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Chapter One

The slamming door echoed throughout the small apartment, and Diana collapsed on to the couch, sinking into the insulating, soft cushions. Blinking back tears, she tried to focus on the room, her mission, anything except her actions. It was too difficult. 

With their wedding only four months away, she just purposely pissed off Troy, her fiancé. His curt, “I’m out of here!” and barrage upon the helpless door, emphasized his obvious displeasure, as he stormed from the apartment.

Diana Reilly didn’t have a choice. She must obey.

Picking up her phone she sent the text he demanded. Troy is gone. Next, she closed her eyes, causing tears to escape down her cheeks, and allowed a few moments to gather her emotions. 

She loves Troy. She loves him more today than she did that warm summer evening he proposed. She could remember walking hand-in-hand on the shore of Lake Michigan. The waves gently lapped the shore, while the clean, clear breeze filled her lungs, blowing her long, silky hair, as well as her light sundress. The heels of her sandals penetrated the soft sand as they strolled and talked. With a twinkle in his blue eyes, Troy knelt on the light sand and presented a beautiful diamond ring. His proposal was perfect. The speech made her tear. She answered him immediately. Diana’s love for Troy was beyond reproach.  

Though, looking out at the gray February sky, Diana wondered whether their wedding would really occur. Troy is everything every woman would love – sweet, sensitive, caring, understanding, successful, loving, and perfect. She sighed, wondering, Why isn’t that enough? Why had Diana purposely upset him, sent him away, and now, waited for the arrival of his best friend, Liam?

She knows the answer. Deep down she does not want perfect. She doesn’t want nice or sweet. Diana desires what Liam gives – discipline and control. She creams, thinking about the way he makes her feel – degraded and humiliated. Deep down she is a submissive. And, a submissive female needs a dominant male. 

With only a few more seconds of reflection, Diana sighed and mindlessly wondered: Could it all come together? Could it ever be possible to have domination and love – or is that too much to ask? 

Liam sat in his Mercedes rubbing his cock through his jeans. Yeah, his best friend’s bitch would take care of his hard-on in a few minutes. He sat passively and watched Troy stomp from her apartment building.  His friend looked upset. Liam should be mad or maybe feel bad, instead he grinned at the irony. Soon he would receive the text, I’m getting a drink! Diana is being a bitch! Come meet me! However, that wasn’t the text he waited to receive.

***

Earlier that night, Liam and Troy met after work, at a local pub... 

Liam wanted to go to one of the downtown clubs. Hell, his best friend would be off the market in four months. Liam reasoned that Troy owed him some time. So in essence, it was the bitch’s fault this whole evening went this direction. 

 It started when Troy answered, “Sorry Bro, tonight I’m hanging with Diana.  The wedding is only four months away. We have a few things she insists on getting finalized." 

“Sure, of course." Liam sighed, as he sipped his beer and fumbled for his cell phone. “You need to do what the ball and chain says.”

Troy caught his meaning, “Hey man, it’s not like that. But, the wedding, it’s like the bride’s thing and it’s getting close… It is what it is. Okay?”

“Okay, man." Liam mimicked as he kept his phone under the table and texted:  Cancel your plans. I want to see you tonight.  I will be there at 8. Do not disobey me. 

The response came almost instantaneously: Troy and I have wedding things to finalize tonight.

Troy frowned as he leaned across the table, the pub was filling rapidly and the noise increased with each new person. “You know, you might like her if you spent some more time with her. I think you two would get along well.”

Still listening to his best friend’s words, Liam replied via text:  Five more spanks for arguing, do you want to try for more?

The response materialized on his screen, as soon as he hit send. No, Sir. I am sorry. I will be ready at 8.

Looking to his friend’s expression, Liam said, “I have spent time with her.” Not that Troy needed to know how much. “I’m not diss’n your choice. You have fun picking out china patterns." Troy misunderstood Liam’s expression and spent the rest of the evening defending his night and life with Diana. 

***

Now, watching Troy storm off, Liam read his two most recent texts, the first from Diana, the second from Troy. It was as he expected Troy called her a bitch. No, he said she was acting like a bitch. Grinning Liam thought, yea, don’t worry Bro, I’ll take care of your bitch for you. She will be begging for mercy before the night is done! Seconds later, he heard the Mustang’s engine rev, the high performance motor sent vibrations through Liam’s Mercedes. Hidden in the shadows in his idling luxury car, Liam watched Troy’s red sports car speed away into the night. 

Liam looked at the dash-board, 7:43. Grinning sinisterly, he pondered Diana’s consequences for unpreparedness.  He may be 20 minutes early, but God help her if she isn’t ready!

The door to the apartment opened and immediately the full-breasted slender blonde fell to the floor. Her unbound hair fanned over her face and hands, her bare ass rose in silent genuflection. Liam’s cock hardened. Shutting the door, he looked around at the small apartment. In three more months, Troy was supposed to move in and live with Liam’s slave.  He slapped her ass and heard her wince. 

Restraining herself, Diana stayed silent with her head on the carpet. She strained to listen, to hear Liam’s movements. She knew not to look-up or speak, without permission. If she did, her ass would have more than one welt. 

The bright, red handprint made him want to fuck her immediately. However, he had plans. She would need to work, to earn his cock, if he allowed it at all.  Liam admired his handy work and waited to see if she would defy his rules. Apparently, his training was beginning to yield results. 

He sat on the couch and ordered his slave’s movement. “Let me see your left hand." Dutifully she raised the empty hand, her engagement ring gone. He didn’t praise her obedience; although, disobedience would receive swift punishment. Instead, he continued his instructions, “Where do you belong?" 

Slithering, on her belly to his feet, her lips contacted the top of his dirty shoes kissing the soft leather. He kicked her away, “Get me a beer." Diana began to rise. “No, bitch… on your knees."  He watched her round ass, as she crawled on all fours into the kitchen. The cool, hard tile hurt her tender knees. Liam observed the handprint beginning to fade.

She returned from the kitchen, with the bottle between her teeth, as Liam held his phone busy texting. “It seems you have upset my good friend,” he said sarcastically, taking the bottle from her mouth.

“Yes, Sir.” She kept her eyes down and assumed her subservient position – knees spread wide, chest out, and hands behind her back. Her tear stained cheeks revealed her emotion, her wet cunt exposed her desires.

“You know what that means, don’t you?”

“Sir, it means I made him leave, like you instructed." Liam’s sinister grin sent shivers down Diana’s spine. 

“Did I tell you to upset Troy?”

“No, Sir." 

He reached down and seized one of Diana’s nipples. She fought the urge to flinch as he pinched and twisted the deep red nub. “Tell me what will happen tonight.”

Accepting the pain in her breast, she responded, “I will be punished?”

“Is that a question, slave?”

“Yes, Sir, my future is up to you.”

Liam released her sore nipple, took a long drink of his beer and rubbed his tightening jeans. “Are you wet?”

“Yes, Sir.”

“So you get off, hurting Troy?”

“No, Sir, it’s you. You make my pussy wet.”

Troy continued to drink the beer as he inquired. “So what else have you done that needs discipline?”

Diana’s mind scrambled. She couldn’t think of anything that she’d done, well, except the text message. “Sir, I told you I had plans for tonight.”

Liam nodded, “Go on. What did you wear to work today?”

“I wore a gray skirt and black blouse.”

“So you were a tease? You wanted men to think you were sexy?”

“No, Sir, I was just dressed for work.”

Liam sat the empty bottle on the nearby table and pointed to his lap. “It is time to assume the position for your punishment.” 

Diana wanted to argue, to say she really hadn’t done anything wrong. However, she’d made that mistake before. The spanking would come whether a valid reason existed or not. Liam liked to invent reasons for beatings. If she complied, the penalty could possibly be less severe.

She willingly laid her naked body across his legs. His hard cock pressed against her ribs, while the rough material of his jeans smashed her breasts, sending electricity through her hardened, tender nipples. Inhaling, she smelled the musky mixture of beer, sweat, and testosterone. Liam was more man than she’d ever know. Sometimes she felt guilty thinking about his cock, while with Troy.  Her finger tips and toes brushed the carpet. Diana was now a human bridge, completely vulnerable to his whims and assault. 

The total subjectivity, the amazing scent, and Liam’s hand rubbing her firm ass, all combined to make her pussy spasm in anticipation. “Do you have any words before I proclaim your sentence?”

“Yes, I am sorry, Sir. I am sorry I argued with you about tonight. And, I am sorry I upset Troy.”

He could smell her arousal as he inserted two fingers, deep into her wet cunt. “You are a liar and a bitch." She didn’t speak, he was right. She was dripping with expectation. Yes, she hated upsetting Troy, but this was so much better than going to Target to finalize their registry. His fingers moved slowly in and out while he tantalized her swollen clitoris. 

“Sir, I am sorry… but I…” Words became increasingly difficult to form. Unconsciously, she rubbed her pelvis across his lap. 

“Silence.” The hand that provided pleasure now delivered pain, in the form of three fast hard slaps to her exposed ass. She whimpered in response, careful not to scream. “I promised you five additional blows for your insubordinate text message. How many blows do Troy’s feelings warrant?”

Diana strained with the ramifications of his question. If she bestowed the appropriate worth to her fiancé’s feelings, the pain would be intolerable. However, if she minimized his feelings and saved her ass, what did that make her? Apparently, her debate took too long. Liam’s hand struck with increased force. The sting made her cry-out involuntarily. “Oh, fuck, that hurts!” She readjusted herself and quickly added, “I think his feelings are very important. Sir, the number of blows is at your discretion.”

Liam smiled. The last eight months were paying off. She is becoming a good slave. Yet, he was supposed to give her up. “Fifteen." 

Diana fought the desire to move from his lap. Fifteen? Her ass already hurt from his warm-up. Is it fifteen plus five? She wiggled unconsciously. His hand wasn’t delivering punishment at the moment. It was rubbing her firm reddened skin, caressing the raised welted flesh. Spreading her legs, he rubbed the sensitive flesh of her swollen pussy. 

“What do you say, slave?”

“Thank you, Sir. Thank you for correcting your selfish slave.”

“You may demonstrate your gratitude later. For now, I want you to count each blow and thank me. I could be somewhere else tonight, but instead I am helping you to learn your place.”

“Thank you, Sir. Thank you, for your correction.”

The first five or six blows increased steadily in force. Not only did her ass burn from his abuse, but the pain continued down her legs as he struck her upper thighs. After number seven, he inserted the neck of his beer bottle into her wet cunt. She moaned as he maneuvered it in and out. Without warning he removed the stem and inserted it in her tight hole. 

Her hands came off the ground as her back stiffened. “Relax, Bitch, I know you like it in the ass.” He was right. She liked the violation and lack of control over her own body. He pushed the bottle deeper. “Before tonight is over, you will beg me to fuck your ass." With the bottle’s neck no longer visible, he reached down and pinched her clitoris. The tension within her mounted. He pinched harder and she erupted, her body quaking in convulsions. 

“Did I give you permission to come?”

Diana didn’t answer.  She hung limply over his legs, surrendering to his punishment. He removed the bottle and continued his sentence. 

When the number reached fifteen Diana exhaled. “Thank you, Sir, for your correction.”

With cruelty and amusement he proclaimed, “Now, you will receive the additional five for your earlier response." 

Diana’s sore ass cried for help. She stiffened and pleaded, “Please, Sir, no more. It hurts too much.”

His cock strained under her ribs, she remembered his earlier words. “Please, Sir, fuck me. Fuck my ass. Let me suck you." Tears of desperation flowed down her cheeks. “Just no more spankings, please…” she begged. 

Liam laughed and pushed her from his lap onto the floor, the rough carpet assaulted her abused behind. Diana looked up at his expression, quickly scrambled to her belly, and kissed his shoes. “Thank you, Sir."  

He grabbed her hair and pulled her head. “Let’s see if you can earn a reduced sentence." Liam handed her the empty brown long necked bottle, “I want to watch, as you fuck yourself with this.”

Leaning back onto her tender ass, she lifted her knees and exposed her sopping wet cunt. Pushing the bottle beyond her sensitive lips, her swollen pussy held no resistance. Obeying his command, Diana started to move it in and out. The wider part of the bottle rubbed her clitoris with each thrust, as she bounced her sore ass on the abrasive carpet. Liam continued his instructions, “Seize your nipple with your other hand." She did, tenderly caressing the tip. “Pinch it. Squeeze it with your nails." Diana did as he commanded. Tears fell from her eyes as electricity shot through her body. Soon, her moans and gyrations increased in rhythm and intensity. His harsh words shredded her bliss. “Did I give you permission to come?”

Diana’s eyes opened in fright, the edge was so near. She’d already broken that rule once tonight. Stilling the glass cone and releasing her tortured nub, she fought the current that pulled her toward the rapids of climax. “No, Sir.” she managed feebly. 

“I also didn’t give you permission to stop. Keep humping.”

“But, Sir, I will come, if I keep going.”

He reached down and slapped her breasts. He enjoyed watching the firm round globes redden at his touch. Diana sucked her bottom lip when he contacted the left nipple. It still hurt from her nails. He slapped them again. “You need to learn self-control." She didn’t respond. The pain in her tits and pleasure in her cunt had her on the brink of orgasm. “Troy will thank me one day for training you, won’t he?”

“Yes, Sir.”

“Say it, and keep the bottle moving.”

She obeyed, moving the bottle in and out of her cunt. “Troy will…”

Liam interrupted, “My fiancé.”

Diana concentrated, “My fiancé, will thank you for training me to be a good slave.”

“Have you been a good slave?”

Feeling the rush of intensity as her cunt began to spasm she tried unsuccessfully to hide her climax, “I... have … tried, Sir." The words were breathy and came in gasps. 

“Give me the bottle." She sheepishly handed him the slippery bottle, now covered in her juices. He placed the butt of the bottle between his knees, “Clean it.” She crawled to his feet and began to lick the bottle clean. 

I am such a slut, Diana thought, as she sucked her own fluids from the smooth glass neck. Degraded and abused, her cunt began to tighten again. She could feel the juices leak from her pussy. More than anything, she wanted Liam’s cock in her mouth, not this bottle. Between slurps she begged, “Please, Sir, please may I suck your cock?”

“Do you deserve my cock?”

“No, Sir, I am just a slut. I promise I will service you well.”

Liam undid his belt and unzipped his jeans. His engorged shaft escaped the confines of his boxers. Although she knew his anatomy, Diana still marveled at his size. He was so much larger than Troy. Now fully erect, his cock stood taller than the bottle between his knees. “Keep cleaning the bottle." She obeyed, purposely allowing her hair and face to touch his now twitching erection. “You are a conniving bitch, aren’t you?" 

“Yes, Sir." The intermittent beeps of his phone faded into the sounds of her suction on this wet bottle. The unanswered texts were probably from her fiancé, but at this moment she no longer felt guilty. Instead, Diana was overwhelmed with desire. Her pussy ached in anticipation of Liam’s rock hard shaft. She continued to lick the bottle, tasting her own juice, feeling his precum moisture on her cheek, and smelling his musky fragrance. “Please, Sir.” Diana begged between slurps.

“You want my cock, slave?”

“Oh, yes, Sir.” She was careful not to stop servicing the bottle. He hadn’t given her permission to stop. Liam grabbed a fist full of her long silky hair, causing her to disconnect from the glass shaft. He threw the bottle to the side. Diana heard it roll onto the kitchen tile. She couldn’t see it. He had her head poised over the glistening tip of his erection. Their eyes connected as he loosened his grip. She wanted to dive onto his cock and feel it all the way past her tongue. She knew how it tasted and how it felt. But she waited for his permission. His gaze held all the power. She stared into the icy blue eyes, waiting. 

When they first started this relationship, she had to fight the urge to gag while sucking him. His tip pressed against the back of her throat. 

***

The first time she serviced his cock, they were in Troy’s apartment. The three of them had been laughing, drinking, and watching a movie.  The tension between Diana and Liam had been building for a longtime. Diana knew he was attracted to her, and admittedly liked to see his strain. Sometimes she would intentionally rub past him or expose too much cleavage. As much as she loved Troy, she couldn’t resist Liam’s confidence and control. His dominating personality compelled her, like a moth to light. She enjoyed pushing him. In her mind, it was just a game. 

That is until that night – Troy fell asleep near the end of the movie, and Liam took control. He indicated for Diana to follow him down the hall. At that moment, she was helpless to resist.

He directed her into the extra bedroom, the one Troy used as an office. With a picture of her and Troy staring at her, from her boyfriend’s desk, she showed little resistance when Liam spoke. “I am sick and tired of you flaunting yourself around me. You are a slut and a tease."  He held her shoulders with a force she’d never felt before. It made her knees weak. “You need to be taught a lesson." Despite his hushed tone, the authority in his voice as well as his degrading words stifled a verbal response. Instead, she simply nodded. 

She had, had fantasies like this, being made to cooperate, to obey. Diana had imagined the pleasure of a strong willed man, forcing her cooperation not with the fear of pain, but with total unbridled power. In those fantasies she would be made to do things against her will, perhaps even forced to beg, or be bound. Sometimes by herself, Diana would bind her own wrists with scarves, just to know what it would feel like. However, in these scenarios the man with control, with absolute power over her entire being is Troy. As the fantasy became reality, it wasn’t Troy. It was his best friend. 

Fighting the rapid mix of emotions, she found her voice, though weak, “Liam, no. I can’t. Troy is right down the hall.”

“Then you’d better be quiet." He pushed her down. Her knees gave no resistance as she knelt at his feet. “You will learn your place. A slut like you should be on her knees. You can’t tease, without repercussions." 

“Please, Liam...”

Holding a fist full of hair, he continued his instructions, “Unzip my jeans." She obeyed. The first sight of him caused her to gasp. “You are going to suck me like a vacuum.” The realization of their actions caused her to cry, she didn’t want to hurt Troy. However, the pain in her hair ignited spasms in her cunt. His control was so fucking erotic. She opened her mouth and slowly took him in. He didn’t want slowly. Pulling her head toward him, he thrust himself deep. Her body buckled, yet he continued the pressure. “Relax your throat, like a good slut. Let’s see if Troy has taught you well." She tried to relax and concentrate on pleasing the mammoth shaft that now fucked her mouth. His balls hit her chin as he humped and humped. When he was on the verge of eruption she tried to back away. Never, had anyone come in her mouth. Liam’s hold didn’t relent. Diana had no control. Her mouth, hell her entire body, would do whatever he demanded. “No fucking way are you leaving me unfulfilled." He pushed deeper as his back arched. “And bitch, I’m gonna fill you. You will swallow every last drop." 

His words terrified her, but her sopping wet panties told the real story.   Before she could process the situation her mouth filled with his warm emission. The pulsing cock continued to shoot streams and streams down the back of her throat. Diana had no choice but to swallow feverishly. The slurping sounds added to her humiliation and his orgasm. When he was done, he told her to lick him clean. She did, even sucking the balls that had been bouncing off her chin. 

Next, he held her shoulders and helped her stand. She stared into his light blue eyes. His arrogant expression made her look away. That is, until his hand slipped down the front of her sweatpants and under the band of her lacy panties. Diana gasped, “No, Liam, please.”

Two of his fingers easily slid into her wet cunt. “My god, you are a slut. You are sopping wet." 

Her cheeks burnt with shame as her pussy contracted around his fingers. She didn’t answer. Her body pushed against his. It made no sense. Troy was only twenty feet away, yet she wanted to fuck Liam’s fingers. Instead, he pulled them out purposely tweaking her clit, making her body shutter. “Okay, slut. Clean my fingers. We don’t want your boyfriend smelling your cum on my hands.”

She stiffened her back. “You are an ass. Go wash your damn hands and don’t ever touch me again." Diana turned to walk away. He wrapped one arm around her shoulders and pulled her against his chest. The back of her head felt the thump of his heart, as he forced his fingers to her mouth. 

“Lick them nice and clean." His voice came harsh at her ear. Smelling her own fluids, she decided to teach him a lesson. She opened her mouth. Diana’s intention was to bite. He must have sensed her plans. Keeping his voice low, his ruthless words cut her down exposing his power. “Think about it, bitch. If you bite me, I will punish you right now. I will spank that tight ass and you won’t have those sweatpants or wet panties for protection." 

Diana remembered thinking, this can’t be happening. What if Troy hears us? 

“Those panties will be in your mouth, a gag to keep you quiet." She dutifully licked his fingers. When he determined they were clean, he asked if she wanted to complain.

Turning around to face him, Diana sheepishly replied, “No.”

“When we are alone you will show me the respect I deserve. Do you understand?”

Her chastised posture caused her head to drop demurely. “Yes.”

“Say, yes, Sir.”

“Yes, Sir." Her eyes remained downcast, in respect to the man who now dominated her.   

***

Tonight, she wouldn’t gag as she took in his erect cock. Diana knew how to accommodate his massive shaft, not only accommodate, worship. Liam’s eyes held more power than a thousand ropes. Diana waited, bound by the invisible chains. He held her gaze for so long, she involuntarily whimpered. Then, without speaking, his eyes granted her the permission she sought. Diana took him deep. The musky scent and salty taste were like nectar from the gods, from her god. 

 Liam leaned back and held her head. This erection had been building since the pub. He humped and humped making her take all he had to give. Of course, she greedily accepted everything he shot into her mouth. 

When he was done, and Diana had licked him clean, he told her to get him another beer. He didn’t command her to crawl, however she did, on all fours. This display of submission rewarded Liam with a great view of her newly marked ass. Diana’s cunt ached with need, but her chest filled with the satisfaction of pleasing her master.  

She sat at his feet while he drank his beer and continued texting. Every now and then, he would allow her a sip of his beer. After each offering, she would thank him. More than anything Diana longed for him to fuck her pussy. The suspense made her fidget, unconsciously rubbing her cunt, with the ankle she had tucked under her body. 

Liam smiled at her discomfort. “I am leaving. Troy won’t wait much longer. Maybe I will take him somewhere where he can get a real fuck. You know, with someone who knows what she’s doing." His cruel words made her eyes tear. “Oh, and by the way no masturbating and no sex with anyone else, until I give you permission.”

Diana’s eyes opened wide. The tears that had been teetering on her lids fell onto her cheeks. “Please, Liam. Don’t you think you have hurt Troy enough?”

His reaction was fast, in the form of a slap across her left cheek. “I am not hurting Troy. You are and you will.”

“I don’t want to hurt him.” she whimpered.

“Bitch, that ship’s sailed, don’t you think?”

“But, what will I say? Why would I suddenly cut him off?”

Liam’s menacing laugh made Diana shiver, “I don’t give a fuck what you say. I do suggest you sound convincing. You will do as I say. If you don’t, the next time I see you, tonight’s punishment will be a happy memory." He lifted her downturned face toward his, with a fistful of blonde hair. Her red eyes and running nose exposed her desperation. “What do you say, slut?”

“Yes, Sir. I will behave and do as you say." Her shoulders shook with suppressed sobs. Liam chuckled as he dropped her head and strolled through the door of her apartment. 


Chapter Two

The bar bustled with people, mostly couples. Troy felt like a total loser sitting there all night alone. It isn’t like he didn’t get offers, but no matter how mad he was at Diana, he couldn’t do that. Where the hell was Liam? After all, he was the one who wanted to go out tonight.

Wearing short shorts, a tight t-shirt, and heels the waitress wiggled next to Troy.  “Hey, buddy, are you sure you don’t want some food with that beer?” 

Troy couldn’t help notice her shining green eyes. They looked too naive to work in a place like this. Did Diana’s eyes have that look? They did at one time, but now he couldn’t remember. Fuck, a few more beers and he won’t remember his name. “No, sweetheart, I’m not hungry. I will take another 22 ounce." 

She nodded affirmatively and ran off to complete her duties. Troy smiled. A compliant female was a nice change of pace. 

He soon found, she wasn’t as obedient as he’d thought. The cute green-eyed server came back with his beer and a large basket of French fries. Troy started to get upset, to yell at her, demean her for her disobedience, but her smile was so sweet. She meant well. 

“The cook made these by mistake, so I decided to bring them to you. If you don’t want to eat them, it’s okay. I just hate to see them thrown away." He smiled at her simple attempt to feed him. She continued, “Well, okay. I need to keep working.”

Troy reached out and grabbed her arm. Green-eyes turned her gaze toward him. Troy noticed how the whole room disappeared. It was only her. The rest of the room became a fog. “Thanks. Maybe you could help me eat them?”

“You don’t even know my name.”

Troy moved his glance from her beautiful eyes to her round blossoming breasts. The little plate pinned to the blouse above her left tit read Cindy. “Your name is Cindy, mine is Troy.”

***

Liam walked into the bar and scanned the crowd for his pathetic friend. There was a definite rush looking into Troy’s eyes, knowing Troy’s fiancée and bitch had been on her hands and knees sucking his cock. Thinking about her naked, receiving a well-deserved beating, made Liam’s cock start to swell. Through the dim light, he finally found Troy. What the fuck? 

He isn’t alone. Troy didn’t look miserable. He didn’t even look upset. Liam walked up behind the brown haired chick and eyed his friend, “Hey, Troy, why all the texts? You seem to be doing great!”

“Hey, man, where the fuck have you been?”

“Had an appointment I forgot about." Eying the pretty, little brunette, “And who do we have here?”

“Liam, this is Cindy. Cindy, Liam." 

“Nice to meet you, Cindy.” She nodded and turned her attention back to Troy. Liam wasn’t used to that kind of reception. Ever since he and Troy had been in middle school, the chicks flocked to him. 

Liam tried to enter their conversation. He interjected funny lines and amusing antidotes. However, it was obvious. He was the third wheel. Well fuck them.  As he was about to leave Troy, Liam felt his phone vibrate. Seconds later, he saw Troy’s dance across the table. Both men read their intended texts.

Liam’s said:  I have decided we are done. I can’t and won’t do what you say. Good-bye.

Troy’s said:  I am so sorry about earlier. I guess the wedding planning is just making me crazy. Please come back, I will make it up to you.

Both men looked away from their screens disgusted. Troy handed his phone to Liam, “Now look at this, too damn bad. This time I’m making her wait.”

As Liam read Troy’s message, his blood boiled. That bitch deserved a lesson in obedience. The wheels in his head began to turn as the smile widened upon his face. It would work.

Diana woke Saturday morning tired and alone in her big bed. Her body ached from Liam’s beating the night before. As she twisted and turned in the bathroom mirror she could see the red and purple markings on her ass and upper thighs. Thinking about both men, Diana couldn’t believe she hadn’t heard from either last night. 

Once she decided to call it off with Liam and concentrate on Troy, she truly expected Troy to be on her doorstep within minutes. 

Contacting Troy and offering herself was her first act of disobedience. The second came as she lay alone on her satin sheets. If Liam wouldn’t satisfy her needs, she sure as hell could do it herself. Her silver vibrator shaped like a rocket was long and thick. That plus some lubricating gel and she was set. It may not have been the best orgasms she’d ever had, but by god she’d had multiple. That in its self was a direct violation of his orders. 

Diana wouldn’t hurt Troy any longer. If Liam pursued his claims, she would just be honest with her fiancé. He would be upset, but Troy was too sweet to stay mad. Besides, they had the hall, church, and dress. Looking to her left hand, she smiled. She also had the engagement ring. It was alright with Diana if the only thing that changed for the wedding was the best man. 

She climbed back into her lonely bed and fell back to sleep.

