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Sara


1.

Two young nurses strode briskly down the fifth-floor corridor of the long-term patient wing of Milton General Hospital. Identically outfitted in white shoes, stockings, caps and starched white uniforms sporting clipped-on name tags, they were remarkably similar in other ways as well, right down to their first names.

To start with, both were of medium height and build with breasts that were considerably larger than average. Both were also dark haired with blue-eyes, and pretty enough to turn heads anywhere – though particularly in such a drab institutional setting. Still Sara Stern, 25, felt a bit of envy and more than a bit of attraction for her companion. While undeniably desirable herself, at three years younger and fresh out of college, Shanna Ward was an absolute knockout anyone with a healthy libido would lust after.

While Sara was two inches taller at five foot-eight, she was also of heavier build, and probably outweighed Shanna by a good thirty pounds. And though her breasts were larger than those of the younger girl, Shanna’s were aggressively pointy and upswept. Contrasted with her enviably slim belly and waist this made them far more arresting. More arresting as well were her hair, eyes, and pixyish facial features.

Where Sara’s hair was a dark chestnut brown cut sensibly short, Shanna’s was long and thick and purest raven black, reaching down to the bra strap just visible through the back of her uniform. The contrast of this darkly shining flood with her large, bright blue eyes was striking. Sara had heard her own eyes – concentric rings of lighter and darker blue – described as piercing and even intimidating. But Shanna’s were the kind that lit up a room, and that you could imagine losing yourself in for blissful hours. In any case, keeping her infatuation to herself, Sara went on orienting her charge to her new duties, surroundings, and patients.

“This particular guy in five-nineteen is one of my favorites, and for a variety of reasons. He’s easier and more fun to deal with than just about anyone else is. Of course he’s also particularly notorious for one thing, which makes a lot of the other nurses reluctant to care for him. But given my own proclivities I find him rather amusing.”

Sara pushed open the door and led them in. Behind her Shanna gasped and then giggled.

The patient was extensively restrained, and in a highly compromising position.

A straitjacket held his arms wrapped about his torso and bound behind him. Otherwise naked he was kneeling bent way over on the bed, with his legs spread and his ankles shackled to the side rails with padded cuffs. Descending from a framework above him, a sling looped about his waist prevented him from lowering his upraised buttocks in the least. Between his knees, and below his dangling genitals had been placed a large plastic basin. His youthful face was pressed to the mattress; a tight roll of surgical gauze was wedged between his teeth and secured there by a piece of thin rubber tubing tied about his head. Seeing the ladies enter, his eyes sprang wide and devoured the sight of them with an addict’s unbalanced craving. Right in front of him Sara continued explaining his situation.

“As you can see, unlike most of our patients Tommy here is still young, able-bodied and even reasonably cute. He’s also a bit demented though, and very sexually obsessed. You can see his penis is becoming erect already just from a few seconds in our presence.

“Now like any hospital floor we have our problems with grabby patients. You’ll have your butt pinched and your tits squeezed more times than you can count – and not just by the patients. But it’s mostly the dirty old men, Alzheimer’s sufferers and such who can’t help themselves or know they can get away with it that do that. Tommy here is a different sort of animal. He can’t keep his hands off himself, particularly when he’s around women.

“He really should be in the psychiatric wing. But they don’t have room for him, one, and neither are they equipped for his level of care. In any case, he’s not violent or disruptive – if you don’t count him trying to ejaculate on you that is, and constantly proposition you in the most deviant fashion, especially during this particular procedure. That’s why the orderlies have left him gagged as well as restrained. In any case, he has to be prevented from hurting himself. He’ll beat his little pecker until it bleeds if you let him. Won’t you, Tommy?”

Tommy nodded vigorously, his eyes frantically scanning lovely Shanna up and down as though storing her image for a lifetime of wet dreams. Sara smacked his upraised ass matter-of-factly before continuing.

“Like I said, a lot of the nurses are offended by him. I just think he’s funny though. Sometimes I even undo a few buttons on my uniform to drive him particularly crazy. And I have a little trick to keep him in line. Not exactly professional, but it works beautifully. Doesn’t it, Tommy?” Still unable to tear his eyes away from Shanna, Tommy nodded again and whined pathetically in acknowledgement and need. Sara nodded back and moved on to particulars.

“One of the unfortunate side effects of the medications he needs is severe constipation. At least a couple times a month we have to reach in and manually disimpact him. The little pervert has an orgasm every time we do it too, if you can imagine that. To try to keep things from reaching that point, we have to give him an enema every day to clean him out before it builds up. This excites him terribly too however, hence the restraints.”

Shanna giggled again, rather nastily, at the sight of Tommy all gagged and bound with his bare ass hanging out, his pecker erect and his eyes goggling at her with worshipful lust. Or maybe it was the thought of him ejaculating with a hand up his ass. Whatever it was, Sara gave her a minute to digest the bizarre circumstances. Then she snapped on a pair of rubber gloves and gestured for Shanna to do likewise. As the younger nurse complied, Tommy’s squirming and whimpering quickly grew more urgent, and Sara laughed derisively herself.

“We’ll give Tommy a treat today and let you do him.

“Would you like that Tommy? Isn’t our new nurse absolutely lovely? How would you like to have her filling your perverted little ass instead of me?”

Tommy responded by literally thrashing against his restraints to show his eagerness. Sara laughed scornfully again, and Shanna joined her. Then she led Shanna over to the sink, where the needed equipment – enema bag, tube, nozzle, and a plug for afterward – waited.

“Okay girl, let’s see what you learned in nursing school.”

Shanna stepped up, lifted the enema bag and then hesitated.

“Isn’t this thing awfully big? And look at the nozzle! I’ve never seen one so wide!”

“Well, we really have to blast him with it. Like I said, if we don’t keep him cleaned out, you’re going to find yourself sticking a few fingers up there and digging the shit out by hand, while little Tommy bleats and thrashes and comes all over the place. And whether you find that amusing or disgusting, it’s best to keep it to a minimum. So fill that thing up all the way.”

Shanna did so, clearly marveling at the amount she was being asked to use. Sara was encouraged that the luscious young thing hadn’t tried to bolt the room, or foist the job off on someone else, as so many of the stuffy bitches here did. There was clearly hope for the kid.

Once the bag was filled, Shanna carried it over to the bed without further instruction and hung it from the overhead bar. Sara handed her a tube of surgical lubricant, and she thoroughly coated that oversized nozzle. She went to insert it then. But little Tommy was wriggling and squirming and thrashing so excitedly it was like trying to hit a moving target. Sara moved around the bed across from her and leaned in to help.

“Okay, here’s part one of my secret technique. If you report this I’ll deny it, and Tommy will back me up. He likes part two too much to risk losing it.”

Sara grabbed his dangling testicles, pulled hard and squeezed. Tommy gave a muffled yelp, and his thrashings immediately subsided.

“That’s right Tommy, settle down.” Nurse Stern spoke sternly, but with an underlying playfulness that betrayed the enjoyment she felt at wielding authority over a man in such an undeniably sexual context.

“This gorgeous young thing can’t fill your ass for you with you bouncing around like a Mexican jumping bean, now can she? You stay quiet for her, and Shanna here will just flood you up to bursting. I know this is the highlight of your day. And if you behave, I’ve give you that little tickle afterwards that you can’t live without. So take a deep breath and ready yourself.”

Tommy did as he was told as best he was able. Still his toes curled, he shivered with anticipation and made an odd keening sound as he forced himself into submission. Sara nodded then, and without the least bit of first-time fumbling Shanna pushed the well-greased nozzle of the remarkably large tube into his anus.

“Keep pushing,” Sara raised her voice over Tommy’s gagged cries of ecstasy. “Get it in well past the sphincter, and let him clamp down on it.”

Shanna did as instructed. Sara tightened her grip on Tommy’s balls, giving them another squeeze just for the fun of it. Then she nodded again across the bed at the younger nurse. Sara was surprised (and secretly delighted) to see Shanna grinning a bit maliciously herself. And holy shit, were those erect nipples clearly visible even through a bra and the stiffly starched fabric of her uniform? They were, and Sara’s mouth watered at the thought of how large and pointy the love-nubs must be on those amazingly pneumatic breasts.

Those breasts were also heaving with the heaviness of her breathing, and Sara knew for a fact it wasn’t just first-day-on-the-job nervousness keying the kid up. She was definitely getting off on this – just as Sara always did herself. Then Shanna turned the valve just above the nozzle, and the thick slimy liquid began to surge down that wide tube and into the upraised ass of their moaning, keening, unbearably aroused patient.

Shanna giggled uncontrollably yet again – most unprofessional there, babe – and then gasped at the way Tommy’s abdomen bloated visibly up. Or perhaps she giggled and gasped at the way his now impossibly urgent erection bobbed up and down with the pulse of his excitement. Either way, as the flow began to slow, as Tommy groaned in terrible pain and the dome of his groin swelled even further, she voiced a beginner’s reasonable doubt.

“I don’t think all that can fit, Nurse Stern.”

“Nonsense,” scoffed the veteran. “And please call me Sara. Just hold the tube tight so it doesn’t pop out. It will all fit fine. Just watch.”

Sara reached up, gripped the bag and squeezed it ruthlessly. This forced the last pint of solution down the tube and into Tommy’s rectum. He squealed aloud at this, his arms wrenching in the straitjacket. Tears streamed down his cheeks and he whimpered constantly, rocking back and forth in a futile attempt to accommodate that sudsy flood.

Sara pulled the tube from his anus and immediately forced in the large rubber plug, ensuring that the patient would retain the enema for as long as they required of him. Then as Tommy continued to rock and sob she slipped free the top two buttons of her uniform, revealing her plumped-up breasts and the lacy, tripleD cups of the bra containing them. She leaned over the bed right in Tommy’s face, allowing him to gaze enraptured at those matching half-globes and the deep canyon of cleavage between.

“Having your rectum filled to bursting hurts you terribly, doesn’t it, Tommy? And yet it excites you even more, am I right?”

Tommy nodded frantically.

“I know it does. I bet if I brought my strap-on dildo to work, and fucked your little ass with it, that would turn you on even more, wouldn’t it? You’d spout a come-gusher ten feet through the air!”

Tommy squealed again in terrible distress, so aroused by the thought it was nearly unbearable. Sara straightened back up and glanced at Shanna.

Her new partner’s eyes were shining, her cheeks were flushed and those pneumatic boobs heaved more noticeably than ever. Her gaze was fixed on Sara’s open dress, and not in censure or disapproval. It was lust in those eyes, or Sara had never seen it. She straightened and moved back across the bed and Tommy’s squirming, bloated body from Shanna. Again she smacked their puppy-in-heat smartly in the ass. In response he wriggled even more desperately, his raging erection bobbing continuously in its mad need.

“I bet you’d like me to whip this ass before I fucked it, too. And I know you’d love lovely Shanna to whip it and fuck it as well, probably even more than me.”

Tommy keened in emphatic agreement, garbling out some muffled plea, and Sara grinned across at avidly watching, nipple-popping Shanna.

“Go ahead and smack him. He loves it, and we’ve got ten minutes to kill. Put a little thrill into his institutional life. Just don’t leave any marks that won’t fade within minutes. Teasing and tormenting Tommy like this is our little secret.”

Shanna didn’t need a second invitation. She smacked his ass a half dozen times, giggling with scandalized glee both at her own daring and Tommy’s wildly aroused reaction. Sara meanwhile smiled to herself with delicious satisfaction.

It had been a risk opening up to Shanna like this on her first day, but not much of one. Sara had recognized a kindred spirit with that first uncontrollable giggle. The two of them were going to have a lot of fun together and maybe more. The way Shanna’s eyes kept darting to her partially exposed breasts was very promising indeed. In any case, enough risks had been taken already this morning. Just one more, and then it would be time to act professional again.

“Okay Tommy. You’ve been a good little bitch-boy, and I guess you’ve earned your reward. Watch this, Shanna honey: one little touch is all it takes.”

Sara leaned over, and reached in with a single gloved finger. Very lightly she stroked once up the underside of Tommy’s frantically bobbing hard-on. At once he cried out more urgently than ever, wrenched against his restraints and ejaculated convulsively. Then he slumped gasping in his bonds as Shanna applauded and Sara primly re-buttoned her uniform. That done she nodded toward the foot of the bed.

“Okay girl, that’s enough fun for now. Tommy’s still got five minutes to hold that in and let it work. Let’s take a look at his chart; see if there’s anything you don’t understand.”

To the accompaniment of miserable male whimpering (a sound that was frankly aphrodisiacal to Sara) they went over the chart together.

Shanna was acquainted with the amount and nature of the medications to be administered, the schedule for these and the checking of vital signs and trips to various therapies, etcetera. By the time she was comfortable and familiar enough with all this the required ten minutes and more had passed. Tommy had likewise passed from whimpering to sobbing nonstop at the monstrous pressure in his rectum. Post-ejaculation this had lost its sexual component and become pure torture for him.

Sara had Shanna unplug him, and he immediately expelled that huge amount of liquid (along with any waste, which seemed minimal today) into the basin positioned under him.

“Good enough,” Sara declared, stripping off her gloves and discarding them. “The aides will be around eventually to clean him up and let him down. Let’s go see who’s next on our list.”

Without a further word or even glance of acknowledgement at their patient/plaything, the nurses left the room and moved on down the hall.

Most of the other patients under their care were far more mundane responsibilities. They administered drugs, took vitals, changed dressings, tended to bedsores, and of course slapped away groping hands with a kind of absent exasperation for Sara and increasing indignation on the part of Shanna. Everyone capable of it exclaimed over what a beauty the new nurse was, and there was no end of witless comments and cackling or breathlessly sincere propositions. And as Sara had warned, it wasn’t just the patients who were taken with her and too classless to be subtle about it. Every male nurse, aide, orderly and custodian on the floor took every opportunity to size her up, ogle her shamelessly or brazenly hit on her.

Shanna had obviously never been through such a gauntlet. When eight p.m. finally brought the end of their shift she looked absolutely frazzled. Though she hadn’t brought any street clothes herself, she followed Sara into the little changing room where they’d each been assigned a locker. Clearly she had a lot on her mind.

“My god, you weren’t kidding about the guys in this place! They’re worse than pimply little teenagers!”

“You got that right,” agreed Sara, stripping off her uniform. Noting the none-too-surreptitious way Shanna was doing some ogling herself, Sara took her time about removing her heavy work bra. Letting her big breasts tumble free, jiggle about and sway enticingly around, she reached into her locker for a tight-fitting sweater and slowly pulled it on. Equally tight jeans came next, then finally a pair of sexy high-heeled boots. Shanna’s running tirade had petered off during this spectacle, but at last she seemed to come back to herself.

“Anyway, I’m so grateful they assigned me you to show me the ropes. You really helped me out today. It’s as if I have a new best friend after one day on the job. Listen, if you’re not busy, could we maybe go for a drink or something and talk some more? I really need to unwind, but I need your guidance even more.”

“That would be my most delightful pleasure!” Sara responded sincerely. She grabbed her purse and shut the locker. “I know the perfect place. It’s dark and quiet and none of the other staff frequent it, so we can talk freely. Follow me, honey. It’s only ten minutes away.”


2.

Shortly afterward the two nurses, one still in uniform right to the pinned-on cap, sat across from each other in a private, padded booth. Low lighting, dark soft leather and soothing music surrounded them, perfect for relaxation and the exchange of intimacies. A waitress brought their drinks – vodka and tonic for Shanna and a highball for Sara – and they sipped and smiled at each other. After a pause that was in no way awkward they began to talk shop.

Sara answered all her friend’s questions regarding the job that she’d likely been lied to about during the interview process. They discussed the hours available, the various pay grades, and the opportunities and obligations that weren’t spelled out in the job description, particularly involving overtime, advancement, and raises. Then predictably enough they returned to complaining about the men they had to work with.

“I can understand the grabby patients,” Shanna remarked crossly. “Like you said, most of them are just dirty old men. They were raised that way, or they’re demented and can’t help themselves. Or they’re alone in the world, have been institutionalized for a decade or more and are just trying to grab what excitement they can before they’re carted off to the morgue. But what’s with all those asshole orderlies and janitors and such? I must have had my butt pinched a dozen times today, and even my nipples. And all those crude come-ons – do they really think that works with girls? Or is that their fucked-up way of flirting?”

“Oh, it’s hell being a hot chick,” grinned Sara. But right away Shanna countered this.

“It’s not that. Don’t get me wrong, I know I’m hot. You are too. Hell, we’re the hottest two chicks in the place, but I was watching them. They hit on everybody that way. They’re fucking creepy, I tell you. I kept expecting them to try to squeeze the tits of that old bitch, what’s her name, the one with the glasses and the attitude?”

“Miriam. I know what you mean. They’re guys, what can I tell you? They’re all pigs and scum. And hospital work attracts a certain type. Think about all the attractive young women that work there: nurses, aides, candy-stripers, physical and occupational therapists, secretaries, receptionists, social workers, etcetera. It draws the creeps like fresh meat does flies.

“You just have to be a bitch about it. Smack them down hard. Some of them will get the message. Some never will. Dealing with them just goes with the job. I’ll tell you one thing though: get a can of mace for your pocket, and practice your ball-kicking and eye-gouging. Girls have been raped there, in closets and exam rooms and especially the parking garage. And you are the most luscious young piece I’ve ever laid eyes on.”

“Thanks,” said Shanna warmly, her gaze signaling clearly that this was for more than the advice. They smiled at each other, eyes locking speculatively, and then tossed back the rest of their drinks.

Sara signaled for more. Once these were delivered she continued her warnings.

“What you really have to watch out for though are the doctors.”

“What do you mean?”

“Some of them are just as bad. And they have all the power. They can ruin your career for you. You’ve heard of sexual harassment? Well it’s rampant in that place. And complaining about it will only get you fired.

“I’m sure you remember one of the forms you signed when you were hired, the one about how you gave up your right to sue if you were let go. That’s just one of the tools they use. The bastards are ruthless and they never give up.

“They all know I’m gay, no interest in sex with men whatsoever, and yet they still come on to me all the time, even the married ones – hell, especially them. It takes some serious finesse to fend them off and not find yourself demoted, transferred to a shit floor or even fired. Some of the girls find it easier to just put out for them, and of course they’re the ones that get all the pay raises and preferential treatment. Fucking whores are all they are.”

Sara had noted the way Shanna had spilled her drink a bit when she mentioned her homosexuality. She moved swiftly to both reassure the girl about the job and steer the conversation in the necessary direction.

“Still, that’s the career we’ve chosen, and I’m sure the same harassment happens to women everywhere who find themselves under male authority. The trick is to enjoy the compensations that come with it, like when the tables are turned and you find yourself in a position of authority over a helpless man. Remember Tommy?”

“God, yes!” Shanna burst out laughing, her big blue eyes immediately twinkling once again with mirth and sexual excitement. “I could have gone on smacking his ass all day! And the way he stared at us was priceless, especially when you unbuttoned your dress! He was like a starvation victim at a harvest feast. You know what though? It would be so much better to tease and torment him like that every day for years on end and yet never, ever let him come. That would drive the little sex addict totally out of his mind.”

“Agreed!” laughed Sara. “But then he might not be so easy to manipulate, and it would be harder to get away with things like spanking him, squeezing his balls, or using my whole hand but the thumb to disimpact him.”

“Do you really?” Shanna’s delighted, scandalized laughter rang out again. “Hell girl, why don’t you just fist-fuck him while you’re at it?”

“Don’t think I haven’t been tempted!”

Both girls roared with laughter. When it subsided, Shanna took a huge gulp of her drink. Setting it down, she concentrated on making overlapping rings on the tabletop with the base of the glass while asking her next question with an inadequate attempt at casualness.

“Do you really have a strap-on dildo?”

Supremely delighted at where this was surely going, Sara chose to draw the suspense out a bit with her answer.

“Honey I’m a hard-core lesbian. I’ve got a dozen of them. If you’re asking if I’ve ever fucked a guy with one, like I teased little Tommy about, the answer is no. But I’d sure love to. Especially all those asshole orderlies and doctors we’ve been talking about. I’d like to pound every one of them until they bleed and cry and never dare harass a woman again.”

“It’s not that – although that does sound incredibly rewarding to me too.” Suddenly shy, Shanna kept her eyes on the table. “It’s just that I’ve been thinking quite a lot about experimenting myself lately. I guess I’m what they call these days very ‘bi-curious’.

“Every guy I’ve ever gone to bed with has disappointed, offended or even repelled me. You know I’ve never had an orgasm from sex? Not once in dozens of times. I’ve come to think that maybe only other women really know how to satisfy a girl. And I know for a fact that I had a far more enjoyable time playing kissing games at Girl Scout camp than I ever did making out with sweaty, smelly boys behind the middle school bandstand.”

Her heart singing with jubilation, Sara reached out and took sweet young Shanna’s hand, drawing those big, shy, hopeful eyes up to meet her own.

“Honey, you’ve met the perfect lover at last. I’ve wanted to eat you like candy since I first laid eyes on you. Let’s go back to my place, shall we? I’m going to make you forget all about men – except maybe as objects of punishment, derision and sexual subjugation. Finish that drink and let’s go. My strap-on can’t wait to meet you!”

Less than fifteen minutes later they were stepping through the doorway into Sara’s bedroom. Holding a large bottle of wine in one hand and a pair of balloon glasses in the other, Sara turned on the lights and used the rheostat to dim them romantically. Setting the glasses on the dresser, she smiled in the mirror at Shanna waiting excitedly (and perhaps a bit nervously) behind her. She filled the glasses, lifted them and handed one over.

“Here’s to the most beautiful girl to ever set foot in my bedroom. And here’s to the start of a long, happy, and incredibly exciting and rewarding relationship.”

They clinked rims and drank deeply. Sara picked up the bottle then, and moved over to the big double bed. She set it down on the bedside table, followed by her glass. She took Shanna’s glass from her and did likewise with it. Then she stepped up close to the younger girl, who was trembling with eager nervousness.

“Relax,” she breathed. “This is going to be heaven for both of us.” With that she cupped that pixyish, upturned face in both hands, inclined her head and began kissing it.

Shy and tentative at first, Shanna was soon kissing her back with surprising aggressiveness. Their soft lips pressed and caressed, their tongues slipped and slithered, probed and roamed, and within minutes Shanna’s hands had come up between them to cup and heft Sara’s braless, truly heroic breasts through the sweater. Then she broke their kiss to reach for the buttons of her uniform. Sara stopped her with a gentle touch.

“May I?”

Shanna nodded, her eyes sparkling, her color high and her bosom heaving with desire. The tip of her tongue slipped out and over her no doubt still tingling lips.

“Yes, undress me. Undress me and make love to me as only a woman can.”

“My pleasure, darling.”

Leaving the cute little cap pinned to her hair, Sara slowly slipped the buttons on her new lover’s dress one by one. When it fell open all the way she pushed it back off her shoulders and let it drop to the floor. Then she caught her breath in adoring admiration.

“Oh my heavens: look at you! Why aren’t you a model, or playmate of the year?”

The limitlessly desirable body beneath the starched stiffness was clad all in virginal white lace. There were garters and a belt holding up the stockings, skimpy panties and a matching bra delicate and yet formidable enough to contain and harness up those high, pointy, yet still amazingly heavy breasts. Sara bent and kissed their upper slopes, the flesh so firm and warm it sent an unbelievable thrill through her. Fingers trembling herself, she reached around Shanna as she obligingly raised her arms above her head and unhooked the clasp in back. Shanna lowered her arms then and shrugged that bra to the floor at their feet. Finally those incredible breasts were revealed in all their almost arrogant uplift and symmetrical perfection.

