebody hissed and I fought to restrain my growing sense of frustration. But hell if I was just going to let that disrespect slide. I was just about to turn and say something to the man behind me when a set of heavy hands came down and pressed on my shoulders. Whoever they belonged to had to be at least as tall as me and quite a bit stronger because the force with which they pushed me down almost made me fall to the ground! Something pressed at the back of my knees making them buckle. I was being forced to kneel! 

 

“Hold it now!” I growled. “Surely that’s too much!” I turned to see who the insolent bastard behind me was, but all I could discern in the twilight was a dark-brown flowing robe like those worn by medieval monks. 

 

“I’m sorry, my brother,” came Benjamin’s voice which sounded somehow deeper than I remembered it. I looked up and discovered that now I could see a little bit further into the room. I was kneeling before a massive stone throne carved out of what appeared to be granite. Where I expected to see my long lost friend, I saw yet another robed figure peering down on me. “The ancient customs have to be followed. I’m sure you can understand,” he said. “No exceptions can be made even for old friends, I’m afraid.” I couldn’t quite see his face hooded as he was but the voice was familiar enough. 

 

“Benjamin quit that stupid charade,” I hissed trying to contain my growing rage at these people’s blatant disregard for basic curtesy. “You can cut that bullshit with me.” 

 

“Oh, but that’s where you’re wrong,” he chuckled and leaned back. “I’m not pretending one bit. If I were, I would definitely not be such a stickler for decorum. I promise you. Much has changed in the society since you last visited. I dare say we are much more honest, cleansed and less hypocritical now.” 

 

“Whatever…”

 

“A cynic to the very core,” I could clearly feel the hints of curious bemusement in my host’s voice. “No matter. Perhaps I’ll be able to change your mind in time. We are nothing if not believers in second chances.” The sarcasm in his voice was palpable. Two more hours until the senseless ceremony of Lena’s formal induction into the Society would get started. I cannot wait for it to be all done. Something about this place is making me increasingly anxious about my Lena’s safety. 

 

“It has been a long time since I last saw you, old friend, yeah… I’m happy you have found someone willing to be your submissive. I hear she is quite the little mynx.” The hissing sound of the last letter in the word sent chills down my spine. 

 

“I am here out of respect for the Society,” I heard myself say. My words tumbling out faster than I had intended. “It is a formality to me, and you better stick to keeping your hands off my Lena. I’m here only out of respect for her mother who was an Ancient.” 

 

“Ha-ha-ha-ha!” 

 

His laughter boomed and seemed suddenly to come from all directions at once. Sneaky bastard, he probably had a microphone attached somewhere in those flowing robes of his. I was just about to interrupt his cackle with something appropriately scathing when his arms moved up and he pushed back his hood. My words died on my lips.

 

“Oh my God, Benjamin what have you done to yourself?” 

 

“Show respect, worm,” somebody said from behind where I was kneeling and a sharp slap came down across the back of my head. That was the last fucking straw. Absolutely fucking unacceptable! 

 

I immediately leaned forward on my arms and kicked back swinging out my leg in what I was sure was a well-aimed kick straight into the ankles of the asshole behind me. I fully expected to catch him completely unprepared. I’m in excellent shape and I know for a fact I can easily take on most men half my age. In spite of this, it seemed that the man had anticipated my move and my leg swiped through empty air. I lost my balance surprised by the body that wasn’t there to offset my momentum and fell forward in the most graceless manner.

 

Next thing I knew, somebody had reached down and picked me up, wrapping their strong hands around my shoulders, pinning my arms to my back hoisting me up like a child. Whoever the acolyte I was dealing with was, he had to be a giant for at almost two hundred pounds and seven feet tall – I was no small man myself. Yet he had tackled me with such an unbelievable ease as if I was a toddler! I exercise regularly and spar once every week with a kickboxing coach. This man however had overpowered me without so much as exerting himself and now held me in a body lock as he effortlessly stood me up before the throne. 

 

I was made to look straight ahead and all I could see was Benjamin’s leering expression as he smiled down in obvious glee at my predicament. 

 

“I’ll break your back, asshole,” I growled impotent rage flowing like lava through my veins. “I am a full member of the Society. You have no right to treat me like that!” 

 

“You shall show respect to your Overlord, worm,” the creature behind me hissed again and again I attempted to throw him off. Nobody in my life had gotten away with calling me something like that and lived to see another day. Again I was met with implacable resistance. It felt as if I was trying to wrestle down a granite statue. The effortlessness and power of his grip could mean only one thing. I realized with shock that this man had to have used the latest doping science had to offer – gene therapy! 

 

I had read somewhere in the medical literature of studies done to inject athletes and elite military with gene-modifying viruses in an effort to transform their bodies and endow them with superhuman strength and abilities. Forced as I was to stare upon Benjamin’s incongruous face, I now understood that the extremes of body modification had not been limited to the bodyguard alone. Benjamin had probably used something similar as well. Though in his case, the result was closer to an inhuman creature from hell.

I could see in the glint of recognition in the dark gleaming orbs staring down on me from his throne that he had understood my epiphany. Without another word he stood up and with a pull on the simple rope holding his cloak together undid it. In one fluid motion, he shook off the dark cloth unveiling his naked body before my mesmerized stare. 

 

What I saw was not so much the body of a human, but rather that of a creature straight out of some ancient fairytale. A giant muscular man with massive arms, thick as legs and legs – thick as tree trunks, walked down from the pedestal to stand by me. His body was completely hairless. The grotesque exaggeration of his physique which coupled to the unnaturally bluish hue of his skin worked to create a truly shocking, if not awe-inspiring image. His muscles seemed to pile upon one another, his veins visibly pulsing across his broad shoulders. 

 

But it was his massive and thick hanging cock that was the true nightmare. No doubt the biochemist that had treated him had to have subjected him to gene modifiers for many years to produce something like the thing that now hung limply between his thick thighs. It was long enough to dangle all the way to the middle of his quads and yet it was still flaccid. I swallowed instinctively trying but failing to remedy the sudden dryness and coppery taste in my mouth. I found myself wondering what this cock’s length and girth would be like when fully erect. Thick blue veins crisscrossed it from base to glistening tip undoubtedly feeding the muscles inside with quart upon quart of the blood this thing needed for sustenance.

 

The thing that had previously been my friend Benjamin came to stand by me. In spite of all his efforts I was still about a head taller than him and yet his lumbering power was palpable. It was as if merely his presence alone was able to create a sort of a vacuum sapping all my energy and will to fight. 

 

“What would you want me to do with that one, Master?” Came the booming voice of the man holding me tight. His steely grip hadn’t relaxed even a millimeter. Benjamin looked pensively at my face. 

 

“Will you fight me, Branigan?” he asked simply and something about his intonation made me feel all choked up and emotional. 

 

“She is mine, Benjamin,” I heard the meek words come out from my mouth. They sounded more like a plea than a statement of fact. I could understand the real reason for his game of intimidation. Yet the will to fight for what was mine had somehow left me. My former friend nodded and I was released and allowed to slowly come down to my knees. As it happened, I was now a heap of flesh, all my strength and dominance having suddenly evaporated from me. 

 

Something was deeply wrong but I can’t couldn’t quite put my finger on its cause. Was it me? Was I getting sick, slowly poisoned by the air in this room? Or was it the power of my host’s presence that had so sapped my energies? I felt him stand taller and assume his full height above me and instinctively I knew what was to follow even though my mind refused to accept it. His cock – grotesque and veiny, swung limply level with my eyes. I saw it even more clearly now and I inexplicably felt my own stir to life and begin to grow hard. Benjamin’s shaft swung slowly mesmerizing me like a pendulum, his scrotum gently throbbing behind it. 

 

“Undress, brother.” His command was so simple, and yet so deeply revolting. In spite of that fact, I couldn’t stop myself. Slowly, as if seeing myself from a vast distance, I saw my hands come up to my chest and start unbuttoning my shirt. I let it fall to the ground, and then I started undoing my belt. So that was what my sweet submissive Lena felt when she felt overcome with an urge to serve me. Now I understood her completely. And my cock had never been harder in my life!

 

 “Don’t feel ashamed, my friend, it is unavoidable. Pretty much everybody has the same reaction when they come into my presence. The only way to get over it, is to submit to it. You know how it is.” His words made perfect sense somehow. It was as if I was listening to God Himself speak. I felt a need to please him and do as told. I had absolutely no interest in the monster of a man towering above me. I just wanted that gorgeous thick throbbing cock that happened to be a part of his overwhelmingly male power. I wanted it, needed it in my mouth!

 

I brought my hand up to my face and wiped away the tears that had started pouring down my suntanned cheeks. I righted myself and knelt at his feet trying to control the suddenly overwhelming desire to submit that was welling up inside me. I had never done anything like that in my life. Never on my own volition. Never because I wanted it. I had no idea what to do now that I craved him so much. Then I just did what my lust dictated and opened my mouth. 

 

Benjamin smiled. “Papa’s good boy. Come to me. Come home.”

 

Suddenly the blood in his cock surged. There was absolutely not a tinge of sympathy in his eyes as he moved in closer. I murmured something. I was anxious to worship him. I knew I’m not gay or even bisexual, but I just had to have him in my mouth. I almost gasped when he guided his curving yataghan away from his muscled body and pushed the hot fat head over my watering tongue. I felt the heat and power of his cock, and it was thrilling. I washed over his ridge worming my tongue across his cum-slit. It was with incredible speed that he had gotten incredibly hard and this fact somehow felt like a great compliment to me. It was an honor to be allowed to take him in my mouth and be given an opportunity to worship his manhood like that. He didn’t even acknowledge my efforts but merely let me do all the work gently laving his girth as I reached under him and cradled his balls thinking of the sperm in them. 