Troy stared at the ceiling. His mouth tasted of cotton, and his cock ached from overuse. Damn, he tried to remember the last night. How the hell did it get so fucked up? First, he had plans to finalize the bridal registries. He and Diana had appointments at Target and Macy’s. So, after blowing off Liam, he showed up at Diana’s apartment. She was fuck’n bridezilla! Everything was wrong, from the colors to his mother’s guest list. Before he knew what happened, she was screaming about assigned seating at the reception. He stormed out. Yeah, maybe he should have tried to calm her down, but she was over the freak’n top!

Then, he went to the sports bar, the one with the cute waitresses in short shorts. He remembered a brunette with amazing green eyes. He suddenly felt around his bed. No, he was definitely alone. Her shift ended at ten. She sat with him and made him eat some food. Her eyes and her attention where completely devoted to him. As much as Troy wanted to give her more, Cindy, yes, that was her name, he couldn’t.  He didn’t want to do that to Diana. 

It was the rest of the night that is still fuzzy. Liam convinced Cindy that he would get Troy home. But, they did not go home. The memories were returning. Troy’s white ceiling became a screen for the recollections surging through his brain. 

Liam took him to a club in South Chicago, The Creation Inferno. Of course, he’d heard of it. Everyone had! It had a reputation, being one of those places that only a few select frequent. Nonetheless, the big black guy at the door recognized Liam, and let them pass ahead of other waiting patrons.

Troy remembered scenes like he’d only seen in porno flicks. In addition, he remembered a man, a domineering yet charismatic presence. Rubbing his temples Troy remembered the man, Liam’s father, the owner of Inferno. It wasn’t the man that raised Liam, no that was his stepfather. This is his biological daddy, someone Troy had never met before.

***

“Man, we can’t get in here. It is like some exclusive club.” Troy said as Liam’s Mercedes slid up to the large brick building with red lights around the entrance. The illusion of flames shot from behind the name Inferno Creation.

“Yeah, I think we can. Besides, I think this place will open your eyes to real women.”

Troy felt important as they walked past the people in line. Liam whispered in the bouncer’s ear. Immediately the velvet rope lifted. Troy recalled walking down a long hallway. Metaphorically, it was like passing through the vaginal canal. What he saw – what he experienced – on the other end of that journey, changed everything. I am now a different man, reborn. Damn, he was getting hard just thinking about it.

Liam took him to an area with a stage. It was like a strip club, but the women weren’t teasing, they were advertising. Fuck, it didn’t matter if you screwed the female on stage. A waitress was more than happy to take care of your needs. Every one of them would gladly blow-you right there, in the restaurant, or take you in the back and let you have your way. 

The club didn’t just offer sex. Troy saw women punished for their transgressions. There was one waitress, a tall red-head named Desiree. She upset a customer by bringing him the wrong drink. Troy had to wonder if it was her fault or if maybe the bartender set her up. It didn’t seem to matter. The female was taken on stage. There she was stripped of her small skirt and top. All that remained was a collar with a padlock, all the waitresses wore one, and high black heeled shoes. Every female also had the same tattoo on their right ass cheek – CI (Creation Inferno) within the shape of a diamond. Desiree was tied, spread eagle to two poles. From his seat, Troy could see the sheen from her wet pussy reflecting in the stage lights. Next, the customer was offered the opportunity to go on stage and punish her. 

Troy’s dick swelled to an uncomfortable size as he watched the leather whip welt the flesh of her tits, stomach, thighs, and even assault the tender flesh of her pussy lips. When the beating was complete the audience cheered, as the naked, shaking, sweating, writhing girl crawled on her belly to the customer and kissed his shoes. 

Apparently, his enlarged cock was visible. Troy had two offers to alleviate his discomfort. The second one came from a blonde with large tits. She reminded Troy of Diana. He not only allowed her to suck him, but he is ashamed to admit, he used her. Troy pretended that this bitch was really his fiancée.  He fucked her mouth so hard she fell back onto the floor. Without thinking, he grabbed her hair and forced her to suck. He humped her mouth with more vigor than he’d ever used. The entire time he said things that he could never say to Diana. Then, as he could feel his impending orgasm, he didn’t pull out. Instead, he told the blonde to swallow every drop. She held on tight and sucked better than a Hoover! He had to pry her off when he was finished. 

When he was done and the waitress was licking him clean, Troy looked up to see Liam’s father, Mr. Carmichael Diamond, tall and handsome, an older version of Liam. Although an obvious prominent presence, his captivating air immediately won Troy. He gave Troy a personal tour of his facility. 

Every woman diverted her eyes, in his presence. Many fell to Mr. Diamond’s feet when he entered a room. Even though Troy had just blown a wad in the blonde’s mouth, his cock grew with each gesture of subjection. However, it was when Mr. Diamond took them through a few sets of doors and past security that Troy saw the real source of endless erections.

Troy had no idea that this existed in the real world. It was something for fantasy, but these women were real. According to Liam’s father, they were all there of their own free will. Each willingly gave up their rights to be slaves, not just slaves, sex slaves. 

They lived for one purpose, to serve men. Every hour of their being was spent pleasing cocks. It might be blowing a customer, taking a male co-worker’s cock up their ass, or spreading their legs for anyone who wanted to touch or taste, male or female. These women had no control over who used their bodies. 

In fact, many patrons chose to use their bodies for abuse. They liked to watch women writhe in pain, as a leather whip abused their tender flesh. These members liked to be the one holding the riding crop, creating red stripes on the ass or back of a female. After beatings, these women didn’t crumble in shame. No. The battered females crawled to their abuser and serviced them in any manner demanded. 

Troy remembered Liam’s encouragement as they were left alone with a petite surrendering female. 

Troy tried wielding the whip. The whistling sound, before the quick snap, of leather impacting the skin was stimulating. The scream of pain that escaped the lips of the woman tethered to the pulley hanging from the ceiling was erotic! 

Troy hadn’t been sure he could really cause harm to a woman. And after one or two lashes with the whip, he hesitated. Liam grabbed it and took over. He showed no mercy. He ranted about Diana’s indiscretions. He raged on about the injustices done to Troy. With each allegation the naked woman received another welt. At first, her body flinched.  However, with additional blows she became more docile, falling more and more compliant. When Liam finished, her welted and sweat drenched body collapsed onto the cold cement floor. Instead of compassion, Liam took a pitcher of ice water, drenched the female, and kicked her with the toe of his leather shoe. 

Her eyes still haunt Troy. They were green, like the waitress, Cindy. She rolled slowly and belly crawled to Liam’s feet. Her lips kissed the shoes that had just abused her beaten body. Troy couldn’t believe what was happening. He stood beside Liam. Within seconds, the female was on her knees, unzipping both of their jeans. She had her hands on one cock while she sucked the other. For thirty minutes, she moved back and forth servicing both of them. When they came, on her face and hair, she thanked them. 

Troy stood in horror as Liam told her to lick her face clean. She didn’t hesitate. Instead, she used her hands and wiped the cum from her skin. Then, she proceeded to suck her own hands clean. By the time she was done, Troy was hard again. This time he fucked the green-eyed female’s ass. This was something he’d always wanted to do. Now, lying in bed he remembered how tight and wonderful it felt. The fact that she moaned while he penetrated her tight muscle, only made him harder and thicker. 

He had never done that to Diana. Nevertheless, if he did, he had always expected to use lubricant. Last night, he didn’t even get his cock wet with her pussy. He forced his dry cock through her forbidden passage. Somehow, her pleas, pain, and surrender were aphrodisiacs. 

The last time he’d fucked Diana was good. He remembered once, when he’d come twice. But, last night he was in a perpetual state of erection. The blonde waitress and green-eyed female were nothing more than receptacles. Their mouths, pussies, and asses held no more value than his own hand, just a means to come. The liberation was arousing. 

Carmichael Diamond explained, “Females need correction, training, direction, and discipline. Without these vital ingredients, they don’t understand their place in this world. The indecision and lack of direction causes them to be anxious, hostile, and bitchy. With correction, they release these negative feelings and learn their true purpose, to serve men." 

Thinking about his night, Troy remembered a text from Diana. She wanted to apologize. Stroking himself, with his new knowledge, she would do more than apologize when he was through with her. 

The sound of her phone woke Diana. She hadn’t slept well, hoping for a response from Troy. Her wrist ached from repeated masturbation sessions. It didn’t matter how many times she came through the night and morning, she woke in a constant state of arousal. 

Ring… Ring… Ring…

Her phone wasn’t indicating a text message. It was a call. Diana fumbled for the small devise. “Hello”.

“It is after twelve, are you still asleep?”

The voice woke her instantly. She suddenly feared the repercussions of oversleeping. Then she remembered she’d ended this relationship. Liam no longer had control over her, her body, or her mind. “It is none of your business. Good-bye." She hit the disconnect button. 

Diana exhaled in relief until she heard the sound signifying a text message. Swiping the screen, she looked at the words. Answer the fucking phone. Do not speak. I don’t give a damn what you said, I will beat your fucking ass if you don’t obey. By the time she’d finished reading, the phone was once again ringing. She hit the answer button and remained silent. His voice instigated a fear from somewhere deep inside of her, causing trembling as she listened to his words. “So you thought you could get away from me? Well, let me tell you. I read your break-up message. No one fucking breaks-up with William Diamond." Diana closed her eyes and continued to listen. Hanging-up didn’t even cross her mind. “I also read your please forgive me text to Troy. You offered to make it up to him, when I distinctly remember telling you no sex." Her forehead now glistened with small beads of perspiration, and she tried to regulate her breathing.  “You are going to be a slave, forever. You will no longer have control over who fucks you, who beats your ass, or whose cock you suck. I promise you are going to wish for the days when you only had to service me." Liam took a breath. Diana was afraid to speak. He’d told her it was forbidden. “I helped your nice, kind fiancé last night. I showed him the world of domination and discipline. You may thank me later. No. Actually, you will. I may not be your Master, but I sure as hell will get my turn with you, thankless bitch. It will not be your decision." The telephone disconnected. 

Diana’s hand shook as she continued to hold it to her ear. What did he mean? What was he saying? Troy wouldn’t do that to her… would he? She needed more information. 


Chapter Three

Diana sent another text. According to her screen, it was the fifth in less than an hour. She showered fast, no self-pleasure, just in, get clean, and get out. Looking in the mirror she inspected her appearance. Her hair looked good, styled up with little curls hanging down her neck. Troy liked it that way. He liked to nuzzle her neck, creating goose bumps up and down her arms and legs. Usually she’d tell him to stop, but not today. If he would just respond, she would let him do anything he wanted. She even thought about things she’d previously denied, things Liam did without question. Yes, Troy could fuck her ass. She would even beg, but that would probably freak Troy out.

Taking in her reflection, she smiled approvingly at her low cut shirt. The tight material and scoop neck, accentuated her voluptuous breasts and slim waist. Under the red top and tight jeans, she wore a matching red lace bra and thong. Diana wanted Troy to know the extent of her regret. Then, after they made-up, they could go on the way they have been. The only thing that will change will be her fidelity. He doesn’t need to know about her past, but she will know. Diana vowed that from this time on – Troy will be the only man for her.

Troy turned off his phone. He needed more information about BDSM before he got back to Diana. He also wanted that info without Liam at his side. There was something about watching Liam whip the green-eyed female. He seemed possessed. And when the woman passed out, instead of compassion, Liam doused her with water and even kicked her. Those memories made Troy uneasy. Yes, she responded by sucking them both, and much of the night was erotic, but … Troy was not sure about all of it.

He liked the domination and discipline. He liked the feeling of supremacy. However, he wondered, is brutality for the sake of brutality necessary? He wanted domination for Diana. After listening to Mr. Diamond, Troy believed it would benefit her as well as him. But, he needed answers. 

As he eased his Mustang into the nearly empty parking lot, Troy noticed how abandoned the Inferno seemed on a Saturday afternoon, compared to the way it would be at night. Last night, Mr. Diamond told him it was open twenty-four hours. Once you were a member, you would never be turned away or turned down. Apparently, Troy was now in that elite group.

 During the drive, he thought about what waited for him through those doors. The possibilities made him hard as a rock. Oh, he considered fucking someone, but mostly he had questions. Most importantly, how can he turn his bitchy fiancée into a sex slave?

The knock on the door caused Diana to exhale. Thank you! He is here. Troy may not have answered any of her texts, but she knew when they embraced all would be better. She opened the door without hesitation. 

Diana gasped. It wasn’t Troy’s sweet expression on the other side of her door. The intense blue eyes that met her stare drilled through to her soul. Diana stood momentarily paralyzed. She could fight, argue, and tell Liam that she no longer belonged to him. Or, she could fall to his feet and beg forgiveness. If there were more options Diana couldn’t think of them at this moment. 

As the debate shouted in her head, tears bubbled from her eyes. She backed away as Liam entered the apartment and locked the door. Diana’s resolve melted, and her knees buckled. She fell prostrate. Liam’s cruel laugh filled her ears as she pressed her face to the carpet. “Get up.” 

She obeyed, trembling before him in the outfit she’d intended for Troy. Keeping her eyes diverted, she felt his stare as he walked circles around her. Finally, he spoke again, “Take off the ring." She did, placing it in the pocket of her jeans. “Take off the top and jeans." Diana obeyed. When she lifted the red shirt, revealing the red bra with her blooming breasts peaking over the small lace cups, Liam sighed.  Next, she shimmied out of the jeans. He continued to circle. “How did you plan on explaining the bruises on your ass?”

Diana swallowed, “I hoped I wouldn’t need to. But if I did, I thought I might say I fell.”

He grabbed her chin and forced eye contact. Their faces were close enough for her to smell the coffee on his breath. “So you planned on lying?”

“Sir, I planned to avoid the uncomfortable situation of discussing our relationship.”

“What is our relationship?”

“I thought it was over.”

“You were mistaken.”

Diana swallowed and feigned strength, “I believe I was, I mean, I am your slut.”

Liam laughed. “Assume the position." Immediately Diana fell to the floor. Her knees spread, breasts out, and hands behind her back. “Bitch, you are a sex slave. You’d better come to terms with it. It is your present and your future." He slowly unbuckled his belt, removed it from his waist, loop by loop, and continued to stare.

“Please, Sir, don’t beat me.” Diana’s voice revealed her true fear.

He laughed again. “Oh, Honey, you are going to be beat. You are going to be fucked. And you are going to hurt." Diana’s head fell, tears splashed her breasts, and sobs made her shoulders quake. “You disobeyed me and it is time to pay. Now take off that slut underwear and prepare for a whipping.”

“But, please, I don’t want to do this… I want Troy.”

Liam grabbed the knot of hair on Diana’s head, yanking it back. “Do you think I give a shit what you want? Do you think your concerns matter?”

She shook her head as much as his grip would allow. “No… Sir… my desires don’t matter." 

Not releasing her hair, “And why is that, slut?”

“Because, I am no more than a slave.” 

His grin caused her to shiver. “Tell me what you need to do right now.”

Diana could see his bulging jeans. “I need to please you.”

He pulled harder on her blonde knot. “More specific, what does a slut-slave like you need to do?”

“I need to suck your cock.”

“Good, bitch." He patted her head like a dog. “Make it good and I may reduce your punishment. Or not…”

Diana crawled on all fours to Liam’s crotch. She willingly revealed his hardened dick and took it deep, as deep as her throat would allow. He held her head and fucked her mouth with more vigor than necessary. Liam abused her mouth, until his semen flowed down her throat to her stomach. 

“Now, I plan to whip your ass and then fuck it. Not for pleasure, you don’t deserve that. You will be fucked for punishment. You purposely disobeyed me, didn’t you?”

Her pride evaporated. The confident woman in the mirror preparing for her fiancé is gone. The naked degraded slut currently present begged for mercy. “I am so sorry, Sir. I don’t know what I was thinking. I didn’t mean it." Tears fell onto his expensive loafers as she pressed her lips to the leather. 

“Then beg for it. You know what you need. Beg for the punishment you deserve.”

Diana didn’t want to beg for punishment. She wanted to plead for clemency. Nonetheless, she did as Liam instructed. “Please, Sir, please whip me.”

“Go on.”

“Please fuck my ass. Please help me be a better slave.”

Liam wasn’t overcome with sympathy. He wasn’t suddenly regretful of his plans. No, instead he grew in indignation. “All fours, prepare for the sting of my belt.”

Diana worked to maintain her stance. The whistle of the leather strap and the crack of its contact caused her pussy to spasm, while simultaneously sending pain through her entire body. He struck her back, ass, and thighs. On a few occasions, the pain overtook her, and she fell to her face and elbows. Liam’s threats brought her back to position. He didn’t tell her the number of blows she would receive, so counting seemed meaningless. She obediently thanked him for his correction after each lash. 

When he chose to stop whipping, Liam pushed his hardened cock into her pussy without warning. Diana moaned with pleasure. She knew this time would be short lived, but she tried to linger in the diversion. Her pussy tightened around his thick unrelenting shaft while the weight of his body hammered her tender ass. “Get me nice and wet, Bitch, it is the only lubricant you will have." Her sphincter tightened at the impending punishment. Minutes later, his cock plunged deep in her ass. Diana maintained her stance as long as she could. The pain and the force of his thrusts caused her to crumble to the ground more than once. Finally, he moved her. Pulling her up by her hair, while still inside of her forcing her to walk to the kitchen table, where he bent her over the solid wood surface. 

The cool smooth finish comforted her cheek, after the abrasive carpet. He barely paused during the transfer. He humped and humped, showing no mercy, as his large full cock sought to deliver pain not pleasure. “Stupid cunt, did you think you could beat me?” 

She answered appropriately, but her concentration centered on maintaining her open vessel. If she thought of anything else her hole would tighten in rebellion, upsetting Liam. At this moment, Diana would do anything to make him happy.

When he pulled out, Diana lay drained and lifeless across the table. Her hair disheveled, makeup smeared with tears, and welted ass exposed to the world. The fluids that dripped from her unsatisfied cunt confirmed that despite the physical torture, degrading position, and humiliating words, she was hotter than hell. 

Hearing Liam open the refrigerator, Diana relaxed assuming he wanted something, probably a beer. Her relief at his reprieve turned to horror. She saw him close the thick door, tobasco sauce in hand, and a sinister look in his icy blue eyes. Her knees buckled. She whimpered and held tight to the table for support. 

It wasn’t enough to torture her. Liam made her help. “Give me your hands." She obeyed. “You are going to remember not to cross me again. Do you think you can do that?" 

She opened her hands and replied, “Yes, Sir. Thank you for your correction. Your slave will do better next time." He coated her palms with the spicy red liquid. “Now rub my cock." She did, hesitantly at first. “Faster, get the sauce everywhere." Once she’d coated his penis to his liking he pushed her back down and penetrated her raw anus. The pain of the cock plus the tobasco sauce on her wounded skin made her scream in agony. It was an involuntary reaction to the most excruciating pain she’d ever experienced in her life. 

Diana understood. She deserved this punishment. She’d disobeyed him. Months ago, she allowed him to enter her life and her body. She gave him control. It was naive to think that she could regain it. Diana begged between sobs, promised him anything, if only he would stop. Liam was on a mission – one that Diana wouldn’t forget.  

Eventually, the world disappeared through pain and anguish.

Within a twenty by thirty basement room, cages lined one wall, side by side and stacked two high. Troy wasn’t sure, but there were about twenty. There were also dirty bunk beds and an area of empty concrete. Clinton, the Inferno’s overseer, explained, “This is our slave's dormitory. Assuming they are allowed sleep at all, this is where they do it." Clinton continued, “Sleeping in a bed is a privilege. Females are kept in cages or sleep hog tied on the concrete floor unless they earn the privilege of sleeping in a bunk." 

Troy had to ask, “How do they earn the right to a bed?”

The overseer smiled, “They keep me happy." Troy wasn’t sure what that entailed. He decided not to ask. It was obvious as Clinton’s tour continued; he enjoyed his power and the female degradation very much. 

Currently the room sat uninhabited, all sixty plus females were elsewhere cleaning, training, or working in some way to better their place at Inferno. “Thank you, Clinton, for your time and the tour. I am trying to understand how I can transfer your ideas to my fiancée.”

“Think about dog obedience school." The greasy man with combed back hair advised. “Think of each female as a bitch. It is like training a dog. Females are basically stupid creatures. They can’t handle too many instructions at one time. Teach them the basics: bow, kneel, suck... Administer swift and severe punishment for disobedience." He leaned closer to Troy to emphasize his words. “Obedience is expected and therefore not acknowledged. If however, exemplary behavior occurs, rewards are justified. It is amazing how quickly their attitudes and behavior can be adjusted." 

Troy thought about Diana, but he also thought about the green-eyed woman from last night. He’d left her with Liam. She’d been amazing and obedient. Remorsefully, he thought about his behavior. “Clinton, may I request a particular female for my… for my needs?”

Clinton’s beady eyes shone with approval. “Yes, Sir, our bitches are at your disposal. Was there one that caught your eye? One you’d like to fuck or beat? They are available for anything you desire. And,” his voice slowed, “if you meet any resistance, tell me personally. I promise it will be dealt with immediately.”

Troy caught Clinton’s innuendo, “I promise I will do that. I want the green-eyed female that serviced Liam and me last night.”

Clinton’s expression wavered, “Sir, perhaps Candy, the blonde that sucked you so well in the club?”

“No, Clinton, I want the green-eyed female. I don’t know her name. What is it?" Troy felt an urgent need to pursue his desire. 

“Her name is Nicole, Sir." Clinton tried again to change Troy’s mind offering him anyone else.

“If there is a problem, I will gladly speak to Mr. Diamond…”

“No, Sir." Clinton’s face now glistened with perspiration. “Let me take you back to the club. Please enjoy the show and the waitresses. They will satisfy your needs until Nicole is available. Allow me some time.”

Troy didn’t want to delay his reunion with Diana, but he feared Nicole’s fate if he wavered. “I will be glad to wait. I look forward to Nicole’s talents. Thank you, Clinton, I will inform Mr. Diamond of your hospitality." With that, Clinton escorted Troy to the club and slithered away. 


Chapter Four

Diana had never lost consciousness from pain. Now, as the world came back into focus it was the only logical explanation she could deduce.  The dark stillness that had saved her began to evaporate. She became increasingly aware of needles pricking her entire body. Instantaneously, her flesh ignited in flames of agony. The blood curdling screams that filled her ears caused her to shudder. It wasn’t until her mouth filled with an unknown material that she realized the screams came from her own mouth. 

Something stopped the noise. It was no longer piercing, just a buzz sound, vibrating within her head. She gasped at the loss of oxygen, realizing that her lips were unable to open. Screaming was no longer an option.   

Focusing on the world around her, Diana recognized her own bathtub. She also identified the source of piercing agony. It was the ice-cold spray, from her shower, hitting her naked abused body. Her lips were sealed shut and something was in her mouth, something moist and thick. With her nose as her only option, she tried desperately to breathe. Her hands were bound behind her back; therefore, unsealing her lips was not a possibility.   

The fight lasted only seconds. Diana’s body resumed its limp state. She had no control over it or her future. Accepting her fate and the pain, she concentrated on breathing, and waited. Her tears blended into the spray of the shower. Troy… Troy… Where are you?  It is so cold! She allowed her mind to escape to a warm destination.

The woman on stage danced in rhythm to the loud sensual music. Yet, her distant gaze told another story. Her mind heard a private song, one she held near to her heart, a place she didn’t share with others. Troy watched as she shimmied and moved in sync. It was hot, erotic, and carnal. The few other men in the audience were obviously aroused by the performance. Troy was too distracted. He worried about Diana and Nicole. Shit! How the fuck did his concerns now include a woman he didn’t even know by name until a half an hour ago?

He’d turned on his phone when he took his seat in the club: five messages from Diana! She was so sorry, she wanted to see him, and she wanted to show him how sorry she was…  His resolve melted. Yes, he liked the idea of controlling her. He relished the idea of disciplining her for her insolence. However, more than anything he loved her.   He texted back, I have something I must resolve. I promise I will be to your apartment this evening. We will work everything out. I love you.

“Master Troy, Master Clinton said you requested my services?" Troy looked up from his phone. Before him, in the skimpy waitress uniform with her wet hair secured back into a messy bun was Nicole. 

“Yes, Nicole, thank you for coming out to me." He gestured to the other chair at his table. “Please, join me.”

Her expression was a combination of panic and terror, “I am sorry, Master. I am a slave. I am not worthy of a chair. May I service you?”

Troy immediately understood he would not engage Nicole in a public conversation. “Nicole, I would rather spend time with you... alone, away from others.”

Her eyes remained diverted. “Yes, Master Troy. Please follow me. I will gladly take you to a private room.”

Diana’s body temperature plummeted below ninety-eight. She opened her eyes as the pummeling of ice ceased. In front of her cold blue body, she could see Liam, his golden hair tussled and blue eyes dancing.  She watched the corners of his lips curve upward as he turned off the water. “Well, good morning, Sunshine." 

She liked his pleasant voice. His earlier tenor scared her more than she’d known possible. Her eyes opened wide as he carelessly ripped the tape from her lips and removed the gag. She recognized the material. It was her red thong. She fought to speak, “Good morning, Sir.”

“Master.”

Diana stared at his face. She knew there was no question or deliberation. He was proclaiming his status. It wasn’t for her to question. “Master Liam, may I please get out of this tub. I am very cold." 

He extended his hand, like a heated blanket. Her wrists were no longer bound. She wearily reached and he seized her petite hand. His warmth transcended her fingers, arm, and flowed to her body. At that moment, there was nothing she wouldn’t do for the blue eyes that held her gaze. He wrapped her in a plush towel. The scent of fabric softener filled her senses as she relished the warmth of the terrycloth and his embrace. 

After a few minutes, she felt the pressure on her shoulder causing her to kneel. He didn’t need to direct; she knew her place. With reverence, she worshiped his cock. Her only purpose became her greatest desire: to please him. She did. Although her cunt begged for attention, Diana concentrated on her Master.  Her efforts were rewarded as his semen filled her. His words brought her back to reality. She fought the fog and listened. “Who is your master?”

“Master Liam, it is only you.”

“What about Troy?”

“Sir, I am at your disposal. Master, my body is yours. If you decide, I will service Troy. But, it is your decision." Diana lowered her eyes after seeing Liam’s grin. She felt confident that she’d pleased her master. 

“I have called for a pick-up. My dear, you are now my slave. Is that true?”

Diana looked up from her position on her knees, “Yes, Master.”

“Will you do as I bid?”

“Yes, Master.”

“I bid that you go to my father’s club. It is called the Inferno. I was going to take you there as a date. But now, I have some men coming to take you. You will now work there as a sex slave.”

Diana’s nerve dissolved. “I’m sorry, Master… I don’t understand.”

He grabbed her hair and forced eye contact, “Stupid Cunt, you are a sex slave. The Inferno is a BDSM Club. You are now retained property. You will service any and every cock that is put before you. You are now owned by Liam Diamond and consequently Carmichael Diamond." 

The tears over flowed her lids, “Master, I don’t understand. Please keep me for yourself.”

Liam’s laugh advanced her shivers to tremors, “Cunt, you no longer have the ability to make requests or decisions. Do you think you still deserve the love of someone like Troy?”

His name pushed the tears from her eyes, creating flowing streams down her cheeks. “No, Master. Troy deserves a woman much better than I." She lowered her head to the top of Liam’s shoe.

“I have your phone. He texted you saying that he has plans to visit you. How do you think you should respond?”

In the next few minutes Liam replied to Troy’s text and placed an anal plug and dildo in Diana’s orifices. “This, my dear, is to stop the men who are coming from fucking you on the way to the club. What do you say?”