Without moving they seemed to strain forward, defying gravity in their jaunty up-thrusting wondrousness. Sara filled her hands to overflowing with them, her thumbs eagerly worrying the amazingly large and naturally protuberant nipples she’d seen defeating all that heavy fabric earlier. Shanna gasped as she squeezed and hefted that heavy weight and sensuously rubbed their stiffy erect centers.

This wasn’t the greedy grasping and clumsy plundering of some clueless brutish male. And when Sara crouched to bring her lips to them the suckling was long and hard, slow and sustained just the way a woman loved it. Shanna’s hands slipped through her short hair, stroking lovingly before cupping the back of her head and pressing her close. This and the low moans of lust she emitted encouraged Sara to enjoy that matchless treasure to the fullest, and she did, spending an unmeasured eternity there licking, flicking, and suckling those big pointy tips before at last burying her face between those heavenly globes and glorying in the firm press of all that wonderfully springy flesh. But of course there were further wonders to explore, and at last she took to her knees before this fresh young goddess.

Torturing herself with suspense, Sara paused a moment to kiss and tongue the cute little navel, flipping the imbedded gold ring delightfully back and forth. But at last she could restrain herself no longer. Hooking her thumbs through the skimpy panties at either perfectly curved hip, she slid these down until they met the obstruction of the garters clipped to those tight white stockings. Unwilling to disturb these and suddenly ravenous in her lust, Sara snapped the panties apart where they were thinnest and cast the pieces aside.

She would buy this delectable beauty a dozen new pair. In any case Shanna made no objection, indeed she cried out with a sudden urgency of her own. And when Sara gave her a gentle push she collapsed eagerly backward onto the bed, spreading her legs wide and even drawing them up off the floor, splaying her body out to present that lovely pink clam with the perfect little pearl inside just waiting to be found and plundered.

Now Sara chose to torture them both further with suspense.

One by one she slipped Shanna’s shoes off her, revealing her dainty feet and helplessly curling toes. Dropping the shoes to the floor she paused to take a long drink of wine, wetting her lips and tongue and whetting her palate for the gorging about to begin. Then obeying both her own imperative hungers and Shanna’s writhing desperation she gently stroked and spread and teased open those glistening pink labia before devouring that ambrosial treat like only a dedicated lesbian could.

She licked and flicked again, lapped like a puppy at a puddle and drove her way inside, tongue-fucking her delicious young lover who clutched handfuls of covers, tossed her head deliriously and cried out with unbelieving ecstasy. Elegantly muscled legs lifted and spread even further, quivering in every line. That proffered crotch, decorated with only a narrow little arrow of closely trimmed hair, rose to her of its own volition, begging to be penetrated more fully. Sara eagerly obliged, her hands sliding under to cup those firm buttocks and lift that luscious feast even more fully to her. As her now and forevermore exclusively lesbian lover writhed and cried and thrashed with ecstasy Sara pleasured her as only a woman possibly could. And before this orgy of sensations could stale she at last forsook rhythmic penetration in favor of expertly exposing and attacking that silken little nubbin, the ultimate pleasure center that contains the most numerous and sensitive nerve endings in the entire female body.

Yet again Sara licked and flicked, stroked and sucked and made virtuoso love to that insatiably greedy little organ. At the same time she slipped two fingers inside, effortlessly locating and adeptly pressing on the fabled g-spot. At this the lovely young initiate went completely wild. Arching her back as she pinched and pulled at her magnificently erect nipples, Shanna thrashed violently under that loving lash and screamed with release as her first climax ever outside of lonely masturbation exploded through her. Then she collapsed shuddering back, beaded with sweat and instantly enervated.

Sara of course could have driven her on to any number of additional orgasms this way if she chose, but they had forever in which to indulge in such delights. And she was of course eager to enjoy numberless orgasms of her own. And truly her nascent young lesbian hadn’t experienced anything yet. As she’d promised, Sara’s big hard, equally expert cock was still ravenously urgent to meet this infinitely willing conquest. Leaving momentarily overwhelmed, breathlessly gasping and weakly moaning Shanna lying sideways on the bed with her legs so widely and symmetrically spread, Sara stood and stripped off her tight sweater at last.

As her own splendidly generous if not so spectacularly pointy tits fell free, Shanna found the incentive to rise tremulously up onto her elbows to avidly devour the view. Smiling indulgently, Sara obliged her by kicking off her boots, opening her jeans and leaning forward to slide both these and her panties off her hips and down her legs. Gravity drew her endowment pendulously down into swaying bullet-shapes, their points sharpened by erection. These jiggled enticingly as she lifted first one leg and the other free of her clothes, and Shanna murmured dreamily in loving appreciation. Sara rose back up then, opened a cabinet door in the bedside table and withdrew the dildo she reserved for first-timers: long and thick and resilient enough to put any man they’d had to shame, yet not so large as to be too painful to anyone but a true virgin.

Shanna’s lovely eyes widened at this. As Sara strapped her cock snugly about her waist and crotch the younger girl pulled her legs up even higher than they already were and nervously tried to wet her lips. Seeing that her lover was desiccated with fearful anticipation, Sara picked up her glass for her and leaned in with it, once again dangling those enormous udders in mouthwatering display. Not trusting just to this and seeking to sooth any recurring inhibitions, she held the glass to her lover’s lips so that she wouldn’t have to rise from her splayed-out, elbow-supported posture.

“Drink deeply, my dear. You’re going to need it for this.”

Shanna obeyed her, her love-filled eyes never leaving Sara’s as she swallowed and swallowed. Carefully tipping the glass for her by measured degrees, Sara saw her down the entire draught without spilling a drop. Then as she returned the glass to the table Shanna collapsed back flat with a delicious sigh, casting her arms up high and wide above her head. With limbs all spread out vulnerably open, her belly a taut hollow and those aggressively spherical breasts settling oblate into her chest, she waited trustingly for whatever came next – surely the most heavenly, thrilling, and fulfilling experience of her young womanhood.

Sara knelt by the side of the bed, where that lovely pussy lay open at the edge like a hothouse flower just dripping with nectar. Gently, soothingly she stroked high up on the insides of those quivering thighs. Shanna moaned with anticipation. Not willing to keep either of them waiting, Sara pushed the flesh colored, lifelike head of her prick against that opening until it just slipped inside. Again Shanna moaned, this time with unbridled delight however, so she pushed in further, burying more and more of that lengthy shaft in this epitome of perfect womanhood until she suddenly squirmed and hissed with pain. Then she halted, only to be begged to go on.

“Oh no, honey, don’t stop, please don’t stop! It hurts, but it hurts so wonderfully! Oh god, you’re so big! Fill me up with it, Sara! Give me your whole huge prick!”

With pleasure! Sara thrust smoothly forward, pushing in until their crotches met and she was fully embedded. Shanna cried out with exquisitely pained pleasure as she did so, tossing her head (still with that cute little cap pinned in place), writhing deliciously and raising her hips to meet that blessed entry. Gooseflesh rashed out all over her, her toes and even the arches of her feet curled and the big stiff cones of her nipples darkened and distended even more as she arched her back and stretched her arms out even further above her.

“Oh heavens, yes!” she gasped. “Now do me lover! Do me like only you can!”

Once again delighted to oblige, Sara went to work, pumping her well-trained hips and buttocks and building up a delightful rhythm.

Carefully at first, alert to every nuance of her partner’s gasping exclamations should the pain exceed the pleasure, she stroked in and out of her. But Shanna merely encouraged her on, pleading with breathy little cries and those wonderfully expressive eyes for Sara to have her to the very limits of her considerable abilities.

And so she fucked her, the loveliest girl she’d ever had and surely one of the most responsive. And when her kneeling posture no longer proved adequate to the demands of their mutual passion she moved forward atop her eagerly willing partner.

Propped on her palms above her, she drove her hard prick vigorously home while they drowned in each other’s eyes and Shanna pawed and squeezed and then simply clung to those wildly swinging breasts when Sara’s fervent rhythm escalated almost beyond bearing. Yelping with ecstatic self-absorption, the young dildo-virgin soon brought her stocking-clad legs up to lock around Sara’s back, rocking with the rhythm of their copulation and thrusting back against her just as vigorously as she got.

Oh, the men of the world were losing a wondrous specimen of prime womanhood here, and Sara was absolutely ecstatic to be depriving them of it. Surely no man ever could be worthy of this incomparable example of amazingly passionate femininity, and it was their own manifest shortcomings that had driven lovely Shanna back into the arms of her sisters where she belonged. Finally even this position was inadequate to meet the demands of their linked and loving and absolutely insatiable womanhood, and Sara dropped fully atop the smaller girl.

Crushing her uncomplaining into the mattress – indeed Shanna welcomed that breast-to-breast full-body contact with further screams of affirmation – Sara gripped her by the shoulders and poured everything she had into pounding that eagerly accepting pussy with her greedier-than-ever cock. Together they flexed and strove against one another in perfectly syncopated, ever escalating rhythm, for far longer than any man could have endured, until in a fairy tale finish they at last climaxed together in a mutually screaming and thrashing, gasping and thrusting intermingling of orgasmic excess. Then they lay locked together, connected by cock and kissing as deeply, lovingly, passionately and comfortably as any couple ever.

Finally Sara extricated herself. She belatedly put on some music (a mellow, hauntingly sexy album by Shivaree called I Oughtta Give You a Shot in the Head for Making Me Live in this Dump), dimmed the lights a little further and refilled their glasses. She rejoined her once again shyly smiling new lover on the bed, where they by unspoken consent moved to the proper center. There they snuggled together against big soft pillows, Sara naked but for her forever-erect cock and Shanna still wearing just her nurse’s cap, white stockings, garters and belt. Sipping wine, idly caressing each other’s legs, bellies, flanks, and breasts, they engaged in a bit of silly pillow talk before affirming for each other facts they’d already taken for granted.

“So, my lovely young debutante, how was your first time with a woman?”

“Are you kidding me, darling? I’m never going to touch a man again. You are simply the most wonderful lover I’ve ever had by an incredible margin. You can do me like that, or any other way you want, anytime as far as I’m concerned. I still can’t believe I just met you this morning. Suddenly I want to be with you forever.”

“I know what you mean,” husked Sara, her index finger tracing circles atop the big brown aureole of one of those naturally conical nipples. Then she once again looked deeply into those simple gorgeous bright blue eyes. “I want to be with you forever too.”

Heat flared in their locked gazes, fanning the smoldering flames of passion back into a fiercely demanding blaze. As one they set their glasses on the headboard and turned fully into each other’s embrace. This time both their hands wandered at will, eagerly exploring every curve and crevice of the other’s body. And when Sara once again mounted her now lover-for-life, there was no hesitation or tentativeness necessary this time. Pinning Shanna to the center of that bed like an iridescent butterfly tacked to a board she drilled her from the start with everything she had, this time to multi-orgasmic glory far exceeding anything in either’s experience.

Twice more after that they made love that first night, their exploratory orgy going on for over five hours. The next time Shanna took the top. She straddled supine Sara and rode her to unimaginable ecstasy, as Sara squeezed and fondled and suckled those incredible breasts. And finally they spooned sweetly together, Sara taking her from behind as they lay on their sides, drunk and exhausted as the clock on the wall registered and passed three o’clock in the morning. Finally they slept that way, Sara cradling the slightly smaller, younger girl possessively against her while Shanna snuggled peaceably into that embrace, ecstatic to be so possessed and more fulfilled than ever before. Brown-haired and black, their heads lay together on the same pillow and the coverlet contained the warmth of their bodies in a heavenly shared space.


3.

The girls had to be at work again at eleven a.m. When the alarm sounded at nine they groaned and stirred, laughed ruefully but got up after sharing a few good-morning kisses and caresses. Shanna removed the cap that was still remarkably pinned to her hair and stripped off her stockings and garters. Still wearing that big cock – god how she loved to – Sara led the way out the bedroom, past a small closet with a full-length mirror on the door and into the bathroom on the other side of it. Not too hung over, they climbed into the combined bathtub/shower stall together and shut the sliding door behind them.

Soon a steamy heat arose both within and without them as they bathed each other under the shower’s hot blast. One thing led to another of course, and soon Sara was taking her new lover again, standing up against the pebbled and opaque door of the stall. Shanna’s breasts squashed against the glass as she had her from behind, and then her perfectly formed buttocks did likewise as they went at it face-to-face, making out fervently all the while. But at last they could afford to linger no longer. They toweled each other off (slowly and with great pleasure), took turns on the toilet and then stood before the mirror together to make themselves presentable.

“Damn, I wish we didn’t have to go to work today!” sighed Sara. “I need a two-week vacation at least to get my temporary fill of fucking you.”

“I need a couple of months!” declared Shanna with an unaffected giggle. “You’ve given me more orgasms in the last twelve hours than I’ve managed by myself so far this year I think.”

“My pleasure, lover.” They grinned at each other. A silence fell as Shanna used the hair dryer and Sara brushed her teeth. Once these distractions were finished though Shanna rather shyly picked up where she’d left off.

“So when do I get to do you?”

“How about tonight, right after work? We’ll pick up some dinner on the way home.”

“Sounds fabulous!” enthused Shanna. “I can’t wait to try wielding the erection myself. But I should really stop by my parents’ house first. That’s where I’m staying while I get my career up and running. They don’t mind if I’m out all night, but if I’m going to disappear for days on end, I should give them some explanation. And I need a change of clothes and such, if I’m not going to wear my uniform around the clock.”

“You’re not,” Sara assured her. “Whenever you’re here, you’re going to be completely naked all the time – except for that darling little cap, which you look so intolerably cute in.”

They laughed together at this. After a few more minutes of silent hygiene, Sara brought up another point.

“It would be a hell of a lot cheaper and easier, and we’d get to spend more time together, if we just took one car to work and back. But it’s not a good idea. Too much gossip could cause problems for us. We’ll need to keep our relationship secret while we’re at work.”

“Understood, my love – it’s an asshole male’s world out there, isn’t it?”

“It sure is. But don’t forget: little Tommy’s waiting right now for his enema!”

Once again they laughed together, this time with a decidedly malicious edge to it. Then Sara returned to the subject at hand.

“So you’d better leave first, and take the freeway. I’ll follow five minutes later and use Clinton Avenue. And when we see each other on the fabled fifth floor, it will be for the first time since yesterday, Nurse Ward.”

“I got it, Nurse Stern! Okay, I’m ready,” announced Shanna then, pinning her cap back in place. “I just have to slip back into my uniform. What about breakfast by the way? Are you hungry? I know I’m absolutely famished!”

“I usually just grab a bagel and a cup of coffee on my way into work,” returned Sara. “But the fridge is full, so help yourself.”

“That’s all right. I’ll just hit McDonalds. But tomorrow morning I’ll cook for us. I like working around the kitchen, though I rarely have time for it.”

“I know what you mean. It’s a fast food world for us working girls.”

“Not tomorrow morning though – that’s a date. Give me a kiss now lover. I’m going to slip into my clothes and slip out of here.”

Sara did so. Left alone then she marveled at how splendidly everything was working out. And as if their meeting and hooking up was somehow blessed and ordained, it continued to do so over the next couple of weeks.

The two of them continued to work together during the days, where Sara was still assigned to shepherd the new hire around and oversee her responsibilities. They continued to have a fun and exciting time teasing and tormenting Tommy together, whose daily enemas were twice as maddening and arousing and more than before with the addition of Shanna to the procedure. She too began to expose her breasts to him, even more brazenly than Sara did, and to lean over and talk quietly, breathlessly and seductively to him about all the scandalous things she’d like to do to him as he bowed bound before her suffering that enormous pressure in his rectum. As a matter of policy she refused to touch his penis, leaving it to Sara to provide that single feather touch that always set him off. However she continued to spank him, and simply delighted in ruthlessly squeezing his testicles even when this wasn’t necessary for control purposes. She’d simply interrupt her running monologue to ask him if he’d like her to. With Sara standing between her and the door in case of unexpected interruptions, she’d actually have her dress gaping almost to her navel (she’d switched to zippered ones to expedite opening and closing it) and her fabulous tits popped right out of the cups of her bra.

“Just imagine it, Tommy: as Sara fucked your ass for hours, I’d be rubbing these against your face. I’d push my pussy right into your mouth, and make you suck my clit exactly as if it was a hard little dick. I’d whip your own erection with a leather strap until it was bleeding raw and you couldn’t help but come all over yourself from the intolerable pain. And yet still you’d remain a virgin forever, because no one will ever want to touch that thing, much less suck on it or fuck it. You know what I like to do with my boyfriends? I slip their pricks right between my tits. Right in there, you see: in that deep soft trough between them, the cleavage it’s called. Then I press them against it from either side and use my big firm boobs to jerk them off, until they ejaculate all over me. Well, I’ll never do that for you. No one will. But what I will do is spank your ass and squeeze your balls until you cry. Would you like me to do that now? It’s the closest you’ll ever get to sex with a girl like me or any girl at all probably.”

Of course, Tommy, weeping already and insanely erect would unfailingly nod eagerly, his desperate pleas for such abuse garbled by his gag but perfectly recognizable.

“Okay I will. But you must promise to never, ever tell anyone about this. If you did, Sara and I would never come back here, never touch you again, and you’d have some nasty, ugly old bitch like Miriam flooding your butt and sticking her hand up there instead of us.”

The horror! Tommy wept harder, shook his head in wild negation and then wallowed joyously in the agony of it all as sexy Shanna pulped his balls with one hand and pressed on the hugely distended dome of his bloated up abdomen with the other.

In addition to this daily fun there were other patients of course. And Shanna quickly proved as competent and professional with these as she was devilishly inventive with Tommy. The permanently disabled, the cancer sufferers, even late-stage diabetics with un-healable wounds in place of extremities all benefitted from her addition to the floor. She became acquainted with and mostly accepted by the rest of the staff as well, particularly with those already friendly with Sara.

There was Doreen, a soft-spoken, motherly type of about thirty-five who never seemed flustered about anything; Kitty, a skinny vivacious lady in her early forties always trying to round up volunteers for floor activities to break up the monotony; Leticia or Lettie as she was known, a black girl their own age always overflowing with Jerry Springer Show-style anecdotes about her adventures in the city’s dance clubs, and most entertaining of all a pair of inseparable twenty-one year old LPNs named Lynnie and Marybeth.

LPNs were Licensed Practical Nurses with two years training rather than the four-year degree required becoming an RN, or Registered Nurse like Shanna and Sara. Of course the RNs teased them about this, calling them ‘Little Play Nurses’ as opposed to a ‘Real Nurse’. But Lynnie and Marybeth were simply adorable and actually indispensible to the smooth running of the floor. In addition to cheerfully taking on the messy or menial jobs some RNs considered beneath them and yet were beyond the expertise and pay grade of the orderlies and aides, they livened up the place considerably with their constant banter and inexhaustible enthusiasm. Their youthful spark and irreverent humor did far more to alleviate the grim atmosphere of the place for both patients and staff than all of Kitty’s well-planned activities and a dozen nurses of Shanna’s head-turning beauty could.

In any case, these two were quicker to befriend Shanna and make her a part of the floor than anyone but Sara herself, and she appreciated this. They never failed to introduce her to the visiting therapists, technicians and other functionaries popping in, and they always leaped to loudly shame and berate the men on the staff who persisted in shadowing her with their crude come-ons, inappropriate remarks and attempted groping.

Of course there was nothing they could do about the doctors already hovering around and eying up the new help, but so far they hadn’t needed to. Probably these predatory lechers were simply biding their time. But Sara was grateful both that Lynn and Marybeth were helping to fend off the lower hordes and that no one of power had so far targeted her secret lover. So things were going remarkably well at work. A few of the older nurses and administrators remained stand-offish, like the formidable Miriam, but that was to be expected. A certain type of grizzled veteran always remained suspicious and eager to criticize a new hire, particularly if she was young and beautiful like Shanna. Women could be even slower than men to accept that great beauty did not necessarily preclude brains, ability, and a willingness to work hard. Sara had faced this prejudice herself, and was confident it would eventually fade or sort itself out. In the meantime lively and outgoing Shanna was doing her own part to earn her place in the affection and esteem of her co-workers. Aside from catching on quickly and doing her work consistently well, she paid attention and asked the right questions in staff meetings and was never ashamed to admit ignorance or seek guidance. And in the informal gatherings over lunch or in the changing room or nurses’ station at the beginnings and ends of shifts she joined agreeably and amusingly in with the constant banter, gossip, and discussion of hospital events, news and policy.

As for before and after work, here things proceeded in absolutely fabulous fashion. Sara and Shanna’s secret relationship as lesbian lovers flowered and burgeoned and filled them both with ever increasing ecstatic happiness and personal and sexual fulfillment that seemed simply divine. After all, despite the way they’d instantly clicked they hardly knew each other at all at first. And it took far more than mutual attraction and incredibly satisfying sex to sustain a proper love affair. It took maturity, compatible personalities and a deep affinity for each other’s wants, needs, moods, limits, and all the other parameters for successful interpersonal relations. As they took the time to really get to know one another, these also sorted themselves out and fell into place with a speed and serendipity that verged on the miraculous.

During breaks on the job or even as they worked together, through shared meals, drinks and interludes of post-coital bliss they talked almost nonstop. Books, movies, music and other popular culture they discussed, as well as comparing their experiences with college, former jobs and lovers, and even what it was like to grow up knowing you were hot and the object of almost universal desire. Even the potential third-rail fields of politics and religion were charted. In nearly every case the ladies found a wondrous confluence of opinion, seldom disagreeing with each other and then only mildly. Thrilled by this compatibility of viewpoints and finding not the slightest clash of personalities so far – as well as emphatically confirming the identically kinky proclivities they’d first recognized in each other – Sara and Shanna passed quickly from infatuation and sexual attraction to falling deeply in love with each other. And of course this process was fed immeasurably by the constant physical component of their relationship.

Their second night together was more rewarding in some ways than the first. With no stop at the bar this time they had all evening together, and no need of alcohol to ease them into bed. Sara lit a number of candles, put some lively music on, and they quickly stripped. After the obligatory sucking and fondling of each other’s breasts, Sara strapped a hard cock (a slightly bigger one this time) securely about her wildly eager lover. Then she titillated Shanna and stoked her dominant sexual tendencies by going on her knees before her and humbly providing fellatio. Gazing meekly up at her with a throat-full of penis, she took the whole thing in and out until those remarkable nipples looked dangerously hard. Then she backed off gasping.

“Will you do me now, Mistress? Please?”

Her eager passions fired outlandishly by this submissiveness, Shanna leaped into the game with gusto and glee.

“Since you beg me to, I will. I’m going to fuck you until you can’t walk bitch!”

“How do you want me, Mistress? I live only to please you sexually.”

“Get on all fours, you slutty bitch. I’m going to do you doggy style.”

And so she had. And Shanna’s first time wielding the cock had been immensely pleasurable and exciting for both of them. Whatever the novice lacked in expertise she made up for with enthusiasm, fiercely pounding Sara’s pussy to a number of orgasms while slapping her ass and keeping up a constant stream of degrading orders and comments.

“Coming again already, little bitch? I’m not surprised. You’re as addicted to my prick as a nymphomaniac whore is. Being brutally fucked by your rightful superior is your whole purpose in life. So take it bitch – take my raping prick and beg me for more.”