 

My own cock was hard as a diamond and leaking pre-cum but I had no time for it. My entire universe centered on the column of flesh I was worshiping with my lips. Moving across his head, down his length, all the way to the base of his shaft and then up again. Wet slurping sounds filled the room and soon I felt his scrotum pull and grow tight up against his body preparing to empty his seed into my mouth. Still his hands were far from my head. I had all the freedom to swallow or not, pleasure him or not, lick him or not, and every time the hint of hesitation arose, my lust extinguished it instantaneously. Soon I was lovingly sucking on his head and vacuuming up all he had to offer. 

 

Then a powerful shudder like an earthquake shook him from head to toe and I felt great thick gobs of his seed shoot down my throat. He tasted like power, undistilled and unvarnished, and I felt blessed to be where I am, doing what I just did.

 

Just when I finally swallowed the last of his seed, it all became too much for me and my own cock exploded jetting cum, spewing it impotently about, uselessly into the air.

 

I slumped back down on my knees and Benjamin slowly walked back to his throne, picked up his robe and dressed. His acolyte who had been so rough with me just moments ago, gently came to offer me a cold glass of water that I thirstily accepted. Next, I was given a few long minutes to compose myself and take stock of the situation. 

 

Now that the initial ecstasy of what I had just done was complete, a second bizarre wave of contentment like none other washed over me. Somewhere in some deep recess of my mind I could feel my body digesting and incorporating the sustenance of this man's seed into my own body. It was slowly becoming part of me and dissolving my resistance as it did so. I knew that I ought to feel disgust and horror, and rebel against what had just happened. But instead, I felt peace acceptance and….Satisfaction. Something in the Master’s seed was actively working to change my mind. My rational scientific self, that part of me who was the professional physician, refused to accept it and I knew that would remain the case forever. Rationally my brain knew there was no way something so natural and so primal like the sperm of the Overlord could ever have a mind-altering effect on anybody, least of all on me – another man, through and through male, to the very core dominant, as dominant can be. And yet it did!

 

And then another thought – if swallowing his cum was having such a profound effect on somebody like me, what would happen to Lena if she were ever made to do the same? If that ever happened, how could I ever hope to stop my precious girl from becoming his mindless acolyte forever? Resistance was indeed becoming futile. Lena is so very impressionable anyways. One drop is all it would take. How had he achieved that?

 

A couple of young girls, both well along in their pregnancies, came with a mop and a bucket and wiped down the evidence of my orgasm from the floor. They both seemed puzzlingly obsequious and giddy. Soon my heartbeat quieted down and I was at last able to form a coherent thought.

 

“Pheromones?” It was a fair guess, but a well-educated one.

 

“Exactly right, my brother,” the man I once used to know as Benjamin replied leaning back in his throne. “How could you tell?” 

 

“Just an educated guess, brother,” I said wondering if he could feel my sarcasm. I wondered how much of his old self still lingered in him underneath all that muscle and chemistry. 

 

“You can mock me all you want, Branigan, but it is the natural course of history. Never mind history, it is your destiny. Even though you may not fully accept it yet, soon you will be back, you will be begging me for more. Twice more.” He sat at the very edge of his seat as if animated by some invisible puppeteer high above. He lifted and waved two fingers at me. “Two more times, you will come drink my cum. Then, you will be mine.” He smiled and relaxed back into his enormous stone throne. “Forever.”

 

***

 

I looked up at him. Maybe he was too far gone. Perhaps the injections of hormones, drugs and viral agents had rendered him semi-insane already. He squinted in the darkness, his flesh – more like that of a marble statue in movement than anything human I knew. 

 

“Think about it, brother. What is history? What is it, but an endless progression from the idealized state of the equality of hunter gatherers to the stratified societies of today. Pick any modern group of people and tell me they’re totally and completely equal. Tell me, good manners notwithstanding, they aren’t all trying their best to surpass each other when it comes to acquiring bigger purchasing power, credit-rating or the ability to provide for their kids.” 

 

“But isn’t it also a fact that with time we have become more and more tolerant of those amongst us who cannot provide for themselves, the weak, the dispossessed?” I complained from where I was sitting on the floor. I wasn’t even going to dignify his insinuation about myself with a reply. “Isn’t it the hallmark of developed society that we still cherish our humanity and take care of those who are in need?”

 

“Yes,” he said. “We do, but only because of our good hearts, because there’s so much stuff and idle resources out there that we can afford to provide for the weak and unproductive amongst us.” I grimaced in disagreement feeling my brooding anger from before make a renewed appearance. 

 

“So it is your grand goal to inject everybody with hormones? Lead society all the way down some made-up pipe dream of yours where everybody is either master or slave?” 

 

“Oh please….My friend, you know me better than that – and stop patronizing me. I may look like some sort of grotesque monster to you now, but my mind has only grown sharper with time. Later, at the gathering for your concubine’s ritual, you will see for yourself how many people genuinely espouse my philosophy. You can be the judge for yourself. Times are changing. More and more people find the simple life of servitude to their masters vastly preferable to living the so-called dream of the daily rat race that has become modern life. People are not as dumb as you might think. They know that there is no free lunch and if offering a master pleasure is what’s required to achieve some security in one’s life, they’re more than willing to do it.”

 

“A Faustian deal, but you used to be a lawyer. Why am I even surprised? You should know your way around when it comes to finagling devilish pacts out of naïve and uneducated people. And who decides who is slave and who master?” I asked livid at this bullshit he was spouting. 

 

“Nobody does, but nature. You’re a doctor. You should know better than anyone that some of us are born predisposed to serve, and others – to lead. It is just as natural is that.” 

 

“And what if there are more people willing to become masters than slaves? Who decides then?” 

 

“If that turns out to be the case, it is only right that they figure it out amongst themselves. They can fight it out just as they have always done – may the best men and women rule the rest!”

 

This was getting too crazy for me and I felt the signs of an oncoming headache pulse at the back of my skull. 

 

“I need a rest,” I sighed rubbing my temples. 

 

“Of course. You’ve had a rather busy last couple of hours. You’re my guest and a senior member of the Society. You might feel a little confused in my presence, but I know you for who you are – a Master through and through, a wolf, and no amount of pleading on behalf of the sheep will change my opinion of you, dear brother. I will give you an opportunity to rest well and relax and enjoy our hospitality. But first, I want you to accept a small token of my hospitality.” 

 

Before I had a chance to respond he clapped his hands and his infernal giant scooped me up from the floor helping me to my feet. The acolyte then pointed towards the door at the far end of the large room. I followed his outstretched arm to see the two very young women, who had cleaned up the shameful evidence of my weakness from a few minutes ago waiting there. They both had radiant smiles on their faces that seemed surprisingly genuine. Out of nowhere I felt a pleasant tingle in my lower abdomen as my cock stirred to life again. Their smiles grew wider yet. It was as if they had already formed some sort of mental connection with my cock. Suddenly I felt almost superfluous. Just here, along for the ride. I couldn’t shake the feeling that they looked like children in a candy store. The two young women almost ran to me and then fell to their knees singing and giggling and laughing as they gingerly peppered my rapidly growing shaft with delicate butterfly kisses. For a long horrible moment, I wanted to push them back. I wanted to ask after my Lena, my only sweet slave, the reason I was here. 

 

But my will was subdued the instant one of the girls, the younger, brunette one, bowed low and just like that - kissed my toes. It was a deep, meaningful kiss, her lips engulfing my digits, sucking on them, laving my feet with her abundant mouth.

 

“Please, Master, please, save us,” she said looking up at me, her eyes suddenly wet with tears. She kissed my feet, bowed, hugged my ankles, wrapping her naked young body around my knees, then reached up to cradle my testicles. She cupped and massaged them while her friend’s cheeks hollowed out as she kissed my cock’s crown.

 

“Yes, save them, Branigan. While you do that, I’ll save your precious little Lena,” came the demonic voice from the throne behind me.

 

~
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“Why are you doing this, Benjamin?” I am lying gently cuddled by the two vixens resting with me on the floor at the overlord's feet. 

 

“Doing what, Branigan?” booms his voice from the shadowy twilight that seems to curl up and envelop his figure towering high above us all on his throne. 

 

“Humiliating me like this.” 

 

“I do nothing to you that you don't want to do yourself.” I am tempted to laugh out sarcastically at this statement but in his voice I feel he actually believes what he's saying. 

 

“I don't want to give up Lena. Especially not to you.” 

 

“But you do want her to be happy don't you?” 

 

“Of course, but look at yourself – you have created a cult, and now you want her to join it.” 

 

“How is what I am offering different than your indoctrinating the impressionable young girl to follow you? The only difference I can see are the number of people that call you master. In your case, it is just her, in mine – multitudes.” 

 

“But you have genetically modified yourself to exude pheromones that make it virtually impossible for anyone to deny you. See what happened to me,” I say realizing I’m blushing violently. Before he gifted me the company of his pregnant vixen to entertain me, I was somehow coerced into pleasuring him with my mouth. Me, the indomitable master Branigan – a man's man! He made me suck cock! 

 

“You misunderstand the mechanism of the process here, Branigan,” the demon up in the throne thunders. “To be honest, I'm quite disappointed. I thought that a doctor like you would be better attuned to modern neuroscience. I am not making anybody do things they don't already feel the desire to do. All I offer by my presence is the gift of forgiveness. I give people permission to listen to their subconscious.” 

 

“You are telling me that all those years I subconsciously wanted to suck your cock,” I chuckle grimly feeling the blond girl What was her name? wrap her hot little mouth around my flaccid member. It is still soft and relaxed like a snake sleeping after a luxurious meal, but the girl seems completely undeterred and gently washes it in her depth. I suppress a gasp of pleasure.

 

“I honestly don't know what you may or may not have wanted to do all those years we have known each other. What I do know is that the pheromones my body produces are clinically proven to suspend the mental barriers created by thought processes in the neocortex of the human brain. This allows whatever has been simmering underneath to bubble up to the surface. It was my guess, the correct one as it turns out, that you had always harbored a lingering submissive undercurrent. Perhaps nothing more than curiosity. And what better way to test the waters than allow yourself to please the most powerful man you have ever known – me?” 