“Thank you, Master. Thank you for protecting me." The dildo was uncomfortable and the anal plug hurt. Diana had trouble sitting without feeling the synthetic plug within her sore hole. She maintained her position of kneeling with her breasts exposed and knees open wide.

“When these men are done with you and deliver you to Inferno, there will be paper work for you to sign. You must relinquish your rights. Are you willing to do that?”

Diana tried desperately to suppress the sobs, “Master, what will that mean for my wedding?”

Liam’s cruel words resonated through the apartment. “Do you really think Troy will still want to marry you when he learns that you are nothing more than an Inferno Slut?”

“No, Master. I am not worthy of marrying. I am only a lowly slut.”

He petted her wet hair. “Very good, you understand your place. I am glad to hear that. If you forget your position, I as well as many others will be ready to adjust your attitude with a leather strap or riding crop. Do you have any questions?”

“No, Master.”

“Very well." His phone vibrated. 

Once he was done, Diana asked, “Master, are you coming with me to the Inferno?”

“No Slut… You will be all alone during your training. However, I will be kept appraised of your progress. Do you plan to disappoint me?”

“No, Master. I will make you proud... Please,” she lowered her head, “can you fuck me before they get here?”

“Yes, I can. No, I won’t." Diana understood. She didn’t deserve his cock in her pussy. She genuflected at his feet. Her hair fanned over her hands and face and her bare ass rose, allowing the top of the anal plug to be seen. Diana’s lips contacted his shoes. She continued to kiss and suck until she was forcibly removed by very large hands. 

She couldn’t see them, only feel their grip and hear their deep condescending voices. They secured her hands behind her back and placed a gag in her mouth. It felt like a ball and tasted vile. She was unable to close her lips or swallow. Within seconds drool leaked from her lips. The large hands gave Liam something that looked like a thick dog collar, black and studded. She closed her eyes as he placed it around her neck. “You will wear this collar as an outward sign of your new position. You are a bitch, bought and sold.” She saw the padlock that he clipped to the buckle. “You are owned." The lock snapped shut. The last thing she saw was Liam’s arrogant grin as someone placed a hood over her head. The world was once again dark, and she was again fighting to breathe.   

Still naked, they forced Diana into some kind of a box. It was difficult to tell, without sight or use of her hands. She crouched as the lid came down on her head. It was cramped and despite the hood that covered her face, she could smell the acid odor of urine. Her stomach reeled, and she fought the urge to vomit. She feared that if she did, she would suffocate. The crate moved. Though the muffled voices were buffered by the hood and enclosure, Diana was certain she heard laughter. 

Her body strained to maintain balance as the box changed positions. Eventually she had the sensation of a moving vehicle. Tears caused her nose to run, making breathing increasingly difficult. Diana shut her eyes. Dying would save her from her agonizing uncertain future.   

Nicole led Troy from the club, down the same hall he’d traveled the night before. Today, most of the doors in the passage were open. Within the rooms, he saw naked women scrubbing floors and walls. Others were wiping devises of suffering and humiliation. It seemed ironic to Troy that these women were working so hard, to ready their own dungeons of torture. 

The room they entered smelled of disinfectant. Nicole closed the door. “Master Troy, would you like me to undress?”

He watched the petite brunette and marveled at her strength, despite her circumstance. “Not yet, Nicole, first I want to talk to you.”

She didn’t meet his eyes. Instead, hers stayed focused on his shoes. “I don’t understand, Master. Do I displease you? Do you no longer want me?”

Trying to ease the conversation, if that was even possible, Troy sat on the hard clean cement floor and leaned back. “You don’t displease me at all. Now, please sit.”

She nervously looked around the room. “Sir…”

He tried another approach. “Alright, I am new at this BDSM thing. You must do as I say, correct?”

For the first time she turned her beautiful green eyes to him. “Yes, Master, I am here to please you.”

“Very well, then sit with me. It would please me to speak to you." She smiled slightly, easing herself to the floor. It warmed his heart to see her smile and a twinkle in her eyes. “Where were you?”

“Master? I don’t understand. I was here. I have not left here since I arrived.”

Troy decided to think about that later. “I mean, where were you when I requested you? It took a long time for you to come to me.”

Immediately her head fell forward. Nicole’s chin touched her chest as she genuflected at his feet. “Master, I am sorry, I was too slow. Perhaps, you would like to punish me?”

This was getting old. His hardening cock indicated it was also very erotic. “No, Nicole." He lifted her face, gently. “I do not want to punish you. I am curious." The expression that met his looked so young. What did he see? Relief? Sadness? Definitely too much pain for someone so young. “How old are you?”

“Nineteen.”

“How did you get here? And how long have you been here?”

“Master, I am not to discuss me. I am here to please you.”

“We are alone.” 

Her eyes immediately turned to the corner of the room, with the slightest of a head tilt. “Yes, Master, we are. Please, let me serve you. I promise I will be better today.”

He followed her gaze to a small black glass bubble on the ceiling. Troy recognized instantly, they were being watched. “Then come here." She smiled and crawled on her knees to him. He seized her shoulders and rolled Nicole to her back. Still clothed, he felt his cock enlarge at the sensation of the small young supple body beneath his. Leaning his head to her ear, “Can they hear us if I whisper?”

“Master, I don’t know. I don’t understand what you want from me?" He saw the moisture in her eyes.

“Rub me through my jeans as we talk. That way it looks right." She nodded and obeyed. “First, what did you mean you would be better today?”

Her hand pushed against his jeans rubbing and servicing. “Last night I was inadequate. I passed out.” Her head dropped to his chest. “I am sorry I displeased you.”

Troy lifted her chin. Despite the tears, her hands maintained their mission. “Nicole, you did not displease me. I came today to be sure you were alright and apologize for my behavior." He felt the girl tremble under him. He rolled to block her body from the camera and embraced her with his strong arms. 

After she regained control she asked, “So, it was not you that complained to Master Clinton about my behavior?" As soon as the words left her lips her eyes looked up to Troy in terror, “I am sorry again, Master. I am a bad slave. It is not for me to question.”

Continuing to shield her from the electronic surveillance, “You are not bad, and no, I didn’t complain. Did someone?" Nicole’s head nodded. “What was the complaint?”

“Please, Master, may I suck you?”

He wanted it so much. He also wanted Diana, but he wasn’t sure he could continue this conversation without some action. God knows, he didn’t want to get Nicole in more trouble. “If, we can continue to talk.”

Reaching for his crotch and zipper, “Very quietly, please,” she whispered.

Troy had an idea. He jumped up before she could undo his jeans. “Stay here." He rushed from the room.

Moments before he returned, the small room filled with the sound of music, loud, gyrating… it was the music from the club. Nicole’s eyes opened wide as her ears filled with the sound. Troy found her naked, bowed on her knees with her hands outstretched and her face on the floor. 

He closed the door. “Get up." She stood. “Now, you may do what you started." She smiled coyly, returned to her knees, and crawled to his feet. The irony of a sweet grateful smile on this self-professed slut made his knees buckle. He met her on the floor, lifting her shoulders. The music muffled their words. Only their actions could be observed from the camera. He kissed her collar bone as she pushed her breasts toward him. “What happened to your clothes?”

“Master, I was afraid when you left.”

Still nuzzling her neck and moving toward her breasts. He couldn’t help notice the purple bruising. “Afraid, of what?”

“That you went to get Master Clinton, that you were displeased.” 

Twisting the tender deep red nipple, he heard her moan. “I am not displeased. I wanted to conceal our conversation." She nodded as he seized her ass and pulled her against him. “Now, tell me the complaint from last night.”

She leaned into his chest. From the camera, you couldn’t see her mouth, or know she was speaking. “I did not stay conscious; therefore, full enjoyment of my pain was not had." Troy’s body stiffened at the thought. Someone complained that she passed out from too much pain, instead of realizing they were the cause of her unconsciousness. “I am sorry and it will not happen again, at least I will try harder.”

“Were you punished?" She nodded into his broad chest. “Tell me how.”

Nicole’s head bowed into his chest. Her hands worked feverishly on his cock. She seized it and moved up and down. Her actions were rewarded by growth. It swelled in thickness and in length. Quietly she whispered, “I was reprimanded by Master Clinton and Mistress Debbie. I was then sentenced to the box. They retrieved me from there, for your services.”

Troy’s erection shuttered. “Tell me what you mean, the box?”

“Master, it is what I said, a box. It is not large enough to sit or lay out right. It contains no means for urination or defecation. It is a box. It is meant for punishment.”

He tried unsuccessfully to block the mental image her words produced. Troy rubbed his body against the supple young girl. She responded appropriately, but his mind was elsewhere. “Is this your first time in the box?”

“No, Master. All slaves endure the box upon arrival. It is an initiation, an incentive to comply.”

“What did you mean, reprimanded by Clinton and Debbie?”

“Master,” she continued to tend his shaft, her small hands dedicated to the task at hand. “Master Clinton fucked me and Mistress Debbie made me please her. I told them that I fainted due to hunger. She said I could eat… her.”

Troy tried to deal with each statement separately. “Clinton fucked you? Has he done that before?”

“Yes, Master, often. It is alright, I came." 

His body tensed at the idea of the older, greasy looking man fucking this young innocent girl. “And Mistress Debbie?”

“Master, she is in control of all of our behaviors. She has every right to expect obedience.”

“How long were you supposed to stay in the box?" 

Nicole’s head was now moving toward his cock. She tongued his belly with cat like licks. “I was told that the customer was the only one who held the key, my fate was not up to me.”

“So I saved you from the box?”

“Oh, yes, Master Troy. That is why I assumed it was you that put me there. Please let me thank you. Please allow this lowly slave to suck you.”

His erection now stood at attention. “First tell me, when did you last eat?”

“Master, if you will please allow me, I will once again have something in my stomach.”

Troy registered her words. Nicole was begging for his cum to fill her empty belly. He tried to imagine Diana doing the same. It was impossible. She would sooner tell him to fuck off than beg to suck his semen for her nutrition. “Food, Nicole, when did you last eat food?" 

She daringly inched her lips toward his cock. “I was allowed a few scraps from a customer’s plate yesterday afternoon. I was allowed to lick his plate from the floor.”

He fought with his instincts and mind. This girl passed out during Liam’s whipping because the last bit of food she’d ingested were scraps from a customer’s plate, yesterday afternoon. She ate from the floor like a dog. She begged and pleaded for cum to sustain her nutrients. “Suck me." Troy didn’t need to repeat himself. Nicole dove onto his shaft and sucked with all her might. He closed his eyes and enjoyed the ride. She caressed his balls and ass. She sucked and slurped until all resolve melted away. Troy released load after load of cum into her waiting vessel. Her mouth took everything he had to offer and would have taken more. 

When they were done, he pulled her up by her shoulders and rolled her to her back. Troy’s weight flattening her breasts as he pinned her petite body to the floor, whispering in her ear, he asked, “How long have you been here?”

“Master Troy, I don’t know.”

“You don’t know?”

“No, Sir. I can’t see day or light. I am not sure of the time or date. I came here when I was eighteen. I remember it was winter.”

“Why did you come here? Were you forced?”

“No, Sir. I came here willingly. I am a slut to pain and sex. I like them. I like others being in control of me." Her head bowed, “However, I do not always behave well, and I need discipline." 

“If you could have anything, what would it be?”

“To please you.”

Her correct answers were beginning to piss him off. The obvious power he held began to swell within his chest. Covering her mouth he continued, “Shut the fuck up." He pressed harder on her lips. “Stop saying what you are supposed to say. Say what is real." He watched her green eyes blur with moisture and released her mouth. 

“Master, I am sorry for upsetting you. Please punish me for my insolence.”

 It was more than he could take. He was there for one reason: to help this woman, correction, girl… to help this girl. He didn’t want to let her suck him, but he’d done that. He didn’t intend to fuck her, but she was rubbing her firm body against his. And no matter how hard he tried, she wouldn’t directly answer a question. Did she deserve punishment, probably…? 

The idea wasn’t unique, but he attached her wrists to cuffs and suspended her from the ceiling. A rider’s crop was available and created the nice “swish” sound as he tested it through the air. The first strike made him instantly hard. The second caused his cock to pulsate. The third, made Nicole’s body tremble and the fourth caused her to shutter in response. As he reeled back for the fifth, Troy studied the girl hanging before him. The music still boomed. He leaned in, close to her ear, “Tell me what you miss." 

Her words were distant and eyes didn’t open. She viewed her own private movie. “Sunshine, I haven’t been outdoors since I came here. I miss the way my eyes squint and the feel of warmth; and chocolate. Oh, Master Troy, chocolate, that is what I miss." 

Troy released the pulley, watching Nicole fall to the floor. He unleashed her wrists and immediately collapsed upon her body. His cock remained free, although he was still fully clothed. 

Diana lingered in his mind. However, the brown-haired woman that landed before him, helpless and beaten, the one with the piercing green eyes, she penetrated his shield. “Master Troy, please fuck me.”

She didn’t need to ask twice. His cock was on the verge of explosion. He could have positioned her anyway he wanted. He chose missionary and watched as her eyes closed and felt her body respond. Eventually, when his inhibitions were totally spent he heard her question, “Master, may I?”

His rhythm stopped for only a second. She was seriously asking his permission for orgasm. That in itself almost catapulted him over the top. “Yes, slave. Yes, you may come." Her release combined with his power, created an orgasm like none he’d ever experienced. Every ounce of energy propelled his hips. Troy’s cock exploded sending semen deep into her beautiful body. 

“Master Troy, if you are as you say, new at this. You are very good." 

“I am not displeased with you." He watched her eyes shine.

“May I ask a question?”

“Yes, I have asked you a lot.”

“Why are you here? Is your wife not willing to allow you this need?”

His cock still enjoyed the tight warm channel of her pussy. He moved his hips feeling the tight squeeze. His movements made Nicole’s body arch. She was almost ten years his junior. It seemed so wrong and so right. Resting his elbow near her head, he used his other hand to twist one of her nipples. Her moan caused his cock to enlarge again. Bowing his head toward her breasts, he replied, “I’m not married. I think I want to do this with my fiancée, and I wanted to check it out first." His teeth nipped at the deep red stub.

“Ohhh, Master, that hurts." Her words only strengthened his hold. He wanted pain, not blood. When he finally released her nipple, he told her he was going to bite the other one. Her hands were free, but she didn’t attempt to shield his intended victim. Instead, she lifted her chin, pressed her chest upward, and exposed the tender flesh. Masterfully he bit the second nub. Her noises were a combination of pain and pleasure. Before long, he was pumping into her cunt again. 

More out of curiosity than sadism, Troy proclaimed, “This time you may not come." After injecting her with more of his seed, he marveled at the power. He’d never dreamt that he had the power to control a woman’s body so completely. 


Chapter Five

“I am not displeased,” was the last thing Troy said to Nicole, as he left the club. He repeated that information to Clinton, with a two hundred dollar tip. Honestly, his statement was only partially true. Nicole did not displease him. However, he was pissed off at himself. He’d cheated on Diana a second time. That wasn’t his intention. It was just the rush of power. That is what lacked with Diana. He’d allowed her too much power. 

Her most recent text read: It’s too late. Don’t come over. It wasn’t too late, and he planned to establish his power tonight, things were about to change. He drove with renewed desire toward her apartment. His thoughts swirled with their reunion, new roles, and impending make-up sex. 

Troy wasn’t sure how Diana would accept the change in their relationship. Equality would no longer exist. After all, she is only a female and would need to learn her place. The past wasn’t her fault, although he may punish her for it anyway. The idea made his cock swell. He was the one who needed to step up, to be the man. Depressing the accelerator and feeling the powerful engine propel the muscle car down the highway, Troy knew he would do that tonight!

The dildo and anal plug only protected Diana from penetration while in her apartment. Liam knew that, actually he’d ordered it. She would think he tried to shield her, when in reality he wanted her brains fucked-out and her body battered and bruised. Being Carmichael Diamond’s son gave him privileges. He gave orders, and they were followed. 

Liam sped through the streets of south Chicago. He decided to see how the little brunette liked her temporary home. Grinning at the prospect, he believed some box-time kept all the females pliable and humble. The biggest rush came in seeing the gratitude in their eyes upon release. 

The slowing of the truck caused Diana to fall against the rough side of the wooden crate. Collapsing to its floor, she believed the vehicle stopped. The next sound was that of a large overhead door opening, followed by voices. Diana shook with fear and anticipation.  Her crate moved and then plummeted, as if pushed off a platform or truck bed. Her naked body reeled and landed abruptly. She tried to right herself. However, still wearing the hood orientation was difficult.  Mercifully, a breeze cooled her perspiration-drenched body as she heard the lid open.   

Roughly, hands pulled her from the box. Her weak legs trembled as she tried to stand and listen to the voices. “Look at her." 

“Yeah nice ass, I’m taking some of that." 

“I think I want to come all over those tits." The voices came from different directions. She nervously turned toward each one. Shielding her body from their eyes was impossible. Her hands were still bound behind her back. The voices continued their assessment. One voice stood out, deeper than the rest. Diana wondered if that was the man in charge.

Without warning the hood came off her head. Her eyes fought to adjust to the light and her nose flared with fresh air. Her once pretty blond hair, stuck to her head with glue made of her own sweat, while her face dripped with tears, snot, and drool. The man before her was large like a football player. His skin was dark. When he spoke, she knew he was the man with the deep voice.  “I am removing the gag. Don’t scream, bitch, or I will put it back on.”

“Not before she sucks my cock." 

Diana couldn’t see the person who added his plan. Her eyes bonded to the mountain of man before her. 

“Do you understand?” The boss man asked.

Diana nodded her head. This has to be wrong. Didn’t Liam say he was protecting me? 

She stretched her jaw after the removal of the gag. However, before she could relish the loss of the rubber ball or assess her new surroundings hands grabbed her from behind. Unwittingly she screamed. Boss man’s large hand struck her cheek. If it weren’t for the hands that seized her shoulders, she would have fallen. 

“I said not to scream, bitch!" 

“I am sorry. Please, something is wrong. My fiancé is an investment broker. He can pay you…" She didn’t get to finish her sentence. Boss man’s hand contacted her cheek again. 

“You are a slave. You do not speak without permission. And you never address a male without saying Master.”

Diana’s eyes filled with tears. The pain in her left cheek led her to believe it was beginning to swell. “Yes, Master,” came meekly from her raw lips. 

The hands that held her moved to her hips and pushed her forward, causing her to bend and expose her beaten ass. “Looks like Mr. Diamond had some fun with this round ass.”

“Not as much fun as we’ll have,” said another unknown voice followed by laughter. 

Then others added their agreement. “It will look even better with a diamond on that cheek.” Without warning the anal plug was removed. 

Boss man spoke again, “On your knees, cunt.” She fell to the concrete ground, “Lips on my shoe." She obeyed, lifting her battered ass in the air. “Lick it." Her tongue tasted the dirt and grit on the top of his work boot. The others laughed and bantered.

“Yeah, she’s going to use that tongue on me." 

“I want to feel it on my hole,” more laughter.

Next, someone pressed her face into the floor and pulled the dildo from her cunt. “Check this out boys, its dripping.” She tried to hide her embarrassment. They were right. Her cunt clenched, as hot thick come seeped from her swollen lips.

“Make her suck it clean." The faces now came into range. She counted five, including boss man. Wasn’t this every woman’s dream? The idea of being kidnapped by strangers, forced to provide sexual pleasures, and humiliated for their enjoyment. To soon the reality of dream verses nightmare would materialize. 

 Assuming the position Liam taught her, a skinny wiry guy forced the wet dildo into her mouth. She sucked and slurped recognizing the taste of her own cum. Boss man waited a few minutes and took over instruction. He pulled the silicone dick from her mouth and said, “Fuck that. You are sucking me instead of that piece of plastic." He unzipped his pants and unfolded his shaft. Diana’s eyes enlarged as she viewed his cock. It was bigger than Liam’s. The idea of sucking his piece terrified her. She didn’t have time to contemplate. He stepped forward, grabbed her hair, and forced his cock deep into her throat. No struggling or gagging was permitted. Any sign of disobedience resulted in swift corporal punishment. Physical retribution brought these men as much joy as sexual domination. 

Later Diana wouldn’t be able to recall how long the abuse lasted, or how long they used her. Nevertheless, use her, they did. She sucked every cock, swallowing every drop of semen. At times, the men chose to spray their emissions onto her hair, tits, and stomach. They fucked her pussy, mouth, and ass. At one point she had three cocks inside of her. The astronomical pain made her fear she would split open. Never had she considered that she could simultaneously withstand a penis in her vagina and ass. She would have screamed, but the cock in her mouth demanded attention. 

Boss man made her beg for every abuse. “Please, Master, fuck my mouth." “Please, Master, beat my pussy with your belt." “Please, Master, make me cry in pain." Then she was required to thank them for their cruelty. “Thank you, Master, for hurting me." “Thank you for training me to be a better slave." 

At one point she begged for a bathroom. Boss man laughed and told her to squat and pee. The humiliating act reduced her to tears. At the same time her cunt throbbed. She lowered her ass and tried to release the urine. The eyes of all five men made it difficult to relax the necessary muscles. A few lashes with one of their belts provided the incentive to allow the urine to stream onto the cement floor.  She tried to keep it away from her feet.  When she finished, Boss man told her to lie down in the puddle. The warehouse cooled her, yet, the warm pee combined with embarrassment made her cheeks redden. 

Another activity, for the amusement of these trainers, included various items for whipping. One of them secured a chain from a beam and strung Diana by her wrists. She strained, as only her toes remained earthbound. The cane proved the most painful. She was able to compare that to a leather whip, riding crop, and belt. Beatings served as intermission, as well as an aphrodisiac, for rock hard sex again and again. 

She strived for obedience and tried to refrain from crying or screaming. Sometimes the agony was too intense, she couldn’t stop herself. Begging only met reproach. However, at times, begging for relief was all that she could manage. 

When they finally finished, she prayed they would take her to Liam. Boss man could tell him that she’d endured everything they sent her way. Liam would be proud, clean her, and comfort her wounds. That didn’t happen. 

Boss man gave a countdown, “We need to finish with this bitch. Ten more minutes, if you kill her, you'll have to pay for her. And the fuck’n cunt is spent. She’s not worth a dime." His demeaning words made her swollen aching pussy spasm. “Alright, put the bitch back. It’s time to go.”

Diana hadn’t even considered the possibility of going back in that box. When one of the men led her in that direction and reality hit, she panicked. It took two of them, plus multiple strikes, to calm her enough to place her in the crate. 

Panic wouldn’t allow her to concentrate; she screamed and cried. They gave her two water bottles. Her hands were secured, in front of her body. She could lift a bottle. Before giving her the water, skinny guy drank some of each one and jacked off to refill each bottle. Shaking the contents, mixing the water with cum, he threw the bottles into her crate. “Remember me, cunt." 

They didn’t make her wear the gag. Just before they refastened the lid Diana asked, “Please, Master, how long will I be in here?”

Boss man shrugged. “If I were you, I’d go slow on that water. It may need to last you a few days. I ain’t never seen them make a bitch wait longer than a week." With that the world went dark. 

She couldn’t sit or lay out straight. If she did sit, her head had to be between her knees. There was no place for her to urinate of defecate. They left her crate in the abandoned warehouse/garage. After her hysteria calmed, she noticed the drop in temperature. Well, it is February in Chicago. The resounding silence of the garage ate away at her nerves. After what seemed like a day or two, she noticed that she was constantly wet. With her hands in front of her, she could masturbate but her cum felt different, sticky. Of course, she’d gone too long without her pills. She was having a period.

Troy sipped the last of his Grey Goose. The flight attendant smiled as she offered him another drink. He shook his head and closed his eyes. In two hours he’d be back in Chicago. Where the hell is Diana? He thought about her apartment. 

On Saturday after spending the afternoon with Nicole, he found himself banging on Diana’s door. She didn’t answer. Having a key, he entered. Things looked normal, except for the note on the kitchen table. It was from her. 

Troy, if you found this, you have come looking for me. I am sorry, but when you wouldn’t answer my texts, I figured you knew everything. I didn’t mean to cheat on you, it just kept happening. I’m a slut and don’t deserve you. Please don’t try to contact me. I’m leaving town for a while. I am really sorry. Love forever, Diana

So many things about that note bothered Troy. The most obvious was her confession. Unbelievably, that wasn’t what ate at him. It was her signature. Long ago, very early in their courtship, he’d signed his notes “T” and she “D”. Of course, that wasn’t officially grounds for a police search but Troy believed it should be. Moreover, the cheating, if she had, they could work through it. Hell, he fantasized about Nicole almost as much as Diana. That didn’t warrant ending their relationship. 

Enjoying the comfortable first class seat, sipping the eighty-proof vodka, and listening to the hum of the engines, he contemplated his fiancée. Something wasn’t right. He needed to speak to her. However, every call went to voice mail. Every text went unanswered. His meetings in New York were supposed to last until Friday, but the call from Diana’s office propelled him back to Chicago. Her supervisor wondered when she would return. Diana rarely missed work. She loved her career as a financial analyst, and it kept her hustling. Her blowing off her work didn’t make sense. 

Troy’s new client in New York understood his personal issues. He agreed wedding planning can be stressful. Moreover, Troy needed to work things out. Then he would be able to concentrate on the client’s work. 

Damn, Troy knew he should call Liam. The guy had left multiple texts and voice mails. They hadn’t spoken since Troy left him with Nicole. Now, with his knowledge of what Liam had done to her… 

Yes, they’ve been friends for fifteen years. Yes, they’d been on the same football team and supported each other through high school and college dramas. But, since Liam’s real father, Carmichael, came into the picture Liam acted different. Troy had to wonder, could he possibly know anything about Diana?


Chapter Six

Diana’s mind registered the opening of the crate. She heard the voices and even felt the gloved hands pull her foul body from the wooden box. However, she’d been enclosed for too long.   Her consciousness couldn’t understand, and her legs couldn’t support her weight. As the gloved hands released her arms, she fell to the floor in a heap. 

Someone poured water down her throat, causing her to cough and choke. That with the air of the warehouse, devoid of the stench within the crate, helped to return her mind to present. Finally, Diana became aware of the voices talking above her.  She looked up to see the expression of disgust on multiple faces. Recognizing Liam’s voice she lowered her head to the shiny shoes before her.

“Clean her, prepare her, and bring her to my office,” he said, as he pulled his shoe away from her lips. “Not yet, Sweetheart, I don’t want you to get my loafers dirty.” 

Diana saw the repulsion in his eyes. The overwhelming indignity of her condition filled her chest with shame. Yet, her expression revealed the reverence reserved for the man who undoubtedly assured her release. 

A woman fastened a leash to the leather collar, around Diana’s neck, and instructed Diana to come with her. Disgraced beyond anything she’d ever imagined, Diana didn’t attempt to stand. Her rank odor and filthy skin signified her status. She was not equal to this woman, or even deserved to stand in Liam’s presence. Struggling to her knees she crawled like a dog beside the woman. Diana’s muscles were slow to react after so much inactivity. The woman showed no patience for her sluggish pace. Using a riding crop, she propelled Diana at the appropriate speed.  

The woman, Mistress Debbie, didn’t seem concerned about Diana’s filth as she required Diana to lick her black heeled shoes.  “Lick them nice and clean. You are now an Inferno Slut. My job is to help train the club’s sluts. You will obey everything I say, or this five inch heel will be shoved up your ass. Do you understand?”

Between licks, Diana managed, “Yes, Mistress Debbie.”