Of course despite her eager zeal Shanna had yet to build up the requisite muscles for truly endless fucking and exhausted herself after perhaps an hour. At that point Sara returned the favor for her. Then it was Shanna kneeling, sucking, and begging for brutality, and Sara obliged her by contemptuously slapping those magnificent tits cherry-red and then introducing her to the particularly degrading pile-driver position.

Swapping the cock and roles easily back and forth like this, the ladies indulged their taste for kinky sex and cemented in their carnal compatibility beyond any doubt. Of course it was the older, bigger, and vastly more experienced Sara who was truly the dominant partner at first, and she made this known unmistakably later. Hours after they’d collapsed exhausted in sleep, she stealthily rose, slipped the covers from them and moved between Shanna’s already spread legs. Sleeping blissfully worn out on her belly, the younger girl suddenly woke to find herself being crushed into the mattress and taken violently from behind. Yet rather than protest at this she climaxed almost at once, and then came again when Sara manacled her wrists with one fist and grunted the indisputable truth in her ear as she thrust brutishly into her.

“You’re mine, girl! This pussy is mine, now and forever more!”

Of course this dynamic didn’t exist outside the bedroom despite the fact that Shanna cooked breakfast for them the following morning as promised. Sara remained perfectly willing to turn over the dominant role whenever Shanna wanted to assume it – which was ever more often. Also of course their sex was often merely sweetly loving, romantically charged or spur-of-the-moment impulsive with no kinky element at all. They simply loved making love as much as they did each other, delighting in Shanna’s belated introduction to lesbianism.

In addition to learning how to fuck with a cock, she was also quick to take to performing cunnilingus. Tentative and uncertain at first, she soon showed an innate aptitude and burgeoning craving for eating pussy. Of course as a woman she knew exactly what worked best, and it wasn’t long before she had Sara writhing and thrashing, pressing her head into her crotch and coming in her face just as she had on that first night herself. Finally, two weeks into their relationship and with their work pairing to end the next day (Shanna was now considered a full member of the staff and fit to work without supervision) they took a pair of momentous steps.

Though it was already slick and sticky from extended use, Sara lubed her big cock up with KY jelly. Lying flushed from fucking with her legs spread wide and her big breasts heaving, Shanna’s eyes immediately took on a familiar enthusiastic shine.

“What are you doing that for, Mistress?” she asked with a faux-demure little quiver.

“Someday you and I are going to take turns fucking a helpless man in the ass. If not little Tommy, then some equally deserving sissy, but first we have to practice on each other. Have you ever been fucked in the butt before?”

“Are you kidding? I’d never let a man do that to me.”

“I haven’t either. Nor have I ever done it to someone else, but I’m going to do it to you right now. And then you’re going to do it to me. I think we’ll find that as far as excitingly sadistic sex goes, nothing can beat this. Now roll over, get up on your hands and knees and present your little asshole to me. Mistress demands it, and she won’t take no for an answer.”

Without the slightest protest – indeed with a shameless eagerness – Shanna did as she was instructed. And when Sara first forced her way into her she squealed with pain and yet pushed back against her, begging for deeper penetration.

“Ow! Ah yes, Mistress, take my little ass cherry! Make me your bitch utterly! Make me your pig, your dog, your slave, your whore! Make me take it all and beg you for more!”

Sara obliged, marveling at the sight of that thick cock disappearing into such a tiny opening. Shanna squealed again, squirming in place and yet bowing her back to raise her ass to be taken even more forcefully. Absolutely loving that incredibly tight resistance Sara gathered up that thick, shiny black hair fanned across her ass-slave’s shoulders. Then she used it to yank her head cruelly backward. Holding tightly to this tether she began pumping, butt-fucking Shanna as she screamed and writhed and even wept but still kept bumping back eagerly against her.

“Make it hurt, make it brutal; punish me with your big prick Mistress! I’ve been such a naughty little bitch that I deserve the worst that you can possibly do to me!”

Soon Sara was hammering her ass as violently as she ever had her pussy. Glorying and reveling in the unmatched dominance in this act, she began to fantasize that it was perverted little Tommy she was corn-holing, then any number of asshole orderlies and finally Dr. Wycombe, the most notorious of the sexual harassers that worked on their floor. For nearly half an hour she buggered her ecstatically weeping lover, imagining it was someone far more deserving and infinitely less willing, until she finally came so hard she was left gasping and trembling herself. Then despite serious qualms she turned over the penis and the mantle of dominance to Shanna so the gorgeous mistress could take her own anal virginity.

This Shanna did with surprising viciousness, which thrilled and gratified Sara for the sake of both her beloved mate and the plans which were even then coming together in the back of her head. For herself Sara felt only the agony and indignity of that most shameful sort of penetration, which she endured out of love and in the interest of nurturing that delightfully sadistic streak in her soon-to-be lifetime partner in dominating and subjugating the despicable coarser sex. Soon she would open her trove of femdom DVDs to Shanna and truly set about preparing her lover for the wildly exciting and limitlessly fulfilling future they were going to have together. For the present though she simply grunted and sobbed and suffered as madly inspired Shanna reviled her with degrading names, spanked her buttocks and pinched her wildly swinging tits until they were covered with angry red marks and all the while punched her painfully big phallus violently and relentlessly into her tightest of tender little holes. After a series of three consecutive orgasms the vicious little dyke finally exhausted herself. Then as they cuddled lovingly together in recovery Sara made the next of her incredibly momentous propositions.

“Honey, why don’t you move in with me here? I can’t stand it when you go back to your parents. I need your pussy, your prick, your perfect tits and lovely face with me all the time. I don’t want to ever be without you. You’re the love of my life and I’d marry you if I could.”

Shanna squirmed around to face her, her breasts tumbling against Sara’s chest and the big cock she still wore poking hard into her flank. Her eyes were alight with love and delight and her pixie face beamed like a little girl opening a desperately desired birthday present.

“Do you really mean that?”

“Every bit of it.”

“Oh my god, that’s so fantastic! I feel exactly the same way about you. But what about keeping our secret? People are going to know we’re living together.”

“We’ll just put it about that we’re becoming roommates for simple economic reasons – it’s cheaper naturally – and for personal and professional convenience. We can share rides to work and I can keep on mentoring you. And of course we’re doing it because we’ve become such good friends. No one needs to know more than that. And if anyone suspects any hanky-panky, well that’s our business and none of theirs. We can just laugh it off.”

“And continue wallowing in our absolutely wonderful hanky-panky!” Shanna laughed, her eyes gleaming with mischief and intent. “It is decided – I will move in this weekend. Thank you so much for the offer! To show my gratitude I’m going down on you now. And I’m not coming back up until you climax at least three fucking times!”

Shanna scrambled down the bed. Consumed with heart-swelling bliss at how things continued to progress so well for them, Sara opened her legs, caressed her sore, pinch-marked breasts and basked in ever-growing ecstasy as her wonderful new lover set about servicing her.
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Shanna moved in without a hitch. The apartment was small, just one bedroom, but they only needed the one after all. The bed was large, that was the main thing, and after rearranging her clothes and distributing those Shanna had brought they found the wardrobe space adequate, if barely. When Shanna opened the additional five by eight-foot closet between the bedroom and bathroom and saw nothing but unfinished walls of knotty pine, a few shelves up high and a pair of unused rods for clothes hangers she was naturally curious.

“Why don’t we use this closet too? It’s just bare walls and studs with a concrete floor, but it’s got a few shelves and those nice sturdy clothes rods. We could hang our coats in here at least, and store boxes of stuff we don’t currently need. It seems a shame to waste the space.”

“I’ve actually got an idea about that closet,” Sara grinned, setting down Shanna’s computer monitor and arming sweat from her brow. Spring was turning into summer and it was getting hot out. Soon it would be time to turn on the air conditioner.

“It’s kind of a surprise I’m saving for you. Let’s just leave it empty for now, okay?”

“Sure thing, hon.” Ever agreeable, Shanna swept the mirrored door closed and used the light switch next to it to douse the single bare sixty watt bulb inside. “So what do you want to do with the computer?”

Sara gestured across the apartment’s main living space to where her own was set up.

“That table’s big enough for two. If we slide mine around to the side we can put them back to back with yours on the other end. Then we can pull up our chairs by the windows there and have plenty of room and light for both of us.”

“Sounds good, darling!”

And so the day proceeded as smoothly as everything else had. They got Shanna’s electronics set up and connected with a minimum of difficulty, and with the addition of her TV and compact stereo they had an entertainment center for both the bedroom and living area. After a bit of consideration they decided to leave Sara’s big flat-screen high-def beauty mounted on the wall across from the bed and set up Shanna’s smaller, dated, but still nice console model where it could be seen from both the kitchen/dining room and the little loveseat, coffee table and armchair that formed a conversation space adjacent to the computer table.

Sara called her cable provider, from whom she received her internet and home phone service as well, and arranged for a technician to come out with the necessary tools, boxes and splitters to double her current access. Then they tackled the kitchen.

Shanna had brought over only cookware, implements, and table settings that were of superior quality to those already in place. Together they relegated the less necessary or appealing stuff to storage and distributed these better items among cupboards and countertops. Sara’s larder was getting low, but that was actually ideal. Once they determined their combined expenses and drew up a budget they could go shopping together for whatever they wanted or needed.

In the meantime Shanna had brought the ingredients for one of her specialties: a Cajun shrimp and vegetable stir-fry her Louisiana mother had taught her. After the day’s work was done and they’d relaxed a bit with a cold beer each – and took turns rubbing each other’s shoulders – Shanna drew a hot bubble bath, shooed Sara out of the kitchen and into it, and then went to work her culinary magic.

When Sara emerged wrapped in a lovely silk kimono Shanna had insisted on her using a blissful thirty minutes later it was to a domestic paradise she’d never envisioned. Soft music played, mouthwatering aromas permeated the apartment and the only light came from dozens of candles. The table was set with the finest of their combined kit, fresh cold beer waited in glasses just beginning to bead with moisture and Shanna was transferring her delicious concoction from the wok she’d brought to a serving dish.

“Have a seat, my benefactor. Dinner is served. And of course you can have your dessert any way you like it: on her knees before you humbly sucking your cock, on all fours offering up her tight little ass, or even splayed out naked on the kitchen table, begging for you to do whatever you will to her. You’ve made my life a wondrous joy since the moment we met, and I’m eager to repay your incredible kindness in any way I can.”

Sara tried to protest that she was the one who’d been blessed. Shanna would have nothing of it. She pulled out a chair, ushered her into it, and slid it under her as she sat. Onto their plates she laid a bed of steaming white rice and then ladled out that delightfully spicy-smelling stir-fry. At last she sat down too and picked up her glass.

“Here’s to the best cohabitation ever conceived and executed! May it begin auspiciously, proceed beneficially, and never ever end!”

“Hear, hear! And here’s to you beautiful: the sexiest and most fantastically wonderful lover a lucky lady like me could ever have discovered!”

They clinked and sipped, and then ate.

The meal was of course sublime. The atmosphere was heavenly and the conversation both loving and engaging. And true to her word Shanna dramatically stripped afterward, divested Sara of that kimono and then slavishly prostrated herself. Eagerly she offered up that amazingly desirable body to whatever satiations Sara chose to take no matter how demanding or perverse.

She sucked her cock and clit and orally serviced her interminably.

She played with her own pussy and tits shamelessly, performing before her supposed benefactor like a harem-girl her overlord and owner.

She insisted Sara spank her ass, slap her tits around and twist and pull those extraordinary nipples until tears streamed down her smiling face and dripped from her chin. And she indeed offered up her anus repeatedly. She even retrieved Sara’s biggest dildo for her – which they had yet to even experiment with – personally strapped it about her crotch and eagerly assumed the most degrading positions she could think of. And despite her constant sobbing she endlessly demanded that Sara pound her harder, and harder, never satisfied with the number of orgasms her lover achieved and always begging her to try for at least one more. Not until nearly four in the morning did she at last declare herself satisfied. Only then, with her breasts and buttocks spanked red, her butt-hole abraded nearly raw, her throat hoarse from screaming in ecstasy and pain and her lovely young face all puffy from crying, did she at last allow Sara to enfold her in her arms for a night of sorely needed restorative sleep.

The next day, Sunday, Sara set out to make this up to her. When they awoke at noon she brought Shanna breakfast in bed. She worked ointment into her abraded anus and gave her a full-body massage. Then at shortly before two o’clock she went to a box hidden in the closet.

From this Sara withdrew a pair of police issue handcuffs she’d stolen months ago during a shift in the Emergency Department. Seeing these left unattended in an examining room with the keys sticking out – no doubt set aside in haste by an officer or security guard dealing with a wounded criminal or unruly patient – Sara had quickly claimed them, already dreaming of the day she could give her dominant sexual impulses full rein.

She never imagined she’d first use them with submission in mind. Nevertheless she locked her hands tightly together behind her back. Carefully she hid the keys in one of her sexy high-heeled boots, which she pushed back out of sight. Then Sara summoned all her courage, quieted her considerable qualms, squared her shoulders and marched back into the bedroom.

Standing before her astonished young lover she boldly presented herself shackled naked and helpless. Firmly she declared that she wouldn’t divulge the location of the keys that would free her until she was reduced to an even worse condition than Shanna had been in. Slave Sara now belonged to Mistress Shanna, hers to do whatever she wanted with until Monday morning.

Despite her earlier insistence on being subordinate, Shanna instantly betrayed her incredibly dominant innate nature by immediately lighting up with passion at this magnificent opportunity. Her strikingly blue eyes blazed out with such a maniacally sadistic zeal that Sara quailed tremulously upon seeing it. Who was the true dominant female here, and what had she foolishly gotten herself into? The nasty way Shanna had reacted to Tommy, and the amazingly vicious fashion in which she’d taken Sara’s ass cherry should have warned her against this. Unfortunately it was too late for regrets. Shanna was already springing out of bed and strapping on her cock, her earlier debilitation effortlessly banished by the prospect of payback. Nevertheless true to her generous intent Sara stayed desperately committed to suffering and submitting to whatever her insanely demanding dominatrix required of her, even when those demands far outstripped her worst imaginings or the previous day’s most depraved excesses.

As portended by Shanna’s eager reaction and instant vehemence, Sara’s direst expectations were superseded almost immediately. Kneeling handcuffed in front of her suddenly limitlessly cruel Mistress, she didn’t just suck her cock. With her head clutched and controlled by scalp-hurting fistfuls of hair, Sara soon found her mouth and throat being extravagantly and pitilessly fucked with it even as she wept and retched and drooled helplessly all down the front of herself. And after that Shanna didn’t just slap her tits around or twist her nipples a bit. First she bound a nylon stocking tightly about each enormous udder where it joined her chest.

This constriction stretched their flesh as tightly as a pair of overinflated balloons, rendering them exquisitely tender. As bulbous as balloons too and hugely distended, Sara’s now perfectly ovoid breasts thrust separately out from her chest outrageously far in front of her. Bulging like overripe melons about to burst they seemed to mutely beg for the most horrific sort of abuse. And this they promptly received, in radically fanatical fashion.

Mistress Shanna began by slapping those bloated globes back and forth as hard as she could until her hands were too sore to continue. At that point she doubled up a thick leather belt and whipped them. Striking them individually from every possible angle for over half an hour she beat Sara’s tightly bound boobs black and blue. Then as she had done while taking her anal virginity the other day she began using her thumbs and fingers, and sensibly short but sharp, strong, well-lacquered nails to cruelly pinch that stretched taut, extensively bruised and welted, whipped-raw breast-flesh absolutely everywhere.

Not a single square inch of tit was neglected. But finally Shanna began concentrating exclusively on the hugely protruding nipples. One at a time or both together she stretched these mercilessly out. Holding them thus she squeezed and twisted them back and forth until Sara would have done anything required to get her to stop – short of actually asking her. And when Shanna finally did move on to tormenting her elsewhere she left those wickedly reddened and purple-bruised breasts bound bloated up and jutting ridiculously out just as they were. Not only that, she also produced a bag of brand new clothespins from her belongings and fastened three of these apiece onto the already swollen and screaming nipples.

Similarly not content with just spanking her, Shanna then whipped Sara’s buttocks and the backs of her thighs with that belt – now dangling un-doubled and wrapped securely about her fist – until Sara was bawling like a baby and blubbering piteously through the mucus pouring over her lips as she did it. Then Shanna bent her over the bed, spread her pussy and clamped as many of those clothespins as would fit onto each of Sara’s carefully teased-out inner labia. She even un-hooded her exquisitely sensitive clit and pinched another one onto this before at last beginning that long afternoon and evening’s seemingly endless exercise in brutal butt-fucking.

First another one of her dildoes was pushed all the way into Sara’s mouth. Mistress Shanna secured this there by wrapping and buckling the straps of its harness tightly about her head. Then already sobbing Sara was forced into every position her bound arms would permit and her rapist’s devilish invention could devise before that largest of her many hard cocks was drilled and pounded and hammered, rammed and speared and stabbed into her utterly helpless asshole almost nonstop throughout the rest of that entire interminable day.

Already suffering extensively from her wounded, stretched, bound up breasts and clothes-pinned nipples, and her excruciatingly pinched pussy lips and cruelly clamped clit, this relentless anal assault was torturous in the extreme for Sara. Of course every urgent smack of Shanna’s crotch against her ass further bruised her belt-welted buttocks. And every crude and derisive gibe and demand that Mistress spat at her as she humiliatingly fucked her excrement exit terribly exacerbated her already consummate shame at being raped this way.

Unlike Shanna, Sara didn’t love and crave this unnatural congress in the least. Rather it was an agonizingly intrusive and cripplingly intimate attack on both her body and psyche that could only have been worse if it was a repellant male doing it – and even his cock couldn’t have been nearly so big or hard. Yet to show that she was equal to Shanna’s unstinting submission earlier Sara never once protested as she was so brutally and exhaustively subjected to this monstrous violation throughout that entire afternoon and evening – not that she could have with one of her own cocks stuffing full her mouth and probing deep into her throat. But it was the intention that mattered. And of course that cock gagging her wasn’t the only such stuffing.

Whenever Mistress Shanna was forced to kick back and recover her energies while Sara wept and sniveled and humbly serviced her genitals, or when she chose to yet again fuck Sara’s retching throat or exquisitely agonized clothes-pinned pussy, she crammed two of her slave’s other dildoes into her. One of these kept stuffed full the love-hole she wasn’t presently using while the other was buried completely inside her terribly traumatized ass.

With her abysmally sore rectum crammed nearly as full as poor Tommy’s enemas must have kept him, Slave Sara whimpered and sobbed just as miserably as her perverted patient did after he’d had his daily orgasm and yet was still hugely flooded and securely plugged.

Denied even that singular climax, Sara nevertheless frantically licked and sucked and worshipfully serviced her Mistress’ cock, clit and pussy. She even used her always adept tongue to penetrate and soothingly stroke Shanna’s own abraded anus whenever she was ordered to. Then she shuffled obediently around on her aching knees and promptly presented her backside for further whipping or the resumption of her endless raping without any expression of dissent. And when wildly inspired and laughingly pitiless Mistress Shanna chose to bitch-slap her face for her or further whip and pinch her terribly wounded tits, Sara held her weeping head up high to receive each stunning blow, or arched her back and thrust her bound breasts even more proudly out until her Mistress’ latest sadistic whim was temporarily sated. All day and night long she willingly did whatever was required of her, doggedly dedicated with every iota of her waning will to serve and satisfy her beloved superior utterly and completely in every way

Truly this torture seemed to go on forever. But finally, more than ten hours after she’d first incapacitated and offered her body up to it, the end of Slave Sara’s interminable ordeal arrived at last. After yet another amazingly sustained and brutally bludgeoning butt-fucking, and one last series of ecstatically screaming climaxes, Mistress Shanna pulled her big hard cock from Sara’s woefully damaged ass and didn’t immediately cram another dildo all the way in. She unstrapped the harness about Sara’s head and slipped free the cock that was currently gagging and choking her, giggling maliciously as a fresh spill of saliva poured over Sara’s already soaked chin and neck to run down between her bound-up and emphatically out-thrust breasts.

Cooing approvingly then, Shanna kissed Slave Sara’s tear-streaked cheeks and puffy red, helplessly drooping eyelids. At long last she very lovingly – and yet infinitely sadistically – slowly twisted free the clothespins clamped onto her genitals and nipples without the benefit of unclipping them.

This exquisitely responsive flesh screamed outrageously in more blazing pain than ever at each such removal. Sara rocked and writhed and sobbed anew as she waited fruitlessly for that agony to abate. Unfortunately those highly erogenous zones were so inflamed that it would likely be days before they were fully without pain. Meanwhile Shanna withdrew the dildo stuffing Sara’s vagina uncomfortably up and finally unbound the stockings from her breasts.

Sara keeled over bawling unabashedly at last.

Not put out in the least by this collapse Shanna very considerately treated each little break in and abraded expanse of Sara’s skin with that same antibacterial ointment. She gently pressed a thick gauze pad all around and deep inside the amazingly gaping perimeter of her heavily oozing anus until the blood flow slowed and eventually stopped. Then she persistently implored and even ordered her terribly debilitated slave to reveal where she’d hidden the handcuff keys.

Somehow pulling herself together at this, insubordinate Sara stubbornly refused.

She would sleep shackled just as she was, thank you very much, even though her arms were already dead to the world from the biceps down.

Slave Sara belonged to her Mistress Shanna for all of this day and night, and lovely beloved Mistress might want to use her helpless body again before morning. If she did, she should just take whatever pleasure she desired from her slave regardless of her battered and abused condition. At last Mistress Shanna reluctantly acquiesced to this.

She snuggled up close to still-weeping Sara and pulled the coverlet up over them both. She kissed her wet cheek where it still held the flaming imprint of her last injudiciously violent slap. They slept breast-to-breast that way then, with their legs entwined together and that biggest hard cock still strapped about Shanna’s waist on Slave Sara’s insistence that she might yet be tempted to use it again. But perhaps it was for the best that she was not. When the alarm clock sounded eight hours later Sara awoke on her back to find that she was so lamed up she couldn’t struggle upright or even roll over. And even if her wrists hadn’t been still tightly cuffed, her arms were now entirely useless. She couldn’t feel or move them at all.

Her body was so bruised and battered, whipped and welted, sore and swollen everywhere that she knew she’d never be able to get out of bed by herself. Yet still she insisted on remaining bound while Shanna brought her cell phone over, dialed and held it for her while she called in sick to work. And even after that Sara chose to remain awkwardly contorted on her back, with her utterly numb arms trapped shackled beneath her and her legs – about the only thing she had minimal control over – splayed out wide with her knees drawn up to expose her swollen butt and the extensively welted undersides of her thighs.

This shamelessly brazen and pathetically helpless posture both advertised her sexual availability and put all of her many injuries beautifully on display: allowing both of them to take a keenly nostalgic pleasure in her condition while Shanna moved about the room and then showered and dressed for work. It was hard to choose which was more kinkily erotic: her still-throbbing, puffed-up and purplish pussy lips and clit, her terribly abraded and still widely dilated anus, her inflamed buttocks and thighs colored black and blue with overlapping whip welts, or how the left cheek of her face and both lips on that side were now also all swollen and discolored from that last right-handed bitch-slap that had packed far more force than had really been prudent. In any case, whichever of these wonderful disfigurements was more appealing, none could hold a candle to the state of her always impressive but now truly monstrous breasts.