 

I feel my cock stir to life and squint even as the brunette in whose soft bosom I have laid my head gently adjust herself beneath me. I have to admit there is a certain logic to his words. “You promise me, Benjamin, that if Lena feels no desire for you, you will let her go.” 

 

“I do indeed.”

 

***

 

Lena:

 

First, they massaged me with fragrant oils. The masseuse looked to be a Japanese woman, but it was hard to say. She remained silent and obsequious throughout my time with her. I closed my eyes and imagined myself in an expensive high-end luxury spa getting pampered by the expert hands of an experienced Japanese geisha. At first, the woman had bowed and after having guided me onto a flat expanse of rock that much to my surprise was warm, the matron left. I had not expected her to do so, and it baffled me how much I suddenly missed her comforting presence. Before I knew it, my daydream had kidnapped me and taken me away, and I lost track of time. I must have fallen asleep for when I soon awoke and came back to my senses I felt the tap-tap-tap of the woman’s gentle fingers on my shoulder. 

 

I opened my eyes to find my body glistening and perfumed, and I blushed fiercely feeling a familiar emptiness in my breasts. Somebody had drunk my milk empty. How deep had I slept? How was it possible to not feel someone's lips feeding on me? Still, I was grateful for the profound relief I felt. The speed of events had made me forget how long it had been since I was last milked. My breasts had been feeling engorged and heavy, almost taut with pain and now they were thrumming with the pleasant satisfaction of having been drained of their produce. I noticed the little lady motioning me to get into a bath tub filled with fragrant bluish water from which wisps of steam floated up into the cold air of the cave. I shivered with excitement as I let myself be lathered and rinsed by her expert fingers. Next, she dried me with a big fluffy towel that smelled of spices and hints of lavender. Another girl had materialized in the cave and they now both helped me back onto the slab of rock over which this time had been laid out a long soft linen. I felt half dazed and relaxed and happy in spite of anything and everything that was happening to me. 

  

I didn't have a care in the world. The two women started chitchatting in some rapid-fire language that was completely incomprehensible to me as they took turns hammering gently but resolutely along my muscles and back with the edge of their hands. They pulled on my toes, pressed on my thighs and glutes, massaged my back and neck for minutes which felt to balloon into hours. Then they flipped me onto my back and resumed ministering to the most sensitive spots on my body. My entire flesh entered a heightened level of excitement, and I felt my legs part, and my hips rise a little above the rock as if I was offering myself, pleading, seeking out their hands, begging for their attention. But the two women ignored me and moved away coming and going, doing their thing across my body with professional sweeps as if playing an instrument. 

 

Little gasps started escaping my clenched lips. No matter where they touched me the women would leave little tingles of electricity vibrating long after their fingers had abandoned my skin, and soon I felt the welcome vibrations of an oncoming climax. The two masseuses placed themselves then at either side of me washing their fingers across my nipples making circular motions on them, sometimes barely touching them, sometimes pressing them down into the body of my breasts. They got a rhythm going which, without even touching my pudenda, soon brought me to the edge of a cliff from which I then inevitably tumbled into the indescribable throes of a delicious sweet climax. 

 

I arched my back and heard my plaintive cries echoed back from the decorated walls of the cave. I sounded like a wild animal wounded and bleating for help as the old crone, and young girl continued their careful work along my sensitive breasts. When my orgasm finally subsided, I was left to fall back down on to the rock, my body limp and inert. Without missing a beat, the two masseuses smiled at each other and moved on to resume their work along my shoulders, arms, legs, and ankles. 

 

The girl, however, lingered her slender fingers along my tummy; her eyes riveted to mine as if waiting for permission. I nodded and took a deep breath steeling my nerves for whatever was to follow. Then that otherworldly creature of the cave carefully made her expert hands caress on down onto the surface of my sex and opened up my flower knowing without question what to do and when. She would vibrate her hands, and then alternate by rubbing, scratching, caressing, pulling and pushing ever so gently, ever so viciously, giving me no respite, prodding me on until no matter how much I tried to stop myself, I exploded into a second climax so powerful that I fainted. 

 

***

 

When I opened my eyes, the curtain shielding that part of the cave parted and my heart leapt with joy. There he was – my master Dr. Jack Branigan, the love of my life smiling at me! But his lips were also sad. There was something so very tragic that seeing him like that made me freeze in place. He looked like a sun that had lost its ability to shine.

 

“I have come to see how you're doing, my child,” he said and in his voice, I heard all the unspoken emotions tumble and pour out like a waterfall in spring. I felt my voice choke up, and I couldn’t find what to say. 

 

“M-master,” was all I could squeak.

 

“Lena, tell me, have they treated you well?” 

 

I nodded energetically, “Yes, they have been very hospitable.” This seems to make him relax a fraction.

 

“Good. They fed you and were good to you?” I think I know what he is really asking. 

 

I nodded again. I reached for his hands that felt oddly cold in mine and held them tightly to the naked flesh of my warm breast. “I am yours. I have not betrayed you, master.” I stood and knelt at his feet. He felt cold and withdrawn like a man on a precipice. 

 

“Good sweetheart. Now sleep.”

 

“But – when will you be back?”

 

“Don’t worry, precious,” he put a finger on my lips as if to silence me, but I kissed it and then sucked on it, laving it with my tongue fervently, hoping for so much more. “I will be near. And I’ll see you soon. I promise.”

  

When he left, I cried myself to sleep. I knew things had changed in some profound, inexplicable way. I felt alone and so very afraid, that when sleep overcame me again, I welcomed it wholeheartedly.

 

***

 

This time, when I woke up, the matron was looking down on me her face grave and her bodyguard nearby. 

  

“Drink this, little girl,” the Queen said handing me a small cup. It smelled like herbal tea, and I didn't protest eagerly drinking down the liquid that felt invigorating and soothing all at the same time. 

  

“Come with me. Let’s get some strength into your body. You will need it.” I didn’t even care to ask why. My mind felt curiously relaxed and floaty as I allowed myself to be guided to another area in the large cave. I discovered I was hungry as I crouched down to devour the food almost like a wild beast. Eating naked crouched on the floor of an ancient cave was a strange, overwhelming experience and I chose to center my mind on the different subtleties of the herbs and spices in food. With every subsequent bite, it tasted better somehow. I had never before enjoyed eating so much, even when my master had cooked for me. My master? Where was he? Why had he been so profoundly sad when I saw him. Had it all been a dream?

 

“When will I see my master?” I asked in between bites.

 

“Soon. Keep eating. I want all the food gone.” I obeyed quickly forgetting why I had felt slivers of worry tighten my chest earlier. Soon I was done and looked up all proud like an infant having accomplished what her mommy told her to do.

 

“Come, child and Hono will bathe you now. He will get you ready for your audience with the Overlord.”

 

“Oh. Who is this overlord person?” I asked, but they both ignored my question. It seemed like there was smoke in the cave. I couldn’t seem to focus quite as well. The wall paintings looked smeared and undefined.

 

Before I knew it, I was lifted like a child off my feet and carried across effortlessly by the giant acolyte of the matron into another hall where a large natural pool bubbled with the effervescence of hot springs. It was large and this time, the man joined me inside. With a gasp, I realized he had been castrated even though outwardly that hulk of a man looked every bit as endowed as any other male out there. He chuckled when he saw my open amazement at his lack of a scrotum. 

 

He started washing me softly with little white washcloths rubbing them all over my body, my breasts, my nipples, my belly, my butt, and my feet. He seemed to know what he was doing, and I was moaning in pleasure as he rubbed every inch of my body with the silky material. Then he made me stand up into the bubbles of the hot spring and began rubbing down my back. I didn't dare move lest I explode in yet another humiliating climax as he caressed my buttocks. The raw flesh of his fat fingers opened up my cheeks, and he deliberately rubbed up and down my crack making my butt spasm causing me delicious tingles that shot up and down all the way from my toes to the nape of my neck. Before I knew it, he was done, and I groaned loudly much to the amusement of my chaperones when he lifted me out of the tub and the Queen started toweling me off. I felt so very aroused and yet unfulfilled.

 

Naked, washed, perfumed and on edge, I was gently escorted back to the exit of the cave. “When you meet the Overlord, don't be afraid,” the big queenly matron said. Then she caught herself and cleared her throat and looked at me again. She put both hands on my shoulders. They felt like two dark bear paws but I welcomed the strength they seemed to imbue me with. “He is scary. And it is quite pointless to tell you to ignore your feelings. If anything, you should concentrate on them and heighten your attention so that you attend to what you’re experiencing. I firmly believe in cherishing the transcendence of the physical world. Tonight you will be reborn. You will be scared out of your skin. You will feel the metal taste of pure panic on your tongue. He will love that. Especially when he kisses you. Yes, he will kiss you and much more. But don’t think about that now. Just feel.”

 

“He is perhaps the most powerful man,” she seemed to think better of that word and corrected herself, “thing, being and I’m not exactly sure anymore where his strength comes from. Perhaps it feeds upon the pain and anxiety of others. He will want to push your boundaries. Do not resist him. Don’t think about it. Let yourself go, and be the vessel of your feelings.”

 

I looked at the matron wondering what she meant exactly but nodded in mute agreement. I was getting leery of all the preamble and preparations by now and felt anxious to get on with and be done with the ceremony at last. 

 

 

“One other thing,” the matron added quickly before leading me on out from the cave's entrance, “– remember always to ask for permission.” 

 

“Permission ma'am?” 

 

“Before you cum,” she smiled and yet her eyes remained severely grim. “He will make you come many, many times, kitten.”

 

“Now go, daughter, it’s time for you to meet He Who Brings the Night.”

 

 

 

***

 

 

I was taken by both arms and held tight as if they expected me to bolt and run. The young women holding me had stern, solemn expressions as they guided me towards the far side of the courtyard. There in a bubbling dark pool of viscous liquid lounged a creature, unlike anything I had ever seen before. I couldn't quite make out was it tar or mud he was lounging himself in but whatever it was it was slick black and smelled like peat. 