Their walk took them through various rooms and halls. On multiple occasions Debbie required Diana to assume the position for different people. Men and women commented on her stench, each statement lowered Diana’s self-esteem and increased her arousal. 

Finally, they reached a large tiled room with multiple shower heads. The cold tile soothed Diana’s raw knees, until she noticed the large hose in Debbie hands. Without warning, copious amounts of ice cold water assaulted Diana’s body. The force knocked her to the floor. She attempted to shield her eyes, leaving her mouth and nose vulnerable to the flushing invasion. Though coughing and spitting, she obeyed the mistress’s orders and spread her legs. More water struck her tender flesh. 

When Mistress Debbie revealed a hose similar to one seen in millions of backyards, Diana began to weep. First, Mistress Debbie required Diana to insert the tip into her vagina and with the water off, masturbate. Soaking wet and shivering, Diana performed. 

“You’d better do better than that if you plan to make it here. Just imagine doing that on stage, showing off your rancid pussy to fifty men, ten of whom will have their cocks inside of you in the next hour." Debbie laughed as Diana’s body began to gyrate. 

The idea of public exhibition made Diana cream, the hose moved in and out with ease. She wished it were thicker. Diana’s empty stomach twisted; her hunger made concentration difficult. “Please Mistress Debbie, I am so hungry.”

The dominatrix didn’t respond. Instead her tall black shoes echoed on the tile as she walked toward a dry wall and removed her small skirt. Placing her palms against the cool tile and exposing her ass and glistening cunt, she offered Diana a meal. “Eat me slut, and make me come.”

“I… I’ve never. I’m not a lesbian,” Diana stammered.

Abruptly Debbie turned and slapped Diana’s face. The drenched female crumbled again to the tile. “I don’t give a shit what you like and don’t like." Pushing Diana’s body back to the wet floor, Debbie secured Diana’s hands above her head and straddled her face.

Surprisingly, Diana found the wet aroused pussy of her mistress sweetly aromatic. It was unlike the musky scent of a man. Without further instruction, she began to lap at the swollen lips. The thick honey taste ignited unfamiliar desires. Diana could feel her own pussy spasm against the long green tube that remained within her. She understood female anatomy and began to tongue Debbie’s clitoris. It didn’t take long before her mistress was convulsing with her cum coating Diana’s nose and chin.   

Standing, Debbie cruelly added, “Look at my juice all over your face, you just can’t stay clean, can you, slut?”

“No, Mistress Debbie.”

“You will now be punished for arguing with me.”

Diana didn’t question Debbie’s verdict. She instinctively knew it would only worsen her punishment. “Push the hose up your ass.”

Diana shuddered as she pulled the hose from her clenched pussy. Lifting her ass with her knees spread wide she tried to obey. However, her anus tightened, making the insertion difficult. “Please don’t turn on the water." Diana begged as she loosened the hole with one hand and pushed the hose with the other. 

“Hold it there. If it comes out before I say, you are back in the box." Debbie’s grin increased Diana’s quaking. The cold water cleansed her ass, bloating her cavity and creating intense discomfort. 

Next, Diana squatted over a drain. Mistress Debbie forced Diana to eliminate the fluid from her anus and bladder. More women entered the shower. The increased audience and associated noises added to her degradation and humiliation. If she weren’t so dehydrated, there would have been more tears.   

Once Debbie was satisfied that Diana completely eliminated the fluid and wouldn’t shit all over herself, she hosed Diana down again. Next, two club sluts helped Diana stand and led her, on weak legs, to the next room. 

Diana’s eyes adjusted to the florescent lighting, viewing the concrete floor and cinder blocked walls. A trail of wet foot prints revealed her path, as she stepped into the industrial room and inhaled the strong odor of disinfectant. Memories of her high school locker room flooded her thoughts. Back then, she was a vibrant cheerleader. The mirror confirmed the demise of that girl. Staring back through vacant blue eyes, Diana recognized that today, she is a weakened, abused club slut. The total loss of self, created a deep emotional void. Yet, the total loss of control was strangely erotic and rousing.     

“Make her look the part. No food, Master Liam wants her in his office when you are done." With those orders, their mistress left the three sluts alone. The tension in the room dissipated with her departure. 

A cool metal shelf hung under a large mirror. It held hundreds of partially used cosmetics lying in disarray. Diana peered into the mirror seeing three strangers. On her left she saw a redhead with very large breasts and a disproportionately small waist. This slut stood at least six inches taller than Diana. The blonde on her right was also tall and appeared young with shining brown eyes. They both wore small transparent white t-shirts, monogrammed with CI in red letters. Earlier Diana noticed their short black skirts, high-heeled shoes, and padlocked collars. 

It was the person in the middle that alarmed Diana. She hoped it was the lighting that caused her coloring to be somewhere between ash and gray. However, if lighting were the cause, wouldn’t the others have similar pallor? Viewing her battered naked body, she trembled. Her cold wet form was the most obvious cause of her shaking; yet it was the fear from memories and the unknown which increased the intensity. The reflection displayed evidence of prior abuse: purple and green markings. It created the canvas for Mistress Debbie’s newly inflicted red welts. Her long, wet, blonde hair hung in tangled knots and dripped droplets of icy water down her back.   

The tall redhead spoke, as her gaze locked with Diana’s in the mirror. “Welcome to the Inferno." Without warning her fingers plunged into Diana’s cunt, teasing her swollen lips, and pulled out. “Candy, check this out, she’s dripping." 

Diana reached to the shelf for support, as the shock induced tears. 

The brown-eyed blonde, grabbed the redhead’s hand and sucked her fingers. “She is as sweet as syrup." Both women laughed. Candy offered advice, “We’re supposed to get you ready for Master Liam. You’d better keep pumping that cream, because he’ll work you over real good if you don’t respond exactly how he likes." The women giggled and nodded their heads in unison. 

Diana’s knees wobbled as she fought to remain upright. “I think there’s been a mistake. I shouldn’t be here.”

They grinned in response. Desiree, the redhead, said, “Ya, Bitch, every one of us said the same thing. But it ain’t no mistake." Fingering the small padlock on Diana’s collar, she continued, “Your wet pussy confirms it. You’re here, because just like us, you’re a pain slut. It turns you on. In addition, bitch, you are here. Enjoy it, because this is as good as it gets.” 

“True that, sister." Candy leaned close, like she was telling Diana a secret, “It can get a lot worse.”

Next the redhead handed Diana scissors. “Now cut it off.”

Diana stared at the scissors with a complete lack of comprehension. “Cut what off?”

“Your hair.” 

Desiree’s words brought sobs from Diana’s chest. Her shoulders shook as she closed her eyes. “Please, no.”

“We are just following orders. You learn real quick around here, to do that. Mistress Debbie said it needs to be short and red.”

Grasping at straws, Diana knelt to Desiree’s feet. “Please, please don’t make me cut my hair. If I can just talk to Liam, I can get this all straightened out.”

“Candy, did you hear that?”

“I sure did, Liam!" Laughing Candy pulled Diana up by her, about to be cut, hair. “We like you – so listen nice and close, his name is Master Liam. Every cock-carrying bastard is now your master. Failure to acknowledge even the garbage man by that title will result in punishment like you have never imagined." Putting the scissors in Diana’s hands, Candy continued, “And don’t be kneeling at another slut’s feet or they will eat you up and spit you out. Save that reverence for people that own you." She looked at the scissors in Diana’s hands, “Now get busy, we’ve got work to do. We’re not getting our asses whipped because you have some misconception that Liam will save yours.” 

Each section or club, within the Inferno, contains different music, different décor, different themes and the same obvious commodity. The one where he settled fit Troy’s current state. The white walls and ceiling provided the perfect canvas for the display of lights. Today they were blue, shining up the walls, through gauzy curtains that created private spaces, and highlighting the stage and bar. Women moved on stage to the sound of jazz, their gyrations soulful and seductive. Their costumes weren’t the waitress’ attire of short black skirts, high heels, and tight white t-shirts. The dancers’ outfits sparkled in the stage lights, as the dancers slowly revealed additional flesh and less shimmer. 

Troy wasn’t sure what kept bringing him back to this BDSM Club. He guessed it was the girl that continued to infiltrate his thoughts. Besides, he was at a total loss when it came to his fiancée. Troy wondered if he could even call Diana that anymore. It had been four days since he’d stormed out of her apartment. He hadn’t talked to her since. So, as he watched the blonde on stage spread her legs and masturbate in rhythm to the sound of saxophones, he justified his impending behavior. Diana’s note said she cheated. If she left him, was this really cheating? His twitching cock didn’t need more permission. 

Upon arrival, he asked for Clinton. Another large tip and Clinton promised to have Troy’s requests quickly fulfilled. For now, Troy sat, ate, watched, and contemplated. Truthfully, he wasn’t hungry. Nevertheless, he assumed his leftovers could provide some club slut with her daily nutrients. It was his goodwill gesture for the day, besides the salty fries mixed well with the cold beer. 

Directly after his flight, Troy went to Diana’s apartment. It hadn’t changed since Saturday night. He wondered if the police should become involved. But, then he questioned the case and clues. Was there really evidence suggesting foul play? Or would the CPD confirm Troy’s fears: she left him willingly. Did he want to know?

At least, he’d contacted Liam. He didn’t ask him about Diana, but did tell him he wanted to talk to him in person. They were supposed to meet later tonight at the sports bar, the one where Cindy works. Liam said he had some work, but hoped he could be there by ten. With multiple hours to spare, Troy decided he needed some diversion. Nicole fit the bill well.

The pretty waitress kneeling before him brought Troy out of his inner trance. “Master Troy, Master Clinton sent me to you." Her body bowed as her lips touched his shiny leather loafers. 

“Rise and tell me your message." It wasn’t taking Troy long to figure out this master/slave stuff. Each interaction strengthened his affection for the new role. How could any man not get off with females submitting to his every whim? 

Lifting her head, she assumed the position he’d witnessed many times. Sitting on her bent legs, knees spread, chest out, and hands behind her back. The short skirt allowed full view of her glistening pussy. That was part of the rush. Troy marveled at the pleasure these females obtained from their role. 

“Master Clinton said that I am to take you to room fifteen. It is ready. But, first Master, I am to offer myself. You may use me as you like.”

“Thank you, what is your name?”

“Savannah.”

“Thank you, Savannah, I may take that offer another time. Currently I am ready to go to room fifteen.”

“Yes, Master." With that, she stood and waited for Troy to gather his jacket, take another sip of his beer, and follow her.

Did she look disappointed? Troy reasoned that the night was young and the rooms were filling. Savannah would have many willing cocks to serve before she retired for the night, if she retired for the night. Didn’t Clinton say that was a possibility? 

Room fifteen was nicer than the average service room. It has an actual bed with clean sheets, not just a mattress on the floor. Of course, the bed was a four poster, perfect for binding a female.  Per Troy’s instruction, the room was filled with loud music and his requested slut was tied, naked, and spread eagle on the bed. Her eyes were blindfolded but he decided against the gag, although Clinton offered some interesting designs.

When he showed Troy the penis gag, even Clinton laughed at Troy’s response. “I think I want my cock to be the one she’s deep throating." Yes, Troy was getting good at this. He tried to keep his thoughts away from his fantasy. Truly, he wished it was Diana tied to the bed. However, entering the room and seeing Nicole, his cock wasn’t displeased with the substitute. 

Savannah made one more offer. “Perhaps Master Troy, you would like two sluts to service you this evening?”

He contemplated the offer, but he had something special for Nicole. “That is an offer I promise to consider in the future. Goodbye, Savannah.”

She bowed her head and walked backwards out the door, closing it tight. 

Troy removed his jacket and did a perfunctory scan of the room. The black glass bubble was in the corner near the door. He considered the positions necessary to shield Nicole and himself from the watchful eye of big brother. 

Stripping to his boxers, he found the riding crop he’d requested and approached the bed. Nicole remained still and compliant. Troy wondered if she knew it was him. Did she recognize his voice? 

Bending down to her ear, he spoke as he teased her tits with the tip of the crop. “Tell me, slave, are you happy to see me?”

The smile that simultaneously appeared as her body wiggled at the menacing touch, made Troy’s heart skip a beat. “Master Troy, I cannot see you.”

The sound of his name enlarged his already hard shaft and her cheekiness amused him. He playfully whipped her breasts with multiple quick strikes. She winced at the sting. The impact wasn’t hard or angry. The tone of his voice, revealed his playful attitude, “Then tell me, are you happy to hear me?" 

Nicole’s body wreathed against the silk scarves. Troy trailed the tip of the crop along her skin, to her glistening pussy. “That should be obvious, Sir." She was right. The juices leaking from her slit, displayed her arousal. Creating the whistling sound, that resonates a split second before the crack of contact, Troy landed the crop on the delicate skin of her exposed cunt. Nicole cried out, “Oh, Master, please, that hurts.”

“I don’t believe you answered my question." Again, he taunted her with the crop.

“Yes, Master Troy, I am very happy to hear you." He removed the blindfold to see her beautiful green eyes. They stared directly into his soul and echoed the smile that lit her face. “And, to see you, Sir." 

Wearing only her collar, Nicole’s body twitched in anticipation of Troy’s next move. He nipped at her deep red nipples. “Beg, slave. Beg for what you want.”

“Please Master, please fuck this unworthy slut.”

Troy laughed. “My, you are bold. Do you deserve my cock?”

“No. But I will do whatever you say to earn it.”

Walking back to a table with the various items he’d requested, Troy returned to Nicole’s field of vision with nipple clamps. Her eyes displayed a fear that her lips wouldn’t speak. “I believe these will help you remember to show me the proper respect.”

He watched the emerald green shine as her eyes filled with moisture. “Yes, Master, I am sorry. I deserve to be punished.”

Troy pinched and stretched each nipple, before inflicting the agony of a clamp on to the hardened nob. Her moans propelled his cock from the opening of his boxers. He climbed onto the bed and mounted her face. 

Nicole sucked and sucked as Troy fucked her mouth. She took him completely, even though his length touched her throat. He contemplated pulling out and spraying her, but he remembered her earlier request for food and allowed her to drink his semen. Later Troy considered his thoughts of spraying her. He would never have even considered that with Diana. Yet, he knew Nicole would take it willingly. His new power left him uninhibited. 

When he finished, he crawled down the firm young body and tasted the sweet aromatic juice of her sex. Nicole bucked as Troy elicited wave after wave of orgasm. Currently, he had control over her entire world. He could take her to the brink of explosion and back away. He could take her to the edge and forbid her enjoyment. And he could send her into a world of fireworks and convulsions. Troy chose to do all of the above. Eventually he untied her wrists and ankles, and allowed his cock the pleasure his tongue enjoyed.

Lying on top of her, with their faces shielded from the camera, Troy removed the nipple clamps. The release of pressure inflicted more pain than the placing of the clamps. He sucked the nobs in a comforting form of torture. When her cries became giggles, Troy revealed something he’d hidden beneath one of the pillows. He was certain that they were hidden from view, and the loud music continued to conceal their voices. 

Nicole’s eyes widened and filled again with moisture at the sight of a Hershey’s Candy bar. “Oh, Master Troy.”

“I haven’t figured out how to bring you sunshine. But chocolate wasn’t too difficult.”

“But I can’t. I am not allowed.”

“No one can see. I am blocking the camera. Besides, I am ordering you to eat it.”

Troy’s chest and arms surrounded her petite body. She wiggled her hands free and seized the small brown bar. Quickly she tore the wrapper from the slender piece of milk chocolate. Just as she was about to bite, Troy stopped her, snatching the candy. “First, tell me, have you eaten food today?”

Nicole nodded, keeping her eyes on the chocolate only inches away. “Yes, Sir, I had toast this morning and part of a sandwich later." Her eyes danced as she added, “And I slept in a bed last night." Troy found the joy in her voice incompatible with her words.

“As opposed to?”

“A cage." She answered matter-of-factly, “Master, may I please have the chocolate?”

He handed her the sweet candy and considered the idea of seducing this young girl with chocolate. Although, she is an adult by definition; she is also ten years his junior. The sudden feeling of pedophilia did not serve as an aphrodisiac. His submissive slut was now an innocent child, relishing in the act of eating candy and sleeping in a bed. She finished the entire bar in seconds. Continuing to shield her, he said, “I thought you might savor it a little longer.”

Her sparkling eyes looked away, “I’m sorry, Master. I was afraid it would disappear if I hesitated. It tasted so good.”

He lifted her chin, “It seems to have disappeared." His smile was rewarded with hers. “And it is alright. I am glad you enjoyed it.”

“Oh, yes, Master. Thank you." She kissed his lips. Immediately she stiffened and looked down. “I am sorry again. Please punish me.  I should not have done that.”

Confused, Troy asked, “Done what?”

“Kiss you, Sir. Not like that. We are not allowed to respond, or show affection. It is all physical. Sluts don’t have emotions.”

After all the contact they’d had, a kiss seemed very benign. Troy answered, “Okay, I can punish you. But tell me, am I punishing you because you displayed emotion or because you have emotion?”

Nicole’s gaze lingered on Troy’s face. Finally, she answered, “I believe both.”

Well, that answered Troy’s question and nullified her statement. Sluts obviously do have emotions. They have just been trained and indoctrinated to think otherwise. “Nicole, do you want to leave here?”

“Sir, I am not allowed…”

His cadence slowed. “You are not allowed to displease me. Answer my question." 

“No, Master, I do not want to leave.” 

Her answer surprised him. “Don’t tell me what you are instructed to say. Tell me the truth.”

“I’m sorry. I am telling you the truth. There are people here that protect me, some of the other sluts are my friends, and I have a roof over my head. Besides…”

Troy was listening, “Besides... what?”

“Please, Master Troy, let me thank you properly for your kindness. I have spoken too much.”

“Besides what?”

“It is said that the only way to leave is through auction. It is my greatest fear, to be auctioned off to another country. I have heard terrible stories about what is done to American women in mid-eastern and Asian countries. I do not want to leave the Creation Inferno." After a prolonged silence, Nicole asked, “Master, may I please you? May I suck you again?”

Troy nodded. 

***

Troy sat on the edge of the bed replacing his shoes and socks. Lying on her stomach with her feet crossed in the air and head upon her propped hands, Nicole watched. He had requested her dark hair pinned up. It was one of Diana’s styles, he liked. However, their activity caused it to loosen. It now hung in velvety waves around her pretty round face. Although the music remained loud, they had no difficulty communicating in hushed tones. Instinctively they could differentiate the other’s voice through the clamor. 

“Master Troy?”

He turned to her. On her bare ass he noticed the tattoo. He’d seen it on other waitresses and dancers. It was a diamond with the initials C I inside of it:  Creation Inferno. Suddenly he realized the diamond was for Diamond, as in Carmichael Diamond and Liam Diamond. Troy raised his eyebrows.

“I am sorry she said no,” Nicole offered shyly.

“What are you talking about?”

 “I apologize, it is not my concern.”

He ran his hand over her firm round ass and traced the diamond. “Let me decide that. Continue, perhaps a spanking is in order." Nicole’s smile and aroused wiggle made Troy want to undress again. 

“Your fiancée, I assume since you are back, she said no to BDSM." Looking up with her emerald eyes she added, “She is a fool.”

Troy slapped her ass, hard enough to leave a temporary print. They both knew it was intended more playful than as punishment. “It isn’t your business and I don’t believe you should judge her so quickly. I haven’t discussed it with her, yet." His fingers traced the reddened print as his tone became softer. “I haven’t seen her. She won’t return my calls or text messages.”

Nicole’s eyes closed, as she raised her ass in response to Troy’s touch. “I don’t understand some females." Her exposure was a blatant invitation. Troy had already fucked her twice and she’d sucked him at least as many times. Surprisingly, her slightest movement, as well as his raised print made him hard again. Still, it was her words that caused him to laugh – definitely the understatement of the year. “Sir? Do I need that spanking you mentioned?”

Slapping her ass once more, with a little more power, he leaned down to her neck and nibbled. “I believe you do, but not for your questions. You deserve punishment because you are making me late for an appointment." He noticed the goose bumps which resulted from his actions. He used to enjoy doing that to Diana. He considered it a form of playful torture. Oh, how things have changed, he had so many new ideas for tormenting.

“Oh, Master…” Her words faded as his fingers penetrated her well lubricated cunt.   He alternated the spanking with masturbation. She obeyed every direction given. Her slender body moved over his legs and her naked ass writhed in both pleasure and pain. Watching her and feeling her, Troy couldn’t help but think:  if there is one female who doesn’t deserve punishment, it is Nicole. 

When he finished, they both dressed. He didn’t know if he would see her again. There was a bond forming that Troy knew was detrimental to his future with Diana. He felt the awkward silence.  It isn’t like the end of a date when you kiss good-bye. 

Nicole was much more experienced. Perhaps she wanted to alleviate his discomfort. “Thank you, Master Troy. If you are done with me, I must get to my work-station. I am waitressing tonight.”

Troy sighed with relief. “Yes, Nicole and thank you.” Her smile melted his heart as he opened the door.

Standing directly outside of room fifteen was a man in black. He was tall and fit and seemed to be waiting for them. Troy saw Nicole’s smile turn to fear as her head bowed and she asked, “Master Derek?” 

Instinctively Troy wanted to protect her. He didn’t know this man or his intentions. Without thinking, Troy’s arm moved to shield Nicole. 

Derek leaned toward them. “Nicole, you are needed in dining room three. I believe Master Clinton is waiting for you. Mr. Palmer, I would like you to come with me." Nicole didn’t hesitate. Keeping her eyes down, she scurried away. 

Troy checked his watch, a little after eight. Extending his hand, “I appear to be at the disadvantage. What is your name, sir?”

Derek engaged his handshake. “Derek, Derek Terrill. I am in charge of security here at Creation Inferno. Now if you would, please come with me.”


Chapter Seven

As long as Diana could remember, she’d had long hair. When she was little, her dad would tug on her ponytail. Throughout those awkward teenage years, it was her crown of glory: silky, naturally golden yellow, and the envy of others. Now, as she is led down the numerous hallways of her new unfamiliar home, it is gone. The reflection she’d last seen, didn’t seem like a reflection at all. It was more of an optical illusion. Someone else mimicked her movements in the large mirror. Perhaps it was hunger that created the deception. Candy and Desiree only allowed her water. Permission for food rested with the man at the end of this journey. 

That other person in the mirror had Diana’s cobalt blue eyes and high cheek-bones. It was the deep, auburn-red, shoulder-length hair that was wrong. Actually, it was quite attractive. Candy required Diana to make the first cut. After that, the two club sluts took over. They cut, colored, and styled. They didn’t only color the hair on her head. Her pussy now flamed with a trimmed auburn halo. Next, they applied nail polish and make-up. Diana had never worn so much eye shadow. The combination of colors intensified the blue in her eyes. Lastly, she was dressed. 

Wearing matching outfits, the three club sluts walked through the long tiled corridors. Diana listened to the click-clack, as the sound of their heels echoed from the walls. The dull roar and ever pounding bass of the music could distinctively be heard, behind the deep hush of people moving from place to place. Occasionally, they would meet others along their journey. Diana didn’t see faces; she’d been told to keep her eyes down and head slightly bowed. This stance was only permitted to change with a direct order. 

Now that the adrenaline of release had left her system, she felt too weak to fight. Obeying seemed her best means of survival. Throughout her transformation session, her new friends offered advice. It was Diana’s choice if she benefited from their experience. Ironically, they kept telling her she had choices. As she approached Master Liam’s office with her heart thumping ever too rapidly, her choices seemed extremely limited. 

Watching Nicole hurry away, Troy bristled with indignation.  “What the hell is going on?" The man in black, Derek, had turned to walk away. Troy wasn’t moving until he knew Nicole’s fate. “I am not moving until you answer some questions.”

Turning back amongst a hallway of equally curious and apathetic listeners, Derek replied, “Mr. Palmer, I will be glad to answer your questions in the privacy of my office. Now if you will?" He gestured forward. 

Recognizing the necessity of discretion, Troy leaned forward and whispered. “Just tell me she will be alright.”

“That is not up to me. Do you know of a reason she should fear punishment?”

Troy immediately thought about the candy bar. However, he was certain that he’d shielded her from the camera. “No… I think she should be rewarded.”

“That is also, not my decision. Follow me." Troy decided he needed to see this through. It was obvious that Mr. Security wasn’t going to discuss anything in the open hallway. Slaves and masters, club sluts, and male employees all moved about the corridor. He didn’t want to cause Nicole more harm than he may already have done. 

The first room they entered seemed strangely out of place, reminding Diana of a normal receptionist’s office. If she were playing the old preschool game, which one of these things doesn’t belong, it would be the woman behind the desk.  She seemed better dressed for evening-wear than business. Her perfect hair, makeup, and body made Diana think she could be a model. She also had an aura that silently informed Diana she was distinctly on a different rung of Inferno hierarchy. This beautiful and well-dressed female was not a common Inferno slut.   

“Mistress Melody, we have Master Liam’s newest club slut, as he requested." Candy’s reverent tone and bowed head confirmed Diana’s suspicions. 

The pretty brunette looked up from her fashion magazine and exhaled. Apparently displaying annoyance to three sluts was acceptable. Mistress Melody made no effort to hide her irritation at the interruption of her quality reading. “You may wait. I will notify our Master.”

Diana turned toward the small grouping of chairs, although she was redirected to an open area. Desiree whispered in Diana’s ear. “Slaves do not use furniture without the permission of a male." 

They moved to the open corner and stood. Diana’s knees wobbled on the tall black heels. Her weakness made her fear fainting. The lack of food was even playing tricks with her mind. While walking through the maze of halls, she’d thought she heard Troy’s voice. Diana knew it was some kind of hallucination. Yet, she almost forgot her orders and looked up to the husky-rich voice. Then she remembered and kept her eyes diverted. 

It didn’t take long to understand; failure to perform exactly as directed results in quick retribution. From Mistress Debbie’s riding crop, to Desiree and Candy’s words and physical redirections, Diana strived to avoid the ever too near discipline. 

Her demeanor: straightened neck, pushed out breasts, and haughty tone, demonstrated Mistress Melody’s not so disguised attitude of superiority. “You may follow me,” she said, after their prolonged wait. 

Melody opened one of two large paneled, trimmed wooden doors. The plush office within contained the sweet scent of expensive tobacco. The trimmed walls and book-lined shelves emanated a powerful ambiance. How had Diana known Liam for so long and not known that he held this position of influence?

Their shoes no longer echoed but sank into the plush multicolored carpet. In unison the three sluts fell to their knees, their bare asses visible from under the short black skirts. It was the same position Diana had assumed in her apartment, what seemed like a lifetime ago. Tears seeped from her newly painted eyes as she awaited her master’s voice.  

The name-plate next to the door read Security. Derek Terrill passed a card under a sensor and opened the locked barrier. Troy immediately scanned the small room which contained many black and white monitors. The scenes changed as different cameras shared their feed. One man sat scanning the multitude of screens. Troy wondered if every room within the club was under surveillance. Before he could ask, the door opened again. A tall blond man entered and slammed the door closed. Derek’s quick movement saved Troy from feeling the heated presence of the newest member to their small gathering. 

“Marcus back off, now." The man stopped his pursuit and turned toward Derek, who continued, “Did you get it?”

“Yah, thankfully. If this son-of-a-bitch wouldn’t have moved when he did, it would have been too late. The cleaning crew was there seconds after I left.”

“Do you think they saw you?”

“I know they saw me, but they don’t have a fuck’n clue what I was doing.”