These had swelled so horribly up overnight that they seemed to have doubled Sara’s usual triple D-cup bounty. Bruised purple-black and whipped raw all over, additionally covered everywhere with the angrily inflamed pinch-marks left by Mistress Shanna’s fingers and thumbs, Sara’s ballooned-up udders presented a dreadfully exciting sight. And of course the tender, unspeakably sore nipples were the most electrifying vision of all: bruised an even darker black, grossly swollen more than anything else and still flaming with a horribly intimate pain from their badly scraped and still deeply-indented tips through the intensely irritated and now clearly visible ducts right out to far beyond the two-inch wide circles of their aureoles.

Alone in the room and whimpering miserably, Slave Sara gazed into the mirror over the dresser and studied the reflection of her splayed-out, incredibly traumatized body. Shanna was now singing exuberantly in the shower and Sara smiled wearily, woefully at herself. The smile pulled painfully at her swollen lips and cheek and in response she writhed erotically on the bed – as much as she was able to anyway. Seeing herself so utterly incapacitated and horribly abused gave Sara an incomparable thrill she found difficult to describe or even understand.

She hurt so terribly everywhere! And yet in an insanely perverse way she’d never felt better about or more at peace with herself. Each throbbing ache and stabbing pain, each clearly visible injury was a potent reminder of how wildly sexually excited Mistress Shanna had been while she pitilessly (yes, there was no more appropriate word for it) tortured her. Even her inability to move beyond painfully jiggling her tits and squirming around a bit thrilled and fulfilled her madly. Sara’s heart swelled with adoration then for her incredibly fabulous new roommate as she replayed in memory the sounds of over a dozen wildly shrieking orgasms. Hours later these still seemed to reverberate in the now muted atmosphere of the room, a perfect background to Shanna singing “I Am Woman” in her fiercely triumphant voice.

Sara’s exquisitely painful smile widened even more. These two women had certainly made their first weekend together as live-in lovers one to remember forever. And now an unimaginably exciting and incredibly rewarding future stretched ahead of them…

By and by Shanna returned from the bathroom.

Her naked, freshly scrubbed body glowed with robust health and an irrepressibly resilient vitality. Not a visible sign remained of her submission on Saturday. As this absolutely perfect female form shimmered in Sara’s teary eyes it almost seemed divine, and now Sara wept with a worshipful depth of devotion that was enervating and exalting all at once at the thought that this incomparably special being had chosen her to bless with her undying love and limitless cruelty.

As she primped and dressed herself for work, Shanna meanwhile glanced constantly in the mirror at Sara lying there offering up her bound, incredibly brutalized and yet still blatantly available sexuality as if her body’s pitiful condition was some glorious testament to both her prowess as a dominatrix and the unbreakable new bond this had forged connecting them.

Pride of accomplishment and possession, the fugitive gleam of exhilarating memories and yet a tender concern for her beloved clearly warred within her for primacy. Smiles, frowns, and deliciously malicious grins chased each other across her face. Surely it was now incontestable who the truly dominant female in this household was, and things would never be the same between them. At last Shanna pinned her cap in place, gave her reflection a final critical assessment and then strode briskly over to the bed.

“I have to leave for work now, Sara.

“I’ll tell everyone at the hospital that you have the flu, and that it may be a few days before you’re well enough to go in – probably Thursday. That should give you enough time to heal. Now then, you really must tell me where you’ve hidden the keys to your handcuffs, my new permanently subordinate slave. I will no longer accept a refusal from you.”

Sara sighed regretfully at the coming end to her wonderfully evocative bondage. She waggled her monstrously abused boobs about and squirmed with delicious helplessness one last time. Then she acknowledged both the necessity of the moment and Shanna’s now absolute authority over her by divulging the information.

Mistress nodded in response and went to get the key.

She came back with this promptly. Kneeling on the bed she rolled Sara groaning and sobbing with reawakened injuries over onto her side.

The handcuffs were removed at last and her dead arms freed, though Sara couldn’t tell the difference in the least. In any case, Shanna gripped her wrist and pulled one of these insensate limbs over her shoulders. She got an arm around her waist then and hauled Sara bodily off the bed. She practically carried her to the bathroom this way and once there maneuvered her into the tub. She filled this with water as hot as Sara could stand and then set her cell-phone on the floor within easy reach – just in case she needed further help. Then she had to leave.

Lovely, lively Mistress Shanna kissed the side of Sara’s mouth that wasn’t all swollen up. She stroked her hair back from her brow with affectionate possessiveness and then at last headed for the door, but halfway through this she stopped. She hesitated a second, and then looked back with unwonted seriousness.

“I’m sorry,” she said quietly.

“Nonsense,” groaned Sara as the hot water made its first torturous inroads toward alleviating her condition. Renewed circulation seemed to be flaying the muscles of her shoulders and flash-firing the nerves. Her nipples, genitals, and anus in particular all burned white-hot with a searing excruciation. Blood tinged the water between her legs red. Still she found a smile of absolute sincerity for her beloved Mistress.

“Don’t ever say that, darling. Don’t even think it. We needed this experience to know where we stood in relation to one another. And now we do. You are unquestionably the dominant female of this apartment, the alpha-bitch in residence. You rule this territory absolutely. And I am now your humbly fawning slave, your eternal personal property. I belong to you utterly.

“From now on you will decree and I will obey without question. That way no argument or even petty little disagreement can ever come between us. And I will cherish each and every second I spend submitting to you for the rest of my wonderfully blessed existence.

“I love what you did to me yesterday. I love it now even in all my agony. And you loved yesterday too. We both know perfectly well how much you loved it. It was the most thrilling, fulfilling, wildly exhilarating and amazingly rewarding experience of your life. Wasn’t it, my undisputed Mistress?”

“It certainly was!” laughed Mistress Shanna, beaming delight immediately lighting up her pixie face with a youthful enthusiasm that was breathtakingly infectious. Sara fell more helplessly in love with her than ever as Shanna continued to beam at her and giggle uncontrollably.

“I swear, if I ever come that many times again it will simply kill me! Oh, Slave Sara, I love you so much! Get better soon, so we can do all that again and again and again! The way you looked with your tits all tied up, clothespins clamped onto your most sensitive spots and a hard cock crammed all the way into every hole has got me wet again just remembering! And I want to see you hogtied now, or bound up head-to-toe and hanging upside-down while I really whip you all over your beautiful body!

“Okay I really have to go. I’ll bring home supper for us tonight. We skipped it yesterday, didn’t we? We were just having too much fun to be interrupted for even a second. Imagine that! Okay, I’ll see you around eight-thirty if not a little later. I have to shop for something else real quick, a kind of housewarming (or slave-warming) gift before I pick up dinner. Think lovingly of me while I’m gone my beautifully submissive eternal personal property. Fantasize about all the amazing times we’re going to have together!”

With that Mistress Shanna blew her slave an incredibly charming kiss. Then she slipped out the door, leaving it slightly ajar behind her.

A faint trace of her wholesome, heady scent lingered after her. Slave Sara savored this until it faded. Then, once again picturing her Mistress shrieking in climax as she fucked her agonized and terribly unwilling ass, she switched to savoring her all-consuming, incredibly pervasive pain. Thankfully this would take immeasurably longer to dissipate.


5.

Shanna returned as promised, carrying a sauce-spotted bag of Chinese takeout. She also had a bottle of wine and a bag from a sex toy shop that she laid reverently on the dresser.

Wrapped in her Mistress’ red silk kimono, Sara lay weakly on the bed as she had all day. She was still terribly sore and swollen all over of course. Her bruises had darkened even more and she’d bled badly from her anus after passing stool – a process so excruciating that she’d nearly passed out from it. As a nurse she was naturally competent enough to treat and examine herself with the aid of a mirror, and once she’d gotten the bleeding stopped she was relieved to see that the damage, while severe, wasn’t structural or of the sort to require stitches. Rather than being ripped open she was just terribly scraped, the surface skin abraded completely away to expose the raw meat beneath with its extensive network of capillaries.

Her vaginal canal was similarly suffering the predictable wear and tear of too much use, especially as it had soon stopped lubricating itself once that torturous ordeal really got underway. Of course her clitoris and pussy lips remained angrily inflamed, as did her nipples. The rest of her breasts and bottom still ached woefully too, as they no doubt would for days.

On the other hand she’d regained the use of her arms. And her long soak in the hot bathtub and some gingerly stretching had restored a measure of elasticity to the rest of her muscles. She could move about the apartment, if haltingly, and had managed to feed herself at around two o’clock – right about the time she’d committed herself to this the day before, ironically enough. Still Sara spent most of the day lying on the bed of her wonderful punishment, defilement, and enslavement, gradually recuperating.

As she’d been ordered to she passed the time thinking lovingly of her Mistress, contemplating the incredible extent of the commitment she’d just proved to her and fantasizing about what it would be like when she was hogtied, with tight ropes cutting deeply into her breasts and cunt and holding all four painfully contorted limbs locked helplessly together behind her. Occasionally as she dreamed like this she tweaked her wounded nipples or even pinched her now permanently protruding clit to bring on a wonderfully nostalgic and madly exciting surge of agony. Damn she missed her Mistress! When Shanna finally bustled in at eight thirty-five Sara beamed delightedly at her and quickly tried to rise. Of course she was immediately halted by both the protests of her body and her young Mistress’ sharply delivered orders.

“Stop right there, damn you! Don’t you dare move! I need to examine you right now!”

Ignoring Sara’s protests that she was really all right as she slumped gratefully back down, Shanna set the bag of food and the bottle of wine she’d brought on the bedside table and joined her crippled slave. She opened the kimono and spread it out wide to either side. Then she pulled a tongue depressor and a clip-on penlight from the pocket of her uniform.

“Spread your legs for me, slave. Lift them up high, and open them right out wide, just as if I was wearing my biggest cock and preparing to take your ass again. Let Mistress Shanna see what her insatiable penis has done to her favorite piece of property.”

Sara obeyed instantly, as she’d sworn she would do whenever given any order by her Mistress. Gently opening her anus and exploring her rectum with the aid of that penlight, Shanna soon came to the same conclusion that Sara already had.

“Well, you’ve been butt-fucked good and proper, darling. That’s a fact. You’ve been cored like an apple and reamed like a rotten knothole. I’d say someone enjoyed your ass just about as violently as possible and for such an incredibly long stretch that she must have had over a dozen orgasms just from ecstatically drilling it. You’re rubbed so raw down here you’ll probably bleed for a week, especially when you poop.

“What kind of viciously sadistic bitch would do such an incredibly exciting thing to you?” Shanna grinned with rhetorical devilishness. “But don’t worry slave; you’ll be fine, and ready for me to fuck your tight little asshole again before the week is out. Until that time however, Mistress decrees that it is you who will wield the cock, and not the rabidly insatiable alpha-bitch who tore you up so much.”

Shanna leaned in and placed the gentlest kiss on her slave’s poor anus. Then she insisted on inspecting the rest of her, from her similarly brutalized vagina to the still reddened indents the tight handcuffs had left on her wrists.

Each injury large and small received its due attention, followed by a kiss-to-make-it-all-better. The only exceptions were the myriad finger-pinches covering her breasts, which were far too numerous to be counted much less kissed. At last Shanna rocked back up on her knees. She smiled delightedly at Sara, and again delivered the same verdict Sara herself had come to while lying still wracked and shackled on the disheveled bed that morning.

“Well, we established our new arrangement in decidedly emphatic fashion, did we not?”

“We certainly did, Mistress. A day or so after moving into it, you now rule your new home with the unquestioned authority of an omnipotent goddess. And its former mistress is now just a toy that comes with it: a desperately devoted and worshipfully fawning slave existing solely to serve you, to suffer your demanding needs and to provide you with endless sexual pleasure. Give me another kiss, Mistress, I beg you, a hard one right on the mouth. I want my lips to remember and treasure that especially vicious last smack you gave them.”

Giggling with sadistic satisfaction Shanna leaned over and did as requested, her hair falling around their faces in a sable drape as they deliberately mashed their lips brutally together. Oh how they kissed, kissed, kissed while Slave Sara moaned in exquisitely pained remembrance! At last as was proper it was Mistress Shanna who was the one to break away, gleaming down at her eternally-bonded property with mischievous playfulness.

“If it makes you feel any better slave, my butt-hole is still pretty sore too. Now, let’s get you sitting up against the headboard. Dinner’s getting cold.”

With Shanna’s help Sara worked her way upright until she was supported by that hard oak board and a number of soft pillows. Shanna sat cross-legged next to her then and spread a towel out between them like a picnic blanket.

She poured glasses of wine, set out the boxy cartons of food and unwrapped chopsticks for both of them. Immediately they fell to with a lusty gusto worthy of such gourmands. But finally Sara started guiltily. What was wrong with her? Falling without thinking into the deferential manner of address that Shanna had indisputably earned from her and which she would use for the rest of her life, Slave Sara belatedly inquired about her owner’s day.

“How was work, my beautiful Mistress?”

“Oh, it went pretty much as always, a bit more hectic without you there. And there was one extremely distressing exception to the usual routine.” Shanna frowned thunderously a moment. Then with a palpable effort she pushed the obviously upsetting incident aside. “I’ll get into that later. I don’t want to spoil my appetite, and this pleasant mood we’re sharing. So first let me pass along everyone’s good wishes.

“Your friends and co-workers are very concerned about you, and not just because they have to pick up the slack in your absence. You seem to have a nasty intestinal flu, or maybe just food poisoning. Perhaps my famous shrimp stir-fry didn’t agree with you. In any case, nearly everyone misses you, and all are relieved and delighted to hear that we’ve moved in together. With me here to take charge of you your health can only improve you see, as will various aspects of my ongoing education.”

Mistress and slave laughed together at the irony of this. Sara picked up her glass and made a satirical toast.

“Well, here’s to your education, and to my improved health. Any more of either, and I’ll be checking in there as a patient.” They laughed again, clinked glasses and drank.

After a few more minutes Shanna interrupted her eating to also pass along recent hospital gossip, followed by amusing tales of Lynn and Marybeth’s latest outrageous exploits. Then she mostly concentrated on her meal, offering only a few more anecdotes before at last falling broodingly silent, poking at her remaining noodles without eating them.

Considerately Sara refilled her wine glass for her, set down her sticks and waited.

Shanna drained this at a draught, and set it down. Dutifully Sara refilled it again. But apropos of nothing Shanna abruptly set down her carton and snapped her own chopsticks angrily in half. Still she didn’t open up, and finally Sara gently prodded her.

“What is it, my love? Seeing you upset like this hurts me more than the worst tit-whipping and most brutal butt-fucking ever could. Tell me how I can help.”

Shanna glared at her new glass of wine a moment more. Then she took a deep breath and cast her broken chopsticks down.

“It’s that fucking Doctor Wycombe. You won’t believe what he did to me today!”

“Want to bet?” Sara laughed despite herself. She couldn’t help it – this was such an old story on the floor it had become a running joke despite its deep seriousness. After all, sometimes the only way to cope with an outrage you were powerless to effect was to poke fun at.

“Let me take a wild guess: he found you alone some place with your attention distracted. He snuck up behind you, grabbed your tits with both hands and rubbed his crotch against your ass, letting you feel his teeny-weeny erection through his slacks, beneath which the sick fuck never wears any underpants.”

Shanna’s mouth was sagging open in recognition and horror.

“He did that to you too?”

“Only so often I hardly even notice it anymore. He’s also done it to, let’s see: Lynn and Marybeth, Lettie and Doreen, Maggie from physical therapy, Sue from radiology, and Linda from the office. And then there’s Claire, Shatoya, Jenny, Nikita, Janine and Maria. Those are all nurses or aides who either quit or transferred to other floors to get away from him. And those are just the people I know about personally mind you, people who have told me about it to my face. And of course I’ve only been there for three years. Lord only knows how long he’s been at it.”

Shanna was staring at her aghast. Sara could only shrug dismissively.

“What did I tell you that first night? He’s a doctor. He can get away with anything he wants. Lettie told me he did it to her once until she was crying. He trapped her between two machines where she couldn’t turn around or get away, squeezed her tits and humped her backside until he actually came in his pants. Then he went around all day with the stain in front like he was proud of it or something.” Sara tittered derisively before shrugging again. “Count your blessings, girl – there are doctors in that place who will rape you or coerce you into giving them blowjobs right there in their office.”

Shanna continued to stare speechlessly at her, and as she so did her face slowly flushed with a fury that was absolutely incandescent. Groping for it without looking Mistress picked up and drained her entire fresh glass of wine. This didn’t mellow her a bit however. On the contrary, despite the fact that Sara hadn’t finished yet she suddenly got up, gathered up the remains of their meal and cleared it off the bed. Then she stepped away and turned her back on her. For a long time she stared resolutely away from Sara, her hands on her hips and the toe of one foot drumming angrily on the floor. Clearly she was absolutely steaming, a condition Sara had never dreamed of seeing her in and one that began to make her distinctly nervous. Finally Mistress Shanna began vehemently wrenching off her nurse’s uniform.

“Tell me, slave, what do you have in this place for me to tie you up with? I know none of this is exactly your fault, but I have to take out my rage on someone. If I don’t I’ll never be able to sleep tonight. And I don’t appreciate your fucking dismissive and coldly cavalier attitude: responding to the assault on your owner by laughing, cracking jokes and telling me to just ‘count my blessings’ and deal with it as if it was somehow inconsequential. As if you didn’t care that someone just used and humiliated me against my will.

“I guess you didn’t know that I have a notorious temper. You haven’t given me any reason to display it before this. But you should know that I’m not reasonable in the least when I’m pissed off at somebody. You’re going to learn all about that right now.

“Don’t worry: you’ll still get back to work on Thursday. Maybe Doctor Wycombe can grope and hump you again, since it doesn’t seem to bother you. And you’ll definitely be having your arrogant ass fucked more brutally than ever by the weekend. Despite the damage I’m about to do to you it won’t retard your healing – not too much anyway. But you are going to pay big-time for the insensitive way you furthered my education just now, you flippant fucking bitch!”

Shanna’s voice had risen to an accusatory scream that shattered the formerly convivial atmosphere. Sara swallowed hard, her pulse suddenly pounding. What had become of the sweetly loving, always agreeable Mistress Shanna who’d been so solicitously examining and tenderly kissing her not twenty minutes ago? Her own voice quavering uncontrollably Sara hastened to both answer her question and offer what would surely be a futile apology.

“I’m terribly sorry for offending you, Mistress. I will gladly submit to whatever discipline you decide is appropriate.

“Please check the cupboard in the kitchen, the bottom one all the way over by the wall. It’s full of Christmas decorations. There are big long strings of those little blinking lights in there, as well as a couple of extension cords. It’s all strong wire coated with rubber or plastic. I don’t think I have any rope – just shipping twine for tying up boxes and such. But I’m positive there’s duct tape under the kitchen sink, and lots of adhesive tape from the hospital in the bathroom medicine cabinet. And of course the closet is full of scarves, belts, tights and stockings like you used so effectively to tie up my breasts yesterday.”

Shanna had stripped down to her cap, bra, garter-belt, stockings and shoes. She no longer wore panties to work, and perhaps referring to Wycombe as a sick fuck for doing the same had been another mistake. Whatever the case, without a word or glance of acknowledgement, utterly ignoring Sara’s clearly sincere contrition, she strode into the kitchen and returned with the duct tape. Too intimidated to speak, Sara remained silent herself as Shanna grabbed her ankles and yanked her painfully down to the foot of the bed. Mistress rolled her onto her belly and ripped the silk kimono away from her.

“Hands behind your back!” she snapped. Tremulously gnawing on her puffy lower lip, Slave Sara silently complied.

Mistress Shanna pulled her wrists together pulse-to-pulse and started wrapping them with tape. Then she proceeded up Sara’s forearms, pressing these together as well and taping them likewise. She continued thus right up to Sara’s elbows, until her entire lower arms were sheathed in tape and strapped tightly together, making an acutely stressful triangle of her upper arms and shoulders. Sara whimpered piteously at this, but Mistress wasn’t nearly finished. Next she taped her ankles together, and then her thighs just above the knees. There was a pause then, and the sound of a paper bag crackling, before Sara felt something hard and cold, metal and cylindrical and far larger than anything in her experience being roughly forced into her still terribly sore and completely dry pussy. She sobbed in agony and dismay, and in response Shanna finally addressed her in a contemptuous snarl.

“Yes, slave, now you get to break in the giant new dildo I just bought especially for you – though it’s actually an amazingly powerful vibrator too, as you’ll soon find out. The batteries are brand new as well, and I’ve laid in considerable supply.

“As I promised, I’m going to have to leave your asshole alone until it heals up, but I don’t give a shit if your cunt ever does. I’ve just decided it never gets fucked again. Raping your rectum and throat is just so much more rewarding for me. The way you bawl so pathetically taking it that way turns me on like nothing else ever could. So from now on your useless cunt gets nothing but constant monstrous electronic stuffing. Enjoy it, you insensitive shit!”

Mistress switched on that enormous vibrator and immediately dialed it up to its highest setting. What would have been intensely stimulating to a healthy, highly aroused, well-lubricated and very generously stretched vagina – perhaps one that had given birth to ten children – was absolutely agonizing to Sara’s dry, badly abraded and still youthfully tight one. Ignoring her instant scream and fresh torrent of weeping, Shanna bent Sara’s bound legs back at the knee until her calves and thighs were pressed together. Then she used the rest of that roll of duct tape to bind them that way so securely that Sara could only wiggle her toes when she was done. With that she was effectively hogtied, just as Mistress had spoken of doing to her earlier.

Speaking of Mistress, she knotted a fist in Sara’s short chestnut hair and wrenched her head radically back. Into her slave’s already sobbing mouth she forced for the first time the entire length of their biggest strap-on dildo, which they’d only begun using on Saturday. As before, she bound this gigantic strangling dick-gag firmly in place with the attached harness. Then as Sara helplessly retched and fought futilely for breath she was at last rolled back over onto her back – or onto her arms and legs anyway, which were bundled up and taped so tightly together behind her. Painfully contorted like this – far worse than she’d been that morning – Sara found that her helplessly arched back made her breasts, belly and groin all thrust up high into the air. With her head dangling back and her airway opened all the way up she could at last breathe again, and the room spun vertiginously about as Mistress maneuvered her radically bridged body around. When the world finally steadied, Sara found herself lying sidewise at the foot of the bed less than eight inches from the edge. Mistress had picked up her whipping belt, slipped her hand into the loop she’d left in it the day before and drawn this tightly about her good right fist. Looming over her slave as she prepared to punish her, Sara was terribly dismayed at what she saw in that beloved face.

Those beautifully pixyish, almost blessedly angelic features were hideously disfigured with a malefic rage. The usually cutely-dimpled cheeks were congested red, the small but full lips were wrinkled back and the huge blue eyes had narrowed and were simply blazing with hate. The contrast between her saintly white lace and nurse’s cap and the demonic antithesis of compassion in that snarling countenance was jarring in the extreme.

Tortured already by her exquisitely uncomfortable bondage, the choking cock in her throat and the monstrously oversized, cruelly vibrating one stuffing up and buzzing angrily away at her woefully wounded and condemned to uselessness womanhood, Slave Sara’s suffering at the hatred, contempt, and vitriolic rage focused on her by her limitlessly adored lover hurt her far worse than any of this. Fresh tears immediately smeared this heartbreaking vision into a merciful blur, for which Sara was profoundly grateful. Nevertheless she could still hear every terrible word as the woman she’d thought she knew so well and who loved her so much eviscerated her emotionally before starting in with the physical discipline.