 

“Your virgin offering has arrived, my Lord.” The younger more pregnant of the two women said as they both curtsied demurely.

 

I heard loud splashing sounds and then knew he was going to stand and come to tower above me. I felt the two women scurry back as uncontrollable shivers started coursing through my body. I tried my best not to move. Where his hands traced across my skin blackness remained long lines and handprints like pawprints against my unblemished, innocent whiteness. 

 

Amazingly, I could see multitudes of rather dull gold and silver rings embedded into the skin of his chiseled torso, hips, thighs, chest, and biceps. Little clips hung on them and for a long moment, I wondered what is their purpose. Unbidden, the image of a helpless victim chained to him materialized in my head, and I shivered violently.

 

The girls let go of my hands, and I instinctively fell to my knees and prostrated myself before the man or creature as he turned his head to gaze upon my nakedness. I felt the coarseness of the grass press against my breasts as I forced my chest into the ground spreading my arms sideways, my forehead down. 

 

“Look up at me, child,” the thing said, and I obeyed.

 

He stood so tall above me that I quickly felt dizzy and nauseous looking up feeling as if I had to stare at the sky itself to find his ominous dark, brooding eyes. Even though his feet were widely spread, the thick girth of his muscled quads was such that they pressed tightly against each other just behind his scrotum. 

 

He seemed to know exactly where I was looking for he smiled. “Reach up with both hands, slave, and heft my balls. Hold them and take their weight for me.” Wordlessly I obeyed feeling the massive organs in my tiny hands dense with his concentrated seed. Unbidden images flitted through my mind of what it would feel like when his semen washed across and over my virginal uterus, bathing my ovaries. A loud whimper escaped my clenched throat.

 

“You are a precious obedient little one, aren’t you?” He said, and I heard his voice as if his mouth hadn’t moved but he had spoken the words directly into my brain.

 

“From now on, Lena, you will always greet the Overlord by kissing first his left thigh, then his right and then his balls. Do it now,” said one of the girls behind me. I looked up at him and saw him nod his approval. There was something so quietly powerful and ominous about this giant’s presence that all sort of speech was entirely driven out of my mind. Charisma and absolute authority oozed from him like the sweat that covered his body. I almost raced to comply. It occurred to me how my entire existence the very meaning of my life had narrowed down to this one giant, all-encompassing aim – to not disappoint him or anger him. I felt my mind cloud over with his power as I drew close to him. 

 

I already realized that he would take me sexually and in spite of my horror at the thought, I was also excited at the prospect. Keeping my hands on his heavy balls holding them up from where they had been hanging behind his massive girth, I craned my neck and keeping my eyes wide open I kissed his left inner thigh. Then I put my arms around his hips and gently but resolutely kissed his right thigh. I heard myself whimper and keen like a little animal as I further pressed my face forward still nuzzling into his darkness between his enormous thighs and the swaying branch-like girth of the monstrosity hanging between them. I felt the bulbous pulsating heat using my sense of smell to guide me until I felt the coarse hard flesh of the hot and heavy balls on my lips. I parted my lips and kissed them, first gently and then more resolutely. I laved them with my tongue and the saliva that had suddenly flooded my mouth as if I was about to devour the most delicious bar of chocolate in the world. Then, after a moment of stupor I straightened my back and sat up on my heels looking straight up at his stern face leering down at me. 

 

“Stand up straight, child. You have a lovely body. You should not try to hide it by slouching. If you do I will take that as an insult for you are working to protect what is mine, and I will have you punished accordingly. I thought Branigan had taught you as much by now. Stick out those firm young tits for me to see.” My back goes rigid arching until my breasts are sticking way out from my body. I see them like two big cones pointed at the tip with my hard nipples begging to be abused by his rough hands. 

 

“You obey well, little one. Spread your legs for me.” I feel like rubber all over, but I obey parting my feet on the cold, moist grass knowing his hand would soon be between my thighs reaching to touch what is inevitably soon to become his. “Spread them wider.” I do as tell feeling the cold air blowing between my folds. I look down as his enormous hand covers my chest and slides down over my naked belly his fingers touching my newly shaved pussy. When he cups me, his gentle touch takes my breath away. He feels warm and cold, soft and rough all at the same time. I want to cry, laugh and hug him, and also run away as far as I can. I don’t know if my heart can take the rate it is beating at. I feel like a bird is trapped in my chest fighting to break out.

 

 

“What do you want me to do to you, sweet Lena?” There was absolute honesty in his intonation and instinctively I knew that if I asked for it, he would have arranged my release back into the world right away. I looked down, and I blush helplessly. “I want you to make me yours, Sir.” 

 

“Call me my Lord.” 

 

“My Lord,” I quailed. The giant creature nodded his big head. From the proximity of where I’m standing, I can almost taste his musk that suffuses everything around him. An indescribable mixture of male power and something sharp and metallic permeates the air. I can see that his dark skin is covered in hieroglyphic tattoos, most of them unknown to me except for the occasional Celtic cross and thorns. 

 

 

“Walk with me, girl,” he says and turns. I rush to keep up with his broad stride as I feel his fingers thick and gnarly, come to hold me by the hand like a child, almost dragging me after him. We walk into an enormous stone structure that looks like an ancient church of some sort. With a start, I realize that we have entered the main hall of the building, and I almost faint to see multitudes of people in the aisles turn to look at us as we walk up the center alley. My heart almost stops and forgets to beat when I catch a glimpse of the pale face of my master looking up at me from near the podium. Where he is sitting, he is flanked on either side by two gorgeous pregnant women that seem almost like the spitting twin sisters of the two chaperones that brought me into the courtyard. Without so much as slowing his gait the Overlord acknowledges some people in the crowd and then drags my stumbling form to join him up on the dais where he seats himself in an enormous wood throne. On the left side is a large bed bigger than anything I have ever seen and on the right – something that looks very much like a church altar.

“Sit in my lap, wench,” he says and slaps my butt to the humiliating amusement of everybody there. Everybody but my master.

I want to curl up and vanish as I feel the hundreds of eyes almost physically rake my naked skin as the people gawk at me where I curl up in the giant’s lap feeling the heat of his groin warm like fire underneath my butt.

“Womanhood weakens a girl’s joints.” His long gnarly fingernail traversed down my upper thigh to the dimple above my knee where it twisted so his skin, cold and damp, could touch my kneecap. “But yours are strong and graceful. When is the last time you had anything to drink,” his voice is wonderfully gentle and in stark contrast to his grotesque and menacing appearance.

“They gave me to drink a sweet- tasting concoction moments before they led me to you, Sir.”

“My Lord.” I look up at him, but I can only see the deathly seriousness in his eyes. 

“Yes, my Lord.”

“You obey well.”

“Thank you, my Lord,” the words though exceedingly odd feel somehow natural given the circumstances. I like sitting in his warm lap that feels welcoming and a source of strength to me. Not even when I was out with Master Branigan had I felt so safe like now when I’m sitting in this giant monster’s embrace. His hands, so big and gnarly, had been resting on the small of my back and my knees, but now, as my body began to relax, started to move about exploring me for the very first time. I feel as if shocks of electricity emanate from the tips of his fingers as they explore about my body. 

 

“Patience, little slut.” In spite of the hard words, his voice is so sweet and soft that I whimper and relax and lean back into his chest. His fingers move up across my tummy gently tracing the contours of my muscles and ribs making goosebumps appear like comet dust in their wake. His hands are gentle, yet demanding as they completely ignore my throbbing breasts and find their way up the sides of my neck cup my face and then play with my ears.

 

“Breathe, little one enjoy you.” I obey his command my body suddenly turning to mush as I swoon against him. Everybody in the gathered crowd is dead silent bearing witness to my impending defilement. He is so deliciously slow and wonderfully deliberate that I feel all my initial worries fly out the window. His fingers seem to have a life of their own and move from the sides to explore my red lips tracing along my mouth and chin. With his other hand, he tilts my head from behind until I am made to look straight at him with my wide-open eyes. A long ringed finger then finds its way through my lips, and I suck down on it.

 

My eyes never leave his. His fingers enter my mouth and run over my teeth, and I take them as they move over my wet tongue, the inside of my cheek, exploring my intimate space. One finger has become two forcing my mouth to open wider. Then, finally, I realize what he is doing – training me to take him orally as though he’s using his cock and not his hand. My lips are stretched wide when two fingers become three washing over my tongue.

 

“Press your tongue down and out,” he orders me and I slowly comply. My eyes have grown bleary with unbidden tears and then I feel his mouth, only inches from mine open in his tongue come out to touch mine. His is so broad and long! It is as if it belongs to a creature of a different species! I feel my tongue recoil initially, but then it moves back out again as if of its volition. He holds me by the scruff of the neck, and I cannot move. My tongue can barely stretch past the confines of my engorged lips but is effortlessly met by the probing long tentacle-like organ of my Lord. Our tongues begin dancing with each other, taking turns – his tongue over mine, then mine over his. It is both deliciously obscene and naughtily playful. No one has ever done that to me before. My hands have clenched into tight little fists in my lap as I concentrate my entire being into the tip of my sensitive organ.

 

Then he breaks the kiss and carefully spins me just so that my breasts are pointing towards him and turned up blushing hot, my nipples engorged and aching for fulfillment. They feel almost painful, taught and full of milk. By now I’m extremely familiar with the sensation. I haven’t been milked since the two masseuses drank from me while I was asleep early that morning. Under normal circumstances, I would be in semi-pain, and genuine discomfort as my breasts are heavy and tight. 

 

“Feed me, my dove.” His voice is my command, and I hurry to obey.

 

Then his mouth moves down and engulfs my nipple, and it happens! I feel the release in my breast as my milk begins to flow. A sudden welcoming all-encompassing warmth fills my body and my eyes just flit back with the sensations rocking all the way down to my very womb which vibrates with dizzy frustration. As he suckles at it, he also gently strokes and massages around my breast and everything about my initial aversion to this strange man and the ritual is forgotten. I even forget that my milk is meant for my master alone as deep contentment suffuses my senses. I move my hand out from in between our bodies and let it gently rest on the back of the Overlord’s neck. I hold him delicately drawing tight little circles along the broad expanse of his head as he consumes my body’s production. 