“Give it to me." Derek said as he stared at Marcus. The tall blonde was obviously contemplating his boss’ directive. Derek repeated his command. “Give it to me. I will take care of this.”

Troy watched in horror as Marcus handed Derek part of a candy-bar wrapper. More specifically, it was part of a Hershey’s Chocolate Bar wrapper. Immediately, he reached into the pocket of his jacket and removed the wrapper from Nicole’s surprise. It was only part of the paper. The rest must have fallen out of his pocket. 

Marcus watched the wheels turn in Troy’s head. When Troy finally looked up, Marcus met him chest to chest. “Do you have any fuck’n idea what would have happened to her if this was found by the cleaning crew?”

Troy’s puffed chest deflated. “I thought I had it all covered:  I hid her from the camera, I had the music playing, and I thought I had the wrapper in my pocket.”

“Well guess what, ass hole, you didn’t. I saw you reach under the pillow. I saw the wrapper hit the floor.” Grabbing the front of Troy’s shirt, Marcus pulled him close. “There are some who would have contacted Clinton immediately. She is just lucky that those of us in here right now are not of that mindset.”

Derek stepped between the two men, disconnecting their union. His gaze set intently on his employee. Nonetheless, before he could speak, Marcus leaned around Derek’s broad shoulders. “So was that your plan. Do you get-off getting the girls punished? It isn’t enough that you cause them pain, you want to know it continues when you are gone?”

Derek seemed to grow by inches. “Marcus, I am going to tell you this once more. I will take care of this. I don’t think we have the full story. The reason Mr. Palmer wouldn’t move away from the door was because he wanted to be sure Nicole would be alright. I do not think he was setting her up." All Troy could do is nod his head. Could a candy bar really cause such serious repercussions? 

Feeling the blood drain from his already perspiring face Troy spoke, “She told me she hadn’t eaten, only scraps. She also said she missed sunshine and chocolate. I meant to help her, not hurt her.”

“Sure, asshole, that is obvious with the riding crop and nipple clamps.” 

Troy’s shoulders squared as his volume increased. “That is fuck’n different." 

“Walk away now, Marcus. Go do a round through the clubs. Nicole is supposed to be in dining room three. You can confirm that she’s there. Text me and finish the loop." He waited a minute, before adding. “Now.”

Marcus turned abruptly toward the door. He opened it with enough force to pull it from the hinges, before turning one more time toward Troy, his eyes drilled into Troy’s soul. He then turned to Derek and left.

Unconsciously, Troy exhaled. The man at the monitors remained fixated on the screens. His diligence impressed Troy, who turned back to Derek. “I really meant to help. The other stuff is… well…”

“Hey, man, it is what it is. Actually, it is her job, and she does it willingly. But, you need to understand there are specific rules here. And, well, since let’s just say more recently, things have become stricter. Clinton has been given more leeway on his punishments.”

“Does Liam have anything to do with these changes?”

Derek’s expression fought to remain stoic. However, concern showed in his eyes. “You know Liam Diamond?”

“Yes, I have for a long time. Don’t worry, I won’t say anything about your and Blondie’s crusade to protect the girls. Actually, I admire it. Nicole told me, she has people who protect her. I can see she is right.”

Derek nodded. “We aren’t prudes. We understand the scene. It is just that different people carry things out differently.”

“I think I am starting to get that. I mean, I remember Liam with Nicole. It made me kinda sick. But yet, when I was alone with her -– it was so hot.”

“It is none of my business. Are you new at this?”

Troy looked up to answer, however his attention suddenly went to the woman in the attached office. He had not noticed her before.

Derek followed his stare. “Can I help you, Mr. Palmer?”

“Yes." Troy stared at the woman through the window of the door. She had long straight blonde hair, a short black dress, and was casually leaning against the desk, reading a magazine. “Is that Dr. Sells?”

Derek’s smile widened. “Yes." Troy turned toward him. “That is Mrs. Terrill, my wife.”

Troy’s mind swirled. Dr. Juliana Sells is a psychologist in his office building. He’d seen her many times. Legend said she was a bitch and a half, but a hell of a therapist. About a year ago, she married. Now she is just a half of a bitch. “No Shit. You are Dr. Sell’s husband?”

Derek’s smile widened as his chest inflated. “Something like that. Do you know my wife?”

“Nothing more than a nod on the elevator, or a hello at the café.”

“Well, let me introduce the two of you. Perhaps this will broaden your perception of BDSM." Derek led Troy to the private office. 

As soon as the door opened and Juliana saw her husband, she dropped the magazine and knelt with her head near the floor. Her dress was longer than the waitress’s and didn’t expose anything, other than a nice round material covered ass.  Derek grinned at Troy and spoke, “Jules, rise and meet our guest.”

Dr. Sells immediately obeyed standing and settling herself next to her beaming husband. Troy couldn’t help think how pretty she looked. He’d literally seen her dozens of times, but never like this. Standing demurely next to her Master, she radiated beauty and confidence. Derek continued to coordinate her movements, “Say hello to Mr. Palmer.”

Juliana smiled politely and bowed her head, “Hello, Master Palmer.”

“Troy.”

“Master Troy." Juliana looked at him for a moment and again lowered her eyes. “Master Troy, I believe we have met.”

“Yes. I work for Jameson, Freeman, and Lewis, on the same floor of the Wyatt building as your practice.”

Troy couldn’t help notice Derek’s amusement and pride. “Yes, my slave is a well-known psychologist. You will find that BDSM and master – slave relationships, occur in all walks of life, actually much more often than the vanilla people of the world know." 

This was so obviously different than what Troy experienced thus far at Creation Inferno. His curiosity got the better of him, “I apologize. I am so surprised. So the two of you are husband and wife, master and slave, and carry on normal lives?”

Juliana smiled into her master’s shoulder and waited for him to speak. 

Derek turned to embrace the beautiful blonde body and lightly kiss her lips. Troy yearned for a woman to look at him with the trusting soulful eyes he saw peering at Derek. “Yes. Jules agreed to be my slave of her own free will. From that moment on, I became master of that free will. That was a year and a half ago. We have been married for over a year. We both have our jobs, but the most important thing is us and our relationship.”

Troy turned toward Juliana, “But you still work and see patients?”

She didn’t speak. Derek did. “Yes, because I allow it. My slave is gifted. I am proud to have her help others.”

“So if you decided she needed to stop, she would?”

Derek smiled and squeezed the tight body pressed to his side. “Answer the male, my slave.”

“Master Troy, if my master told me to stop seeing clients tomorrow, I would. I trust his judgment completely. Honestly, it has been the most transforming relationship. I feel completely free, being a slave." 

“But you two don’t …" Troy hesitated and looked at Derek, “You don’t like beat her, or …” 

Derek smiled. “My love, tell Master Troy. Do you ever deserve discipline?”

“Yes, Master Troy. My master reminds me of appropriate behavior as much as is necessary.”

Troy couldn’t believe his ears. This overtly affectionate couple willingly practiced BDSM. He watched as Dr. Sells molded to Derek’s side and whispered in his ear. It felt so natural to see these two together.

“Juliana Louise Terrill, apologize to our guest. It is rude to whisper in front of someone. If you have a request, you know what to do. Ask permission to speak and then speak so that you may be heard by one and all." Dr. Sell’s head hung as she listened to her husband’s reprimand. When he’d finished, Troy watched Juliana fall to her knees and speak first to him, “Master Troy, I apologize for being rude to you. I did not mean to offend.”

Troy marveled at the power of Derek Terrill and replied, “Apology accepted, you may rise.”

“Now, make your request known." Derek’s voice left no room for misinterpretation. Juliana had been chastised publicly, and her display of obedience wasn’t complete.

“Master,” her eyes peered toward only Derek. “May I use the bathroom?”

“Very good, now tell our guest what would happen if I said no.”

“I would have to wait." Troy could see, in her expression that she feared that particular response, but her eyes brightened at Derek’s next words.

“However, I will not." Turning to Troy, “If you will excuse us for a moment, I seem to be the only owner, to the key of her chastity belt.”

Troy nodded as the loving couple walked through the door. His mind reeled with this recent revelation. It seemed that Liam’s version of BDSM was but a slice of what is available. He thought again about Diana. They could do this. They could carry on normal lives and yet maintain a master/slave relationship. If only he could reach her. 

Waiting for the Terrills’ return, Troy checked his cell phone. He had a message:  Sorry, Bro. My meeting is still in progress. Can we make it 11? Or is tomorrow better?

Troy had hoped it might be from Diana. He exhaled and checked the time, almost half past nine. Gosh, time had gotten away from him. He was glad Liam couldn’t make it. Troy wanted more information from the Terrills. That is, if Derek would allow his questions. 

Troy replied to the text: Sure thing. Let’s plan on Thursday. After work?

Making himself at home on Derek’s sofa, he observed the couple’s return, hand in hand. Derek offered Troy more information. “I do not want you to misunderstand. I do not doubt my slave’s virtue. However, sometimes here at the club I must leave her unattended. There is a code of honor that prohibits one male from taking another male’s slave, without his permission. Many grant that permission." The arm that encircled his wife tightened, “I do not, which is outwardly denoted with this lock." Derek fingered the silver chain around Juliana’s neck and the silver padlock charm. 

Troy replied, “Interesting. I didn’t know that. I mean all the club slaves have locks.”

“Yes, which signifies their status, the difference is they are owned by the club. As a member of the club, you are part owner. In reality, they are owned by Carmichael International, the parent company of Creation Inferno.   

"Your misconception is why my slave wears a chastity belt. I will not allow anyone to misconstrue her availability. Females are not allowed to refuse a male. The locket and belt inform other males that it is I who refuse them." 

“Alright, but if you must leave her unattended, haven’t I read about belts that allow for urination?" Suddenly Troy felt uncomfortable discussing Dr. Sells in this manner. “I apologize, I have been thinking about my fiancée and me becoming involved in this lifestyle, and my curiosity is getting the better of me. This is none of my business.”

Derek grinned as Juliana’s eyes remained respectfully downcast. “My slave, tell our guest why you are not wearing that type of belt.”

Her blue eyes remained bright and clear as she answered, “I am being punished this evening." Troy raised his eyebrows – this was so freak’n hot. “I have a problem with punctuality. Tonight I was not ready, at the time my master instructed.”

Derek continued her speech. “Is the solid belt the only punishment for your infraction?”

“No, Master. Master Troy, I was also spanked. It is because I continue to have the same problem. But, I am trying to work on it.” She once again lowered her eyes. 

Derek smiled at Troy, “I am beginning to doubt her dedication to solving this issue. I am starting to think she likes the punishment." Juliana didn’t answer, but Troy saw the way she smiled and wiggled closer to her husband. Damn, he wants this with Diana.

Derek looked down at his phone. “It seems that Nicole is working in dining room three and appears well. It also seems that I am needed in Mr. Diamond’s office. I am responsible for the legal paperwork of new club sluts. He has a new recruit ready to sign.”

“Sign?” Troy asked.

“Yes, Mr. Palmer, every slut is here voluntarily. They release their rights to Carmichael International, in return they are allowed to live and work here, until their services are no longer wanted.”

“What happens to them then?”

Derek kissed Juliana’s cheek. “I will be back as soon as I can." She nodded. Then to Troy, “They are sold. Remember, they’ve already signed away their free will. Since you are a friend of Mr. Diamond’s, would you like to join me? See how this works?”

Troy thought about it. He was still trying to take in this new side of BDSM. “I believe I will pass. May I stay and ask Doctor… I mean your slave, more questions? I think her perspective, as a slave and a psychologist may help me with my fiancée.”

Derek smiled, “As long as you respect my lock. Most males around here refuse to see the intelligence that a female can possess. I admire your insight. But, I promise, as amazing as her mind is, her body is even better.”

Troy laughed, “I guess I am going to need to take your word on that.”

“Yes, you will." With that he closed the office door, leaving the two of them alone. Troy noticed Dr. Sell’s blushed cheeks. It was one of the most beautiful sights, he’d ever seen. 


Chapter Eight

Diana, now Cierra, knelt obediently near Liam’s feet. Master Derek was on his way to meet with her, alone. Over the past few hours, Master Liam has been preparing her for the impending contract, her voluntary submission of rights. It started as soon as Candy and Desiree brought her to this office.

***

Prostrate on the lush carpet, Liam’s voice caused Diana’s body to tremble as her pussy quivered. She teetered on the ledge between terror and ecstasy. The fear of one and the allure of the other, kept her tingling with electricity. This man now dominated her being. In the past she’d upset him, said things, and done things. Tears slipped from her painted lids as she thought about their past. Diana prayed that he recognized the past as ancient history, this is now. The realization that her entire future rested outside her control made her weak with desire. She would do anything to please her master. Sensing his presence and longing for his recognition, her desire for food diminished, in contrast to her desire to please his every whim.   

“Rise, sluts; let me see what you have done." The three females rose to their feet. Candy and Desiree stepped back leaving Diana vulnerable and alone. Liam took her chin between his thumb and finger. “Look up at me, cunt." His words degraded, yet his tone comforted. Diana met his eyes. “Don’t cry. You will ruin the makeup.”

Inhaling and exhaling, Diana attempted to read his eyes. She’d seen rage in those ice blue eyes. Now, it seemed as though the ice had melted into a tepid pool of blue. His tone matched the warmth. “Yes, Master." She blinked back the tears. 

“Let me see you, turn around." Diana obeyed, doing a slow 360. “Very good,” he reached out to touch her hair. “Yes, red was a good choice." Speaking to the other club sluts, “I can assume it is not only this hair that has been dyed?”

Desiree spoke, “Yes, Master. Her pussy is a matching red.”

Liam smiled, “Did our new slave cooperate?”

The sluts replied simultaneously, “Yes, Master.”

“I want to see it, undress her." They didn’t hesitate. Diana remained steady as Candy removed her shirt and Desiree pulled down her skirt. Diana obediently stepped out of the small piece of material.   

Standing in only her black high heels, Diana considered shielding herself, but instinctively knew it would be prohibited. Besides, the public display was erotic. Her cunt clenched as he inspected the tight curls of her mound. She longed for Liam’s approval. 

“Did the two of you initiate our new slut? Make her come? Taste her?”

Candy responded, “Sir, Desiree fingered her, she was wet. I licked Desiree’s fingers. She was sweet.”

“Desiree, tell me if our new slut is wet now." 

Diana fought to remain standing while Desiree’s fingers penetrated her wet pussy. Her cunt contracted, as her knees bent slightly. She saw Liam’s grin and heard Desiree’s words. “Oh, yes, Sir, she is dripping and hot.”

Liam commanded, “Make her come." Desiree obeyed, moving her fingers in and out while simultaneously rubbing Diana’s clitoris. 

“You may help, Candy." Liam directed as Diana fought to remain standing. Candy came to her front and suckled Diana’s hard nipples. 

Diana grasped Candy’s shoulders as a whimper escaped her lips. The pleasure overtook her; she began to move with Desiree’s fingers. Her body tightened, and the edge was near. 

Liam’s words cleared the fog of pleasure. “Stop.” The two immediately obeyed as Diana released an involuntary whine. “My dear,” His words intended for Diana. “As a Club slave you must always request permission to orgasm.”

She wanted it to be his cock, but elation was so close. “Please, Master, please let me come.”

Liam laughed, “Are you now such a slut, you want these women to make you come?”

It was true, she was. She wanted it so bad. “Yes, please?”

“Lie down and show me your wet cunt." Diana obeyed, lying on the plush carpet, knees splayed, and cunt glistening. “Alright girls, make her cross that line." Now to Diana, “You may come. Oh and by the way, your name is now Cierra.”

Diana fought with his words: she could come. Desiree was now on her knees, lapping Diana’s clit. Candy was also down on all fours, twisting and nipping at Cierra’s nipples.   But her name? First, her hair, now her name? The pressure began to mount. Her back arched and her hips rose. Cierra’s freshly painted nails dug into the depths of the plush carpet as primal sounds came from her lips. 

Liam’s voice again invaded her private heaven. “Tell me your name or I will stop this again.”

Breathless, Diana replied, “Cierra, Master Liam, my name is Cierra." She didn’t wait for further instruction, Cierra moaned as the other two women caused her body to shudder and her cunt to throb, gushing its thick sweet fluid. 

After Desiree licked Cierra clean, both sluts helped her once again dress.

Liam sat in his posh leather desk chair enjoying the show. “Cierra, come to me.” Cierra crawled to Liam’s feet. “How do you feel?”

“Master, I am embarrassed that I wanted that so much. I am ashamed and degraded. I am also spent and yet want more." 

“You may not hide anything from me. Is that all?”

“No, Master, I am hungry. May I please have something to eat?”

The other two sluts gasped in unison. Cierra’s head fell to the ground. She’d done something wrong, but didn’t know what. Liam’s kind voice came as a surprise; she’d expected anger. “It is alright, sluts. She doesn’t know all the rules, yet. Both of you go to the kitchen. I have an order waiting. Bring it back.”

“Yes, Master,” they said in unison. Then the two sluts turned, leaving Liam alone with Cierra.

Lifting Cierra by the roots of her red hair, Liam took in his new slave, as she once again sat at his feet. “My pet, you have come a long way." Cierra smiled and leaned toward his knees. “Tell me your thoughts about this transition”

“Master, I was scared. I feared I would die in that box.”

“You did.”

Cierra looked at her master, “But, I am here.”

“No, Cierra is here. The old you is dead. You must come to terms with that.”

Cierra contemplated his words. Once again, he was right. Diana is gone. Diana Reilly, the engaged financial analyst with long blonde hair is gone. Cierra, the red headed slut, the female who allowed – no wanted, two other women to screw her, for the pleasure of a man – she's here. She sighed. This revelation made everything easier. “You are right, Master. Diana is dead. I am who you say. I am Cierra.” 

Diana missed Troy terribly. A million times while encased in the dreadful crate, she berated herself for writing that terrible letter. Her thoughts lingered on what might have been. However, Cierra did not have those thoughts. Cierra’s life is here and now. Cierra would do anything necessary to be the best slave Liam ever owned. She longed for direction, instruction, and correction. Diana had too many choices in her life, Cierra had none. Her entire body yearned for her master’s domination.  

Liam smiled and patted her head. The slight insignificant attention, made Cierra warm and her insides tingle. Soon her submission was rewarded. She ate food from Liam’s hand, as reward for her obedience. She repeated her name and earned food. She agreed to sign the contracts and earned food. She agreed to her impending training and earned food. Cierra would have agreed to murder, for more food.

Liam explained that his father, Carmichael Diamond owned Creation Inferno. His approval is required prior to Cierra becoming an official Club Slut. She walked one step behind Master Liam, eyes downcast, from his office upstairs and down more corridors to Master Carmichael Diamond’s. This time there was no wait. Liam opened the grand doors, within another reception area.

Entering the private office, Cierra took in the majesty. From the draperies that surrounded large windows overlooking the clubs below, to the large mahogany desk, the room spoke power. The man behind the desk was a white haired version of his son. Age didn’t diminish his stature, as he eluded authority. On either side of his chair, standing at his ready, were two beautiful well-dressed women with expressions of indifference. Cierra was obviously not the first slut they’d seen paraded through this room, and wouldn’t be the last. She was nothing. Somehow, their presence made her interview more demeaning. 

Cierra bowed before Master Diamond. Her breasts rubbed the thick carpet beneath the thin t-shirt causing her nipples to harden. This position exposed her bare ass to Liam. He spoke to his father, “This is the slut I spoke of, Cierra O’Leary." Apparently, he thought her red hair made her Irish?

“Miss O’Leary, rise." Cierra stood before the omnipotent master of this domain, her eyes bowed in reverence. “Look at me, young lady. Tell me why you believe you deserve to be employed by my club.”

Her mind scrambled. She’d presented flawless proposals to boards and committees, yet she fought with her tongue. Her answer came in stammers of words, clumped together.  “Yes, Master Diamond... I believe I… I will be… I can be a good employee…”

“Miss O’Leary, do you plan on wasting my time?”

Cierra’s cheeks burned, “No, Sir." She swallowed, “I believe I am well qualified.”

The two women snickered as Mr. Diamond replied, “You are well qualified to be a slut? Does that mean you can spread your legs? Perhaps you can suck a cock?" She held her breath, listening as he berated her, culminating with a question. “Do you believe you are a good lay?" Cierra stood straight, trying desperately to focus on the dignified male, not the females’ patronizing stares. Her deliberation took too long. “Come, child, coyness is unnecessary in a slave and a slut. If you possess talents, now is the time to make them known.”

“Yes, Master, I do believe I am a good lay.”

“So you believe that you can please a man? Do you believe you can please me?”

Cierra knelt before Carmichael Diamond. He spoke harshly, “Miss O’Leary, stand. I did not tell you to please me. I asked if you thought you were able.”

Scurrying to her feet Cierra replied, “I would do my best, Master." The giggles of the other women made her ears burn with shame.

“Miss O’Leary, my son has a paper for me. Kindly fetch it, and bring it to me.”

“Yes, Master Diamond." She immediately turned toward Liam and smiled. In his outstretched hand was a folded piece of white paper. Cierra exhaled, finally something she could do without Carmichael Diamond’s denigration.   Retrieving the paper, she presented it to Master Diamond with a respectful nod of her head. He took the page, wadded it into a ball, and tossed it onto the floor.

“Miss O’Leary, get that ball of paper and place it in the trash can.”

Puzzled, Cierra complied. 

“Very good, Miss O’Leary, do you know why I asked you to do those activities?”

“You wanted the paper so that you could wad it up, Sir?" More giggles.

“Obedience, I was testing your obedience." She contemplated his requests. He’d told her to fetch the paper and get the ball, like a dog! Once again her cheeks reddened. At the same time she felt her juices flow. “Do you believe you are beyond training?”

“No, Sir. I believe any skill can be improved with training.”

“Skill,” he patted the slender hands resting on his shoulders. “I suppose some may consider it skill, I would say innate behavior and primitive response. Females were created to service the needs of males. Miss O’Leary, as an Inferno slave, will you service men?”

“Yes, Master, I will.”

“This may mean one man or ten. It may require servicing women at the whim of a male. Are you willing to do that?" 

Cierra thought about Mistress Debbie, Candy, and Desiree. “Yes, Master. I will do as I am told.”

“Miss O’Leary, my establishment is well known for its beautiful women. I believe in that criterion, you qualify." Cierra soaked in his words, the first compliment she’d heard. “However, discipline here is very strict. Failure to comply is prohibited. You will be expected to perform your duties perfectly. Noncompliance creates chaos. I will not tolerate chaos at my club. Therefore, disobedience is punished swiftly and justly. Do you understand?”

“Yes, Master Diamond.”

“Some people enjoy delivering pain and torment to others. That too, is a service we provide. If you are not willing to receive the abuse of our members, your service will not be required. You may go.”

Cierra stood motionless. Her name changed, her hair changed, and now this magnificently strong handsome powerful man was dismissing her. She fell to her knees. “Please, Master, please, I beg you. I will be a good slut. I will service as many members as is required of me. I will learn your ways and willingly accept punishment for my transgressions. I also consent to any form of abuse or degradation that will bring pleasure to a member." Her chest began to heave, “Just please, please don’t make me go."  She hung her head in shame. Her pathetic pleas, dripping pussy, and blotching chest confirmed her inferiority.   

“Miss O’Leary, go stand in that corner,” he pointed to his right, “while Master Liam and I discuss your application.”

Her thighs slid with each step, as she rose and walked toward the corner. Her path forced her to walk before Liam. As she took the required position, Liam humiliated her further with his additional instruction, “Place your hands on top of your head. You may not touch yourself.”

With her forehead touching the wall and hands on her head, she tried to listen to the men’s conversation. However, the overwhelming need of her cunt dominated her thoughts. Cierra couldn’t believe she was standing in a corner, like a child. She was so fuck’n hot, her cum now created a stream that dripped past her knee. How pitiful she must look. What did those women think of her? 

During their prolonged conversation Cierra caught a few words and phrases, “trainable”, “considerable evidence of arousal”, “highly sexual”, “emotional”, “thus far compliant”, “salability”, and “retainable value”. She understood the meaning of some and not of others. Eventually Carmichael Diamond’s voice released her from her undignified position. “Miss O’Leary, you may return to our conversation.”

Cierra feigned poise, as she walked and stood in her previous place. “Thank you, Master.”

“Due to my son’s petitions, I have agreed to give you a probationary trial." Cierra exhaled as he continued, “During this probation, you will be in a constant state of training. Your primary instructors will be Master Clinton and Mistress Debbie, whom I believe you have met." She wondered by his sly smile, if he knew how well they had been introduced. Cierra felt her cheeks redden. “We deliver exemplary services here at Creation Inferno. And while most females know how to spread their legs and take a whipping, most require training to truly possess the self-control that is required of our sluts.  I will receive daily updates regarding your performance. I certainly hope that you will not disappoint my son or make me regret my decision.”

Cierra’s insides tightened causing her juicy cunt to spasm. This man of absolute power, who spoke with authority, control, and superiority, was allowing her a chance.  He might as well have been offering the possibility of diamonds and rubies, not pain, degradation, and humiliation. “No, Master Diamond, I will not disappoint either of you. Thank you for allowing me this opportunity.”

Carmichael Diamond dismissed Liam and Cierra. The last image of the club’s ruler was of one woman kneeling before him, while the other lowered the bodice of her evening gown, exposing the most perfect large round breasts Cierra had ever seen. She was nothing more than an insignificant memory, within seconds. The inferiority added to her desire for Liam’s cock, something she didn’t deserve.   

Nevertheless, Master Liam must have been pleased by her interview. For when they returned to his office, he allowed her to suck him. His musky taste was better than she’d remembered. It contained raw power, domination, and filled her stomach as well as pride. She pleased her master and begged for more, promising to be a good lay. He just smiled and petted her flaming hair. “Not now, my pet. You have some paperwork to complete with Master Derek. He used to be a detective with the Chicago Police Department. That is why he handles all of our legal work. You won’t disappoint me, will you?”

Now sitting at his feet she purred, “No, Master, I want only to please you.”


Chapter Nine

Liam depressed the accelerator, propelling his Mercedes beyond posted speed limits. Weaving in and out of cars and trucks on the Dan Ryan Expressway, he almost wished some poor-sap patrolman would make the mistake of pulling him over. Daddy’s team of attorneys would get him out of the infraction, and more than likely assure the cop’s demotion in the process. Hell, Liam had the head of Carmichael International’s legal team on speed dial. 

As the younger Master Diamond watched the unmarked car back off, and turn its lights on for another motorist, Liam grinned. Word of his invincibility was spreading. Welcome to the Jungle filled his car with the resounding bass of Guns N’ Roses, drowning out the siren he left in his dust. 

This exhilaration added to the elation of his recent coup. The sports bar where he was meeting Troy was still ten minutes away. Liam used that time to reflect on Cierra’s past forty-eight hours. Although battered, abused, and undoubtedly exhausted, she’d survived. He hadn’t seen her personally since he left her with Inferno’s head of security. But, he’d followed her plight.  

Apparently, she’d performed convincingly for Master Derek. He didn’t question her authenticity as she answered all of his questions and signed all the forms, Cierra O’Leary. Later, when Troy asked about Diana, he could honestly say, “It seems she’s gone,” because it did seem that way.

Mistress Debbie retrieved Cierra from his office, after the contracts, and explained her first assignment. It is club policy for new recruits to not speak with members; therefore, she would be gagged with a penis gag. Debbie said that Cierra promised to behave and not say anything wrong, begging for a reprieve from the gag. A few stripes with a leather whip reminded Cierra that arguing with Mistress Debbie’s decisions is strictly prohibited.    