“You clueless fucking cunt, I never dreamed you could let me down this way. And here I thought you were someone special.

“I fully expect the men of the world to be thoughtless pigs. That must come with the Y chromosome. But you’re a woman, if only a despicable peasant slave. You’re supposed to be a better creature with refined sensibilities. Instead you’re a crude scum of revolting filth scraped from the bottom of a city-slum trash bin, not even appealing to a starving sewer rat.

“You make me so sick I could puke all over you, but that would be a betterment of your condition that you don’t deserve. Instead I’m going to take the far more difficult route. Rather than dumping you to rot in a landfill where you belong, I’m going to try to whip the disgusting crust off you to see if there’s anything remotely salvageable underneath. I certainly don’t expect to find it. You appall, offend, and revolt me no end you utterly repugnant cunt. Now take your just punishment and try to learn something from it!”

Standing tall in judgment above her erring, suffering slave, the sight of those heavenly breasts denied by her bra, Mistress Shanna used all the strength of her body and all the assistance gravity could provide to slash her three foot-long heavy leather strap down onto Sara’s willingly proffered body.

Between her grossly swollen breasts and clitoris stretched almost the only expanse of flesh left still unmarked from the merely playful beatings administered the day before. Slave Sara’s lower ribcage, her belly, flanks, hips, abdomen and completely shaved groin all presented themselves perfectly elevated for abuse. Mistress Shanna determinedly made the most of this. For more than an hour the vehemently seething and malignantly inspired dominatrix ceaselessly whipped these, her righteous fury a far more motivating incentive than yesterday’s exuberant delight had been. And despite her stated intention not to set back her healing or disable her slave further, she obviously didn’t consider damaging Sara’s clitoris even more than it already was to be any more problematic than ruining her forevermore celibate vagina. Seeing that this most touch-sensitive of organs was so over-inflamed that it protruded out from its usual hood to thrust upward clearly visible and accessible, Mistress repeatedly concentrated her unprecedentedly vicious whipping particularly on this specific area. Nor could she resist often smacking that wickedly effective strap straight down onto her mindlessly struggling slave’s equally vulnerable and already extensively damaged nipples.

All the while of course she continued to berate and rage at Slave Sara in the most disparaging and irrationally incensed manner despite the fact that extreme suffering had driven her victim so deeply into delirium that she barely retained touch with her surroundings. Only when the endless whipping at last ceased, and that giant cock was pulled from her esophagus, did Sara whoop for air, shudder all over, and manage to focus her awareness on anything beyond the raging conflagration that had replaced the formerly unblemished skin of her groin and midriff. And what she perceived then made her devoutly wish for the return of insentience.

Her body had been swiveled around ninety degrees again so that her head now hung backward off the foot of the bed. Seen from upside-down, Mistress Shanna had strapped the cock she’d just pulled from Sara’s throat securely about her crotch. Now she knelt inches away and was preparing to brutally drive it right back in again, not as a static gag this time but as a ferociously plunging organ of sexual violation.

Sara had positioned patients this way often: mouth and throat aligned for the most efficient passage of air or instruments. As Mistress’ cock forced its way through her painfully swollen lips she sobbed in dread anticipation. Then with one pitilessly violent thrust the entire thing was rammed into her esophagus even as the base of it bashed against her bruised lips.

Reveling more than ever in Slave Sara’s tortured sobbing and retching, Mistress Shanna took full advantage of this most efficient penetration position to start hate-fucking her inverted face and fully opened throat with a maniacal passion that far surpassed anything that had gone before. Determined to teach her stupidly insensitive slave her necessary lesson in etiquette even if it took her forever, she continued to rail at her as she so barbarously impaled her.

“Deal with it, bitch! Count your blessings, cunt! You’re actually lucky to be humiliatingly molested! Real funny, huh? Doesn’t help much when you’re suffering a sexual assault, does it? Starting to feel some compassion for what happened to me today while you were lying indolently around in bed, you lazy bitch? If you’re not, I can keep this up all night. You taught me real well how to wield a dildo a couple weeks ago, didn’t you?”

It seemed to gagging, strangling Sara that her beloved tormentor did keep it up all night. But in truth it was only midnight when Mistress hate-fucked her way to a last bitterly satisfying climax and finally pulled out. And as she unstrapped her erection she snarled nastily down at Sara, her angry antagonism undiminished.

“You’re just lucky I have to work tomorrow bitch!”

Having removed her cock Mistress Shanna crammed it right back down Sara’s throat, once again gagging her with it and binding it tightly in place. Then with her other former love-hole still agonizingly stuffed and endlessly buzzed Mistress wrestled Sara’s hogtied, traumatized body off the bed and let it fall to the floor with a bone-rattling and bruise-abusing crash. She buried her fists in her new property’s sweaty hair and dragged her by her screaming scalp out of the bedroom and into the unused little closet next door – ironically the one Sara had been saving to house the male slave she’d always dreamed of having. Sliding across the dusty concrete, Sara faced the certain inevitability of experiencing those Spartan accommodations firsthand herself instead. She would never be a Mistress; never get the joy of exploring her inherent sadistic tendencies to the fullest as she’d long dreamed. Rather she was now condemned to forever providing those delights for another.

Mistress Shanna left her to sob and think about that for a minute. And when she returned she was carrying those strings of holiday lights and one of the extension cords Sara had suggested to her earlier.

Roughly Mistress used the former to cocoon her still terribly suffering slave, tightly winding these redundantly around and around her entire abused body before tying them off. She then plugged the connected strings into one end of the extension cord. After casting the other end out the open doorway and into the hall, Mistress Shanna turned back. She glared icily down at Sara weeping miserably on the cold hard floor in the back of the unfinished closet.

“Here is where you’ll be spending the night, bitch. I couldn’t stand to be in the same room with you right now, much less the same bed.

“I know you said you had plans for this place. Later I want to know what they were. I will put up with no more surprises from you. Whatever they were, you can forget all about them. From now on this is where you’ll live whenever you offend me: in your own private punishment cell. Because it might be cold in here, I’ve hooked up an electric blanket for you. Am I not a solicitous mistress? You lie awake in here all night now, and think about all that your mistake has cost you!”

With that she suddenly and contemptuously spat in Sara’s face, a shocking defilement that seemed the worst punishment of all to her brokenhearted and horribly contrite slave. Then she turned and stalked out of the cell, slamming the door behind her. A moment later she wedged a chair unnecessarily under the knob, barricading her inside.

The overhead bulb went out, plunging Sara into a blackness relieved only by a few thin fingers of illumination that made their way through knotholes in the bare board wall. Moments later though, her ‘electric blanket’ came to life: festively decorating her tightly-bound, pussy-stuffed and terribly agonized naked body with hundreds of incongruously celebratory blinking lights. Lying partly on her side and partly on her hogtied limbs with her viciously beaten and bowed-out front facing upward and her head stretched all the way back to allow her what air she could get, Slave Sara sobbed on with piteous distress and faced the interminable night alone.


6.

Through the thin wall on one side came clearly the sounds of Mistress using the toilet, brushing her teeth and performing the other rituals of nightly hygiene. Then the thin seams and small spots of white fluorescent light disappeared from that side. Disappearing a moment later were the more mellow spots of yellow from the other side, the bedroom that had once been Sara’s, then was ecstatically shared between the two of them and now belonged to Mistress Shanna alone – just like everything else in the apartment including Sara herself.

Slave Sara had been ordered to stay awake, and to think about what her mistake had cost her. That would be no problem. Despite her body’s dire need for such a restorative, sleep was completely impossible under the circumstances.

The concrete floor she lay upon was cruelly unforgiving. Punishing enough under normal conditions, Sara’s myriad bruises made this a torture she was helpless to alleviate no matter how she turned and squirmed. Additionally the way her forearms were taped together kept her back painfully bowed and her shoulder sockets under a mercilessly wrenching strain that grew constantly worse with the passage of time. And even though she stayed off it the area where she’d just been so terribly whipped flamed unceasingly, especially her nipples and clit. These felt as though a blow-torch were focused on them. The upper reach of her still swollen and protruding labia had also come in for plenty of incidental whipping, and these hurt just as excruciatingly. Meanwhile another fire assailed her: the hot electric buzzing that just went on and on in her immensely stuffed cunt, an intensely intimate torment that also proved more impossible to ignore by the second.

Next in the seemingly endless catalogue of torments afflicting Sara was her cocoon of cruelly tight wires. These were wrapped about her from her knees to her neck, and cut deeply into her wounded flesh everywhere. And even worse were the hundreds of narrow, pointy little half-inch long light-bulbs. Besides digging even more painfully into her than those numberless wires – especially where they were pressed between her and the concrete – these multicolored blubs gleamed brighter than ever in the now otherwise pitch black closet. They hurt her already irritated eyes even with the lids closed. They were also growing steadily warmer where they pressed against her skin. Soon they would be hot, and then burn ever hotter throughout the night. Undoubtedly this would become the most unendurable torture of all. And all the while Sara was suffering terribly from all this she was also engaged in a never-ending, deadly serious struggle. She was barely able to pull enough breath in around the enormous cock so agonizingly occupying her mouth and throat to keep her conscious and alive. Suffocation was a very real possibility under circumstances like these. And yet still more punishing to Sara by far than any of these monstrous torments was the memory of the hatred she’d seen in the face and heard in the horrifically damning words of the person she still loved more desperately than anyone else, ever.

What had her mistake cost her? Light years above and parsecs beyond everything else she suffered it had cost Sara the love and esteem of the infinitely desirable and splendidly fun-loving Mistress Shanna. It had cost her the paradisiacal bliss of sleeping in her arms, secure in the wondrously comforting and limitlessly fulfilling knowledge that the most perfect person ever loved her just as much as she did her and always would. In place of this she had the spittle of her beloved’s contempt adhering to her face wherever her tears couldn’t wash it clean.

Languishing brokenheartedly in this devastating soul-sickness, Sara swore to both herself and her estranged Mistress that she would move heaven and Earth and barter her very soul if necessary to get those inexpressibly precious things back.

What had she been thinking?

How could she have been so sinfully insensitive? Poor Shanna had never been molested before. She’d been through a profoundly humiliating and deeply debasing experience. She’d come to Sara for understanding, for sympathy, and in desperate need of finding some way of coping with her recent violation. And Sara had laughed in her face. It was truly unforgivable.

Shanna had every reason to be furious. And she was squarely within her rights and even her obligations as Sara’s Mistress and owner to dole out retribution of the most extreme severity. Soon Sara was weeping more with self-loathing and remorse than anything else. How she wished her anus and rectum were healed! She would offer these up to a violation ten times more damaging than that she’d recently received as penance. She would bathe her Mistress’ feet with her tongue and eat her very excrement if that was what it took to earn her forgiveness.

Steadfastly Sara refused to acknowledge or even consider the costs of what some might have called her true mistake: if not getting involved with Shanna in the first place, or inviting her to move in, then certainly presenting her with a blank check for domination by turning herself over to her shackled and helpless.

Two days ago she’d been confidently her own person, the arbiter of any destiny she chose and beholden to no one. Now she was a cravenly fawning slave-for-life, her least measure of happiness wholly dependent on the cruelly capricious whims of a woman she hardly knew and yet loved so desperately it was beyond all reason.

She’d been the sole occupant of a comfortable apartment, teasing herself with intensely titillating dreams of finding a hopelessly submissive male she could move in to keep house for her and submit to all manner of sadistic depravities. Now her world had shrunk to the same tiny space she’d reserved for this prospective slave. From queen of the castle she’d gone to dungeon occupant, and instead of some eminently deserving sissy it was Sara herself being imprisoned and subjected to sadistic depravities more extreme than she could have possibly conceived.

She’d also been comfortably certain of always being able to easily find supremely satisfying sex of any kind she desired whenever she wanted it. Now she faced a radically circumscribed lifetime of suffering only the worst sort of violation: having her anus and face endlessly and brutishly raped. She’d been told she’d never again experience the incomparable ecstasy of vaginal sex, the best kind of sex a woman could have. Instead at the tender age of only twenty-five, a mere eight years after she’d first become sexually active, her pussy and plumbing would henceforth only be used to torture her, exactly as was currently happening.

Presumably she’d still be allowed to wield a dildo herself, and thereby achieve the occasional orgasm – provided the condition of her clitoris allowed her to ever again feel anything other than its current agony. Mistress had spoken of permitting this just this evening, but that was before she’d offended her. Perhaps Mistress Shanna would now decide that penetrating her was a dominant act she was no longer worthy to perform. In that case her entire sex life would be forever restricted to providing cunnilingus and suffering endless amounts of oral and anal rape.

All this in just thirty-six hours! Yet still Sara refused to even consciously consider any of this, or to wonder what the next thirty-six might cost her – or the next thirty-six days, or years. Instead she obsessed bitterly on the unforgivable sin she’d committed against her Mistress, made extravagant plans and promises to atone for it and focused doggedly on the absolute justice of her punishment in order to enable herself to endure it.

And so the worst night of Sara’s life dragged on.

Time slowed to a glacial creep, the hours swelling into eons-long expanses. The passage of hundreds of interminable minutes was marked only by the steadily increasing pain of her various tortures and the growing heat of the light bulbs digging into her skin. Despite only blinking rather than burning steadily these soon became just as hot as she’d expected and seemed to grow ever more so. Of course they were intended for use on a combustible Christmas tree. Their design would not permit them to grow hot enough to ignite anything. But pressed against or even driven deeply into Sara’s flesh as they were, their effect was cumulative and unceasing. She felt as though a thousand little branding irons were being applied to her everywhere. Or perhaps it was red-hot tridents in the hands of Lilliputian demons.

Driven gradually into delirium by her isolation and endless torment, Sara began to see these climbing all over and cavorting hellishly around her. Satanic little imps, they laughed and sneered at her, danced and shook their fists, then raised their glowing spears and plunged them relentlessly into her. Other hallucinations and delusions began to plague her as well. Constantly she thought she heard Mistress’ footsteps approaching the closet. Had she come to release and forgive her at last, or to force some other inconceivable new torture upon her? Yet always the sound faded into the chaos of her brain.

Vibrators couldn’t last on the same batteries forever, especially when they were run nonstop on their highest setting. Knowing this despite her agony and disorientation, Sara kept hopefully expecting a gradual diminishment in the intensity of the buzzing assailing her insides. Yet she could never tell if this was actually happening or just wishful thinking. One thing was certain however. That constant powerful vibration so close to her bladder was going to have predictable consequences. Sara hadn’t been to the bathroom since four in the afternoon. Since then she’d drunk two big glasses of wine, and alcohol was a diuretic. Eventually she was soon bloated, cramping, and tortured ever worse by that constant electronic stimulation.

Grimly Sara held onto her urine for as long as she could. Picturing Mistress Shanna’s furious outrage helped, but it was always going to be a lost cause. At last the dam broke. With a series of terribly cramping spasms her bladder finally emptied itself. Sara wept more bitterly than ever at this fresh insult and indignity. Lying in a puddle of her own piss, its sharply ammoniac reek added to the sensory assaults on her, she’d felt lower and more depressed than she’d ever dreamed possible. And her torturous ordeal just went on and on and on forever…

But at last there was no mistaking it. The vibrator was dying. Marginally encouraged by this development, Sara monitored its slowly failing buzz until it last quit altogether. When that happened despite her constantly increasing other torments she finally slipped, if not into sleep, then at least a dazed state of mental dislocation. And when she came out of this at last Sara was dimly surprised to find that she could see beyond the twinkling cocoon that encased her.

A thin line of light crept under the barricaded door. From her right came the yellow of shaded lamps through the cracks and knotholes, and from the left the brighter white of the bathroom fluorescents. The shower was running. Though there was no exuberantly triumphant singing coming from it this morning Sara knew Shanna was in there. The subsequent sound of the hair dryer confirmed this.

Suddenly the end of her terrible ordeal seemed possible, perhaps even imminent. Surely Mistress wouldn’t go off and leave her like this! Wretched hope, doubt and a desperate suspense were added to Sara’s torments as Shanna spent an eternity prepping and dressing for work. But at last her footsteps moved to the bedroom door. Would they stop at the closet, or pass uncaringly by? They stopped, oh heaven bless her wonderfully beloved Mistress they stopped!

Suddenly the terrible cocoon of heat and light wrapped tightly about her body stopped blinking. The barricading chair was wrenched from under the doorknob and then the door itself wrenched open. Framed with morning light at last was the always incomparably lovely and desirable face and figure of Mistress Shanna. But rather than smiling at her in love and forgiveness as Sara had so ardently wished that gorgeous face was still hate-filled and coldly furious. And it immediately twisted with limitless disgust.

“You repugnant fucking pig! Look at you wallowing in your own waste! Just a repellent old sow in her filthy, stinky sty: that’s you. I’m sorely tempted to leave you that way all day. But we’d never get the smell out of the closet. I shouldn’t care; it’s your cell, not mine. But I won’t have us living like a couple of slovenly male slobs. Wait right there!”

Like she had a choice! Mistress returned shortly, pulling on a pair of rubber gloves.

She dragged Sara, the sow, out of her wallow. Rolling her over and over, she swiftly peeled the wires and lights from the furrows and divots they’d dug into her puffed-up hide, exposing hundred of little burns, many of them sure to blister.

Someone would be wearing pants and a tunic to work for a week rather than her preferred white dress. Pulling a pair of scissors from the pocket of her own dress, Mistress cut the tape and ripped it away from Sara’s cramped and deadened limbs. Then at last she unstrapped her biggest cock (never Sara’s again) and pulled it from her pig’s mouth and throat. As Sara retched and whooped for breath, and fought grimly not to vomit, she also withdrew the shiny metal vibrator (absolutely amazing in its immensity) from her tortured pussy. Then once again burying her gloved fists in Sara’s hair she dragged her next door to the bathroom.

“Clean yourself up, and make it quick. I’ll be right back.”

Somehow Sara made it to her knees and over to the tub. Draped over the side of this and still wet from its exalted service bathing Mistress’ body was a washcloth. Though her arms were still leaden and her fingers fumblingly numb, Sara clumsily used this to wipe the stale piss from her. That was all she had time for. Mistress Shanna returned, plugging fresh batteries into her vibrator and carrying a few other items under her arms.

One of these was a tiny ruffle-trimmed apron, more of a costume piece than of practical function. She tied this around Sara’s naked waist. Next she forced a pair of her own shoes, too small and with higher heels than any Sara had ever worn herself, onto her feet, buckling them tightly in place. Mistress then used the handcuffs to manacle her wrists in front of her. After forcing her to drink three glasses of water she pulled a pair of Sara’s soiled panties from the laundry hamper, balled them up and stuffed them into her mouth. Using a roll of adhesive tape from the medicine cabinet she sealed these in with three overlapping strips that covered her entire lower face. Finally, coldly ignoring her slave’s renewed sobs she forced that giant vibrator back into Sara’s pussy and switched it on at maximum intensity. Ripping further strips of tape Mistress sealed this inside her as well, carefully leaving Sara’s horribly swollen clit and the opening of her urethra exposed. She clamped a clothespin onto that protruding organ, causing Sara to release a muffled scream and almost swoon from the wave of agony that flooded over her. Then she clipped more pins onto her almost equally sore nipples, stood up tall and directed an imperious finger down at her sobbing property.

“You will stay dressed and restrained exactly as you are all day if you ever expect to regain my good graces. And you may be a pig but I am definitely not! I’m not covering for you at work so you can lie around all day, you fat old sow! You will clean this apartment from top to bottom and end to end while I am gone, starting with your pissy little sty. And from now on you will keep my home that way at all times like a proper slave.

“I will expect my dinner hot on the table at exactly eight-fifteen. And if this place isn’t absolutely spotless by then you’ll get nothing yourself after serving me, you understand? I’m not fattening you up for the market. And it definitely wouldn’t hurt you to lose a few pounds. You’ve got a doughy belly on you, you pig. I’ve always thought so.

“All right, I’m going now. And I’m locking up behind me and taking your keys. You mind me now bitch or you’ll wish you had!”

Still sobbing contritely, Sara nodded her pathetically urgent obedience. Mistress gave her one last baleful look and then left.

Gratefully welcoming the opportunity for atonement, severely chastened Sara did exactly as ordered. Crippling slowly around in those punishing shoes, weeping almost constantly at the pain of her bruises and burns and particularly her tortured cunt and clit, she scoured the apartment spotless. She thawed a strip steak she’d been saving in the back of the freezer. Clumsily she used her cuffed hands to slice mushrooms and onions and chop chives for the baked potato, and as ordered she was just putting everything on the table when Mistress Shanna unlocked the door and entered.

Sara hovered dutifully behind her owner while she ate, with her achingly empty stomach cramping and twisting at the savory odors. Mollified the tiniest bit by the excellent meal cooked just the way she liked it, Mistress allowed her to finish the few remaining scraps when she was done. Then she pulled Sara into the bedroom by the hair – stumbling bent over at the waist this time at least – and forced her to her knees.

Angrily Mistress Shanna hate-fucked her slave’s face for an hour or so before bed. But at least she refrained from reviling her as she did so. That didn’t mean she’d forgiven Slave Sara however. After she’d used her to her satisfaction Sara was again banished to her punishment cell for the night, the dirty panties taped back into her mouth and fresh batteries powering that cunt-stuffing and cruelly buzzing vibrator. With her clit – and her nipples too – still agonizingly clothes-pinned and her hands cuffed behind her back, Sara was at least allowed a thin blanket this time. She chose to clumsily fold this into a pad to separate her from the concrete, and shortly she was locked back into pitch blackness to pass the chill hours until dawn.

Wednesday passed similarly. Identically stuffed and restrained, naked but for her apron and terribly pinching high heels, Sara did housework usually reserved for a thorough spring cleaning. She vacuumed curtains and furniture cushions, polished the wood until it gleamed and did likewise to brass hinges, window fittings and doorknobs. She occupied every minute of her time with these and a dozen other chores before cooking another sumptuous repast for her Mistress. And as she did so she acknowledged the wisdom of her owner forcing her out of sloth.

The exercise of housework, while agonizing at first, had worked a great improvement in her condition. By Wednesday evening she was moving easily again despite her incomplete recuperation. With the exception of her continuously clothes-pinned nipples, the swelling had receded from her black and blue and now sunset-yellow breasts, which remained whip-burned everywhere but were no longer raw and seeping. While also still woefully bruised and sore, the backs of her thighs and buttocks were no longer swollen either, leaving only her more recently whipped groin, abdomen and midriff inflamed. With the help of a tight girdle, agonizing as that would be, she should be fit and presentable enough to return to work the next morning. Sara had already concocted a story to explain the still visible bruising of her face. Hurrying madly to the toilet to puke, she had slipped from the wooziness of her flu and smacked her mouth and cheek against the porcelain bowl. Any discomfort in her movements could also be put down to the lingering effects of her supposed sickness.

After another fabulous dinner and ensconced in a gleaming apartment devoid of a single fingerprint, smear, or speck of dirt or dust Mistress Shanna was mellowed considerably. She sipped at a shot of Jack Daniels’ whiskey while Sara bolted her leftovers standing up. Then she summoned her slave into the bedroom.

“Come along now, Sara. I need to examine you again.”