 

He has taken possession of the breast closest to him first. Soon it is empty, and he just moves around to the other hugging me tighter in the process. His free hand, the one not holding me effortlessly by the shoulders slides down and finds its way to cup my pussy which is now hot and throbbing and obscenely on display between my splayed thighs. Gone is any sort of initial modesty. It is as if my entire body has been placed in a warm bath – feelings of complete comfort and contentment combining with deep insatiable lust have pushed out anything else from my mind. Then I feel my nether lips gently spread apart as a long thick probing digit uncomfortably but implacably keeps going in. 

 

The impossible happens, and my nipples grow even harder like little pebbles on my chest, and my milk almost spurts forcefully into the greedy hotness of the insatiable Lord. Without thinking about it I spread my legs wider to give him better access to me. After a short moment my blood begins to run faster yet and without even realizing it I start to moan with the first tantalizing hints of my oncoming orgasm. “MMM MM delicious, I think I have found my new favorite milk slave for this season.” His words just fail to register right now as his long seemingly endless finger keeps thrilling at my virginal folds. I can feel my climax building up from deep within me like a creature summoned from the depths of the ocean by its master.

“Come for me sweet sugar milk maid! Come for your Lord!”

And then it hits! Like the release of a thousand stampeding mustangs, my orgasm comes crashing down on me. I hear screams echoing throughout the chamber cavernous chamber of the old church and then I recognize my voice – “Ahh! Ungh!! Ohhh” his finger, just one – big thick and long is vibrating at a gentle but ever-hastening pace. The last hints of coherent thought whisper uncomfortable questions in the back of my mind, but I ignore them with uncharacteristic resolve. 

 

The pain and bruising of my still tender girlish flesh scream for attention but is completely ignored. I have no time for anything other than the throbbing pain of my contracting uterus and the louder cries of my passion as it tears through me.

 

My mind is flooded with unbelievable ecstasy as his thumb comes down to stroke my swollen and hypersensitive nubbin at the apex of my intimate lips. But my brain isn’t really in control of anything anymore.

 

“My Lord….”

 

“Yes, baby slave.” His fingers are everywhere, like live animals playing with my folds, buffeting me higher and higher.

 

“May I come, my Lord?” I am whimpering, begging now.

 

“Again?” His laugh is loud and booming and I blush hotly feeling the jealous eyes of the audience breaking my nakedness. I am such a slut! “You may, sweet slave. Come for your Lord!”

 

My legs jerk in spasmodic paroxysms as my hips fly off the Overlord’s lap and grind lewdly into his hand. I cannot control myself, and soon a humiliating sloshing sound accompanies a geyser of fluid that erupts in shameful abandon from within my folds. I scream my humiliation and ecstasy for all to witness my offering.

 

“Shush, little one. You didn’t pee yourself, you came,” I turned and buried my head into his chest and start sobbing wondering what the hell is happening to me? Can a girl fall in love with the devil? Can He possess her? Oh God! He cuddles me softly and I bask in the embrace of his overwhelming maleness, the scent of his penchant and musky but intensely exciting sweat sends every single pore on my skin pulsating, craving the molecules of his aroma as they come to cling onto my body. 

 

“I didn’t know I can do that,” I whisper softly afraid that somebody might hear. 

 

“There’s much you don’t know, slave, but worry not — I will teach you. Why is it that only the males of humans should be able to experience the joy of an ejaculation? Surely there’s nothing that they have done to set them apart from the Feminine?” I look at him puzzled at his question, not sure if he expects me to answer. His face rearranges itself into a sneer that I assume to be a smile, and I look down and push back my face into the nape of his thick neck nuzzling him and seeking the comfort that right now only he can provide.

 

***

 

He waited a while for the girl to compose herself giving her time to come to terms with the emotions roiling her innocent heart. He was vastly impressed with the young woman. In spite of everything she had had the presence of mind to ask for permission before coming. That had never happened before. Not to a virgin on her first night at the ritual. Little Lena was turning out to be a starling little slave. After a while, he gently took her by the hand and guided her to her feet. “Lena it is almost time.” Her dark doe-like eyes stared at him going big. The overlord enjoyed the pain of her fear he saw there. His hand came up and tenderly cupped her face and in spite of his decades of experience that had hardened his heart into the consistency of virtual granite he lowered his mouth to hers in a tender kiss.

 

She tentatively paused and pulled back. “Can you…” Lena closed her eyes in sudden shame. It was suddenly so difficult to ask. She had been silent for so long. “Can it be gentle?” Her beautiful mouth trembled on the plea.

 

She could well imagine the image she made standing naked by him up there on the podium before the entire congregation. She doubted anybody could hear her whisper and wondered what they thought she had said.

 

“You mean, can I be gentle?” The plain truth of his words made the heated flesh of her damp cheeks deepen. Her gaze fell down to where her breasts brushed against his chiseled abdomen.

 

“I didn’t mean to –“ she stopped midsentence feeling his thick finger at her lips.

 

“I will, little slave. I will be gentle and slow.” Then he removed the restraining digit and replaced it with his mouth. It was a bruising kiss, and she tasted her milk on his lips. He plundered her lips as he began. His tongue swept deep into her mouth, just begging her to suck it. Instinctively Lena pushed back at his chest at first, having the intention to avoid his obvious need for a public display. But his hand came down and fisted in her hair, the other hand going to her lower back to press her firmly against him. She had struggled for only a moment before she was lost, growing week with welcome indecision, pressing herself soft against his hardness, sucking at his tongue as if her life depended on it. Then she realized that it in fact did. Her hands flitted helplessly between them her wrists suddenly flapping about like the wings of a bird as she sought purchase in his unfamiliar body. She forgot about her master, her mother and everybody else. She was ready to be taken. Such was his power over her.

 

He was the one to pull back, and she stood there gasping for breath her mouth open, her lips red with blood that had rushed into them. “But first, I will need to do one last thing to you, Lena.” She squeezed her fingers tight in his giant fist. 

 

“Anything, my Master, and Lord,” she said blushing violently. 

 

“I know you are already predisposed to obey without question, but even you like all women need a gentle persuasion.” The overlord saw Jenny's breasts heave and blush with emotion at his words. She looked up at him like a wild fawn at the wolf about to devour her. She knew she couldn't stop him from whatever he wanted to do, and he felt her delicious surrender like copper on his tongue. Even now he could sense the sweet aroma of her pussy as it flowered open in anticipation. “Ancient tradition proscribes that an Overlord’s Consort can only be bound to him through pain. That is why all the members of our ancient society are here to bear witness to your submission. You can only learn from pain I'm afraid. I have decided to spare you the whip, but you will be spanked,” he said reaching to hold her face in his enormous hand. He could see the flush cover her cheeks in pleasing pinkness as the thought of an erotic spanking clearly excited the girl. 

 

"I will submit, my Lord. Should I go down on my hands and knees?" He smiled. She sounded so eager to please. 

 

“No. You will go place your butt up on the altar and lie on your back. It will be your pussy that I will punish today. You will hold your legs wide open for me so that I may have access to all of you. If you close your thighs, this will mean that you don’t want to serve me. Even if you close them only once, our tradition dictates that I cannot accept you as my woman. Do you understand, sweet child?” 

 

She nodded and whispered softly, “I do.” 

 

“I cannot accept any excuses. Even if the pain seems unbearable at any point.” There will be pain, she thought. 

 

“I will do it, my Master and Lord. But please, please my Lord,” she said her voice breaking up, “My pussy is too delicate. It has never taken a man's member in it, let alone been punished like that. You will kill me.” Tears were pouring down her face now, and yet she looked up at him, her eyes never straying from his. His cock grew immensely seeing her willful submission. For the first time in decades, the overlord wondered if she wasn’t in fact the one for him. The woman who could become his Consort. He hadn’t been planning on taking an official consort for some time. He had simply given up on finding a girl that was appropriately docile and submissive and yet intelligent enough to be a joy to have around. Lena, however, seemed to be all those things, and so much more.

 

“Nonsense, sweet girl,” he said using his thumb to wipe away a tear that had started crawling down her cheek. “A woman's pussy can take a lot of punishment and I promise you that by the end you will be feeling much more than pain when I'm done with you. I can sense your juices flowing even now as we speak,” he said and gently kissed away the other droplets from her long eyelashes. “You will feed me your pain, and I will use it to make us both stronger. Go on now sweet girl and lie down.” 

 

Lena:

 

I was beyond afraid. The primal fear the matron in the cave had told me about was palpable and real now. I felt a coppery taste on my tongue and swallowed as I moved towards the odd looking altar feeling the raw wood boards creak under my bare feet as the congregation gasped audibly when I turned and placed my butt on the edge of the altar. I was beyond feeling shame – panic and sheer fright having left no room for any other emotions in my anguished mind. 

 

In spite of everything and perhaps because of it, I felt my juices flood my pussy as I submissively lay back staring at the high ceiling in the hall and opened up my sex for punishment. I could feel the cold air of the space waft across my pulsating quim. I felt a shadow pass over my me as the form of the Overlord came to tower above me. I could feel him gazing upon my white thighs, my legs spread wide as I held myself clenching my hands behind my knees. I sensed my inner labia pull back and open making me blush deeply from quim to toe. I wondered if my master in the audience could see the moisture glistening along my delicate girlish parts. Surely he could. Perhaps he felt at least a little of the shame and pain I was feeling right now. 

 

Part of me felt he was to blame. Dr. Branigan was the one who had led me here and surrendered me to this monster. It was only just that he experienced at least some of my guilt and shame. Now I knew why he had been so sad when I had seen him last. I lay back and resigned myself to my whimpers as my eyes glazed over and I waited. 