Next, she was escorted to the men’s bathroom off Club 6. Club 6, within the Inferno, is especially loud and wild. It tends to attract the more hard-core members. In the bathroom, Cierra was secured in a built in, stock-like apparatus. This secured her neck and wrists a little over three feet above the tiled floor, exposing her holes for penetration. The gag saved her mouth from cocks, but either of the other orifices were fair game. Debbie reported that when she left, Cierra’s tears and cum were dripping. 

This devise is excellent for the men’s restroom. The drain in the floor allows bodily fluids to be hosed away at the conclusion of the night’s activities. The sign above Cierra’s head read: Please help me practice my new job – fuck me! With her eyes facing the wall, she couldn’t see her customers; she could however, hear every disparaging word, as man after man assessed her shape, tightness, wetness, and reactions. Some members opted to warm her ass with a few lashes of their belt, as prelude to their fuck session. 

According to the head mistress, she’d been popular. When Clinton removed her from the contraption, a little after four in the morning, Cierra was physically unable to stand. Forced to crawl, she was hosed-down with cold water. Many patrons chose to ejaculate on her, as opposed to inside of her. Lastly, Cierra was put in a dog cage for the night, one on the ground level. For obvious reasons, the sluts preferred the top. Unfortunately, the slut above hadn’t been cleaned after her duties and dripped into the lower cage.

Four hours later, with shackles around her ankles she joined the cleaning crew. At last report, she’d been fed from a dog dish and beaten twice for incompletion of duties. Smiling, Liam knew the unfinished duties were not due to insubordination, but club policy. All females were available to males for service at all times. That meant, as a female scrubbed a floor or a toilet, a male could stop her at any time and fuck her cunt, ass, or mouth. New sluts were especially popular. With current technology involving communication, a text message could have every male delivery-man, garbage-man, or security-guard waiting in line.  

Last night she’d been assigned to the stocks off Club 3. It was a milder crowd, but usually busier, especially on a weeknight. Debbie said that Cierra didn’t argue, but sobbed so violently when taken into the bathroom, she almost choked on the penis gag. Instead of sleeping in the cage, Clinton left her in the stocks all night. Morning came with an ice cold hosing and more chores. 

Checking the clock on his dash, Liam assumed that soon Cierra would be cleaned and dressed for the evening crowd. Tonight she was assigned to under table duty in the poker room. That is pretty self-explanatory. His cock twitched remembering the first time he’d blown a wad in some bitch’s mouth, while simultaneously winning a nice jackpot with a full house, Aces over Jacks!

The training instructors believed that after a while of these demeaning painful duties, servicing customers in the dining room or back rooms became a privilege. Liam couldn’t argue with their results. Slaves begged to be tethered and beaten by one or two men, instead of enduring the bathroom stocks. 

Liam felt bad that he’d blown off the gathering with Troy the other night. He imagined Troy sitting lonely and pathetic at the sports bar watching basketball and drowning in beer. When he took Troy to Inferno, he’d meant to introduce him to BDSM for Diana. However, the way he’d wimped out with the brunette, Nicole, showed that he didn’t have the balls for domination. Truthfully, Liam didn’t care. Diana was learning her lessons, and he and Troy could continue their friendship.   

Actually, when they first met in middle school, Troy beat Liam up. It was over some stupid pre-teen dispute. Yet, somehow they developed a friendship. Troy, being larger, even protected Liam, on more than one occasion. They were both handsome and smart. They had no problems with college, but Liam was always better with the ladies. 

Women like bad boys. There’s no question Liam fits that bill. Conversely, Troy falls hard for females. First, it was some slut in high school, then two at Northwestern. They’d all broken his heart. It just proved that giving your heart away never worked. Now, it seemed Diana would do the same thing. She would break Troy’s heart too. 

Liam didn’t officially know that for sure. He’d asked Troy via text how Diana was doing. The answer was short: I don’t know. Liam reminded himself to subdue his smile during that dinner conversation. 

Now that Liam discovered dear daddy Carmichael, love wasn’t something he wanted or craved. The intoxicating rush of power was more than enough! 

Clinton said that Troy had been back to Inferno, which surprised Liam. Maybe the guy was stronger than he acted. But, honestly, Liam didn’t want to encourage his return. He couldn’t take the chance of Troy and Cierra’s paths crossing.

Troy sipped his beer and waited for Liam. The last text said he would be there about six-thirty. It didn’t surprise Troy that Liam was late. He’d been late more times than not, throughout their lives. Troy smiled, referencing his new knowledge, and wondered if Liam could be trained to be more punctual. That reminded him of Dr. Sells and her chastity belt. 

His discussion with her the other night revealed more than all the hands on activity with Nicole. Maybe it was the combination, an amalgamation of Liam’s brutality, the erotic power over Nicole, and the dominating affection between the Terrills. The whole BDSM thing was suddenly so clear and right. If only, he could just reach Diana, he would take responsibility for his previous lack of control, and explain the change in their relationship. 

Dr. Sells said that Derek was open and honest with her in the beginning. The entire initiation was frightening and painful, yet liberating and beautiful. She described a bliss that comes from giving your life over to a master you totally trust and love. 

Liam always called Troy a sap -– saying he cared too much about feelings. But, Dr. Sell’s words made him think about Nicole and the other club sluts. They truly seemed satisfied with their lives, yet they didn’t have the trust or love that Dr. Sells spoke about. Actually, Nicole told him that sluts don’t have emotions. Troy asked Dr. Sells about that. Juliana explained that the club slaves had been conditioned to suppress their emotions. Everyone has emotions, but people can learn to keep them at bay. 

Troy thought about that all day. The sluts were conditioned with discipline and punishment. But, how many people are conditioned by failed relationships? There are millions of people who subdue their feelings because of past experiences and rejections. Not everyone shares a bond with someone like Troy witnessed between Derek and Dr. Sells. Yet, many are satisfied with what they have. Troy longed to reach Diana soon; he knew their bond was real and isn’t willing to lose that forever. 

Amusingly, the atmosphere of the sports bar now felt comparatively tame. The short shorts and tight t-shirts may as well be full-body-armor compared to the Inferno. Troy laughed at the contrast as he peered around the bar. Watching the patrons he wondered: could any of these normal couples really be master and slave? 

“Hey, man, long time no see. What’s up?" Liam asked as he draped his jacket over the tall chair and took a seat.

“The biggest is Diana. I haven’t spoken to her since last Friday, hell, almost a week ago.”

“No shit?”

“You haven’t by chance heard from her, have you?" Troy didn’t expect Liam’s help, but he was grasping at straws.

“Are you kidding? We aren’t exactly BFFs." Liam smiled with satisfaction. That was a great answer and totally true. Fuck partners, master and slave, part-owner, but best friends forever – hell no!

Troy looked into the foam of his beer. “Yeah, I know. It’s just weird. I’ve talked to her work, friends, and parents. No one has heard anything. You know, I get that she was pissed at me for storming out. But, then she sent texts to make-up. I think I might call the police. It has been too long. What if something happened and she is somewhere hurting?”

Liam fought to contain his grin. Yeah, she’s hurting and she’s going to hurt a lot more. “If you want to do that, man, I think you should. But, be prepared for the worst.” 

“Like she’s dead?”

“No, like she left you. And, she hasn’t contacted you because she’s done and doesn’t want the wedding thing anymore. I mean didn’t you tell me about some note you found?”

“Yeah, I found a note in her apartment. Did I tell you about that? Shit, I don’t remember what I did that night. I was so fucking out of it." Troy sipped his beer. “I’ve thought about her leaving. But so what? She decided to call off the wedding. She still would contact her folks, right?”

“Maybe she’s embarrassed. They were spending all that dough on the big day and now she’s throwing it away.”

“I didn’t think of it that way. But, we were paying for most of it. Maybe she is embarrassed." Troy settled back. He was glad Liam came to the bar. Yes, he acted like a fucking monster with Nicole, but they are friends and that won’t change. Maybe Liam has some dual personality thing. Troy can live with that, as long as he does not witness that other one again, especially not with Nicole.

They worked away from the Diana subject and talked about sports, the stock market, government… They knocked back a couple of beers and filled their arteries with greasy food, just like old times. The subject of Nicole or the Inferno also didn’t come-up. Liam thought it would be better to keep Troy away from there. And Troy didn’t want to say anything that would cause Nicole problems. It was clear Liam possessed a lot of power. Troy wasn’t ready to trust him. But, he did have questions.

“So how do you like working for Dad? He seems like a real nice guy.”

Liam grinned, “I guess that depends on which side of the conference table your sitting." Liam took another sip of his beer and continued, “I like it. Carmichael International is bigger than I ever knew. Even the research I did before agreeing to the job didn’t prepare me.”

“I think it’s cool, him offering you the position. I mean since you hadn’t had contact for twenty-five years.”

“Yeah, it was weird at first. He left my mom when I was five. But, that’s history. She’s the one that kept us apart, not him. See what happens when bitches make decisions.”

“Whoa, dude, that’s your mom.”

“Yeah, whatever, in the last nine months I have learned more than in the first twenty-nine years. She never should have kept us apart. I sure as hell will never let some fucking female make decisions for me ever again." Liam’s knuckles blanched on the handle of his mug as he threw back the remaining amber liquid. “You’re better off without that bitch anyway.” 

Troy didn’t think so, but he wasn’t getting into it with Liam in the middle of a filled bar. “So what other enterprises does Carmichael International have besides the Creation Inferno?”

“Shit, that’s nothing. It’s Daddy Dearest’s play-thing. The company is a major player and investor in mega corporations throughout the world. Distribution and relocation is a huge piece. There’s a big sale next week. I’ve been in contact with buyers arranging things for a while.”

“Congratulations, it sounds like he is giving you more and more responsibility.”

“Not to mention dough." Pulling out a roll of cash, “Tonight’s on me. It’s my way of saying sorry I’ve been unavailable lately. Just lots happening at work.”

“You don’t need to do that. But thanks.”

Cierra’s knees hurt and her neck ached, being under the table made her contort to a position similar to one in the dog cage. She couldn’t sit upright or stretch out her legs. At least this duty saved her ass and cunt from cocks. Her holes were raw. Nevertheless, she dripped with need and rubbed herself whenever possible.

Mistress Debbie warned of caning if any member left her table unsatisfied. Cierra experienced the cane a few times in her old life with Liam as well as upon her initiation. It isn’t an experience she cared to repeat. The men knew she was under the table. They would snap their fingers or pat their legs to call her to their seat. Currently she had multiple cocks in various stages of engorgement. She’d already sucked down multiple loads of emissions. Her nearly empty stomach fought with the varying tastes. Thankfully, some of the men fed her scraps from their plates. It helped settle the nausea.

The cock in her mouth right now wasn’t the biggest she’d ever serviced. It was however, thick and pungent. The man held her body with his knees and secured the loop of her earring with his hand. There was enough tension to say, you’re not leaving here bitch until I release you or, you’re gonna fucking get this ripped from your ear. Cierra did her best to work him to his climax, she even used her hands to massage his hairy balls and her tongue to tantalize the sensitive underside of his shaft. It was as he began to shoot his fluid down her throat that Cierra feared she couldn’t take another drop. Her stomach began to revolt. 

Taking advantage of the man’s temporary change of focus, Cierra pulled away, allowing him to ejaculate all over his jeans. She didn’t look back as she bolted from her station and ran for a bathroom. The man’s voice could be heard cussing up a storm, over the dull din of voices and music. Running from the poker room her breasts bounced under the thin t-shirt and her pussy clinched in fear. The closest bathroom was a men’s, but she didn’t care. Cierra’s goal was to not vomit on the floor. She made it to a stall just in time. 

The lack of food and overabundance of cum was too much. It came back up in waves. When done, she knelt with her head on the cool steel seat with her skin flush, drenched with perspiration.  Maybe she would be able to resume her post unnoticed? Cierra thought as she straightened her outfit and timidly opened the stall door. Amazingly, no one was in the small room. She went to the sink to wash out her mouth. Suddenly, the sound of music filled the tiled room. Petrified, Cierra looked into the mirror to see Clinton entering. Her cunt clenched, and she fell to the floor in submission. She swallowed the water she’d intended to spit.

He lifted her body by the roots of her red hair. “Slave, what did you do?”

“I’m so sorry, Master. I needed to vomit. I think I ate too much cum…” Her words were silenced by the slap of his hand.

“Do you think you can leave your post at your own discretion?”

Her voice now fought to answer over the sobs that came from her chest. “No, Sir. I just didn’t want to…”

Another slap, “Do you think we fucking care what you want?" He lifted her limp body and turned her toward the sink. “Hold on, bitch. Your punishment starts now.”

Cierra obeyed and gripped the cool porcelain bowl. Looking into the mirror, she viewed a red haired slut with black streaked cheeks. Behind the pathetic slave, Clinton’s wide chest filled the width of the looking glass. She could see his unbuttoned suit jacket. His tie and shirt were in place. She couldn’t see, but guessed his belt and trousers were also intact. The overseer merely unzipped his trousers and removed his engorged cock. This verified Cierra’s worthlessness. She didn’t deserve anything more than a punishment fuck. “Spread your legs, slut, and loosen your hole. I’m fucking your ass." She pushed her ass out in obedience, but terror seized her insides as she realized, he wasn’t using lubricant. The numerous recent invasions had her sore and tender. 

 His shaft was large, no doubt enlarged with power. Feeling the pain as he spread her butt cheeks and assaulted her tender skin, Cierra screamed in agony. “Shut the fuck up or you’re getting more.”

“I’m sorry, I can’t help it.” She managed between whimpers.

“You will." There was no room for argument. In and out he thrust himself. His balls bounced on her tender ass as he pushed. Holding her ass and forcing her to bend forward he plunged deeper and deeper. Cierra managed to remain silent, but she couldn’t stop the tears that ran like black streams over her painted cheeks. It was right before he ejaculated that he reached around and flicked her clitoris. The sensation caused the intense pain to shift to electricity. She forgot the permission rule, a memory lapse that would cost her, and as his fingers penetrated her wet cunt, her body shook in waves of orgasmic convulsions. “You are a natural slut.”

Cierra couldn’t believe that she’d actually come, while he’d been abusing her so violently. He made her lick him clean, first his fingers then his cock. When she was done, he continued his discipline, in a very businesslike tone. “Leaving your post is a serious offense. Coming without permission is also a punishable offense. Follow me.”

Cierra walked a step behind Master Clinton, obediently propelling herself to her unknown punishment. She could feel her cum slick thighs rubbing as her juices intermixed with the ones seeping from her tight hole. He refused permission for her to clean herself. 

They went back into the poker room. Clinton forced Cierra onto a raised platform. He took a microphone and spoke to the crowd. The room contained multiple poker tables. The dealers were male Inferno employees and each table held five to seven men, with stacks of chips and glasses of liquor. The only females within the room were waitresses and slaves under tables. They knew better than to speak and kept their eyes diverted. 

Clinton’s voice resonated respectfully over the clamor of the room. “Gentlemen, please excuse the interruption. As you know, here at Creation Inferno we pride ourselves on service." The men murmured in agreement, “Unfortunately, I have a slut here with us today who is new to this job. She decided to deviate from her duties tonight and left her post without permission." The murmurs continued. Clinton directed Cierra to kneel, face to the ground. “I ask you gentlemen, seeing as this slut is new, should we go easy on her tonight?”

Resounding from the floor, “No!”

Cierra’s heartbeat intensified, she had no idea what was about to happen, but she knew it wouldn’t be good. “Should she be punished for her offense?”

“Yes!” Her wet thighs became wetter as her cunt throbbed in anticipation. 

“Master James, I believe this cunt owes you an apology. Would you like to punish her yourself or would you prefer to watch, as I do it.”

The same voice that cussed as she ran from her post could be heard throughout the large room. Because Cierra’s face was on the dusty floor of the platform, she couldn’t see the man, but she could hear his response. “I think I’d like to beat her ass here and then take her elsewhere for that apology.”

The room erupted in cheers.

“Very well, Master James. We want all our members to be satisfied. If that will make you happy, you may do as you please." More cheers. Cierra could hear the commotion as Master James approached the stage. Next, she heard Masters Clinton and James discuss bondage appropriate for her beating. Cierra wept silently as she listened to her fate being debated. 

They secured her wrists with wide leather cuffs that were then connected. Her ankles were bound in similar leather cuffs and secured to a two foot long bar. Master Clinton referred to it as a spreader. This kept her legs separated and her pussy vulnerable. The degradation of everyone seeing her wet thighs, added to her humiliation. Her wrist cuffs were attached to a chain hanging from the ceiling. They raised the chain, stretching her, until the balls of her feet and toes brushed the floor. Master James enjoyed the placing of the ball gag into her mouth. When he did, he whispered, “Bitch, you are going to be sorry you fucked with me." He was right; she was already very sorry. She tried to convey that with her eyes, praying for some sympathy. It didn’t come.  

The instrument of choice was a long leather whip. It reminded Cierra of Indiana Jones. The room of men hushed as Master James practiced the flicking of the leather. The whistling and crack instigated an eruption of cheers. It was good that Cierra had the ball gag. There was no way she could suppress her screams or fear. Spittle dripped from her mouth as tears and snot ran down her face. Even with blurred vision, she could see Master James as he took aim. She saw his arm rear back, heard the whistle, and felt the crack. The impact simultaneously produced agonizing pain and the crowd’s approving cheer. The number of blows was at Master James’ discretion. His desire to have her conscious for her apology is the only reason he finally stopped the assault.    

They chose to leave her sweat drenched, welted body on display until the time he chose to take her to a back room. This public display allowed her abuser the opportunity to play more poker, while simultaneously adding to her shame. Another club slut was assigned to keep her conscious. Cierra would have begged for mercy, but the gag was still in place. Each time her eyes closed, the slut applied an electrical wand. It delivered a painful current, causing her body to convulse. Before long, Cierra feared blinking. 


Chapter Ten

The terror that met Cierra as she woke triggered hyperventilation. She fought to inhale. Her lungs couldn’t seem to enlarge properly and fill with oxygen. The stagnant air smelled vile and refused to flow. The acid stench caused her stomach to once again revolt. The vomit added to the putrid odor within the box. She didn’t know what this meant. Was she being punished or shipped?

The last thing Cierra remembered was being in a small room with a dirty mattress and Master James. She tried to obey his every command, but after fucking her, he tied her to the mattress and wielded something he laughingly called the pussy slapper. She begged for mercy, apologized profusely, and promised services. Eventually, the pain overtook her, she must have fainted.

The total darkness increased her anxiety. She didn’t know how long she’d been in the crate, or how long she would be required to stay. She searched the darkness for a bottle of water, instead she found a bowl. Believing the contents felt like water, she lowered her lips and sucked. They are turning me into an animal. Degraded on her hands and knees, sucking stale water from a bowl, naked, abused, and filthy, she recognized with a tremendous sense of loss, the transition was nearly complete. How long had it been since she’d been in her apartment? Leaning against the rough side of the wooden box, Cierra shed tears no one would see.   

Closing her eyes against her harsh reality, she allowed her mind a freedom that her body would never again enjoy. Fantasizing, her thoughts transported her from the cubical of shame to a place where she remained a slave, but a slave with one master. She thought about a clean bedroom, clean sheets, and silk scarves securing her to a large bed. The man before her held an instrument of torture, teasing her tender breasts and wet cunt. However, that man wasn’t filled with rage. No, it was love and domination she witnessed in his eyes. 

Was he going to hurt her, cause her pain? Yes. Would they both enjoy every minute of his dominance? Without a doubt! When he was done with the whip, she would be required to thank him for his correction. Next, she would beg for his cock. If his chose to accommodate, he would fuck her. 

Striving for the unobtainable climax, her fingers rubbing her clit with vigor, she audibly requests her master’s permission for orgasm. In her fantasy, he makes her wait. She shudders as her hand moves to her wet slit and plunges in and out of her swollen pussy. Then, her imaginary master rubs his stubbly chin on her collar, instigating goose bumps up and down her legs, and whispers, “Beg, slave.”

Her body trembles as she works to contain the orgasm. “Please Master, please allow your slave to come.”

With her fingers substituting for the thick cock she imagined, the rich husky voice in her head offers approval at his slave’s control. “Now, you may come.”

Wave after wave of ecstasy flows over her battered body as she hears herself reply, “Thank you, Master Troy, I love you.”

Trapped by her master’s strong body, her body shudders as his warmth covers her. His massive chest flattens her breasts, and he releases her wrists. She pulls her freed arms close and nuzzles into his protection. His sturdy shoulders shield her as his powerful arms embrace her. The security of his hug frees her fears. Closing her eyes, she hears his heartbeat, inhales his intoxicating scent, and drifts toward sleep. Just before she surpasses the invisible precipice,   Diana hears her husband’s voice, “I love you too." 

Troy couldn’t believe that it had been a week since he’d spoken to or seen Diana. After going out with Liam, he finally received a text. It simply said, Please don’t look for me, I don’t deserve you or the love of my family. Good-bye. He contacted Diana’s parents. They received a similar text. Her mother’s voice cracked; she sounded heartbroken. None of it made sense. 

He avoided the Inferno. Truthfully, he kept thinking about Nicole and feared causing her more trouble. It was strange how much he enjoyed hurting her, but at the same time, how much he wanted to protect her.

Saturday night, he couldn’t take it anymore. His fucking body was going to explode if he didn’t work off some stress. Exercise used to do it for him. In the past week he’d run fifty miles and beaten the hell out of a hundred pound bag. He needed more. 

The bouncer allowed Troy immediate entry, and he wandered the different clubs and restaurants. Instead of Nicole, he found Savannah and sat in her section. When she took his order, she called him by name, Master Troy. The recognition instigated a throbbing in his growing cock.

After his meal and a few beers, Savannah willingly escorted him to the back. Troy requested one of the nicer rooms and his usual loud music. He preferred clean sheets to the dirty mattress on the floor. This time he didn’t want to ask questions or talk. His fantasies about initiating Diana to this world were waning. She didn’t want to talk to him, much less explore the world of domination at his hands. However, now that he’d tasted this life, he couldn’t go back. Who eats vanilla after tasting double chocolate?

He commanded and Savannah obeyed. He told her to undress, she did. He instructed her to crawl to his feet and show the proper respect. Troy saw the shine of cream on Savannah’s swollen pussy. 

She didn’t just crawl, she belly crawled – total subjection. Troy removed his penis from his jeans and stroked it, as Savannah kissed and licked his shoes. “Bitch, suck my cock." Her mouth opened and eagerly rose to her knees. It reminded him of a baby bird about to receive a very thick worm. She took him deep and sucked. “Damn, slut, you’re a fucking vacuum!" He entwined his fingers in her dark hair, pulling tighter than necessary, forcing his cock to the hilt. She never hesitated or gagged and her bare pussy wiggled against her heel in obvious arousal. “No self-pleasure, slut." Savannah whined as she moved her pussy away from her foot.

He used her every way he could imagine. He also punished her for futile infractions. She performed perfectly, submitting when she should, begging for reprieves that would never come, and thanking him for everything he gave. It was physically satisfying, but there was no connection. She portrayed her role too well. At least Nicole had a hint of innocence that made her real. Savannah couldn’t execute innocent if her life depended upon it. She not only knew her job, but obviously enjoyed it - too much. Troy found himself wanting to push more, strike harder, and inflict more pain. Her tolerance with scripted suffering was making him go to a place he didn’t like.

After a few hours, he felt more frustrated than before. It wasn’t Savannah’s fault; nonetheless, he decided not to give Clinton the large tip that followed his encounters with Nicole.   As he dressed, he attempted conversation. It wasn’t like Troy needed to be emotionally attached to another Inferno slave, but her fakeness aggravated him. He wanted to know if she was real. “You know your job well.”

“Thank you, Master Troy.”

“How long have you been here?" 

“I have been an Inferno slut for a couple of years. I worked here as a waitress first, just in the front clubs.”

“So you came here completely voluntarily? Why, are you hiding from someone? Did you need the security?”

Savannah laughed as she wiggled into her skirt. “No, my ex-husband was a policeman, I had plenty of security. I needed this.”

Troy sat on the edge of the bed and watched as the slut secured her hair on top of her head. Her raised arms caused her skirt to rise, exposing her glistening swollen pussy. “Seriously? What happened to your husband?”

She smirked again, “We divorced, and he is doing very well. I introduced him to this life, and he’s embraced it with someone else." Walking toward Troy and teasing him with her tits, she added, “Which is fine with me. He keeps her on a short leash." Smirking, “Literally, I have heard. And anyway, I’m not the short leash kind. I like variety.”

“You don’t seem afraid to speak.”

“Do you mean like little mousey Nicole? I like my work. I do it well. Master Diamond calls on me personally a couple times a week. I would never say anything that would hurt the Inferno. This place is my home. I guess I don’t share the same fears as a lot of the other sluts.”

“What fears would those be?”

“Well, for some it is beatings." Smiling, “I like those." Savannah concentrated on placing her feet into the tall black heels. She then turned back to Troy and continued, “Most worry about auctions.”

“And you don’t?”

“Well, nothing is for sure, but I’ve been to a couple of them on Master Diamond’s arm. He told me that he will never sell me. I guess I have to believe him.”

Troy thought about his friend. “I don’t mean to give you cause for alarm, but I’ve known Liam for a long time. His word isn’t always…”

Her eyes displayed a deep understanding that Troy would never penetrate. “Master Troy, I am sorry if I misspoke. I do not mean Master Liam. I am speaking of Master Carmichael. This club belongs to him. Master Liam may believe he has control, but let’s just say Master Diamond, the real one, doesn’t leave anything to chance. I am one of Master Carmichael’s pets.”

“Do you know anything about a big sale coming up next week?”

“Master Troy that isn’t for me to say, but if it were, I would say that it is about time for the overseas buyers to visit. It happens every couple of months.”

“How many sluts are sold?”

“It varies, sometimes five, sometimes twenty. There are also local or at least US buyers. It is quite the production. I get to dress up and ride in a car." Troy thought about Nicole. “Master Troy, if you are done with me, I must be going back out on the floor.”

His mind was elsewhere, “Yeah, fine. Bye." She slipped from the room. 

Troy made his way to the security office and knocked on the door. The door opened and he was again chest to chest with Marcus. “Yes, Mr. Palmer?”

“Is Mr. Terrill here?”

“He is out on the floor.”

“May I enter?”

“I don’t believe you have clearance." 

Troy didn’t want to argue. “Fine, just tell him I stopped by. I learned about an impending auction… Shit! Just make sure she’s alright.”

“We are all aware of the important guests and there is only so much we can do.”

“Well, if I can help.”

“Sure, Mr. Palmer, like you helped before. You’re first on my list to call.”

“Fuck you. I am just trying to… never mind." Troy turned and stormed away. He wanted to hit someone or something not a slave. Troy wanted to inflict injury, to beat the shit out of someone, maybe Marcus.

Troy couldn’t focus on the rooms of people, lights, or smoke as he moved from club to club. If he had, he might have noticed the red head dancer on one of the stages, chained to a pole. In a little while, someone would decide to have her unchained and moved to a back room. She would comply willingly. Word is – she's becoming the model slave. Box time is a wonderful motivator and Master Clinton is skilled at behavior modification. 

***

When your personal life sucks, you throw yourself into work. That is what Troy was doing late Friday afternoon as he sat behind his large cluttered desk at Jameson, Freeman, and Lewis. His new client in New York could keep him busy all day, every day. But, there were also other clients that needed his attention. He had wasted too much time. Life needed to go on.