Her heart thumping hopefully at this change in tone, Sara hurried after her. She lay face down on the bed as directed, with her cuffed arms stretched above her head and her legs widely spread. Surprisingly gentle, Mistress began at her feet. For the first time in two days she removed those horribly cramping shoes, studied Sara’s badly reddened toes and swollen ankles. Then she proceeded to check the condition of her legs, buttocks, back and arms. Seeing that the swelling from Sunday was gone, she next made sure none of the little blisters or sores left by the burning light bulbs showed any signs of infection. Then she ordered her slave to roll over.

Mistress Shanna repeated the process conscientiously, finally removing the clothespins from Sara’s nipples and clit. She peeled the tape from her crotch, switched off the vibrator (its batteries were depleted again in any case) and eased this out of Sara’s vagina. Again using the penlight and a tongue depressor she wordlessly examined this and then her anus and rectum. Finally she clicked off the light and slid it back in her pocket. Her voice was casually neutral as she addressed her slave.

“You are fit for work again. You’ll have to wear a girdle and pants, and make up a story about your face. You have any ideas?”

“Yes Mistress.” Sara explained the tale she’d concocted, and Shanna nodded with satisfaction. Then she continued with her evaluation.

“You aren’t fit to butt-fuck yet, but a couple more days should do it. So much for your physical condition – let’s talk about your mental state. Have you learned your lesson, slave?”

“Oh, I absolutely have, Mistress!” Sara quavered. Suddenly she was crying uncontrollably. In a breathless blubbering rush she poured out all the shattering perceptions that had come to her that first night in the closet: how monstrously unforgivable her behavior had been, how their estrangement had tortured worse than anything else and how outrageously far she was willing to go to earn back the love and regard of her owner.

Mistress Shanna listened to all this noncommittally. But when Sara’s babbling apologies at last petered off with a watery hiccup, and she focused her entire being on her beloved Mistress with a tremulous, desperate imploring, Shanna gave her a tiny smile for the first time in days. To Sara this was like the rushing warmth and illumination of a freshly risen sun after decades of freezing darkness.

“Very well: I forgive you Sara. Would you like to service my pussy now?”

“I would love that more than anything in the world ever, Mistress!” Sara cried, her voice once again cracking with emotion. “Thanks you so amazingly much! I promise I will never let you down again in a million years!”

“Well, we’ll see about that, but for now you have permission to service me.” Mistress Shanna smiled again, a bit more generously. “Stay just as you are.”

As Sara’s heart pounded like a drum and wonderful happiness threatened to slay her with ecstasy, Shanna slowly undressed. For the first time since returning from the shower Monday morning she blessed her slave with the sight of her heavenly body entirely naked. Then, though they’d never indulged in oral sex in such a configuration, she climbed onto the bed and straddled Sara’s head. Her already wet genitals settled upon her mouth.

“Eat me, slave,” she ordered simply.

Sara flung herself into the task with more joy, fervor, and determination to please than ever in her life. Every soft moan and urgent cry from her Mistress was a blessed balm to her lacerated heart and self image. And when Shanna buried her fists in her hair and started vigorously pumping against her, wantonly riding Sara’s face like the inconsequential toy that she was, Sara submitted to this gladly. Though it hurt her lips and cheek badly she reveled in the pain, and then even more in the shrieking climax Mistress Shanna soon enjoyed.

After that, things were better between them again.

Though Sara’s wrists remained cuffed throughout the night she actually enjoyed this bondage since it seemed to please her Mistress. And as for Mistress Shanna, she welcomed her forgiven slave happily back into her bed. As if nothing had come between them she reverted seamlessly to the affectionate, compassionate, and fun-filled lover she’d always been.

Sleeping exhausted in her Mistress’ arms at last, the taste of her ejaculate still fresh upon her lips and tongue, Slave Sara had never been more relieved, grateful, and utterly contented in her entire twenty-five years. Life was blissfully perfect once again.


7.

Over the next month or so Mistress Shanna and her desperately devoted Slave Sara fell smoothly and naturally into their new roles and altered dynamic. Just as the beginning of their relationship had seemed to proceed with an easy serendipity, so did this next stage.

Still extremely chastened by their two-day estrangement Sara remained pathetically eager to please. She unfailingly regarded and treated her beloved Mistress with an automatic deference, respect, and even awed reverence. For her part gracious Shanna mostly took no notice of this beyond the occasional faint smile. She very generously treated her slave as a loving equal in all but three key facets of their relationship.

Mistress Shanna did no housework of any kind, not even picking up her discarded clothes. Keeping the apartment spotless was entirely her slave’s responsibility.

As they both had little free time between their demanding work schedules and Shanna’s even more demanding libido, and as there were now two of them sharing the same small territory, Slave Sara had serious difficulty keeping things up to her Mistress’ exacting standards. And Shanna seized upon the slightest sign of slovenliness to administer a retaliatory whipping. Sara also did most of the food preparation for both of them. Here however Shanna still enjoyed indulging in a bit of domesticity now and then, and would cook her famous specialty meals whenever the mood stuck her. Of course they continued to grab takeout food when necessary, though Shanna frowned on this wasteful practice.

Mistress also controlled all the finances.

They set up a joint bank account to which their paychecks were directly deposited. From this Shanna paid the bills, determined what groceries and household supplies would be purchased, and occasionally dispensed a small living allowance to her slave. And naturally the third area in which they were the antithesis of equals was in regard to their respectively wildly satisfying and severely circumscribed sex lives.

Carnal contact between them occurred exclusively at Mistress Shanna’s initiative. And Slave Sara could never demur for any reason. Even when Mistress capriciously surprised her in the middle of doing her housework by suddenly bending her over the nearest piece of furniture to madly batter her always woefully sore ass, Sara had no choice but to remain humbly docile and miserably submit until her latest rape was finally over with. Mistress also dictated every other act that was performed down to the least kiss. She decreed every position her slave assumed and the duration of every encounter. True to her earlier pronouncement, Mistress Shanna saw to it that Sara’s desperately deprived and exclusively punished pussy remained that way eternally.

She no longer deigned to fuck this, reserving her strap-on for her slave’s mouth and ass. She ceased performing cunnilingus and even allowing Sara to masturbate, though she didn’t rule this out in perpetuity. Instead she delighted in keeping that achingly hungry hole stuffed torturously full of the enormous vibrator she’d bought for her slave almost around the clock. As for wielding the dildo herself, Sara’s sole means of achieving orgasm, this was allowed only as a carefully rationed reward for Sara and a novelty indulgence for Mistress Shanna.

Of course several times a week they also played their kinky, incredibly punishing and exciting domination games.

Sometimes their sexual encounters just naturally degenerated into these. Other times they began that way, with Slave Sara tied to the bed or bound in some other highly compromising fashion before being extensively teased and tormented and then savagely and ravenously used. Sometimes Mistress doled out spontaneous punishments, like when she found a flaw in Sara’s housekeeping. And sometimes she scheduled pre-planned torture sessions of grueling duration days in advance, allowing for a delicious or dreadful buildup of suspense, depending on one’s perspective. Of course for sheer extremity none of these sadistic extravaganzas approached that of their first weekend together as Mistress and slave.

Such incapacitating damage to her plaything was not often in the best interests of Mistress Shanna, to say nothing of Sara. Still she continued to dangle the portent of someday even exceeding that orgy of abuse – perhaps on their upcoming vacation. Remembering the self-satisfaction and incomparable thrill of viewing herself broken and battered in aftermath far more than the interminable ordeal itself, Slave Sara actually looked eagerly forward to an eventual repeat of this experience. What she remained determined to avoid was another terrible stretch confined to her punishment cell.

Deep inside Sara still nurtured the dream that someday that cell would belong to another, and that she could perform alongside her Mistress as a fellow dominatrix. Ironically enough, the first step toward realizing that dream sprang from the same source that had almost obliterated it: asshole Dr. Wycombe. Sara, having learned much from the debacle of her earlier reaction to his molestation of her Mistress, was able on the next occasion to do far better. If she couldn’t provide what her lover really needed – an end to these depredations – she at least reminded her of a better way to salve the feelings of powerlessness and humiliation they engendered.

It was eleven-forty on a Friday morning. They’d barely been out of their staff meeting and onto the floor proper for a quarter of an hour when Sara heard a sniffling behind her that she immediately recognized as coming from her Mistress. Heading with anticipatory delight for the room of her old ‘friend’ Tommy, she stopped on a dime and wheeled around.

Shanna’s eyes were watery and red, and upset warred with anger in her blotchy, pixie face. Sara’s heart broke and went out to her immediately.

“What is it, Shanna?” she asked in a low voice.

“What do you think?” the younger girl hissed back. “The bastard Wycombe just got me again! He followed me into a linen storage when I went to get a blanket for old Mister I’m-Always-Cold-Get-Me-Another-Blanket Weinstein!” She shuddered uncontrollably with revulsion and impotent fury, grinding her bared teeth.

Sara was of course instantly torn between being utterly outraged and intensely concerned. For a moment she couldn’t decide whether to enfold Shanna in her arms uninvited or find perverted Dr. Wycombe and claw his eyes right out of his head – after she ripped his little dick off by the roots that was. At last she mastered herself.

Neither of those actions would exactly further her career. Inspiration struck Sara then like a blessing from heaven.

What had she told Shanna that first night in the bar? That she should take compensatory satisfaction from other, more helpless men whenever she could. And here she was, already on her way to the very errand that would fit the bill perfectly. Sara leaned in closer and whispered conspiratorially.

“Come with me, Nurse Ward. I know how you can put this out of your mind. Young Tommy is plugged up again, and Miriam just sent me to disimpact him. As you have yet to be trained in this procedure, I think you’d better come along and let me further your education.”

Shanna’s expression cleared immediately at this. Her eyes took on a grimly intent shine that was the opposite of incipient tears. She squared her shoulders and lifted her chin.

“Yes, Nurse Stern, I believe you’re right. I need to learn all about this procedure immediately. You never know when I might have to perform it myself.”

Sara’s own anal passage puckered cringingly at this loaded statement. What might she be getting herself into now? Nevertheless she turned without a word and marched on down the hall. Shanna fell determinedly into step beside her. When they reached 519 Sara held the door open and respectfully let her secret Mistress precede her.

Tommy was waiting for them restrained in his usual fashion. Seeing two nurses enter instead of one, particularly these two nurses, he immediately began to keen and struggle with irrepressible excitement. Today his darkest compulsions would be satisfied and capitalized upon like never before.

Sara pulled a wad of latex gloves from her pocket and handed a pair to Shanna. Smiling meaningfully – and threateningly – at helplessly squirming Tommy they each drew them on. Then Sara smeared a generous amount of surgical lube onto the fingers of her right hand.

“The trick is to get as far inside as possible to make sure you remove the entire blockage,” she lectured, moving forward to confront Tommy’s upraised backside. “Nurse Ward, can you get a hold of our patient and still his thrashing about?”

“With pleasure, Nurse Stern!”

Shanna gripped Tommy’s genitals, pulling his already intensely tumescent erection unnaturally backward even as she squeezed his testicles ruthlessly. Tommy squealed with agony and then subsided, panting explosively through his nose. Once he’d settled down Sara inserted her index finger into his rectum, pushing it all the way inside.

“Oh dear, this is going to be difficult to reach.”

She backed out and thrust forward again, repeating this maneuver several times. All three people in the room were breathing heavily now, and not just moaning and writhing Tommy. Still thrusting rhythmically and suggestively, Sara added a second finger, her longest middle digit. After a few minutes she was using three, and twisting them back and forth, reaming Tommy open ever wider as she worked her hand in and out.

“Are you paying attention, Nurse Ward? I hope so, because I’m going to ask you to do this yourself in a minute.”

“Oh yes, Nurse Stern. I wouldn’t miss a second of this; education is extremely important to me. I need all the practice I can get to become a true professional at my chosen craft.”

At last Sara had all four fingers inside. Probing and groping ever deeper, she at last began gouging the hard mass of impacted stool from Tommy’s ass. This stretched him worse than ever of course, as he squealed and thrashed and keened with a rabid excitement. At last Shanna released his genitals and moved around to where his sweating, beet-red face was pressed against the mattress. Standing with her legs well apart, she gripped the hem of her dress with both hands and lifted it up, exposing her vagina to his first-time-ever view.

“Seeing you suffer like this makes me sooooo hot, Tommy!” she giggled evilly. “Can you smell my pussy? It’s all juiced up, eager for penetration. Of course the only kind of penetration you’ll ever experience is the kind occurring right now. Think about that, why don’t you, as Nurse Stern forces nearly her entire hand up your ass!”

Just then Sara pried the main blockage out of him, grunting at the effort required, and Tommy could take no more. Wrenching and struggling madly against his restraints he ejaculated more forcefully than ever, his madly glaring eyes glued to Shanna’s pussy the entire time.

“I think that’s all of it,” Sara declared, “but I want you to check it Nurse Ward, and demonstrate your proficiency for me.”

“Yes, Nurse Stern,” Shanna answered obediently, giving Sara a devilish and decidedly menacing smile at this ironic inversion of her customary authority. She lowered her dress and moved back to Sara’s side. There she lubed her own right hand while Tommy slumped and shuddered in aftermath.

This time it was Sara who gripped and squeezed Tommy’s balls. Of course their poor patient was so stretched by this time that no incremental insertion was necessary. Shanna plunged her four fingers straight into him. Then after twisting and groping a bit she gave a snarl of unlimited satisfaction and forced her whole hand in right up to the wrist.

“I think he’s empty Nurse Stern.”

“Well you’d better be sure. We don’t want to be right back here doing this all over again anytime soon. That would be a terrible shame and imposition on us.”

“How true!” agreed Shanna with infinite irony. She pulled back a bit and then punched forward even harder and deeper into Tommy while he thrashed and squealed and sobbed like a baby. Again and again she did this, fucking the helpless male with her fist, no doubt imagining it was Dr. Wycombe she was brutalizing all the while. At last she withdrew her clenched hand from his ass and stripped off her gloves.

“All cleaned out Nurse Stern. I’m sure you’ll find my technique extremely satisfactory. Thank you so much for the education. I’ll be sure to put it to use at every opportunity.”

Without another glance at terribly weeping Tommy – or suddenly acutely anxious Sara – Shanna turned smartly about and marched purposefully out of the room.

Sara remained on eggshells for the rest of the day.

On the one hand she’d managed to distract Mistress from her distress in a very satisfactory manner. On the other hand she may have given her an experience she would come to deeply regret in a very intimate way. This worry was keenly accentuated by Shanna’s attitude toward her for the remainder of their shift.

In general she behaved oddly indifferent toward and even dismissive of Sara’s presence on the floor. But occasionally she also fixed her with a secretive smile or a look full of dire intention that brought her clearly deliberate double-entendres uncomfortably back to mind. This attitude – a mix of purposeful distraction and darkly sexual expectation – persisted on their ride home together, where Mistress refused to respond to a single conversational gambit. Hoping to forestall a terrible ordeal that was looking ever more inevitable, Sara decided it was long past time for her to open to Shanna her collection of female domination videos. It couldn’t hurt to remind her private dominatrix that it was the men of the world who were truly the far more deserving targets – and more rewarding subjects – of sexual sadism. Perhaps the morning’s events would make Mistress particularly receptive to this message.

After dinner while Sara washed up, Mistress Shanna remained unsettlingly taciturn. She sat nursing a glass of whiskey and watching her slave work with that same darkly intent smile playing about her lips. Nor did she remove her nurse’s uniform in favor of her kimono or some other comfortable wrapper as she usually did. Clearly she meant to turn Sara’s latest teachings emphatically back on her, and was getting a kick out milking Slave Sara for every bit of uneasiness about the prospect that she could. As Sara finished drying the dishes and at last hung the towel from the oven handle to dry, she took a grip on her courage and addressed her Mistress.

“I know you might find this out of line, Mistress, and if so I’ll apologize and take the consequences. But I’d like to suggest something kind of special for tonight.”

“Would you indeed?” drawled Mistress Shanna, smiling her private smile again. “I am intrigued. Make your suggestion, my pet.”

“Well,” Sara cleared her throat nervously. “I have this collection of DVDs I’ve been meaning to show you. I wanted to surprise you with them for your birthday, but I just can’t wait that long. They’re too incredibly hot and exciting. I got them from this fetish site called ‘Men in Pain.’ They’re basically female domination videos featuring Mistresses like us – or like you at any rate – doing the most hard-core things you can imagine to members of the vile lower sex.

“I used to enjoy watching them after pulling shifts in the Emergency Department. I saw so many battered women down there it made me sick. Rather than get a rusty razor and go hunt down the assholes responsible, which wasn’t really practical, I’d come home, watch videos of men being tortured and masturbate, fantasizing that it was me doing the torturing, and that it was the abusive assholes responsible for all the broken bones, beaten-in faces and cut-up breasts I’d seen that were getting their just deserts.

“It helped me get to sleep, you know. And I just thought, after your run-in with Doctor Pervert this morning, it might help you too. What do you think?”

Mistress Shanna laughed suddenly, for the first time all day. She drained the last of her Jack Daniels and set the glass aside.

“What do I think? I think you’re just trying to get out of the wildly exciting, hours-long fisting you know you’ve got coming, but I also think it just might work. I’ve seen a few pornos in my time, but nothing like what you describe and now I can’t wait.

“Well played, slave. Let’s get naked on the bed and see what you’ve got. Maybe you can forestall the fisting after all. On the other hand, maybe you’ll just get me fired up enough to do it to you all night instead of for just an hour or two. Let’s find out, shall we?”

The DVD player had a five-disk carousel. Into this Sara loaded the cream of her collection. Since they didn’t have to be at work again until Monday they had the whole weekend ahead of them, for better or worse. They cuddled together, both of them with glasses of black Jack on the rocks with the bottle and ice bucket nearby. Sara picked up the remote, and the film fest that redeemed her destiny began.

For hours they watched as collared and leashed men were outrageously humiliated and that was just for warm-up. Gagged and bound in the most painful and restrictive fashion imaginable they were paddled, whipped, caned and beaten with any number of other arcane implements. Dripping wax, electro-shock, piercing needles, thumbscrews and the stretching rack tortured them beyond belief. Of course every single one of them was butt-fucked at some point, and there were no shortage of fisting scenes either. Several of the slaves were subjected to genital abuse and anal insertions that made what they’d done to Tommy look like loving foreplay. At last, nearly hysterical with hilarity and more than a little drunk, Mistress Shanna gave Sara the opening she’d been hoping for.

“Goddamn it, where’s Doctor Wycombe when you need him? He and every other man alive should be kept just like these guys: cross-dressed, pissed on, collared, branded, ball-gagged, cock-locked, tied up, beaten and butt-fucked to within an inch of their lives! I can’t believe I’ve been squandering my precious energy torturing you all the time, when there are so many guys out there who deserve it so much more. We need a slave of our own girlfriend!”

“Well actually that was the original plan,” Sara laughed right back. “Remember how you wanted to know what my intention for the closet was? Well I was planning to seduce some sissy guy and move him in there. He was going to be our housekeeper, whipping-boy, and ass-slave. But you couldn’t wait, you had to have one right away. And that’s how I ended up where I am!”

Shanna gaped at her a minute, her mouth a comical capital ‘O’. Then she began shrieking out gales of more hysterical laughter than ever, rolling around on the bed and kicking her legs helplessly. Every time she began to regain control, she peeked through the hands plastered over her face at unlucky Slave Sara and was convulsed with mirth again. But at last the fit passed. Still snorting and chuckling a bit, she pulled herself to Sara and took her in her arms.

“Okay, better late than never.

“We’ll get our slave, and he can have your punishment cell. But first we’ll need to go shopping for toys, tools, implements, restraints, and dominatrix outfits like the bitches in the videos had. But remember: no matter how much fun we have being Mistresses together, you’re still my slave and you always will be. Nothing on Earth or in any heaven can ever change that.”

“Beloved Mistress, I wouldn’t have it any other way!” Sara declared. “Are you still going to fist me now?”

“Are you kidding?” Mistress Shanna giggled weakly again, wiping ineffectually at her eyes. “I am absolutely knackered. I never laughed like that in my life. For that, you’ve earned a reward. Go ahead and pick out any dildo you want and strap it on. Then come back here and fuck my pussy until I come.

“I love you so much, Slave Sara. You really are too much. Let’s screw ourselves to sleep so we can go shopping in the morning.”

More ecstatically happy than she could have ever credited, Sara did exactly as ordered. And when Mistress climaxed she did as well, in a mutual apotheosis of love and bliss that blew away every orgasm she’d ever had.

They slept together in each other’s arms then, dreaming of the wonderfully fulfilling future they were about to create together. And all the while those DVDs played on in the background, coloring those dreams with a heavenly specificity.

Alan


8.

Alan Young Jr. was mortified beyond belief, and for a number of reasons.

Even though he was a legal adult at eighteen years of age, he was bent over the back of the living room couch and having his bare ass paddled by his stepmother, the only mother he’d ever known. That was cause enough for extreme humiliation. The reason he was being beaten filled him with profound feelings of inadequacy, more fuel for the fire. He was also terribly embarrassed to be crying like a baby, which he always did when being chastised no matter how desperately he tried to be a man about it. His pants and underwear were yanked down around his ankles and his shirt up to his shoulder-blades in back, leaving him practically naked in front of his mother, which was another limitlessly demeaning imposition for an adolescent male. But the absolute worst off all was the unbearably shameful fact that despite being in agony with tears streaming down his burning face he actually had an unconscionably intense erection.

This too always happened to him whenever he was physically punished – as he had been several times a week for his entire life and every day for the last eight with ever increasing severity – and he had no idea why. It was a reflex that had plagued him since childhood. He certainly didn’t enjoy being beaten and humiliated, and he had no sexual attraction whatsoever toward his stepmother, who was a nasty, hulking, shovel-faced brute of a woman.

At forty-one Myra Young was an immense six foot-six and weighed in at well over three hundred pounds. As a former institutional cook she was extremely fond of her own concoctions, which she still prepared in job lots. But beneath the fat layering her monstrous frame there was still plenty of hard muscle built up from years of handling heavy pots, hauling endless boxes and sacks of ingredients, kneading dough for thousands upon thousands of rolls of bread and endlessly stirring enormous kettles full of thick liquids.

Also left over from those days was her industrial grade kitchen paddle. Three feet of solid oak, with a handle nearly an inch thick and a blade that was four inches wide and eight in length she no longer used this to stir vats of soups, stews, sauces, chili or other food. Nowadays she used it exclusively to beat Alan’s bare ass.

She’d been at this for over fifteen minutes already, and showed no sign of stopping any time soon. Lately she’d been keeping it up for half an hour or more. But despite the impassioned fervor with which she wielded that heavy paddle she wasn’t nearly out of breath. She continued to angrily castigate Alan as she whaled away at him, not missing a single stroke against his bruised and calloused buttocks.

“Don’t tell me how hard you’ve been trying to find employment! I don’t believe a word of it! I’d bet my last penny you’ve just been slouching around town without even properly looking. A week out of high school and more, and you still don’t have a job! It never took that long to find work in my day. Work came to find me!

“You are not going to go through life like your father young man, I can tell you that right now! I simply will not permit it! Lazy, shiftless, good-for-nothing drunk that he was, running off and leaving me to raise his useless son for him – and now look at you! Can’t even help support your mother, who slaved and sacrificed for you all these years! I will not end up destitute because of you, you lazy shit! You owe me a comfortable retirement!”