 

The Overlord took his time admiring the sweet, pretty pink petals of her blooming flower. He reached down, and her gasp was so loud that it echoed across the gathered crowd as he spread her pink lips and exposed her throbbing little nubbin which shone brightly with her dew. He looked up at her, and their eyes met. She opened her mouth and was about to ask something, no doubt beg for mercy when her intended words morphed into a howl as the first smack came down upon her vulnerable pink center. Oh Lord how it stung! The Overlord’s hand was so big that it was able to cover her entire groin from perineum almost to her navel with every strike. Each one was more painful than the last. Each one hitting the exact same spot as the girl's mouth morphed from a silent O into an image of pure agony as she thrashed her head from side to side. But the Overlord also noticed that she never let go of her hips and in fact held them out wider every time stretching herself for her punishment. Soon her freshly shaved vulva acquired a pink hue. He could only imagine how much it pulsed and hurt with each subsequent stinging slap. He was careful to rein in his strength knowing that he had to spare her for her forthcoming ordeal. 

 

“Beg me to stop punishing you." 

 

“Please, my Lord, please stop, please!” Lena wept. 

 

“Does my sweet slave want her reward for being such a good girl and submitting to her first spanking by me?” 

 

“Yes, my Lord,” she whimpered weakly exhausted from the experience. Her whole body had broken out in goosebumps, and she was oblivious as the Overlord knelt between her legs. The room gasped loudly, everybody shocked at this unusual act of contrition on his part. He was one of the most powerful men alive and yet here he was kneeling at her feet. The girl, however, didn't hear them, but she whimpered loudly when she felt his fingers once again come down and spread her petals. Lena froze worried that he was about to punish her more but this time he placed a soft wet smooch in the center of her chastened clit. The girl jumped almost a whole inch at the sensation and nearly lost her hold on her thighs. As the Overlord started masterfully swirling his tongue around her red hot pussy, she began to squirm. He paused for a second and used a long thick finger that he squirmed into her quim all the way in until he found her maiden barrier. Feeling his probing digit caused her to freeze and still herself in place as he continued worshiping her clit in slow, determined circles. He didn't want to cause his slave undue distress and to know that her poor pussy would be hurt swollen now, he kept his finger shallowly inside of her without thrusting, but gently using pressure to keep her subdued in place. 

 

Soon the heat from her spanking melded with the sensations from her licked clit into a new kind of warmth. Lena's eyes closed and her breath started coming shallowly as the warm pressure in her abdomen built upon itself. In the last instant, just before she exploded in climax, she remembered the maintenance instructions.

 

“My Lord, please… May I come?” In the heat of the moment, Lena had forgotten all about the gathered crowd and her humiliation and shame and spoken out loud, her voice echoing in the chamber of the old church. Little gasps of adulatory congratulations erupted from the crowd making the girl blush in a delicious rose that covered her entire body.

 

“Yes, you may. Sweet kitten. Come for me now.” His voice was like a command, and she exploded and arched her back pushing her pussy up onto the Overlord's hungry mouth as sparks burst behind her eyelids and she felt dizzy and lightheaded as if floating carried away on millions of hands. 

 

Loud applause erupted drowning out her gasps of ecstasy as she slowly came down from the heights of her passion. Lena was confident that had to be the most shameful moment of her entire life. Slowly she was able to catch her breath and with an effort looked up to see two of the young pregnant women bring over a steaming metal bucket with something that looked like hot shimmering oil inside. She allowed herself an audible wail to escape her trembling lips. She had thought they were done with the punishment, but now she realized that was very far from the case. Dumbfounded she looked helplessly over at the foot of the altar where, by her side, she could feel the tendrils of heat rising to caress her thighs. She was too afraid to ask what would happen next. 

 

“Hot oil,” the Overlord said matter-of-factly as he reached and took a big rubber glove that he then put on his right hand. “This will seal your submission to me, so to speak. You will give me your pain and in that self-sacrifice, everybody will see the strength and ardor of your submission. For this act of contrition, I will need you to ask for it yourself.” 

 

“But… but… why, my Lord?” Lena stammered.

 

“Because it is the ancient way. It is dictated by tradition – thousands of years of tradition,” he said almost scaring her when he suddenly came to stand by her head holding her chin in his free hand. With his gloved hand, he cupped her face and drank in the image of her agony. His thumb played circles around her cheek before making its way to her lips that he pressed and then entered her mouth. She exhaled cherishing the temporary consolation that sucking on her new master's thumb gave her. “Do you submit to me, Lena? Do you accept to surrender your will and body to me to do with as I please as evidenced by your sacrifice of pain today?” His booming voice seemed to come from all sides of the room all at once. She could see in his eyes the strength of his resolve. When he popped his thumb out from the hot sucking confines of her lips, her young voice echoed a sonorous, “Yes, my Lord, I do!” in the chamber. 

 

Once again the audience burst out in applause, the cries of joy from the guests who seemed to be genuinely impressed with the young submissive’s fortitude and strength of character drowning out her loud sobs. Only master Branigan sank to his knees and silently started crying into his hands. He was happy for the girl but sad that he had lost yet another to the demonic power of somebody bigger and more dominant than himself. All those years ago he had failed to convince Lena's mother to stay with him and now he had lost Lena too. Perhaps it was time for him to leave. In fact, it was probably prudent for him to do so given what he was certain was going to happen next. But perhaps that was also a reason for him to stay. There was still a chance Lena might need him. And even though it was evident she had chosen someone else, he was loath to betray her in case things didn’t go as the Overlord had planned and it turned out she needed some friend to help her out. Dr. Branigan suspected that Lena would be scored with the glove as many times as it took for her to faint thereby sealing her contract of surrender to the overlord. Either that or she would let go of her legs and beg mercy. Of course, then they would merely let her go and honor her as yet another acolyte. Unbeknownst to Lena, she had been led into participating in the full ancient ritual of wifely submission to the Overlord. 

 

Knowing his little girl, Jack Branigan was confident she wouldn't surrender but would hang on till the very end and thereby become the consort and willing vessel of the leader of the dark society as per ancient tradition.

 

The table that looked like a stone altar upon which she had been made to crawl up and lay was too short perhaps intentionally so. Lena had to either keep her neck craned so she could look down between her thighs at the crowd, or if she relaxed – her head would fall back down leaving her to stare upside down at the back of the church. Neither was pleasant, but her curiosity made her want to struggle and look as the Overlord reached down and dipped the thick rubber glove into the boiling oil. Lena tasted blood as she bit her lip trying to silence the scream that was threatening to burst out of the depths of her terrified soul. She saw droplets of sizzling liquid fall off his fingers as he lifted his hand up in the air for all to see. She was afraid. More afraid than she had ever been in her life.

 

Lena felt flustered, shocked, in a dazed state of mind to clearly understand what was happening around her. All she knew was that she had to hold herself open as open as possible and not let go of her legs. The first spanking followed by the mind-shattering orgasm had left her exhausted and weak and yet she sought to obey, groaning with effort as she parted her legs and drew them out as widely as she could. The overlord could have, of course, simply had her tied and gagged, but she knew that convincing her mind to obey his wishes bound her stronger to him than any ropes ever could. It was her submission to him, for him, her pain feeding him.

 

Holding his hand up above his helpless splayed victim, the Overlord was very cognizant of the fact that the longer he kept waving it aloft, giving the crowd an opportunity to marvel at the oil sizzling and hot dripping from his fingers, the longer he gave the oil time to cool off before he brought down his hand across the innocent’s vulva. In all the coldness of his heart and severity of purpose, the Overlord didn’t want to cause her undue distress beyond what was strictly necessary to shatter her into pieces so he could reassemble her back the way he needed. By the time he was done with her today, Lena would be a different woman. He already knew enough from the way she looked at him to feel confident that she would faint before she surrendered herself to the pain. He was proud of her.

 

“Open wide, little one, here it comes.” He spoke the words with love and she felt it.

 

When it struck, Lena forgot everything. In that instant, her mind simply short-circuited. All that was left in the entire universe for her to experience were the vibrations of the Overlord’s hand which now lay flat against her, burning her pussy mound, her vulva already swelled up from the initial slaps was now slowly seared as if touched by a flaming hot iron from Hell. Everything happened so fast that she felt the sensations many moments before she heard the deafening almost gunshot-like sound that erupted throughout the room when the glove struck her center. 

 

She would not give up. Lena looked up misty eyed, her face scrunched into a paroxysm of misery to see the Overlord’s serious face looking down on her. Lena kept whispering "No-no please, no-no, no-no,” and yet she saw herself as he could see her – her hands behind her knees, eager, naked on the altar, pulling her legs open obscenely exposing her virgin flesh for his punishment. The Overlord had just scorched her pussy, yet she did nothing to protect herself or close her legs. She could see the tiny flecks of oily wetness splattered along her abdomen and chest where they had splashed up from the first strike. 

 

Then she heard it – the crowd spoke in one voice, “One!”

 

Now he lifted his hand and unveiled the gleaming angry red flesh underneath as he prepared to punish her again. His bold head and muscled neck tightened and he raised his hand to dip it into the bucket again. Her body squirmed with conflicting emotions – the anticipation of her first fuck, the warm blanket of sensations from the exquisite orgasm the Overlord had just gifted her with his lips,  the first spanking he had given her. And now the pain – overwhelming searing scorching life-shattering and transforming pain. It was like a birth, but a birth in the inverse – she was giving birth to herself. Her entire body squirmed from the tips of her toes all the way down and into the most intimate muscles within her bowels as she prepared herself opening her most cherished center for Him.

 

The Overlord looked down on the young virgin splayed for him as she lay displaying herself in utter and absolute submission. He was already looking forward to alleviating her pain with his sperm. Few people realized the magical benefits of the male seed and especially his. One of the side effects of his gene-modifying treatments had been an elevation in certain compounds in his ejaculate that when absorbed helped increase the natural regeneration of wounded tissue. He knew that soon after he came upon her chastened center Lena would begin healing and within less than twenty-four hours it would be hard to say she had been spanked at all.

 

He would break her and then he would put her together again. Like a beautiful little doll, just the way he liked her.