The world of investments constantly remains in a state of flux. The European market, especially Greece is making every day hell, every hour a new paradigm. Troy was engrossed in research on a new communication company, when his desk phone rang. It was the receptionist, “Dr. Sells, from down the hall, is here. She would like to see you." 

Troy didn’t answer. He hung up the phone and hurried to the front of the firm. Turning the corner he saw the blonde pacing in the lobby. It struck him as funny that she didn’t sit on the available furniture. He observed her work appearance. Her hair pinned conservatively behind her neck, a gray skirt, longer than her white lab coat, and black nylons with black pumps. The good doctor looked totally different than at their last meeting. Her expression was also different. Today she looked worried. “Dr. Sells, please follow me to my office.”

She nodded and followed. 

If anyone had been paying attention, they may have noticed that her normally straight neck and haughty facade was suddenly replaced with a docile subservient persona. Troy led her to his office and closed the door. 

Juliana stood before him, head bowed. “Master Troy, I apologize for interrupting your work, it is just that my master instructed me to inform you of a recent development. He hoped that perhaps you could help.”

“Dr. Sells, please look up. Forget all the proper speaking rules. Just tell me what is going on.”

“The auction of Inferno slaves is this evening. Master Liam created the list of sluts for sale…”

Troy felt faint and leaned against his desk, “Oh, my god, Nicole is being sold, isn’t she?”

“Yes, Master Troy. And, perhaps you figured this out, but Master Marcus and Nicole are in love. They have been involved for some time.”

That made sense, Troy thought. “I didn’t know. Why can’t he buy her?”

“It doesn’t work like that. The auctions are held by an independent company, they do this from city to city. Only invited buyers and their representatives can attend. As employees of Inferno, Master Marcus or my master, are prohibited from buying.”

“So how can I help?”

“Do I understand that you are willing to help?”

“Hell yes. Tell me what to do." Now that may have been some breach of male/female order, but Troy didn’t care.

“My master says that he can get your name on the list of buyers if you can get to the warehouse with cash.”

“This has to be illegal. Do I need to worry about ramifications?”

“All I know is that there have never been legal problems. Master Diamond takes care of that.”

“I am in. How much cash do I need?”

“I was instructed to withdrawal $10,000 from my master’s account. I have it in my purse.”

“I don’t want to use your money. I can get $10,000.”

“I need to phone my master.”

“I will get the cash and meet you in the parking garage.”

Doctor Sells bowed her head again, “Master Troy, this may not work, but thank you.”

Within minutes, the two settled into Troy’s Mustang and followed the directions Derek texted to his slave. 

“Please, Sir, take our money and then you will not come up short. My master said that bids usually run from $3,000 to the highest he’s seen was $12,000." 

Troy agreed as he shifted the muscle car and worked his way through rush hour traffic. “You can’t go in with me, can you?”

“No, Sir. Women are permitted. However, my presence would alert the Inferno people of our connection to this plan. It was thought that perhaps your connection to Master Liam could justify your presence.”

“He did tell me that there was a big sale this week.”

Juliana smiled, settled back onto the leather seat, and watched through the windshield as Troy maneuvered south along the Dan Ryan Expressway. Troy observed her calm in the face of crisis. She’d done her assignment. Her master would be pleased. The rest was beyond her control. The males would take care of it, or they wouldn’t. He envied her infinite faith and limited responsibilities. 


Chapter Eleven

The Chicago wind howled, rattling the tall chain-linked fence surrounding the old warehouse. For an added deterrent, barbed wire topped the barrier. Troy wondered if that was to keep the curious out, or the enslaved in. 

He eased his red muscle car into line and toward the gate. With each forward movement, he feigned the strength required of someone about to purchase female flesh, while silently praying: Please let my name appear on the guard’s list. Passing this check point was essential for their plan. Troy watched as each driver endured scrutinization against the electronic tablet. 

Juliana quietly encouraged his progress. Troy’s façade cracked slightly as he grinned at his partner in crime. She’d loosened her hair, allowing it to cascade down her back. Her nylons and lab coat were gone, and her skirt was rolled at the waist, to reveal most of her shapely legs. Troy actually laughed when she removed her blouse and eased off her bra. Now only a lace camisole remained. The man at the gate wasn’t from Inferno, but any female other than a slave would raise suspicion. 

Her change in attire came after a conversation with her master. Troy didn’t know what to expect from his end. He could only hear Dr. Sells repeating, “Yes, Master, I will do that." The end result was impressive. 

As Troy rolled down the window, she lowered her eyes and turned slightly to her right. No dominant male would question her subservient status. Only Troy could hear her whisper, “My master said your name is there. Just speak confidently, you can do this.”

The guard didn’t hesitate, “Yes, Sir, Mr. Palmer, I see your name. Please follow this road around the building. Someone will be there to direct your parking." 

Before they reached the lot, Derek appeared, through a gray metal door. Troy eased his car into the shadows and lowered his window. Derek’s voice revealed concern, “Thank you, Mr. Palmer. We have not been able to confirm Nicole’s presence, although it was confirmed that she was crated this afternoon at the Inferno. The last time she was seen, she was very shaken. They do something to them here. When they enter the stage, they are always composed." Troy nodded, having no idea what to expect. Derek continued, “Marcus wants you to know, he appreciates your help. If this goes as planned, you will own Nicole. He is alright with that. He believes you will be better to her than the Arabs or Japanese. Those are the main buyers here today." Before Troy could respond, Derek went on, “Jules, come with me. Mr. Palmer, may we leave her clothes in your car for now?”

Troy was too distracted, by the fact that he would own Nicole to think about Dr. Sell’s garments. Juliana eased out of the car as Troy responded, “Yeah, that’s fine. But I am stopping Nicole from being sold, not purchasing her for myself.”

“Listen, man, you have to do this with confidence and conviction. Otherwise these dudes will see right through you. You have to want her, want her bad! You came here because your friend, Liam Diamond mentioned the auction. You’ve been with Nicole more than once, and you decided if she was up for sale, you would be the only one to buy her.”

Juliana stood shivering beside her husband. It was a breach of protocol and she would be punished later, but she chose to speak. Leaning down to the window, “Master Troy, you can do this. I know you can." Her smile and kind voice added the necessary encouragement to supplement Derek’s directions. 

Derek smiled at Troy’s reaction. “I told you, she is great at helping people,” then turning to Juliana, “even when she doesn’t have my permission to speak." 

Both Terrills smiled at Troy, before Juliana lowered her eyes. Troy inhaled and exhaled. “Alright, will I have any information or help on the inside?”

Derek gave him the particulars:  What to do as he entered, who to speak to, and what to say. Marcus would try to get information to him from within. After the purchase was complete, he could take her today or have her shipped. They recommended taking her immediately. Things could get bad if Liam learned the identity of Nicole’s new owner. Luckily, Liam is not present. Carmichael has him overseeing the clubs while the auction is in progress. Carmichael will be here. Derek recommended that Troy try to avoid him. Troy listened intently to everything and shook Derek’s hand before driving around to the designated parking. 

Since Juliana seized him from work, his expensive professional attire and long winter coat added to his persona. Troy followed Derek’s instructions explicitly. No one from the auction company knew if he was a buyer for an overseas investor, or if he was buying for himself. 

The warehouse had multiple check-points before he reached the final staging area. His irritation at having to pass yet another guard was evident by the time he reached the destination. Apparently, even that was realistic of real buyers. Once there, he took in the surroundings. Slaves, undoubtedly from the Inferno, milled around offering drinks and hors d’oeuvres. Chairs were arranged in four rows of eight, with an isle creating two blocks of sixteen. Troy received a number on a stick. To bid, he need only raise his number. 

A few of the buyers had females with them. These females were dressed elaborately; long gowns, jewelry, and furs. Troy wondered what it must be like for one female to watch another sold like a piece of meat at market. 

He accepted a vodka tonic and watched for Carmichael Diamond. The auction was scheduled to begin precisely at eight o’clock. The buyers were professionals, and Troy doubted that any of them wanted to spend more time in the cold warehouse than necessary. 

At seven fifty-seven, Troy watched Carmichael Diamond enter the bidding area. Lights illuminated the staging area and a man in a suit took his place at a podium. Troy settled himself as far from Mr. Diamond as possible. He wasn’t sure that the owner of Carmichael International would recognize him. It was the realization that Savannah was the woman on the tycoon’s arm that fueled Troy’s nauseousness. 

Initially, Troy didn’t recognize the slut. Her hair and make-up were perfect. She wore a diamond studded collar and a beautiful black evening gown.   He thought about her words, “I am his pet. He will not sell me." Christ, Troy had fucked and beaten his pet three days ago. Now, he was trying to buy one of his sluts, out from under his respected buyers. Despite the cool February temperature beads of perspiration materialized on his forehead. 

“Gentlemen and ladies, please take your seats. We are happy today to offer you sixteen sluts. Yes, I said sixteen. We will gladly show you that these females are here for one reason. They are sex slaves. They live to please their owners. Just imagine each one of these females at your or your investor’s, constant disposal. She will suck or service your cock or pussy at your slightest command. Most of these females are experienced and well trained. Some are newer to this way of life, and will require more discipline - a heavier hand, if you know what I mean. I recognized that many of you enjoy breaking, training, conditioning, and creating the perfect slave. We have a few today that will be perfect for discipline yielded by the appropriate hand.”

The man’s words were working. Even the females in the audience were beginning to shift in their seats. Everyone wanted to see the potential victims of their dominance. 

“Without further delay, let us meet our first slut." The auctioneer paused as two men escorted a female to the platform. She wore a green velvet cape that covered her body. Her face was beautiful. Her blonde hair was piled masterfully on her head, her face painted perfectly, and her expression stoic.  Troy thought about Nicole enduring this public display. 

The man discussed the female’s attributes. “117 pounds, breasts ‘C’ cup, waist 27 inches. She is easily aroused and juices with little stimulation. She endures punishment well." Next, a woman in an evening dress removed the velvet cape. The blonde now stood under the lights, totally nude, wearing tall shiny black shoes. Even from Troy’s seat he could see the red welts on her breasts. The man must have instructed her to turn, because she did, displaying a well beaten backside. The reaction of the audience was exactly what the auctioneer wanted, first gasps, followed by cheers. “Shall we start the bidding at two thousand?" 

Immediately the room was filled with raised numbers. Troy soaked in the atmosphere. The bidding seemed to stall at seven thousand. The auctioneer began discussing the female’s sexual attributes. “She can take a size 5 dildo anally." With that the female turned once again away from the audience and bent to grab her ankles. The woman in the evening gown inserted a size 5 dildo in the female’s anus. Bidding again intensified, the female remained bent at the hip, ass exposed and juices obviously flowing down her thighs.

She was finally purchased, by a man in a dark Armani suit in the front row, for nine thousand five hundred dollars. The female was lead off the stage, dildo still in place. Her face showed no emotion, yet her eyes looked terrified. Was this man her new master? Or was he a buyer for someone else? Troy looked over to Mr. Diamond. He couldn’t see the entrepreneur’s face, but Savannah’s smile revealed Mr. Diamond’s pleasure.  

The second female was someone Troy had never seen. He listened as the auctioneer once again proclaimed the female’s attributes. She too received a dildo anally and took a size 6 orally. The cheers were offered, by men and women. The atmosphere was truly surreal. 

It was during the seventh female that Marcus made his way to Troy’s seat. He knelt by his chair and whispered. “Mr. Palmer, I am forever indebted to you. Please allow me to apologize for the way I have behaved in the past.”

Troy didn’t want to forgive this ass-hole, yet he hadn’t known about his and Nicole’s clandestine relationship. “Let’s just get this done, and then we can discuss your indebtedness.”

“She isn’t here.”

Troy stared at Marcus in disbelief. “What the fuck?”

“I don’t know what happened. But, I have personally seen all sixteen sluts, she isn’t one of them. Thank you for helping, but I guess something changed someone’s mind.”

Troy sighed. He really didn’t want to own Nicole, but on the other hand, watching this erotic display, time after time, he was starting to fantasize about his own personal slave. “Alright, I guess I will ease my way out of here.”

“Mr. Palmer, please wait through a few more slaves. If you leave immediately after I speak to you, I will be questioned.”

Troy smiled. “Perhaps I can now possess the necessary clearance to enter security.”

Marcus smiled and looked down. A very submissive gesture, difficult for a dominate. “Yes, Mr. Palmer, the paperwork has now been approved.” They both knew paperwork did not exist. The fabrication made the conversation easier.

“Thank you. By the way, I did not know about your… relationship. I understand your reaction.”

Marcus’s shoulders became square. “It is her job. We can discuss it over a beer sometime. Thank you again." With that, he rose to walk away. At the same time, the audience applauded. Apparently, number seven could take a size 6 anally. Troy looked up in time to see the woman in the evening gown insert the plastic dick into the exposed anus. He felt fairly certain that the beer and discussion involving Nicole, would never happen. Troy was alright with that. 

His body relaxed as he watched number eight and number nine. He bid early on, knowing that someone would out bid him. Troy thought it made him seem less like a voyeur and more like a participant, if he occasionally bid.  

Number ten was led to the stage. Troy intended to leave, but there was something about the redheaded female that caught his attention. Her vibrant hair had an obvious effect on the audience. That plus her intense blue eyes paralyzed Troy. Hell, it was after nine o’clock. He wasn’t in a hurry to get anywhere. 

When the evening gown female, removed the velvet cape Troy fought his reflexes to remain seated. The redheaded, recently whipped female was Diana! The auctioneer referred to her as number ten. Nevertheless, Troy saw his fiancée. Her hair was different, her eyes had a faraway look, her body was thinner than he remembered, and there were various welts. But, with all of that, without question, it was Diana. 

The preliminary bidding had begun. By the time Troy focused on the words around him, the bid was $7,000. The evening gowned female was inserting a size 4 dildo in Diana’s ass. Considerably smaller than earlier slaves, yet the auctioneer rambled about her recent transition, fun of training, and excitement of stretching… Troy continued to counter bid. A dark skinned gentleman in a silk suit continued to bid. Troy refused to be out bid. He was very thankful that Juliana convinced him to take the additional cash. 

When all was said and done, Troy purchased his fiancée, Diana, for thirteen thousand two hundred dollars. He would owe Derek $3,200 but he didn’t care. His mind was having difficulty comprehending recent events. 

It was when the auction worker approached and began to ask particulars that Troy realized he needed to see Liam. He needed to see him now!


Chapter Twelve

Immediately following the transaction, Troy texted Derek. Master Palmer had no intention, of personally taking Diana from the auction house. He would meet-up with her later. Now, he needed Derek and Dr. Sells’ help. Derek willingly agreed. 

Troy paid $13,200 cash and arranged for pick-up by a female. The attendant seemed surprised, but Troy explained, “One slut is picking up another. I train my slaves well. There will not be a problem.” The male seemed satisfied. 

Making his way through the newly fallen snow to his car, Troy ignored the cold condensation. In Chicago, a change in wind direction can cause a February flurry to become a lake-effect blizzard. The possibility of 10 to 12 inches unexpected accumulation didn’t change Troy’s directive. He didn’t care. His body temperature burned, and his vision turned red. One person filled his thoughts. Troy revved the high performance engine, and tried unsuccessfully to subdue his impulse to kill his friend. 

***

The pretty receptionist attempted to stop Master Troy from entering Master Liam’s office. Instinctively recognizing her inability to stop the dominant, she begged, “Please, Master. Please allow me to announce your arrival.”

Troy didn’t want to take the time or feel the need to explain. “NO. You may go on break. Do not return for at least fifteen minutes.”

“But, Master, I must…” she fell to the ground, melting before the too powerful male.   Troy remained silent, but his expression screamed authority. “Yes, Master." The female scurried away.  

Troy didn’t knock; he opened Liam’s office door. His friend was leaning back in his large leather chair, enjoying the services of a slave. The bitch on her knees diligently worked Liam’s cock, worshipping and servicing. Obviously preoccupied, neither heard his entry.  

Troy pulled the cock-sucking slut up by her hair. “You are done. Get the fuck out of here." 

Liam started to speak, but suddenly was propelled back to sixth grade. Besieged by memories of Troy’s middle school assault, he stared at his friend. Liam could never have imagined that his thoughts were more accurately a prediction of the future, instead of memories from the past. 

Troy followed the slut to the door, closed and locked it. Then he silently approached his seemingly baffled friend and without warning, cold cocked him. 

Liam sputtered as he massaged his sore jaw. “What the fuck?”

Troy grabbed Liam by the nap of his shirt and lifted him to his feet. “You have the fucking audacity to ask me, what the fuck? When you took my fiancée, you not only took her, you fucking sold her!" Troy punched Liam again and again. 

Finally, the heir apparent begged Troy for a reprieve. “Troy, stop, you don’t understand what the bitch did to you. I was just paying her back!”

Troy looked at his pathetic friend cowering in his plush leather chair. “I just fucking paid thirteen thousand dollars for my own god damn fiancée!" 

Liam fought the realization – Troy now had Diana. “How did you know? How did you find out…?”

“Fucking seriously? You are worried about how I found out. You don’t seem too fucking concerned about what has and would have happened to her.”

Liam squared his shoulders, stood, and met Troy head on. “I know exactly what has happened to your fucking cunt. I have had my cock in her pussy for months. And, in the last two weeks it’s had lots of company!" Troy’s right hook once again made contact, this time landing Liam on the floor.

“All I need to do is call security and your ass will be out of here. Have you forgotten,” Liam spoke, as he once again tried to rise. “Have you forgotten that my father owns this establishment?” 

Kneeling on the floor, holding Liam by the collar of his shirt, “You are fucking pathetic. I could beat the shit out of you. And, after what I saw you do to Nicole, and now, what I suspect you’ve done to Diana…” Troy paused, thinking about his next words. “Do you fucking know? I could kill you right now." 

Liam didn’t answer. Troy pushed Liam’s head into the floor, “Do you, asshole? Do you know that I could kill you?”

Liam couldn’t fight it any more… “Bro, what the hell? We’re talk’n fucking cunts. They don’t mean shit. They can’t stop what we have… all the history.”

Troy righted William Diamond, straightened his shirt, and took a deep breath. Liam’s left cheek was beginning to grow. There is no doubt his eye would be black by tomorrow. He inhaled and exhaled. Troy spoke. “You’re right, Liam. We have history. So that’s why, you’re going to accept my offer.”

Liam scrambled, trying to understand Troy’s meaning. Finally, resigned to his confusion, he asked, “What do you mean?”

Troy pulled a roll of cash from his pocket. He counted off five thousand dollars. “I am buying another slave. I just purchased Diana for thirteen five, now, for an additional $5,000 I am buying Nicole. You may remember her. She is one of your club sluts. You beat the shit out of her two weeks ago, with me. Then you sentenced her to a box as punishment for passing out during your tirade." He regained his grip on Liam’s collar. “Is it coming back to you?”

“You missed her. She went to auction with your cunt.”

“No. She was supposed to be at auction. She is here. Get her now.”

“Even with the friends and family discount, that slut is worth more than $5,000." Liam’s tone made Troy want to pummel his ass into the parking lot!

Troy released Liam. He stepped back. “You are absolutely correct. Nicole is worth a lot more than $5,000. So, if you will indulge me, I have some video on my phone of the slave auction I witnessed.”

“So fuck’n what?”

“Yeah, good question. I have heard that there are news stations, and radio stations, magazine and newspaper reporters that are interested in home video. Now, I realize many government officials are involved in dear old daddy’s enterprise. However, if my video goes viral… it will take those government officials, you, and your fucking daddy all down in a very public way!” Troy stepped back to let Liam process his options. “I am just wondering do you really want to be the one to bring Carmichael Diamond crashing down? I mean after all, he trusted you, and now the friend you invited to Inferno instigates his demise.”

Cierra wept silently as she laid hog tied on the cold concrete floor of the auction warehouse. She could hear muffled voices. However, once again her head was covered with a hood. This required her concentration to center on breathing through her mouth.   Due to her sobs and labored oxygen intake, the inside of the hood sounded like Darth Vader. The external world and words of others were incomprehensible. 

The dildo that remained in her ass was uncomfortable, although her priority remained on inhaling and exhaling. She had no idea where she was going or what her future held. It all occurred so fast.

***

A day ago she was at the Inferno. Things were getting better, beatings by Mistress Debbie and Master Clinton had decreased. She was accepting her place and learning her role. Everything changed with a visit to Master Diamond’s office. 

Dressed in the waitress uniform, Cierra fell to her knees before the white haired leader. 

“Miss O’Leary, stand.” Cierra obeyed, keeping her eyes reverently downcast. “I called you here today to discuss your employment.”

“Yes, Master Diamond.” 

“I have received numerous reports regarding your inability to perform to our standards." 

Cierra could hear her heart beating within her head, her empty stomach twisted, and she involuntarily began to tremble. “I am sorry, Sir, I am trying.” 

“Silence, slave." There were two different sluts standing guard over the handsome older gentleman. Their amusement with the show could be seen in their patronizing smiles. Cierra hung her head in shame. “You will speak only when allowed." He paused, waiting if she would mistakenly challenge him. When she remained silent, he spoke again. “Now to continue, it has come to my attention that you have caught the eye of a very powerful guest. He visits from time to time to shop for personal whores. It seems that despite your behavioral issues, he finds you trainable. As a matter of fact, I have seen some of his sluts, the training methods in his country seem to produce very compliant slaves. He finds the breaking of an insolent cunt, a challenge." At first Cierra didn’t understand what Master Diamond was saying, but soon the meaning began to register. “It is true there will be a language gap, but I am certain my dear, you will be able to understand the meaning of their words, with negative reinforcements… auction… sold…”

The rest was a blur. She was crated once again as a means of travel. She wasn’t alone; she could hear the whimpers and cries of other females. When the crates were unloaded the females were unpacked and cleaned. Again cold water drenched her body, but then gloved hands with brushes scrubbed every inch of her body, inside and out. Next, the females were chained, gagged, and left naked in a big room. They were tethered to a long pipe and soon discovered that they could pull their chains to gather close to one another. The condemned slaves huddled for warmth and comfort. 

Throughout the next few hours, females were taken and returned. No one could speak, but the torture was obvious. The tear stained faces, glistening thighs and red welts told most of the story. The last detail was the red oozing mark covered with gauze where the diamond had been, on each female’s ass. The auction company was branding each slave. 

When it was Cierra’s turn, she screamed into her gag and violently fought the men who transported her from the room. That was a mistake; but her fight or flight instinct wouldn’t allow her to stop. Repeated thrashings adjusted her attitude. The man wielding the branding iron, casually discussed placement with another. Since Cierra had not received the diamond tattoo, it seemed that these men had leeway on the location. They discussed the ass, verses hip, verses upper thigh. Apparently, it is not good to brand over a welt, so those areas were avoided. 

The anticipation was worse than the actual contact. The pain was swift, intense, and done. It was the sound of sizzling flesh, and the stench, that plummeted Cierra to a new low. She was now a branded animal, the transition was complete. She couldn’t see the mark, but the two men seemed satisfied. One of them laughed, “There you go 87-D469, be a good little slut or this tracking number will bring you back to us, and trust me, you don’t want that." Both men laughed. 

“You know I could take a piece of this ass.”

“Yeah, me too, but we have six more bitches to brand.”

One man had his cock in his hand, “It is a tough job, but someone has to do it." With that, both men took their turn pounding Cierra’s pussy. Removing her gag, they also made her suck them, and thank them for their concern. After all, they carefully avoided coming on her new brand.   

Prior to the auction, she was once again washed, and this time made up. A team of slaves painted her face and styled her hair. She didn’t fight and although the gag was gone, she didn’t protest. The branding did something. It wasn’t just the physical marking, it did something emotionally. She was strictly a vessel. Nothing other than compliance any longer mattered. Even during the auction, she could see the faces and hear the auctioneer’s voice, but everything was distant. She was present and not present. Her future was beyond her control, and her past was gone.  This new vacant disposition was mimicked in her fellow slaves. They each had no more significance than a heifer paraded and purchased at a state fair. 

Troy monitored Liam’s telephone. He insisted that Liam call Clinton to have Nicole brought to the office. He would not take a chance on Liam texting for help or reinforcements.

Despite his obvious defeat, Liam remained arrogant and pompous. This attitude continued to fuel Troy’s adrenaline. Once Liam called for Nicole, Troy navigated the next steps of his plan. “You will inform Clinton that because we are friends, you have agreed to allow me to purchase Nicole. You will then allow the two of us to leave your fine establishment. I do not want to hear from you, or even your fucking name, for the rest of my life. And, if you or any of your daddy’s henchmen ever try to contact Diana or Nicole, the video is viral. Believe me; it is safely stored in many locations. It will also automatically go viral, if anything happens to me and I don’t enter my code daily. You’d better pray I look both ways before crossing the fucking street."  

“You have always been a fucking cunt. What are you going to do with these bitches, have a fucking sleep over and discuss feelings?”

“What I do with my slaves is my business, because, they are now mine!" Troy’s emphasis of certain words left nothing to Liam’s imagination. Troy continued, “I expect you to respect that. Or at least respect my threat." Liam huffed as Troy continued. “You will also tell Daddy Dearest that the sales are final and that you are the one who told me about the auction, again due to our long standing friendship.”

A knock interrupted the conversation. Troy went to the door and opened it a few millimeters. Clinton and Nicole stood on the other side. He opened it wider allowing the overseer and slave to enter. Troy then turned to Liam. 

Liam stood, straightened his suit jacket, and ran his hand through his blonde hair. It was evident he was struggling with his next few words. Troy helped, “Thank you, Clinton. That is all. You may leave the slave and go.” 

The greasy excuse for a man looked to Liam. Finally, the heir-apparent spoke, “Yes, Clinton, Mr. Palmer has made me an excellent offer. Let’s say it was difficult to refuse, given our long history. The bitch is now his. He is taking her with him now.”

Nicole’s knees gave way. She gasped as she fell to the floor. It was a combination bow and faint. She regained enough strength to maintain the prone position, but words seemed beyond her ability. 

Troy grinned at his friend and then to Clinton. The overseer looked confused. Liam continued, “You may go. This transition is complete.”

“Mr. Diamond, this is highly irregular. Perhaps you should wait until Master Diamond…”

Liam cut him off. It was one thing to have his balls in Troy’s vice. It was another to be questioned by an employee in front of others, especially a fucking slave. “Perhaps you are in need of some behavioral modification, Mr. Clinton. My decision has been made. My last name is Diamond. I do not believe that is yours." 

“I am sorry, Mr. Diamond. I will be going." Clinton stepped toward the bitch lying prone on the floor. “Should have fucking sent the stupid cunt to auction.” His foot progressed in a preliminary move toward kicking Nicole. Troy intervened. 

“You are not planning on damaging my property, are you, Clinton?" The two men momentarily stood chest to chest. Troy stepped closer. Clinton muttered and turned to leave the room. Once the door was again closed, Troy continued, “Nicole, stand up." 

She obeyed. Her bright green eyes momentarily reached to Troy and then fell reverently toward the floor. Her body trembled slightly as she stood silently before the two men.

  Turning to Liam, Troy directed, “Unlock her collar."  

Liam reached into his desk and found a ring of keys. Nicole’s trembling increased as Master Diamond inserted the key and turned the lock. The collar fell to the floor. 

Troy smiled at the terrified girl and then at his buddy. “Good-bye. It has been a pleasure doing business with you." With that, he walked away. Without direction, his slave followed a pace behind. Just as he was about to pass the threshold of Liam’s office he turned back around. “I believe I have found a new best man, your services are no longer needed." They walked away. 