Alan continued to cry like a tormented child, but inside he was boiling with resentment as well as shame.

There hadn’t been any slaving or sacrifice on Myra’s part for well over the last six of ‘all those years’. His ‘mother’ had injured her back picking up a fifty-pound bag of flour, and hadn’t worked a single day since. Instead she’d lived on disability and welfare – and Vicodin – and demanded Alan turn over every cent he’d earned, first through a paper delivery route and then at a below minimum wage job washing dishes she’d arranged for him at age fifteen. He was expected to pay for his own meager upkeep (it seemed he was always hungry) while she sat around popping pills like candy, stuffing her face and complaining.

Myra Young had a long list of people and institutions she blamed for her situation.

At the top of this of course were Alan and his father, whom neither of them had seen since Alan was eight. Then in varying order depending on the day in question were the hospital where she used to work and had injured herself, the doctors who had supposedly botched her treatment and now stinted her prescriptions, determined to ‘wean her off’ them, the pharmacist who refused to refill those prescriptions until the very date printed on the label, the state and federal governments who were so chintzy with their food stamps and welfare payments (particularly the Democrats for some reason, which was odd because it was the Republicans that invariably slashed such programs), the neighbors she thrived on antagonizing, anyone Alan tried to befriend (always unsuccessfully thanks to her) and anyone else they knew or she saw on TV who happened to arouse her ire at any particular time.

Of course Myra’s supposedly crippling disability didn’t seem to affect her capacity to swing a heavy wooden stirring paddle one bit. She managed to get her whole back into this just fine. Alan ground his teeth as he was beaten, sobbed helplessly on and felt his face flame with shame as the only mother he’d ever known condemned him as a useless lay-about for again failing to find a job, when he’d spent all day tirelessly but uselessly pounding the pavement. He wanted nothing more than to give a righteous roar of outrage, rear up off the couch, turn around, rip the paddle away from her and give her a taste of her own medicine for a change. But of course he couldn’t do that. And the fact that he was no more capable of standing up for himself than suppressing his constant sobbing (or his abysmally shameful and utterly inexplicable erection) only added to his impotent rage and limitless humiliation.

Ever since Alan could remember he’d been shy and retiring. He was insecure to the point of extreme timidity. Even before his overbearing, domineering stepmother had driven his father away for good with her unrelenting abuse he’d had no proper male role model to help him craft a suitably confident self-image.

He was an only child, with no big brother or even uncle or older male cousin to look up to. Al Young Senior’s method for dealing with the harridan he’d stupidly married on the rebound after his beloved wife died in childbirth was to either sullenly ignore her ranting or go out and hit the bars and then find himself a whore. And when that was no longer good enough he simply left town one night with no forwarding address.

Either that, or Myra had simply brained him and disposed of the body, a possibility Alan didn’t discount and which increased his abject terror of her. In any case, with his father out of the picture Alan became the sole focus of his mother’s irrational rage and the only outlet for the abuse she seemed genetically compelled to dish out. His entire life he’d been beaten, belittled, and terrorized by her. By now he was utterly cowed, trembling miserably under her complete domination and unable to defy her in the slightest way. And of course even if by some miracle he ever developed the guts to stand up to her, this would surely only earn him even worse treatment.

Myra had no compunction whatsoever against winning her arguments with her fists. She was a bully born and bred, and confirmed by endless practice. Not only that, she was over twice Alan’s weight and towered over him by more than a foot. It would take a gun to give him any chance against her and barring a lucky shot, a hell of lot of bullets to bring her down.

Alan’s most fervent dream and endless motivation was to escape her tyranny once and for all, to just slip away into the night as his father had done. That was the real reason he pounded the streets from dawn to dusk: not to get a job in order to subsidize his hated stepmother, but to earn enough money for an apartment of his own or even a one-way bus ticket across the state. Unfortunately the country was in the worst recession in generations. Alan didn’t care what things had been like in his mother’s day, in his day jobs were very hard to come by. And he was pathetically ill-suited to those that were available.

The government was pumping stimulus spending into infrastructure projects. But construction bosses took one look at Alan’s short, slender frame and underdeveloped physique and practically laughed him out of their office. He could cook and clean of course. His mother had made him a housework drudge since he could practically walk. But hotels and restaurants simply weren’t hiring. He couldn’t even get a minimum-wage position flipping fast-food burgers or washing dishes. The only people who really seemed to be in demand were those with computer skills. That ruled Alan out right away.

Myra wouldn’t have one in the house. She called them the devil’s machines because of the easy availability of pornography on-line. Alan had fumbled his way through a few school classes that required their use, but he didn’t have the faintest idea how the damn things actually worked or even how to hook one up. His unfamiliarity with a device most people took for granted inhibited his job search in other ways too.

Since he couldn’t use the internet to look for employment or circulate his resume (which was blank aside from his paper route and off-the-books dishwashing job in any case), Alan was reduced to going about the city on foot the old-fashioned way.

This door-to-door business was wearing him out after barely a week. Even when he did manage to obtain an interview, his lack of experience or a college education, and his utter inability to project confidence or assertiveness saw him tossed right back out on the street again within minutes. His sheltered and intimidated upbringing had left Alan short on social skills and woefully unprepared for the world of employment, and he was rapidly running out of ideas.

Alan had tried to explain all this before the beating and haranguing had begun. It had been completely dismissed and disregarded at the time. But as Myra at last wound up his latest paddling she gave him one more dubious avenue to explore.

“I should have known better than to expect you to make it on your own. You’ve got your lazy, filthy father’s blood in you, and he never amounted to anything either. I suppose I’d better see what I can do for you if I ever expect you to contribute to this household.

“You go down to Milton Hospital in the morning, where I used to work in the kitchens. I’ll write you a letter of introduction. They owe me after I worked there for over a decade and then destroyed my back picking up that damn sack of flour. Maybe they can find a use for you. Now get in the other room and clean up my supper dishes. After that I want all the floors vacuumed and I don’t want to see a single speck of lint when you’re finished.”

Whimpering and sniffling Alan pushed himself upright. He tried to get his pants and briefs up fast, but it wasn’t fast enough. His mother saw his erection jutting out and immediately launched into the same screaming tirade she had a thousand times before.

“You filthy little pervert! How many times have I told you I never want to see that despicable little thing poking up? I ought to cut it off right now! That’s the problem with all you men in a nutshell! You just can’t keep that sinful fucking thing limp and hidden like it belongs!

“Your goddamn father gave me herpes for life, did you know that? He and his hell-bound prostitutes are going to suffer an eternity in the lake of fire, I guarantee you that! And so will you if you don’t learn to keep that thing under control!”

This was a story even older than how lazy and useless Alan and his father both were and always had been.

Sex was the original sin, and all fornicators were going straight to the lake of fire. If Myra so much as heard of Alan talking to a girl, or watching a long list of forbidden TV shows (they had only basic cable) or even staring at a model in a commercial too long, out came the paddle and the same old lecture. And woe unto him if she barged into the bathroom or his bedroom – which she did with fanatically dedicated constancy – and caught him playing with himself. Even a stain on his pajamas from a blameless nocturnal emission would bring on hours of excruciating punishment.

As a result of all this Alan had never been out on a date. He’d never so much as touched a girl’s hand and he’d never successfully masturbated. He’d never seen a naked woman even in a movie or photo. He’d experienced ejaculation only four times and only through dreams that were as scary and inexplicable as they were exciting. Yet every time he had his ass paddled he sprouted an immediate erection. It was all a mystery to him, particularly since he’d been forced to skip the sex education classes along with the other kids whose parents objected to these. He knew what sex was of course, and the sight of a well-built woman filled him with a maddening carnal craving. And though he believed in hell no more than Santa Claus or the tooth fairy, or that all humanity had descended from one couple damned for listening to the wrong talking snake, thoughts of sex always filled him with shame and uneasiness as well as helpless longing.

So with no idea whatsoever about the utterly inconceivable future to which his hopeless job search was about to lead him, Alan tucked his mortifying member away and went to do his chores. That night as he settled into his narrow, lonely bed to sleep (on his belly as usual), he once again swore to himself that he would do anything, anything at all to escape this house, his tyrannical mother, and his entire dreary, intolerably miserable existence.


9.

The next morning Alan was up early, as usual. He showered, combed his short blonde hair carefully and dressed in a shirt and tie. Carrying a bag lunch and the note from his mother (and wasn’t that humiliating), he was out looking for work again by eight o’clock.

His first stop was the hospital of course. But their employment office didn’t open to the public until nine. He wandered around for a while and then noticed a bulletin board covered with postings. With nothing more productive to do he strolled over.

This area of the hospital served not the general public but the people who worked there. The board seemed to serve the function of facilitating contacts between them. There were lost and found notices, pleas from people looking to share rides, sign-up sheets for a poker tournament, office pools and a softball league, solicitations for donations and volunteer work, admonitions about giving blood and observing proper hygiene, but no job offers. Alan was about to turn away when an ornately lettered flyer tucked down in one corner caught his eye.

WANTED:

For Roommate, Male 18-21

Minimal Accommodations, but Free Room and Board

in Exchange for Housekeeping.

Call Shanna and Sara J

Below this was a phone number. The bottom of the sheet had been sliced into fringe, with the names and numbers printed on every tab, smile-face and all. Only two tabs were missing.

Alan’s heart was suddenly racing. Free room and board in exchange for housekeeping? That was a hell of a lot better than his current situation, where he also had to turn over every penny he earned. And surely this room, minimally accommodating or not, wouldn’t feature a tyrannical mother barging in without warning several times a day. He could play with himself all he liked and maybe finally learn to jerk off! And the thought of escaping the hideous bitch who had raised him to become the roommate of two girls was just far too priceless to be believed.

For one thing it would be a true act of rebellion against Myra, who’d done everything she could to keep him as far away from the opposite sex as possible. For another, being in close proximity to women on a daily basis for the first time would surely be good for him. He might actually learn how to talk to girls. Maybe they were even pretty, friendly (the smile-face seemed to indicate that) and unattached. If not, perhaps they had acquaintances that were. The age range they were asking for seemed to indicate they were young like him. Perhaps they were recently out of school themselves. Suddenly the possibilities for female interaction seemed unlimited.

Before he could get too carried away Alan reminded himself that the priority here was to escape his stepmother. Even if Sara and Shanna were fat, fifty-something old biddies he couldn’t possibly find himself worse off than he currently was. What a laugh if by sending him to the hospital Myra managed to send him straight out of her life for good! The irony was simply too delicious, especially if the girls really were his own age or close to it. The bitch would simply die, perhaps literally. Hearing that he was living (in sin!!) with two young women might bring on a heart attack, stroke, and brain aneurism simultaneously.

Alan already knew he was going to call. This was his big chance, a golden opportunity sent on a silver platter right out of the clear blue sky. The only question was whether he was going to take just one of the little numbered tabs or abscond with the whole damn flyer.

There was something to be said for eliminating the competition.

Alan didn’t need his mother to tell him he wasn’t God’s gift to women. Besides being short and slender at only five foot-five and barely a hundred and thirty pounds he wasn’t exactly ruggedly handsome. Rather he’d been called baby-faced all his life, and being fair-haired he couldn’t grow a beard if it meant the death penalty. And while pleasingly round and symmetrical his cheeks and other features had a delicate, almost effeminate cast to them. He’d been bullied mercilessly at school as well as at home, called fag and homo and sissy more times than he could possibly count. His shyness and inability to stand up for himself only compounded the problem.

Graduation had been the greatest day of Alan’s life solely on account of how it had put an end to this nightmare. Now Shanna and Sara were advertising specifically for a male roommate. They might take one look at him and laugh in his face.

That decided him. Alan took the flyer.

Of course there might be dozens of them posted all over the hospital. Its home computer-generated nature had a look of mass production about it. But if this was it then only two people had gotten here ahead of him. And no one would be calling after him.

Furtively folding the flyer and stuffing it in his pocket, Alan checked his watch.

It was eight thirty-five. Was it too early to call?

Well so what if it was? The days of waking people up were over – everyone had voicemail now. After a moment spent casting around looking for a bit of privacy Alan at last went into the blessedly empty men’s restroom. He locked himself into the last stall, dropped his pants, sat down and urinated. Nervous excitement made this a necessity. Then for five minutes or so he sat devising and rehearsing the message he would leave if he got sent straight to voicemail or an answering machine. Then, his fingers trembling, he got out the cell phone his mother had given him so she could harass and belittle him around the clock wherever he happened to be. It took him three tries to punch in the number correctly. Then he pressed ‘send’ and put it to his ear. The phone was midway through its third ring when it was picked up.

“Hi, this is Sara.”

Oh my God, she was young, she was definitely young! Alan’s heart stuttered, his tongue stuck in his suddenly dry mouth and he couldn’t think of thing to say.

“Hello?”

“Hi!” he suddenly blurted out, terrified that she might hang up. Then in a rush he began babbling, his carefully worked out approach forgotten. “I’m – I mean my name is Alan Young. I’m down here at the hospital, Milton Hospital you know. I’m down by the employment office, I came looking for a job, I’m just a week out of high school you see, and can’t find work anywhere and my mother said…”

With horror Alan abruptly realized he was talking about his mother to this girl. Immediately he was dying with chagrin and tongue-tied again. Sounding amused, the girl prodded him.

“Yes? Alan, is it? What did your mommy tell you, Alan?”

“That I might find a job here,” Alan croaked, wishing that a hole to the underworld would crack open beneath him and save him from this terrible mortification. Then with a monumental effort he got a hold of himself and pushed on, desperate to salvage the situation before it was blown irretrievably – if it wasn’t already. What had he been thinking?

“What I meant to say is that I saw your flyer for a roommate: free lodging in exchange for housekeeping. I’d very much like to take you up on that, if it’s not too late.”

“Why is that Alan?” The girl – Sara was her name – was definitely teasing him now, but not in a mean or spiteful way. At least it seemed that way to Alan, whose social skills may have been lacking but who had endured far more than his fair share of teasing over the years. “Is it because you’re still living with Mommy right now?”

“Yes,” Alan admitted, simply broiling with embarrassment, but knowing that a lie would be painfully transparent. “And I’m desperate to change that situation at the earliest opportunity – more desperate than you can possibly imagine.”

“Good!” Sara surprised Alan by giggling. Then she covered the phone for a minute, surely to consult with her roommate. When she returned to the line, Sara jumped beyond just surprising to simply astonishing Alan.

“You might be exactly what we’re looking for. Do you know the little playground outside, in the courtyard over by the pediatric wing?”

“No. But I’m sure I can find it.”

“Good enough. Meet us there at ten-thirty for an interview. Now, I need to know what you look like. It wouldn’t do for us to just dismiss you as some other lost little boy, out all alone without his mommy.”

She was teasing him again, but Alan could take it. He’d been teased all his life after all and he still didn’t hear any real malice in Sara’s voice.

“I’m rather short and skinny, only five-foot-five. I’ve got yellow-blonde hair and kind of a baby-face. I’m wearing dress slacks, a white shirt and tie.”

“Better and better,” remarked Sara, genuine interest and – he could swear – a bit of excitement replacing her amused tone. “We’ll see you then, Alan.”

She hung up before Alan could offer his thanks or indeed any other word. In response he just sat there, slumped on the toilet seat with his pants and underwear around his ankles. His stupefied amazement was so great it outweighed his excitement and delight – but only for a time.

After a disastrous start, that couldn’t possibly have gone better! He could be out of the house by this weekend even! At last Alan stood and pulled up his pants. After carefully tearing off and pocketing one of the numbered tabs he ripped up the incriminating flyer and flushed it. Then forgetting all about his original errand he set out to find the playground. He had better than an hour and a half in which to do so, but what the hell. Suddenly he’d be damned if he’d go looking for a job with a note from his mother in hand.

After a bit of searching Alan located the playground. It wasn’t much.

Set well back from the parking lot in a grassy little courtyard was a rectangle of safety gravel enclosed by wooden beams. There was a badly dented slide, a set of concrete rings and a swing-set. Three swings with sling-type canvas seats hung from rather rusty chains.

The place had a forlorn and disused air, as if even ailing children in need of any amusement they could get couldn’t be bothered with it. As Alan sat down in the center swing he saw a scattering of cigarette butts crushed into the gravel by his feet. Apparently the only use this place ever saw was when employees needed to sneak out for an illicit smoke.

Lacking anything else to do and trying to take his mind off his nervousness, Alan gathered up the butts and carried them to a nearby trash can. After that there was nothing to do but enjoy the sunny, late-June morning and wait.

It amused him – and made him a bit foolishly uneasy despite himself – that he was doing exactly what his mother had been falsely accusing him of all week long. Here he was, blowing off looking for a job to laze the morning away. He supposed his father would be proud. To take his mind off irrational stirrings of guilt Alan tried to picture his mother’s reaction when she woke up some morning soon to find him gone, just like his old man. That would teach the vicious old bitch. For a time then he composed farewell letters in his mind, each more mocking and insulting than the last. When he tired of that, he began trying to imagine what his prospective roommates might look like. When they finally began walking toward him an hour or so later though – it had to be them, no one else had approached the little playground all morning – he was floored to find that his most hopeful wishes had failed utterly to do either of them justice.

Even dressed primly in identical nurse’s uniforms they were the most stunningly lovely women he’d ever met. Perhaps five years his senior they both had dark hair, blue eyes, and large breasts that made his palms itch with the hopeless need to touch them. The slightly shorter and slimmer girl on the left was truly beautiful, fashion-model beautiful with long black hair and the most arresting eyes. Her companion, while more everyday-attractive, had the larger breasts of the two and was regarding him with a quirky, amused smile as they approached. Alan guessed intuitively that this was Sara, the one to whom he’d spoken, and he chose to focus most of his attention on her. Looking too much at the other girl was likely to turn him half-witted again, pop an embarrassing erection or maybe just keel over dead with amazement that such a woman would even notice his existence.

The ladies stopped a few feet away and looked him over critically. Belatedly remembering his manners, Alan rose hastily to introduce himself.

“Hi, I’m…”

“Alan.” The short-haired girl cut him off. “Sit back down, Alan.”

Alan dropped like a puppet whose strings had been cut. The girls shared an amused glance. Sara – Alan recognized her voice now – even laughed a little.

“He takes orders nicely, doesn’t he, dear? Mommy’s done quite a job on him.” The other girl merely continued to evaluate Alan with a look that was speculative and frankly unnerving.

“I’m Sara. We spoke on the phone. This is Shanna. As you can see, we’re nurses here. We don’t have much time for housekeeping, but we do have a little room, not much more than a closet really, which we’re not currently using. We’re interested in letting you stay there to cook and clean for us. Can you cook?”

“Yes ma’am. I’ve been cooking – and cleaning – all my life. And my mother (actually she’s my stepmother) is the most picky, demanding bitch ever, and a former professional cook. If I can cook and keep house up to her standards, I can satisfy anyone.”

Sara and Shanna shared another unnerving smile. Then as one they moved forward and sat down on the swings to either side of him. Already acutely nervous, Alan felt himself trembling a bit at this proximity. Then he almost dropped dead from a heart attack himself when lovely Shanna turned toward him, took his hand in both of hers and spoke for the first time.

“Tell us about your mother, Alan. Give us the whole story or the ten minute version at least. Tell us why you’re so desperate to move out.”

His heart hammering furiously, Alan couldn’t keep up with the number of firsts occurring. This was the first time a girl had ever willingly sat next to him. It was the first time a girl had ever held his hand. It was the first time (except for Sara) a girl had ever spoken to him without mockery. It was the first time anyone had ever shown him any tenderness, or asked about his problems. And it was the most beautiful girl he’d ever seen doing all these things.

Fighting a lump in his throat, Alan found himself pouring out the entire profoundly humiliating story of his life: how his stepmother kept him isolated, subjugated, and beaten down, how he’d never had a friend in his life or a date, how he was supposed to stay with her and support her drug habit for the rest of her life, and mostly how he was too timid and helpless to do anything about any of this. He needed to get out, absolutely had to before she warped the rest of his miserable life the way she had his formative years. At last, wiping tears from his cheeks with free hand and still unable to look up at the girls on either side of him, Alan fell silent. After a beat, Sara spoke to Shanna over his bowed head.

“He sounds perfect to me. What do you think?”

“I agree.”

Shanna let go of Alan’s hand and checked her watch.

“We have to get upstairs to work now Alan. If you’re free on Saturday – that’s the day after tomorrow – we’d like you to stop by the apartment. If you can live with the accommodations, then you can move in as soon as you want.”

“Can’t I just move straight in on Saturday?” he asked meekly. “I’m sure everything will be perfectly wonderful. I’d live in a cupboard under the kitchen sink like a house mouse to get away from my stepmother.”

“Okay Alan, that’s fine.”

The girls were already standing up and preparing to leave. “We’ll see you at noon on Saturday. Call us at eleven and we’ll give you the address. Just don’t show up with a lot of stuff, or most of it is going right into the dumpster.”

“Okay ladies. Thank you so much by the way! This is going to be super, a whole new start for me! Maybe even a whole new life like I’ve never dared to dream about!”

Shanna and Sara were already walking away. Either this or something else struck them as funny, for together they burst out laughing. They clutched each other for a moment in a way that seemed a bit too intimate for just friends. Then Sara waved dismissively and they continued on without acknowledging him further.

Alan didn’t care. His heart was suddenly singing paeans, doing back-flips and cavorting about his chest in celebration.

It wasn’t quite eleven in the morning yet. And already this was the greatest day of his life; the day which he was certain he would eventually look back upon and exult about how everything had changed for good after he met the lovely and compassionate Shanna and Sara.


10.

Once the only interview that mattered to him had finished, and Alan had taken a quarter of an hour to gleefully savor its success, he stirred himself to go through the motions of looking for a job. He didn’t bother with the note in his pocket and it wouldn’t have done any good in any case. His mother’s notions of the influence she wielded were as delusional as everything else in her drug-addicted head. The hospital wasn’t hiring any kitchen staff any more than anyone else was. Alan learned this immediately, and then couldn’t find it within himself to care. With his escape from home secured he no longer had any real motivation to find employment. Even the fear of his mother had evaporated, and after spending a listless afternoon wandering door to door again he went home to take his latest beating with perfect equanimity.

Let Myra do her worst. One more day after this and she’d have only the memory of him to chastise. When Friday arrived he didn’t even go through the motions. Why bother? He had a simply heavenly job lined up already, didn’t he? It didn’t pay a cent but so what? He was going to be the cook and housekeeper for two amazingly beautiful nurses. He would have a roof over his bed and food in his belly, and that was all he needed. The fact that his bosses, landlords and cohabitants were going to be lovely young ladies was just an incredible bonus. When Alan left the house the first thing he did was locate a storage facility and determine what it would cost to rent one of their lockers. Then he went to the nearest park to laze the day away.

For a while as he strolled around the grass and trees and admired the big landscaped pond Alan replayed the previous morning’s interview over and over in his head, particularly the part where Shanna sat down next to him and took his hand.

Such incredible kindness had never been shown to him by anyone in his life. He still struggled to comprehend his luck at first seeing their flyer, then finding Sara and Shanna to be young and beautiful, and above all so understanding of his humiliating situation.

Most amazing of all was the way these infinitely desirable older women had immediately accepted and even seemed to value him despite his manifest shortcomings. After his experiences with the reflexive cruelty of the girls he’d known in high school, they really seemed too good to be true. At last he decided it came down to a simple matter of maturity and compassion on their part. They were nurses after all.