 

Her body was covered in profuse sweat – rivulets trickling down her skin and into the intentionally carved out crevices in the altar from where it dripped into little glass vessels arranged to trap that precious virginal liquid into small vials along its periphery. This would be one of the many precious keepsakes of the day – a virgin’s sweat of submission during her ordeal of the Scourge.

 

SMACK! The hand fell splashing across her agonized center feeling like a slithering wet alien tentacle seeking suction into her soul. “Aiiiie!” Her scream echoed like a song from a parallel universe bathing the gathered witnesses with its terror, making more than a few of them weak and pale.

 

What Lena didn't realize was that the Overlord was intimately familiar with the effects of the particular punishment she was experiencing. He had worked hard to have the ancient methods of chastisement brought back into the Society because he knew their power well when it came to opening up cloistered minds. He had experienced The Glove himself in fact. During a memorable visit to one particular Middle Eastern sheikhdom, his host – the Sultana, widow of the ruler of the kingdom, had brought out the Glove after dinner one evening and invited him to strike her with it. They had been long time sexual playmates back then, and he had expressed surprise at her offer. " It stimulates and arouses, sweetie," She had explained to him. "I am quite addicted to it in fact," she had laughed. 

 

Eventually, she had convinced him to try it out himself. He had been more than a little hesitant to do it at first. Especially since she had insisted that its merits were only truly appreciated when the glove was first dipped in hot oil and used across the genitals. "What about the pain?" He had asked her. The Overlord could still remember her laugh even now – it was beautifully sonorous and full of genuine merriment – a force of nature unto itself. "The pain, my dear, is the key that unlocks the door into a parallel universe. When Allah invented pain and gifted it to humans, he hid within it the ability to open our simple, limited little minds into understanding the true meaning of existence." 

 

She had been right – she had used the glove to spank his cock and inner thighs close to his massive scrotum. The pain had been out of this world – unlike anything he had ever experienced. But along with it, immediately after every blow, he had felt an undescribable warmth spread through him. Within less than five minutes, he had a raging hardon in spite of the fact that it exposed more of him to her diabolical hand. Then she had called a servant who had brought out a glove that was able to fit his large hand and he had returned the favor spanking the Queen's thick luscious pussy to the same heights of arousal. When they had fucked later, it had been a maelstrom of experience, something that no human words could ever describe. Now, seeing the blush and the confusion along Lena's blushing face, the Overlord knew well the virgin was beginning to feel the heat as well. 

 

SMACK! He slapped her again, hot droplets of oil flying quickly across the room, and she cried out, "Aiiiie! Please, no more!" But her voice sounded hollow as if her mind was somewhere else entirely. The Overlord knew that nobody present was aware of his experience with the glove. Most of the other members were cruel sadists whose knowledge didn't begin to scratch the surface of the Society's teachings. He kept slapping her, again and again, seeing the flush of her pussy spread across the pale flesh of her entire lithe little body. He didn't fail to notice that even though she was shaking, her hair disheveled and her breasts quivering and covered in sweat, Lena never let go of her legs displaying herself wide-open for his chastisement. He could see her pussy covered in oil and sweat, and something else. It was engorged with blood, opened like a flower coated by her fluids seeping through her virgin opening, over her labia, dripping down onto her quivering anus. Lena was clearly aroused, and when he glanced up, he saw her desperate look of primal unadulterated lust illuminate her pure features. And then his hand came to trap her pussy. She shuddered and shook immediately and cried as she came at his touch. He could smell her. Everybody could smell now the pure scent of her arousal as it wafted, powerful and sweaty, across the room. Her head lulled and her eyes fluttered and then she fainted.

 

They allowed her a few minutes of respite and left her exhausted body to hang limply on the altar, her head, hands, and legs dangling off the sides while rivulets of her body's secretions and sweat trickled into the glass containers at the corners of the table. People started talking amongst each other, but if they had kept quiet, they would have been able to hear Lena's gentle moaning, her head fallen back, her mouth open as she slowly regained consciousness gulping in air even as her insides continued to shake weekly. When she felt His presence near her, Lena groaned as he pulled her head up and forward making her look down her body at the bemused crowd. She felt a sudden sense of shame, but somehow it was oddly muted perhaps because of the strength of her most recent tribulation or the presence of her new master so close to her. Before Lena knew what was happening, however, he had wrapped his fist in her hair and started pulling her off the table.

 

“Now that slave Lena has proven her commitment, I will sanctify her as a Holy Consort.” The Overlord walked around the table where the girl was just coming back to her senses and slowly glided his hands through her hair as if combing it back into fluid order from the disheveled mess of her pain. Then without a warning he suddenly wrapped it around her long lustrous curls and gently but resolutely began tugging her down to follow him. At first, Lena didn't seem to know what's happening but then with a little squeal she tumbled off the altar and scurried after him as he led her as if by a leash towards the bed. "Sex is a ritual of exchanging spirits, energies, power. During sex one becomes a spiritual sponge for the consciousness and energy of the other person." He spoke as he dragged her by the hair until she stumbled to the foot of the bed where he let go, and she fell into a puddle of broken flesh at his feet. "Each pump and thrust are an affirmation. Each spasm drains my life force and energy flowing them into your body recharging, healing and refueling your spirit." She was panting now her eyes wide open apparently anticipating what was to follow. 

 

He touched her hair and smiled down on her. “You may cry now, daughter,” he said and immediately tears she didn't know she had been holding back sprang forth pouring down her cheeks. “You have had too much responsibility placed on your tiny shoulders. Your master and your mother had no right to ask that of you. You are a natural submissive. Your destiny is to serve, and in servitude, you shall find happiness.” He was speaking solemnly, loud enough for everybody to hear. “From now on, it will be my job to care and protect and guide you. In return, you will do everything I ask of you and more. By the end of tonight, you will be mine, and your only goal in life will be to please me.” He looked down on her and from where she was kneeling on the floor staring up at him he seemed like a God. “Now kiss my cock.”

 

Lena blinked feeling her face flush. She shimmied forward, and when was within reach she pressed her face close to him and began to lick earnestly at his cock which though gigantic and scary was also the most beautiful thing she had ever laid eyes upon in all of her nineteen years of life. 

 

“Good girl.” He caressed her head as she craned her neck and buried her face underneath his heavy sack feeling him grow hard for her. “You will be my body slave and milk girl, completely at my will. I will do anything I wish with you including keeping you with me forever and as a slave, you will do your absolute utmost to please me. Isn't that so little slave girl?” he smiled as his thick head pushed its way stretching her lips wide forcing Lena to take it into her hot wet salivating mouth. 

 

She could taste his musky saltiness but didn't mind it one bit. Quite the contrary, she licked her lips and swallowed, her tummy rumbling with excitement. She was humbled to be in his presence. He had absolute power to do whatever he wished not only with her but also Dr. Branigan, her mother, as well as to the multitudes of people seen and unseen gathered here to witness her ritual subjugation. 

 

Her new master tasted very different than anything she had swallowed before. His pre-cum didn't even have the consistency of other men's cum but felt more heavy and thick somehow, more like that of very thick dairy cream, but with distinct male carnivorous undernotes that hinted at the power it contained. Also, it was sweet! She had never in the last month of training tasted anything like it! Usually, her master's seed or that of the men she had been made to pleasure with her mouth had a bleachy, washed out thin taste. But this was something different entirely, and now she realized she could actually survive just feeding on it! With a start she understood she was daydreaming even as her tongue and mouth continued to mechanically work at the large mushroom head that filled her mouth.

 

“Child, do you want to lose your innocence?” Lena heard his voice as if it came from all directions all at once. 

 

“Y – yes,” she stammered and felt on the verge of fainting again.

 

“Good little slave girl, climb on the bed then. Be mindful of the pure power of sex, daughter," he said and climbed in after her his body almost eclipsing her small form in the large bed.

He was everywhere suddenly. His tongue lapping hungrily at her breast was the spearpoint of what felt like a mountain of flesh that engulfed her and encompassed her from all sides smothering her in him. She was naked, but his body clothed her and covered her choking her flesh in his throbbing hardness.

 

The conversations amongst the gathered witnesses that had started up when her spanking had ended suddenly came to an abrupt halt when the sound of a loud gong announced it was time to attend to the girl’s deflowering. A deathly silence descended upon the room the girl’s whimpers and the sound of flesh rustling the only ones to break the silence.

 

The Overlord smiled down at the girl enjoying her open expression of pure innocence as she stared back up at him sublimely ready to be mastered. The way she looked at him – sniffling with the aftershocks of her recent beating made him harder than he had ever been. 

 

In all his wisdom as Overlord of his dark society, he knew perfectly well the value of the premium put on virginity by socially primitive people. Even now, after a couple of full long months of training with Dr. Branigan, the Overlord could tell Linda was still virginal in the most profound sense of the word. After all she had been through – anally possessed, trained to please men in her throat, brought into milk by her master, and spanked before the gathered membership of the Society, she was still blushing head to toe! Her body quivered and as he moved toward her on the bed the girl turned her back to him curving her nakedness away. She was trying to huddle up and hide, and this made him want her all the more. It was instinctive he knew, and he appreciated that she followed what her subconscious dictated. He came up by her stretching himself out almost engulfing her entirely with his enormity. Slowly, carefully, he put one hand on her shoulder and gently moved her so that she could turn to him. Lena turned slowly, and his hand touched her breast which was firm, full and already hot with new milk. And then she was in his arms so suddenly that it even surprised him, and he wrapped his arms around her kissing her warm mouth deeply, moving to crush her body and breasts against his heavy weight and then curling his body on top of hers. 

 

The demon in him was gleefully rejoicing at the readiness with which Lena came alive from the stupor of her beating to become all eagerness, surging against him wildly in a virginal erotic abandon. He knew that now she would become his almost double – the feminine to everything masculine in him, a slave in the truest sense of the word. The Demon Lord would bless her with his trust and affection, and the full-blooded young girl would arise reborn from her virginity to erotic awareness perfect like an exactly ripe fruit. 