Chapter Thirteen

Cierra savored the assault of warm water to her battered body. The hot liquid hit her bruised skin like needles waking her cold contracted muscles.  She had never experienced such an amazing and painful sensation. The other slave, Juliana, didn’t give her a time limit for the shower. She told Cierra to wash and warm herself, use soap and shampoo. Then after her shower, she was to use lotions and creams to prepare herself for her new master. 

With the heat, fragrant soaps, and aromatic shampoo she’d lost track of time.  It had been so long since Cierra experienced a hot shower. With a sudden twinge of panic, she stepped from the steamy glass stall and contemplated the possible ramifications for lingering.

Turning toward the large lighted mirror, Diana fantasized about hotel rooms past. Getaways she’d shared with Troy and the luxuries she’d enjoyed. However, the unfamiliar reflection reminded Cierra of her current status. The short auburn hair that dripped onto her shoulders, the purple and green bruises from beatings and whippings, all nullified her daydreams. Those memories were fantasies. Today and from now on, she is only a slave, a slut owned by an unknown individual. 

Cierra contemplated her new master. Master Diamond spoke of language barriers and a different country. Yet, when the other slave, Juliana, took Cierra from the auction house, she didn’t mention any of that. If Cierra was to be shipped overseas, why was she now in this expensive hotel suite in Chicago? It seemed strange that Juliana didn’t even try to hide their location. She also did not tell Cierra anything about her new master, other than he would be here later, and Cierra needed to be ready.

The knock on the bathroom door brought Cierra back to present causing her to jump. She trembled in anticipation of punishment for remaining too long within the bathroom. Timidly Cierra responded to the knock, pulling the unlocked door toward her. The slave on the other side was the most contented female Cierra had yet to encounter in this world. Cierra lowered her eyes, “I am sorry if I am taking too long.”

The pretty blonde gently lifted Cierra’s chin. “We are equals. You do not need to look down." Cierra exhaled and looked to Juliana’s blue eyes. “No, you are not taking too long. I am sure the warm water is comforting. Your master instructed me to order you dinner, it will be here soon. Please dry your hair, apply the lotions, and there is antibiotic ointment for your brand. I will bring you a robe and by then your dinner should be here.” 

Cierra couldn’t contain her tears, this didn’t seem right. “Juliana, is this real?”

Juliana smiled, “Yes, female, it is real. You have been purchased by a fair and good master. Do not take that to believe that he will be easy on you. Or, to believe that he will not inflict pain, but know that he paid more for you than I have ever known any master to do." 

Cierra noticed that Juliana did not call her by name. She wondered if that meant her name would change again. This time, she didn’t care. If this master would allow her warm showers and food, he could call her anything he wanted. Cierra nodded and turned back to the large lighted mirror. 

***

Exiting the bathroom of the large suite, Cierra walked through the luxurious bedroom. The plush carpet enveloped her bare feet as she took in the splendor of the four-post king sized bed. Her pussy tingled and contracted at the thought of her new master taking her on that lavish bed. 

Coolness radiated from the black marble floor as the soles of her feet propelled her through the hall to the living room. Setting on an area rug in front of a leather sofa were covered dishes and drinking glasses.

Juliana explained, “We have not been given permission to use the furniture, but you are allowed to use utensils." 

A few weeks ago this information would have been foreign to Diana. But then again, so much has changed. Cierra didn’t question Juliana’s words. Instead, she nodded and sat cross-legged on the rug beside the picnic-like spread.   She didn’t know what to expect. For all she knew it could be dog food. In the past week or two, time was so allusive; she’d only been allowed scraps, in dog bowls or directly from the dirty floor. Eating anything with a fork would be the second greatest luxury, next to the amazing shower. When Juliana did not move, Cierra asked, “May I?”

Juliana nodded, and Cierra lifted the lid. She gasped. It wasn’t dog food. Under the silver cover, she found filet mignon, macaroni and cheese, steamed broccoli, and rolls. It was all of her favorite foods. How could anyone know? 

At first, Cierra remained vacant and silent. The branding took everything away. But the shower, the other female’s serenity, and now the food all worked together to restore her courage. What the brand took away, this environment was bringing back. She found the courage to speak. “Is this what my master told you to order?”

“Yes, why, do you not like it?”

“I would be honored to eat anything, but this is all of my favorites.  How could he know?”

Juliana grinned, “Your master must also be a very wise man." She lifted another lid and peered underneath. “I don’t suppose you like French Silk Pie?" Cierra didn’t answer. She was busy shoveling macaroni and cheese into her mouth as fast as she could swallow. However, her eyes opened wide and she nodded. Juliana poured crystal clear water into a glass and coffee into a cup. “Please slow down. I don’t want to face my master or yours, if you choke before he gets here.”

Cierra slowed her eating long enough to drink water. It was the purest cleanest liquid she’d ever tasted. She contemplated, maybe this isn’t real, or maybe this is heaven. Where ever it was, Cierra wasn’t willing to hesitate and allow it to disappear. 

After she devoured most of her plate, Cierra realized Juliana wasn’t eating. “I am sorry. Do you want some of this food? You have been so kind. I am being rude.”

“No, my master will tell me when I may eat. And, I believe prior to this moment, I have eaten more recently than you. Please continue. I was told you will need your strength.”

Cierra looked at the other slave. Her expression was light and happy, but her words sent a shiver down Cierra’s spine. “What is going to happen to me?”

“I do not know. It is not my place to ask, or yours.”

Cierra nodded. Between bites, she began to talk. “May I ask you a question?”

“You may ask, but I do not know if I will be able to answer.”

“Did your master buy you at an auction?”

“No, I willingly gave myself to my master. I am now his slave and his wife.”

Cierra stared at the blonde sitting cross-legged on the area rug. “Really? That is beautiful.”

“It is. I am very blessed.”

Cierra shook her head and continued to eat. She’d resolved herself to the understanding that missed opportunities in her life would haunt her forever. She knew she did not deserve what Juliana had, but could recognize its beauty.

The mustang maneuvered the snowy streets as Troy drove away from the Creation Inferno. He thought about Nicole’s reaction to the world outside of the club. Prior to stepping from the Inferno’s door, Troy removed his overcoat and wrapped it around the petite slave. Her waitress skirt, t-shirt, and heels were no protection against the Chicago snow and wind. 

Once they entered the winter wonderland of the Inferno’s parking lot, Nicole’s eyes widened. The emerald green sparkled as it reflected the glistening snowflakes that covered every surface. Just before he opened the door of his Mustang for his purchase, he saw her scoop snow, and place it on her tongue. She didn’t speak, he didn’t comment, but her coy smile filled him with pride. 

Now, Troy peered to his right and watched Nicole, still wrapped in his coat, taking in the world passing by the windows of his sports car. After a prolonged silence he spoke, “Nicole, tell me your thoughts.”

It was like opening a spigot. She’d been silently waiting his permission. “Master Troy, I don’t know what to think. Perhaps I am too stupid to understand what just happened. This morning Mistress Debbie told me that I was being sold at auction. I was packed in a wooden crate, a lot like the punishment box. I could hear other slaves in other boxes. They were crying. So was I. Then I heard boxes moving. Mine did not move. Finally, I was alone and didn’t understand what happened." She took a breath and looked out the window. Her eyes weren’t seeing the world, she was viewing memories. Troy instructed her to continue. She inhaled and began again, her words slower and more deliberate. “When the box opened it was Master Clinton. He told me that he’d saved me from auction, for himself.”

Troy’s knuckles blanched as the steering wheel surrendered to his grip. “What did he do?”

“He told me that I would need to show him my gratitude." She inhaled and continued, “He took me to the shower room where he directed my movements and watched as I cleaned myself and masturbated in the cold water. Then he took me to his office." Nicole turned toward her master. She didn’t know him well, but could see his clenched jaw and feel the emanating tension. “Master, do you want me to go on?”

Troy considered the question. Did he really need to know the particulars? Even Marcus said it is her job. Maybe some things were better left unsaid. “I am not sure. Did he hurt you?”

“Yes.”

“I should have punched him too.”

Nicole’s eyes opened wide. “Sir, too? May I ask who else you hit?”

For the first time since Dr. Sells entered his office, Troy relaxed. He turned to the beautiful green-eyed girl. The tension was gone from his expression. His face now radiated warmth and pleasure toward the young woman staring only at him. His lips turned upward and his perfect teeth reflected the dashboard lights. “Well, since you aren’t going back, I see no reason for you not to know. I punched Liam… multiple times.”

Nicole gasped, grinned, and threw her head against the leather seat. “Wow. I would have loved to have seen that!" They both laughed. 

It seemed so natural, the two of them. To think, they’d only met less than two weeks ago. Troy asked Nicole a question. “What do you think about leaving the Inferno? I know you told me you didn’t want to." 

“I didn’t want to be sold at auction, it terrified me. Mistress Debbie refers to it often, telling us sluts that if we don’t behave, if we don’t meet quotas, if we do anything to displease her, she will have us sold to some Sheik." Nicole paused, “I didn’t know that private purchases were even possible.”

“I am not sure they are, but I did something tonight.”

Nicole interjected, “Punched Master Liam.”

Troy laughed, “Besides that. And I feared that you would be punished for my behavior.”

“I still do not know what to think. I have never been owned by one man. What if I am not good at this?”

“Nicole, I believe you will be amazing at this. However, you should know, I will not be your master." The car now weaved through a neighborhood. “I was just the purchaser. You will be taken to your new master’s home later this evening." He looked to his right and saw tears. Only seconds before there had been laughter. “Why are you crying?”

“Please, Master, please keep me.”

“Nicole, I have my own slave. I do not think I can handle two.”

She reached her hand to his crotch. “Master, I know you can handle as many as you want.”

He briefly closed his eyes. Then resolved to follow through on his plan, removed her hand. “You don’t know me. I don’t know you.”

“You do know me. You know I like chocolate, you know I want to see sunshine. Please be with me tomorrow and allow me to see the sunshine.”

Troy wanted that; he really did. “Nicole, it is snowing, the sun may not shine tomorrow.”

“Master, the sun always shines tomorrow – just like in the musical, the one with the little girl and the millionaire. He saved her from that orphanage. You saved me from the Inferno.”

God, Troy loved this girl. Not like Diana, but in an overpowering way that he couldn’t describe. His car now sat in the abandoned parking lot of a school. He turned and gripped her shoulders, “Nicole, you are not stupid. You are witty, smart, and so damn beautiful. I would be honored to be your master. But, you should know, I would whip your perfect round ass for making this so fucking difficult on me. I would torture your gorgeous tits with clamps, just to hear your sexy whimpers as I remove them. And, I would fuck you every fucking day.”

Troy watched her beautiful green eyes as her thoughts swirled. He saw her body wiggle as she fought the discomfort that comes with desire. Her voice was a melody, so strong yet at the same time so filled with need. “Please, Master, even your words make me wet. I will be a good slut, I promise." As she spoke, another car met them head-on. The SUV’s headlights shone directly into Troy’s car. They could not see the driver of the new arrival.

Feigning strength, Troy’s cadence slowed, “I bought you, and now you will do as I say." 

Nicole’s head dropped. She’d been scolded. She nodded, “Yes, Master, I will do as you say." 

“Stay here for a minute.” Troy got out of the car, relishing the cold air, and inhaled. He hoped it would relieve the pressure in his engorged cock. He closed his suit jacket and walked to the driver’s window. 

It lowered. Marcus looked up at Troy and said, “Thank you, man, I can’t believe you’re doing this." Troy nodded, wondering if he was doing the right thing. Marcus continued, “Does she know it is me?”

“No. And let me tell you, if you fucking don’t love her, like she deserves, I’m taking her back.” 

Marcus nodded. “You know, man. We’re into pain and shit.”

“I know that. I also know you can have both. I’ve seen it.”

Marcus looked away, glancing into the beam of his head lights, seeing Nicole’s beautiful profile. “Yeah, Derek and Doc are something else. It’s cool what they have." Marcus watched his love gain composure as her future unfolded without her input. “I would like that.”

“Yeah, me too.” Troy added. 

“About the money." Marcus didn’t have $5,000, but he was willing to make payments. 

“What money? Like I said, you fuck up, and I’m taking her back.”

“That’s not happening.”

Troy smiled, “Good. Now all she knows is that she is going to her real master’s tonight. Do you want to tell her now, or let her think you’re her driver?”

Marcus inhaled. His grin becoming devilish, “I think I want to play a little.”

Troy grinned and nodded. “I’m planning some of that tonight too. But fucking remember, I’ll be keeping track.”

The two men shook hands. Marcus said, “Thanks. Maybe you’d like to watch?" They both laughed, it wasn’t a real invitation. 

“I’ll pass. I think you’re the one who likes to watch.” 

“Hey, it’s the job.”

I keep hearing that, Troy thought as he walked toward Nicole’s door. Marcus got out of the car. Troy opened the door to a teary-eyed girl. “It is time for you to go." She obediently got out of Troy’s car. He removed the heavy top coat, leaving Nicole shivering against the cold. He watched her expression lighten as she saw Marcus. “I believe you know Master Marcus? He is going to take you to your new home.”

For a few seconds, in the middle of a wintery white world, Nicole stood motionless between two masterful men. Finally, she turned toward Troy. Her body trembled with cold and emotion. She sniffled and tried to speak, “Thank you, Master Troy. I will never forget you.”

Troy nodded as Marcus enveloped her petite body with another jacket and directed her toward the warmth of his SUV. 

***

Troy sat in his car for the longest time, watching the falling snow fill the tracks from Marcus’ SUV. The Beatles sang Hey Jude while he thought about Nicole. How would she react when she learned that Marcus wasn’t her driver, but her new master? Would he allow her to see the sun tomorrow? Troy knew it wasn’t his concern. His concern is Diana. Watching the sparkling reflection of the glistening snow, he turned his concentration on the slave that waited for him at the Hilton. Finally, he texted Derek, who would text Juliana – I am on my way, have her ready.


Chapter Fourteen

Cierra lay spread eagle on the beautiful king sized bed as Juliana secured her wrists and ankles with silk scarves. “How do you feel?" Juliana couldn’t stop her psychotherapy. It is who she is.

Cierra tugged against the scarves. “I am excited, scared, and so fucking horny!" It was not the cool air that caused her nipples to stand erect.

Juliana laughed. “Good. Your master will be pleased.”

Cierra wiggled at the idea of pleasing a man, one who wanted her enough to purchase her for a lot of money. But, when she saw Juliana with the blindfold, Cierra started to whimper. She had so many bad memories of blindfolds. “Please, Juliana, please don’t blindfold me. I feel so helpless without my sight." 

“It is your master’s wish. Therefore it is nonnegotiable." Cierra swallowed and nodded at Julie’s words. Dr. Sells secured the black blindfold behind the female’s head. “Goodbye. It has been a pleasure to meet you.”

As odd as the scene would look to the outside world, it all seemed very natural to these two owned females. Their goal, their duty, their job is to please their masters. Cierra responded, “Goodbye Juliana, thank you for everything. It has been so nice to speak with a happy contented slave.”

“I can only hope that the next time we speak, I will have the same pleasure. Goodbye.”

Cierra heard the bedroom door close. The eerie stillness of the unseen room was alarming, sending shivers over her naked body. She tried desperately to listen, to hear anything. Her cunt juiced as her nerves strained against the unknown. This is what she craved, fear mixed with the promise of pleasure and pain, and the allure of gratification. She longed for her clean body and the clean sheets to become soiled with the fluids of her and her master. Unconsciously, Cierra whined; she was on the verge of orgasm and no one had been near her pussy since before the auction. 

Troy pulled into the Hilton’s parking garage and made his way to level three. There, in space seventy-two, as he’d been told was Derek’s large Dodge truck. Troy parked and got out. The two men shook hands, and Derek handed Troy a black duffle bag. Troy replied, “Thanks man. I owe you for this and another $10,000. I will have it for you tomorrow after the banks open.”

Derek shrugged. “This has been one fucked up night. I’m not worried about the funds. You can let Jules know when it is taken care of." He smiled a sly grin, “You will see her at the Wyatt Building. I don’t suppose you will be back to the Inferno anytime soon.”

Troy laughed, “I would suspect they will have my poster up at every entrance, forbidding my entry.”

“It was worth it. Besides, you don’t need what they have. You’ve got your own.”

“Damn straight. And now with my BDSM starter kit,” he held up the black duffle, “We are good to go.” 

The two men talked about the twists and turns of the most incredible evening, as they made their way to Troy’s suite. As soon as they knocked, Juliana opened the door. Her sweet smile melted Troy as he watched her bow to her master. “Stand up, bitch. I want to feel your hot body against me.”

She obeyed as they both smiled into a loving embrace. “Oh, Master, I have missed you.”

Troy waited for a lull in their mutual admiration. Finally, he asked, “How is she doing, Doc?”

Juliana instinctively looked to her master. He nodded. She spoke, eyes demurely downcast. “Master Troy, she is as well as is to be expected. She has been through a lot in the last two weeks. He changed her name. It is now Cierra. She has no idea who owns her, but the shower and food were the greatest luxuries she’d ever encountered.”

Troy thought about Diana relishing in a warm shower or appreciating food served on the floor. It was difficult to imagine. “Derek, I have one more request of your slave.”

“I can’t promise my permission, but you may ask,” Derek answered.

“Dr. Sells, would you see Diana, professionally? I believe she will need help.”

Derek nodded to his slave, who answered, “Master Troy, she will need your love and support as well as discipline, direction, and correction. If you would like her to discuss this with someone, I would be honored to fill that role.”

“I can’t thank the two of you enough.”

Derek responded, “It is just so strange how it all turned out. What you did for Marcus. It was above and beyond.”

“I didn’t do it for Marcus. I did it for Nicole. That slut is special. He’d better appreciate what he’s got.”

Derek winked, “So do you think you might be interested in two?”

“I think the one in there,” he tilted his head toward the bedroom. “She’ll keep me plenty busy. The other one? Well, I just want to know that she is happy.”

Derek nodded, “I promise, she is in good hands with Marcus.”

They shook hands, went their separate ways, and Troy secured the door of the suite. He poured himself two fingers of bourbon, drank it in one swallow, and proceeded to the bedroom, duffle in hand.   The slave on the bed was sleeping, peacefully bound. His cock jumped at the sight. Her hair may be red and she may answer to a different name, but he stood above his Diana, his fiancée, his bitch, and now his slave.

Troy didn’t give a fuck about her past or about what she’d done in the last two weeks or even last months. All he cared is that she is here. They are together. It had been an incredibly long day, glancing at his watch it was after one. Part of him wanted to climb on the bed, snuggle close, feel her warmth, nuzzle her neck, and fall fast to sleep. However, Troy reasoned -- that was the part that allowed his fiancée to be stolen out from under him. He needed to be strong, needed to be the master. 

A smile spread across his face as he peered inside the duffle bag. Oh yes, Derek thought of everything!

***

The warm shower, wonderful meal, camaraderie with Juliana, and clean sheets lulled Cierra into a false sense of security. That sanctuary exploded into pain as the sting of a well-aimed riding crop bit across her tender round globes. She fought the scarves and thrashed at the piercing pain. Another crack proceeded by a shrill whistle, exploded in anguish on her exposed pussy. She couldn’t hold back the scream, begging for mercy. “Oh, please, Master, that hurts!" The next two lashes hit her inner thighs instigating a whimper, as her eyes teared and pussy seeped sweet cum.

Troy noticed the growing sheen and taunted her cunt with the tip of the crop. He teased her clitoris and watched as she bucked against the touch. “Please, Master, please allow your grateful slave to please you." Again, he taunted her hole. She shivered as she begged, “Please allow your slut to come." Her master’s silence added to her uneasiness, maybe he didn’t speak English. Maybe he couldn’t understand her pleas. 

Troy wondered how Diana would respond to BDSM. He didn’t need to wonder any longer. His slave was a natural.  She received three fast hard whips to her stomach. The resulting welts rose incredibly quick. Troy fingered his markings, feeling Diana’s body quiver beneath his touch. He leaned down to rub his stubbly chin on her shoulders and neck. Her new hair style allowed easy access. 

His chin contacted her skin as goose bumps formed and her nipples became erect. He watched her face contort in pain as he pinched and twisted the beautiful deep red nubs. As tears formed in her eyes, he released the pressure and slid his fingers into her wet hole. She no longer spoke full sentences, it was slave chatter mixed with pleasure, “Please… Master… Oh, I… May… I… Oh…”

Troy feared his cock would explode if he didn’t get it inside of her. He stripped fast, later he would learn that a few buttons sacrificed themselves for the common good. Climbing on top of her, he teased her cunt with the cum covered tip of his engorged cock.

“Yes, yes! Oh yes, Master, please fuck your slave.”

He wanted to taunt her, but he couldn’t. His cock penetrated her cunt, fitting perfectly. They were meant to be together forever. She moaned as he pushed deeper and deeper with each thrust. He pulled her ass toward him, assaulting her cunt with more power than he’d ever produced. Not even with Nicole had he felt the urgency he now possessed, to climb totally inside a woman.

Once his rhythm was beyond his control and her words were no longer comprehensible, he granted the permission that only a master can bestow on his slave. “You may come." They did, together, in earth quaking orgasmic fashion, on and on. His semen continued to flow as her body continued to convulse against the silk bindings. At some point, he untied her wrists and she immediately wrapped her arms around his shoulders.

When the mayhem finally calmed and the crescendo quieted to the reverberation of their panting breathes and beating hearts, Troy removed the blindfold. “You are mine forever. I am never fucking letting you go.”

Cierra buried her head in his massive chest. “This isn’t real." She began to cry, her sobs causing her breasts to flatten under his weight. “I don’t deserve this, not after what I’ve done." 

“Diana, I own you. You have no choice but to obey me and to be completely truthful." 

She nodded, looking up into the eyes she’d dreamt about, into the eyes she never thought she would see again. 

“Tell me, honestly, do you still want me?" Troy asked as he moved slightly, causing his penis to rub her clitoris. 

Diana tried desperately to swallow her tears, control her desire, and speak, “Master Troy, I have dreamt of this and prayed for this. But, I don’t deserve it. You don’t know what I have done.”

Troy reached for her chin and forced eye contact. “I have an idea, and I don’t give a fuck. I take responsibility for not being the kind of man you needed. You are a female and as such, weak. I allowed you to seek control elsewhere. You should know I beat the shit out of Liam today." 

Diana forgot protocol and looked directly into her fiancé’s eyes. She smiled. “Really?”

“Yes. And he will not bother you again. If he so much as speaks to you, you are required to tell me. Do you understand?”

She nodded, “Oh, yes, Master.”

He leaned down to nibble her nipples. Diana’s back arched as she pushed her tits toward his mouth. After he’d teased and assaulted the deep red nubs, he said, “I purchased your freedom today, but you must choose to be my slave. You may walk away from me, from us, and from consensual slavery, or you can decide to relinquish that freedom to me." He taunted her cunt with his once again engorged cock. “Do you agree to be my slave forever?”

Diana’s eyes closed as she enjoyed her master’s thickness, “Yes, Master Troy, please keep me as your slave forever.”

“Things are going to be different. I will be the man you need and the master you need. I am now in control of everything you do. When you eat, shower, work, pee, and where you sleep.”

Diana could feel her pussy clench around his cock. It had never filled her as it did at this moment. His new power augmented his length and thickness. “Yes, Master, I will obey you completely.”

“I have some playthings here now, but we will get more. We will get a cage, dog bowls, a collar, and leash. Most importantly, you will wear a lock at all times. I want the entire world to know you are owned. No one will ever touch you again. Not without my permission.”

Diana snuggled into his embrace. They were still connected and it felt so right. “Master, may I ask something?”

Troy kissed her red hair and answered, “Yes.”

“What is my name?”

“Diana Reilly, Cierra is dead." 

He saw her eyes soften, felt her exhale, and watched the tips of her lips rise with her cheeks. He continued, “And soon, it will be Diana Palmer." Troy swore he heard her purr. Looking into her beautiful blue eyes, he saw the tears begin to build. The expression of total submission and love reminded him of Doc with Derek. 

Her voice quivered, “Master? You still want to marry me?”

“I would fly us to Vegas tomorrow, but your family deserves to see you wed." He rubbed his chin on her shoulder and felt her shiver. “And tomorrow you will call them and apologize for disappearing.”

“Yes, Master.”

 He began to pump her again. She molded to the man who now ruled her world. Their in-sync movements met an abrupt interruption as Troy suddenly pulled out of his slut. She gasped, until she felt his hands untying her ankles. Within seconds, his cock was once again within her warm wet channel. “Wrap your legs around me.”

She obeyed. Seconds later, he had her against the wall, her legs still around his ass and her arms around his neck. The next time he took her cunt from behind, as she splayed her hands against the wall, obeying his commands. Minutes later, he had her bent over the sofa in the living room of the suite. He took her cunt, her mouth, and her ass.

They had never come more than twice in one night, until now. Diana belonged to Troy, and he was fucking claiming his property. Finally, nestled into the large bed, Diana pulled her body close. Troy surrounded her with his muscular arms. “May I speak?” she asked.

“I don’t ever want you to stop. I missed your voice,” his hands continued to claim his property, “and the rest of you.”

“Master, please don’t ever let me go.”

“Don’t worry, I won’t. I plan to keep you on a very short leash. I do mean that literally.” Diana wiggled within his embrace, her totally satisfied pussy once again spasmed for more. “And,” he once again pulled her chin upward, their eyes met, “as for what happened with Liam before you were taken away." Diana closed her eyes and nodded. “You will be punished."  Diana’s body quivered. “It will be harsh and intense. You need that. We are not spending our lives reliving what happened. Your punishment will allow you to release your guilt. Once it is done, you will be free to move on.”

Diana trembled, “I understand, Master. I trust you completely. May I ask, what will you do to me?”

“I believe it will be the cane, but tonight you need to learn another lesson.”

She fought the fear associated with caning. Diana knew she deserved the punishment. The idea, of her master – her lover, welding the thin wooden stick with love, not rage, made her insides tighten and her pussy clench. “Yes, Master, whatever you say. What do you want me to learn tonight? ” Her eyes glistened with tears of fear, but at the same time radiated with love and respect.

“You need to know that no matter what,” he hesitated and looked into her subjective eyes, “you are loved.”

Her body molded into his. “Oh, Master Troy, I love you too!" They held each other tight. Diana blissfully fell asleep in the arms of her master. For the first time in weeks, she felt safe, satisfied, and loved.

In the future Troy would control Diana’s comforts. He’d fuck her in their bed, but require her to sleep chained on the floor, or in a cage. However, tonight she needed his embrace. More importantly, he wanted her close. 

Inhaling her sweet aroma of sex, mixed with floral shampoo, Troy fought sleep.  He contemplated his new role and daunting responsibility. His slave’s life and needs would be his constant concern. Feeling her radiating warmth, listening to her rhythmic breathing, and imagining her sweet voice asking his permission for the most trivial of desires Troy’s cock stirred. 

Tomorrow, she would once again wear his engagement ring. They would go to a jewelry store and buy a silver lock-shaped charm. Just like Doc Sells, Diana would wear it constantly, as a reminder of her status and a warning to others. In time, Troy may decide to watch Diana be fucked by someone else, it could be erotic. But, that decision as well as every other would be his. 

Drifting off to sleep, with visions of possibilities in his head, Troy could not imagine anything better than owning his beautiful red-headed slave. One fucked up night ended in a beautiful sun filled day!
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