 

Lena: 

 

Slowly he lifts himself up over me as if hovering and I look down at my body and watch as he lowers his head down and licks my neck, and I feel the softness of his cheeks, the scars and marks there as brush against my skin. I feel his hand go between us, moving his cock back and forth over my clit.

 

"Yes!" I feel my body spasm up against him. 

 

"Who am I, Lena?" he says breathlessly.

 

"My Lord... you are my Lord," I whimper, and his mouth comes down on mine, invading me with his long thick tongue. And I realize I don't know how to kiss -- not with somebody like him, but I feel emboldened by the greedy need I feel as I kiss him back! It is so consuming as I try to match his fervor. He's powerful and dominating, and I feel his hand between our bodies stroking himself faster and faster and then – warm wetness coats me, spilling all over my clit and thighs and I feel his body jerk above me. He pulls his mouth from mine interrupting the soul rendering kiss as he buries his face in my hair and I feel him spill more of himself coating my punished flesh with his hot thick white cream. I am both ecstatic and disappointed, worried anxious that the consummation of our ritual will have to wait. My master always had to take some time before he could release himself again. But to my surprise, the Overlord doesn't even pull back, and I see him smile as if having read my thoughts. He moves back my hair to the side and kisses me softly on my lips. "Don't worry, precious. This is just the beginning." 

 

"Wow,” is all I can say as I smile tentatively back at him. "Yes, my Lord," I say instantly. "Claim me. I'm yours." He smiles, the grotesque scars on his face moving like snakes. Irrationally I want to reach up and kiss his lips, his jaw, but I don't want to move until he says I may. I just lie beneath him, my chastened center suddenly feeling happy and soothed, ready for him. His cock has not diminished one bit, and as I crane my neck to look down at us, I see how he has to bend it down to my opening so that he can get inside of me. Little childish whimpers escape my mouth as he takes a moment to wait and rub the tip all over my lips. 

 

“This will make you feel better now, sweetheart,” he says. “You’re pink and wet, but your wounds still need to heal." 

 

“Yes, my Lord,” I whimper sitting up on my elbows watching him use his thick girth to massage his cream into my soft red flesh. He pushes back on my thighs and looks down at me. 

 

“I can see the ring I'm going to breach, little one. It will hurt, but you will take it.” just then I feel myself clench, and he laughs. I am so wet. "Good little slave… such a good little virgin,” he playfully kisses the tip of my nose. 

 

“I'm yours, only yours, my Lord,” and then he moves forward covering my face with his kisses, and I feel him press against my virginal opening. "Aooouch!," my barrier has stopped him. "A deep breath, my Princess," he says and just as I fill my limp lungs he pushes through. A small cry escapes my lips, but I remain otherwise still as I feel myself suck him in as he starts claiming me for the first time. 

 

The Overlord: 

 

Her soft wet velvet engulfs me like a warm blanket as I sheath myself deep into her belly. She is so tight! I kiss her forehead seeing her squeezing her eyes, grimacing with discomfort. I move into her body slowly but implacably forcing it to adjust itself around my presence. I kiss her gently on the head letting her know how deliciously perfect she is. I feel her tummy move and rumble between us fighting the monster’s intrusion. After a long moment, Lena begins to relax a little and her tight abdominal grip on me eases just a fraction. "Perfect.” Tears are pouring down her cheeks as we both look down between our bodies to where we are joined. Slowly I pull out, and we both marvel at the cherry red color she has left along my cock. My balls tighten and my cock throbs at the sight of her blood and I jerk out a trail of pre-cum christening her walls as I pull out and then make my way back in. 

 

“My Lord,” she exhales relaxing back into me. Still, I have more than half of my girth waiting to bury itself into her.

 

“Welcome your master inside you, little slave. I will never pull out and always come in you. I will claim you, heal you, guide you and protect you, and you will be the sweet milk maid and consort who eases my lust any time my cock gets hard.” Lena looks up at me and nods saying yes. She's gripping the sheets and her tummy spasms around me. Still I'm more than half out and I know she will take all of me. She's tighter than anything I've ever dreamed of as she moves her hips up and wiggles around pushing back on my cock spreading her legs wider fighting to do my bidding.

 

“Aiiiie!” Lena wailed as her overlord’s crown pressed forward again opening her up like a flower. Like flowing honey her lips curled enveloping his head and then closed behind the crown. She was breathing in small, fast breaths now as her freshly spanked lips were forced to expand and accommodate the girth of the first cock in her life. Her little pussy kept getting forced wider and wider. He would withdraw and then push back in again. Out in the audience her former master – Dr. Branigan felt the two pregnant followers by his side gently nuzzle up against him and whisper soft words of encouragement. He was beyond feeling angry or ashamed at his weakness. Something deep inside that he was beyond caring to analyze right now had shifted gears, and now he was watching dumbfounded the slow claiming of his girl and with a darkness that surprised him realized it was turning him on! 

 

Jack Branigan watched as the Overlord pumped himself in and out and the girl shivered and cried as he forced more inches deeper and deeper into the deflowered virgin. He withdrew and pushed back in, and Lena whimpered. 

 

"That's my good little slave girl," everyone could hear the Overlord soothingly speaking to the girl. Everybody could see that when he drew a deep breath and began smoothly stroking in and out of her, his cock was sparkling with her eager wetness. Soon Lena was taking the full length of him on every thrust. Now Dr. Branigan knew would come her first vaginal climax. Her new master would seduce her with his smooth, commanding, confident strokes. Slow and powerful, he filled her and then left her empty, allowing nature to run its course and twist her will molding it to his. A gentle girlish sigh escaped her lips, and Branigan knew that the Overlord had made Lena cross the last threshold. She was almost there. The entire crowd watched fascinated as the Overlord moved closer and holding her breasts in his hands started working her in a steady rhythm. Lena took several quick, excited breaths before a whimper escaped her throat. The Overlord and the girl were both covered in a shiny sheen of sweat but he never broke stride fucking her ever faster and then the orgasm struck her making her body tense up visibly for a long time while his thick hard member kept claiming her. 

 

Waves of climactic glee washed across Lena’s nerves, but the Overlord gave her no respite as he sped up and lengthened the depths of his strokes. Lena, who had been trying to catch her breath, responded almost instantly as another massive orgasm erupted and she screamed from the bottom of her lungs as her hips jerked and flopped. Soon she was having one climax after another called upon from her receptive sensuous body by the masterful fucking her overlord was giving her. Her orgasms were not up to her anymore. He was forcing her to have them controlling their intensity and frequency. His demonic cock elicited each one by masterfully alternating slow and deep with fast and shallow movements buffeting her soft center into awestruck submission. 

 

And then it was time. He ground himself all the way in and even from where he was seated in the audience Dr. Branigan could see how the overlord’s testicles pulsed as he fired the first jet of white hot sperm deep into the girl. The entire crowd was dumbfounded and gasped when they heard her climax when she realized what was happening.

 

The moment he came, she felt her ownership shift and transform. The moment the Overlord started flooding her virgin womb, her vagina, her tubes, her entire lower abdomen to bursting, she was no longer Dr. Branigan’s submissive, but had become the Overlord’s Holy Consort. It was a physical change that swept over her and baptized her into a fervent adept of the dark overlord. His potent seed made Lena shiver and she felt the physical sensation of her ownership changing hands in that instant. In a primal way, she felt possession pass from her master to the overlord as the demon completed his domination of her flesh.

 

~

 

The end.

 

Thank you for reading Lena's Fall. I hope you enjoyed it at least as much as I loved writing it.

If you had fun with this book, please consider more of my works at my Amazon Author’s Page.

Probably the best way to contact me would be via Twitter: @AlexCarlsbad

You can also find me on:

Facebook: https://www.facebook.com/alex.carlsbad

Email: alexcarlsbad@gmail.com

Please click here if you would like to know about future release dates and upcoming promotions.

 

Your reviews are greatly appreciated! I can only imagine how valuable your time is to you. Writing even a couple of lines in a review to this book will not only inform me of your opinion, but also inspire me to keep writing for your enjoyment. I love reading your thoughts, feedback, questions, comments and even concerns. 

 

Milked in London
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Jennifer and Ben are happily married and working on building their young family. A financial crisis unfortunately rends their idyllic life asunder casting the young blonde mother adrift and shell-shocked in search of a way to help her family survive.

Mr. Costas, their neighbor happens to be able to suggest a solution. Hopefully, Ben will not find out how suggestible his petite engorged wife turned out to be.

Schooling the Teacher
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It was supposed to be a simple meeting with a concerned parent, but Laura discovers that Billy’s dad has something else entirely on his mind. The rich older billionaire is an expert when it comes to understanding human nature. He senses that Laura is desperately trying to control a wild sexual beast under her demure teacher facade. 

His professional instinct is proven right yet again when he provokes the young and reserved Ms. Hancock into submitting herself to him. 

Good thing their conference is scheduled last in the day for it will run into serious and hot overtime. 

Elizabeth, His Lordship’s Demure Body-Servant: Volumes 1 through 5
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This is the story of Elizabeth's awakening to a life of service.

It all happened in less than one full day:

Lord Benedict made her family an offer they couldn't refuse.

She accepted to be his body-servant, not that she knew what that meant.

Then she discovered its meaning and her responsibilities.

Soon after that — she wanted more.

Unusual Passions
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Unusual Passions: a Bundle of Four Erotic Stories 

 

Taken by the Warlord
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When Jason, my husband suddenly passed and left me alone to fend for myself and our three month old son, I thought the world had come to an end. Alone, nursing a small baby in the middle of a Third World country where I did not speak the language, I felt as if I had run head-on into a concrete wall.

 

Then they kidnapped us for ransom. Up in the high mountains, hidden away from the world, I watched people be tortured and murdered and I awaited our fate. Every night I lay awake praying for freedom and safety.

 

Then we were set free and I discovered that if He truly loved me, God would have never listened to my prayers.

 

My name is Michelle and this is my story.
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