Already Alan was ridiculously enamored with both ladies. Soon his reminisces had given way to profoundly unrealistic fantasies about one or the other of them (it didn’t matter which though of course Shanna had proved nicer and was hotter) falling in love with him. He pictured himself ecstatically enjoying his first kiss, getting to fondle and suckle those remarkable breasts and then finally losing his virginity to their gentle experience and lovingly unrestrained passion. He even got so far as to explore vague imaginings about the three of them frolicking in bed together, engaging in all kinds of complicated sexual congress. Sheltered as he was Alan had heard of such things. Of course his erection became an aching constant as he dreamed, and his face flamed with unease and shame as it always did at the slightest provocation.

Finally to take his mind off such upsetting fancies – and to allow his futilely straining penis a break – Alan pulled a pen from his pocket along with the note his mother had written to the hospital kitchen for him.

On the back of this he wrote a long, angry, insulting and accusatory letter to her, severing their ties completely and renouncing their relationship forever, finishing by encouraging her to do the world a favor and drop fucking dead. He carefully folded and re-pocketed this. Then he found a nice cool, shady spot amongst some trees and spent the afternoon napping. He was going to have a busy night.

Alan overslept a bit however, leading to another incredibly momentous experience. These were about to become routine for him. As a result of his miscalculation he was ten minutes late getting home, and his mother immediately fell on him.

“Where the hell have you been!” she shrieked. “I know you didn’t find a job yet or you would have called to say so. So what possible reason could you have for not being here by five-fifteen as always?”

“I fell asleep in Dover Park,” Alan remarked carelessly. “My feet hurt from walking and I sat down to rest them a bit. I guess I dozed off.”

“You were sleeping in the park!” Myra screeched as if Alan had just admitted to throwing feces at His Holiness the Pope.

“Your feet hurt! Buster, I’ll hurt more than your feet for you!” She seized Alan by the ear and dragged him to the back of the couch, against which her paddle was already leaning of course. In short order Alan had his pants and underwear around his ankles once again and was bent way over with his face against the cushions. By the time the blows started his idiot penis was already straining against the upholstery, trying madly to climb upright but being stymied by the pressure of his body on the old worn leather. Once again he found himself crying helplessly, his face burning with shame and his guts roiling with outrage. But this was going to be the last time goddamn it! He swore that after today he’d never be beaten again…

Alan let his thoughts return to his soon-to-be roommates at this. Picturing their lovely faces, amazing breasts and white stocking-clad legs as he was paddled helped him to endure his final punishment, at least at first. But gradually an upsetting conflict began to afflict him.

The sexual arousal that had accompanied his earlier fantasizing recurred, spurred on by the physical stimulation of his erection throbbing against the couch. Fantasy and reality abetted each other, arousal making him harder and his hardness further arousing him. But then the thought of what the girls would think of him if they knew about the way being beaten by his mother made him erect flooded Alan with mortification even more extreme than usual. Pain, shame, arousal, and the image of the girls scornfully laughing at him churned through him in a sickening, conflicting mix, and he wept harder than ever in his unprecedented turmoil. His mother had blessedly fallen silent for once as she beat him, voicing only guttural grunts of effort with every powerful swing of her paddle against his ass. Trying to coerce some sense out of his senseless upset, particularly the age-old mystery of how he could possibly become tumescent by merely being beaten, Alan at last forced the disparate images and impulses afflicting him together in a bizarre new fashion. Suddenly he imagined it was the girls who were punishing him, and not his hated beast of a mother.

Somehow he’d screwed up the laundry settings. He’d ruined their nurses’ uniforms, and they had nothing to wear to work. Furious at him, dressed only in their underwear, they’d stripped him of not just his pants and jockeys but everything else. Then they took turns beating his naked body, one of them holding him helpless while the other viciously paddled his ass. Barely contained by their brassieres, their enormous breasts bounced all around and jiggled wildly in his face as they wrestled to control and discipline him.

That was a scenario worthy of arousal, and the terrible shame Alan felt at being so inexplicably turned on lessened. Increased carnality surged to fill the vacancy, and soon he was more aroused than ever in his life, wallowing in this perverse fantasy as the agony in his ass climbed ever higher. Meanwhile the churning in his gut spread down his abdomen, eventually centering in his aching groin. Madly driven by this Alan squirmed his crotch against the hard back of the couch, crushing his radically back-bent erection against the smooth leather and gasping at the way the pain just made it strain ever harder. On and on continued this strange ordeal, and before he could properly credit the fact he was somehow reveling in every facet of it. That desperate churning intensified, making his testicles tingle and seem to contract. With a swooning sense of déjà-vu, a feeling Alan suddenly recognized from dimly remembered dreams began to build within him. He cried out, trying to stop what was happening and yet finding he was being swept deliriously along by the flood of emotion and sensation in spite of himself. His skin crawled, his toes curled automatically and he writhed mindlessly in place. Seconds later his trapped tumescence was spasming wildly, and he felt something hot and sticky-thick spurting convulsively out of him.

It was the best and the worst feeling in the world at the same time.

Physical ecstasy and crippling pain; abysmal shame and a profound sense of release and relief all tangled together within him, all of this wrapped about and centered around the unbearably sexy image of underwear-wearing Sara and Shanna combining to physically restrain and brutally beat him. The conflict between sensuality and punishment, pleasure and pain, degradation and apotheosis was wrenching and compelling, stirring and humiliating, and in the heat of this revelatory moment it embedded itself indelibly in both Alan’s immediate memory and deep in his subconscious.

Mountains moved and continents shifted across his inner landscape, opening fissures on unknowable realms and allowing a dark upwelling to permanently reconfigure his bedrock self. And then before this alteration could be properly charted it was over. Alan was once again just bawling like a baby and being beaten by his mother, who was carrying on oblivious to the incredibly momentous thing that had just happened to him.

Perhaps twenty minutes later Myra Young wrapped up the worst – and last – beating she would ever give Alan. She set her paddle down and snarled at him.

“I’ve already put your supper down the garbage disposal. Maybe that will teach you to be home when you’re supposed to! After you wash up the dishes you can take out the trash and scrub the kitchen floor. Then it’s straight to bed with you!”

Myra stomped out onto the porch to ‘watch the street’ as she called it, which meant to scream at any kids who came near and keep both eyes out for possible skirmishes in her never-ending war with the neighbors.

Once she was gone Alan rose woozily to his feet.

He yanked his clothes up over his limp, sticky dick and looked with uneasy fascination at the gooey mess on the back of the couch. What had just happened to him, besides his first ever real orgasm? He didn’t know, and had no time to wonder. He had to hurry and wipe that off there, though the leather would undoubtedly be permanently stained regardless.

That was one more reason to get the hell out of this house forever. Alan cleaned up the mess he’d made, did his chores and then gratefully disappeared into his room. Knowing his mother was certain to check on him he changed into pajamas and got into bed even though it wasn’t even eight o’clock. Then at last he pondered what had happened.

He’d had his first waking orgasm, an unwitting gift from his new roommates, and somehow his bizarre arousal at being beaten had been a contributing factor. Something strange had shifted within him in the process. Beyond these facts however nothing was clear. His reflexive shame at considering matters sexual recurred, and at last Alan pushed the incident out of his mind. He had planning to do.

He went over an interior checklist again and again, determined to overlook nothing. Whenever his mother wrenched open his door to look in on him he feigned sleep, and finally dropped off for real. Thanks to his afternoon nap though he woke back up at around two-thirty. Just to be sure he remained still for another half hour, carefully listening for any movement in the house. At last he eased out of bed.

Moving as quietly as possible Alan dressed. He slipped into the kitchen and took the box of garbage bags from the cupboard. With no suitcase he loaded a couple blankets, his favorite pillow and his clothes into these. He didn’t have many – with his mother’s spending priorities fashion was a predictable sacrifice. With two bags filled he eased open the window and dropped them to the ground outside. He used one more bag for the few other possessions he wasn’t willing to leave behind: a wind-up alarm clock, a number of worn paperback novels, an old Sony Walkman he’d picked up at a garage sale and a few cassettes, a soccer ball, an old Swiss Army knife that had been his fathers, and assorted other detritus of a wasted youth. Then he crept back into the kitchen. He was starving.

From the cupboard he added several cans of food to the bag: peaches, pears, and beef stew mostly. Then he reached carefully to the back and lifted out an old ceramic beer stein. Within this was Myra’s bingo playing money. She rarely went anymore, but there was still a little better than fifty dollars in fives and ones rolled up in there. He pocketed it all, and then almost dropped the stein to shatter explosively in the pin-drop quiet house.

Shuddering with reaction Alan decided not to bother trying to put it away. Instead he left it on the counter, using it to pin down his farewell letter. Then with enormous relief he hefted his bag and slipped out the back door into the incredibly welcoming dark.

Around the side of the house sat the little wagon he’d owned as a child. Alan piled his three bags into this and was off, happy that his foresight had included oiling the wheels when he’d dug this out of the garage the night before. With nary a betraying squeak he fled into the night like his father before him, righteously exultant at his escape.

He made his way back to the park where he’d spent the day. There he used the Swiss Army knife to open a few cans and have his belated dinner. Then wary of muggers he retreated into the trees and holed up for the rest of the night.

In the morning Alan rented a storage locker to which he consigned his soccer ball, winter apparel, one of his blankets and a few other odds and ends. Then he waited on pins and needles for eleven o’clock to finally roll around. The second it did he dialed the girls’ house.

The phone was picked up on the first ring.

“Hello, Alan.”

“How did you know it was me?” He recognized Shanna’s voice. It was slightly higher pitched than Sara’s, and had a coy, almost seductive tone to it this morning.

“We told you to call at eleven. And you’re very obedient, aren’t you, Alan?

“I guess so.”

“We guess so too. And we like that about you. We like it very much. Obedience is extremely important. So are you ready to move into our happy little home?”

“I most definitely am.”

“Wonderful! Our address is thirteen Wilshire Avenue – that’s off Clinton by Goodman Street. We’re in apartment D. We have our own entrance by the side of the building, so don’t try the main door. You can’t get into the apartment that way anyways. We have the door to the hallway sealed off. Privacy is very important too, don’t you think?”

“Yes I do.” Alan’s palms were sweating, his mouth was dry and his heart was suddenly racing. There was something sexually suggestive about this conversation, but he was too socially inept too figure out what it meant.

“I can be there in half an hour or less. Would you like me to come right away, or should I still wait until noon?”

“You can’t wait to come right away, can you, Alan? I bet coming is all you’ve been able to think about since we met the other day. Well, we’re more than ready for you over here. You may come as soon as you’re able to Allie. See you soon.”

The phone went dead in his hand.

Alan stared at it, his mouth drier than ever. Did she just call him Allie? And there was the way she’d repeatedly used the word ‘come’. It seemed to have a definite double meaning. And just last night he’d had his first orgasm while fantasizing about the two of them. If Alan didn’t know better, he’d wonder if Shanna had been ‘coming’ on to him. Uneasy and excited, he tried to push the matter away. Surely he was misinterpreting a perfectly innocent conversation. Suddenly the phone rang right in his hand. For an instant Alan thought it must be Shanna calling him back. But then he saw that it was his mother trying to reach him again.

The bitch had been doing that all morning – good luck, cunt. Alan turned the phone off and stuffed it in his pocket. As soon as he was settled in his new home he intended to stomp the thing to splinters, severing his last link to his old life for good.

Determinedly whistling an upbeat tune, Alan picked up his bags – he was down to two, neither of them particularly heavy – and gave his old wagon a goodbye kick over to a nearby dumpster. Then he set off up the street toward his new home.

A little more than twenty minutes later he reached the building. This was a nondescript two-story brick structure which he guessed housed maybe twelve units, six on each floor. As he rounded the side and proceeded up a recently sealed driveway past a two-door sedan (“Nurses do it with Feeling” read the bumper sticker) a screen door banged open and Sara emerged onto the step. Alan’s heart almost stopped dead at the sight of her.

Gone was the prim nurse’s uniform in favor of a summer outfit that bordered on the scandalous. Between the sandals on her feet and her ripped and frayed, cut-off blue jean shorts (very short indeed) Sara’s legs were tanned, bare, and breathtaking. And beneath her sleeveless, scoop-necked top her massive breasts were clearly braless. She giggled at his eye-popping, jaw-dropping reaction and called out to him in her already familiar teasing manner.

“Well, well, look who’s here: it’s none other than little Allie, our new live-in maid and housekeeper! Come on in, Allie, and bring your stuff.”

It seemed he had a nickname already. Alan wasn’t sure he cared for it – it had a diminutive and almost effeminate ring to it. But as no one had cared to give him one before he certainly wasn’t going to start complaining, especially while Sara favored him with a wide, twinkling smile and held the door for him. Pushing past her his arm brushed unavoidably against her breasts and she laughed again, giving him a playful swat on the ass.

“Naughty boy, Allie! Not even through the door yet and you’re already copping a feel. I think we’ve got a pervert on our hands, Shanna!”

“It takes one to know one now, doesn’t it?” came the reply from inside. Then for the second time in minutes Alan thought he would die on the spot from amazement and arousal.

Shanna was even more provocatively dressed than her friend was. Knee-high spike-heeled boots gave her about four inches on him, and between these and her tight, black leather miniskirt her bare legs were even more perfectly shaped than Sara’s. But it was her tightly clinging white silk blouse that really blew his wheels. Her big spherical breasts were molded exquisitely by this. So firm and high and up-thrusting that they seemed to come charging out of her chest, these were braless as well, and the dark, naturally pointy nipples were clearly visible where they poked out the sheer thin fabric.

Alan tore his eyes away from these with an effort, only to have them drawn helplessly back again and again. He was infatuated and intimidated all over again, and weak-kneed with lust. Shifting one of his bags in front of him to hide his swiftly growing erection, he cleared his throat and tried to sound casual.

“Good morning, Shanna. It’s beyond great to see you guys again. What do you want me to do with this stuff?”

“Come in through the kitchen here and then set it on the floor by the loveseat for now, Allie. You can put it away in a few minutes. Would you like a glass of ice tea? Sara was about to pour one for the two of us.”

Indeed the braless beauty in question was already reaching into a cupboard for the glasses, her heavy breasts shifting maddeningly about as she did so. Alan became aware again how desiccated his mouth was.

“Yes thank you; that would be wonderful. It’s a hot morning to go tramping through the streets carrying everything you now own.”

Shanna nodded with approval, whether at his acceptance or at the news that he was the next thing to destitute. Alan wasn’t sure. He lugged his bags in as directed, taking in his new home at a glance. On one side was a large living space with windows facing the street; a table with chairs and computers dominating one half and the side near the kitchen occupied by a loveseat, armchair, coffee table and television with a compact stereo tucked into the corner. Opposite this space was a row of three doors, the two on the ends standing open to show a bedroom and bathroom respectively. The closed door between these had a full-length mirror on the front of it and undoubtedly opened on closet space. Clearly that was where he’d be staying: the minimal accommodations he’d been promised. Then Sara was handing him a blessedly cold glass of iced tea, and he turned back toward the kitchen and his wonderful benefactors.

“Thank you so much. And not just for the tea but for taking me in like this. You have no idea how much it means to me to get out on my own, earn my own living and try to dredge up some self-respect. I’ve been my own man since about four o’clock this morning, and it has felt better than I’d ever thought anything possibly could.”

He toasted them with his drink and took a long swallow. While he did, Shanna took her own drink past him, looming over him in her heels and with those amazing breasts just bursting through her thin shirt. She moved to the loveseat, sat down and patted the cushion next to her.

“Come sit down, Allie. Tell Sara and me all about it. Regale us with the tale of your adventures since we last saw you. I’m eager to hear about how a boy runs away from home at the tender age of eighteen.”

Sara took the armchair, and for the second time in three days Alan found himself sitting between these two incredibly desirable older women – and uncomfortably yet excitingly close to beautiful Shanna – and preparing to bare his soul to them.

Prodded by their gentle questions and encouraged by their sympathetic silences, Alan did just that. He told them everything – except about being beaten and having his first orgasm while fantasizing about them of course. When he told them about the letter he’d written they cheered with approval. Finally he finished up by admitting that he was now alone in the world but for the two of them and producing his cell phone.

“This is my last link to that hateful old bitch and I’m going to destroy it right now.”

“Let me do the honors,” said Shanna, her eyes lighting up and her nipples protruding even more through that thin shirt, something Alan would have thought impossible. He would have agreed to just about anything she suggested looking like that.

“Be my guest.” He handed it over.

Shanna claimed it from him and dropped it on the hardwood floor. She used the spike heel of her boot to shatter it, and then the toe to grind the pieces into little shards.

“There: now Sara and I are your entire world. I don’t think you’ll regret that.”

“I don’t either.” Alan sat looking at the pieces for a moment. Then Sara spoke up in her trademark teasing lilt.

“Tell me, Shanna honey, what happened to that darling young housekeeper we were supposed to be getting? I know the broom is in the kitchen by the fridge, but there doesn’t seem to be anyone using it!”

Alan started guiltily, and then jumped to his feet. While the girls laughed and watched him with a glee that was downright indecent, he swept up the remains of his phone and disposed of them. Then he picked up the three empty glasses, wiped off the rings they’d left on the coffee table, washed and dried them and returned them to the cupboard. Then he humbly presented himself for further orders.

“Is there anything else you’d like me to do for you, ladies?”

“Didn’t I say so?” remarked Shanna to Sara, seeming to ignore Alan. “He’s very obedient isn’t he – obedient and eager to please.”

“He certainly is – cute too, in his skinny little teenaged way. He’s going to make an absolutely splendid household slave.”

Slave? Alan assumed Sara was teasing him again. But then Shanna continued, “This wasn’t exactly in the job description. My feet are so sore in these boots – especially after crushing and grinding into dust that bothersome cell phone. Do you suppose our new slave would kneel before me and rub them? Or would that be too much to ask?”

Alan was getting a sickening feeling about this all of a sudden. But his heart was also throbbing in his chest, and an unwilling excitement flooded through him. Without pausing to count the cost (and what did it matter really, since he was irrevocably committed to staying here) he pushed the coffee table out of the way, knelt before this incredibly sexy and clearly devilishly playful woman and began massaging her right foot through the boot.

Both ladies laughed delightedly, with Sara even clapping her hands once. Speaking through uncontrollable giggles, Shanna corrected him.

“Not like that, Allie. What fun is that? Take the boots off first. And don’t you tickle me now, or your new Mistresses might have to give you a spanking.”

His guts roiling even as his cock hardened in his pants, Alan obeyed. Of course he’d never rubbed a girl’s feet before. But soon he found the task profoundly erotic. Even the way the girls watched him, exchanged comments about his technique and giggled constantly at him began to turn him on. True it was extremely humiliating, but the fact that he was giving the luscious older woman an undeniably sensual pleasure thrilled him despite this.

“Look Sara, I believe our little Allie has an erection. Do you see the way his pants are jutting out in front?”

“Indeed I do. I hope he doesn’t mind us looking at it. It’s only fair after all. He’s been staring at our breasts ever since he walked in here. But perhaps you should ask him.”

“Allie, do you mind us looking at the bulge in your pants?”

Alan couldn’t believe this was happening. Nevertheless he cleared his throat and answered Shanna respectfully.

“No ma’am.”

“He’s so well mannered, isn’t he, Sara? Allie, can you say ‘No, Mistress’ to me instead?”

“No, Mistress. I don’t mind you looking at me. I want you to do whatever makes you happy. I owe you so terribly much for taking me in off the street this way.”

“That’s good, Allie. You remember that now.

“All right, I think we’ve made a splendid beginning to our new and forever unequal relationship. It’s time we got you settled in. I want you to put my boots back on me now, Allie. We need to show you your little cubbyhole.”

“Yes Mistress.”

Both girls beamed and clapped at this unsolicited honorific, and Alan felt a flood of warmth at their approval. He helped Shanna back into her boots. Then he stood, gathered up his bags when directed, and followed the ladies over to the closet. Sara opened the door and flicked on the light, and then stepped aside to let him see. The ladies watched closely for his reaction.

The closet was small and unfinished, with studs showing over bare board walls. Clothes rods with a scattering of wire hangers ran down each side at about six feet off the floor, and there were shelves above this. The bulb overhead was bare, the light switch was outside the door (which of course featured no lock) and there was no electrical outlet that he could see. The concrete floor was covered for about half its width with a narrow pad about an inch thick like those used in gymnasiums – or hospital physical therapy rooms. That was it.

“What are you thinking, Allie?” asked Shanna sweetly.

“I was thinking about Harry Potter’s cupboard under the stairs,” answered Alan truthfully. “But you two make far better company than the wretched Dursleys, who look like saints compared to my mother. This will be fine for me.”

“Good,” answered Shanna. “Of course you’re free to add whatever comforts or decorations you can – posters on the walls and such.

“Well, Sara and I are going on-line for a while. We’ll let you get settled in. We will want our lunch at around two o’clock, so you have until then. Welcome to your new home Allie.”

Someone gave him a hard shove from behind. Almost losing his balance, Alan stumbled forward into the closet, carrying his garbage bags full of belongings with him. The door closed behind him with an authoritative bang.


11.

Alan discovered the knotholes shortly after the ladies shut him in for the night and doused his light.

He’d done what he could to make his new cubbyhole a home. He’d made his pad into a bed of sorts with his pillow and blanket. Realizing he’d forgotten to bring sheets, he asked the ladies if he could borrow one later in the afternoon. They’d had a good laugh giving him an old, garishly pink flower-patterned one that was too girly even for them.

He’d hung up the shirts and two extra pair of pants he’d brought and folded his other clothes and stored them on the shelf above his ‘bed’. By the head of this he placed his wind-up alarm clock and Walkman, and lined up the cassettes and books he’d brought against the rear wall. One of the few other things Alan had brought out of hell was a decorative little tin box with a clipper ship embossed on the lid. He’d stowed his money and Swiss Army knife in this and used it for a bookend, and that was that.

For a while then Alan tried to read, but he was just too stirred up. In the notebook he’d brought he made a list of items to buy: a couple posters as suggested, a shade for the overhead light bulb, some additional batteries for his radio/cassette player, matches and a few candles. Then there was nothing to do but ponder and gloat about his new situation.

So far living with Shanna and Sara was everything he’d dreamed it would be and more.

Of course Alan didn’t include his pathetic love and sex fantasies in those dreams. But even here his expectations had been exceeded already. Reminiscing about rubbing Shanna’s feet gave him a boner all over again. Such intimacies and even their flirtatious banter were so far beyond anything he might have reasonably hoped for that it was all he could do not to pull his pecker out and try really jerking off for the first time even with the ladies separated from him by only a door and a dozen or so feet. It turned out to be a good thing he was able to control his carnal temptation.

Shortly before two o’clock footsteps approached his door and it was wrenched open without even a perfunctory tap. Alan was used to such things of course. But he’d have to be careful choosing his times to explore the orgasmic possibilities his new living situation offered.

“Lunchtime, Allie,” Sara ordered. “Let’s see what your nasty mommy taught you about cooking. It had better be a lot.”

While the ladies sat at the kitchen table and watched him, Alan puttered about and produced a very palatable pot of chili. He was allowed to join in the meal, was complimented on it, and included in the conversation, which dwelled mostly of the ongoing debate about a bill in the state legislature for the approval of gay marriage. Naturally all three of them were much in favor. Afterward Alan stored the leftovers, cleared the table and washed up.

The girls took him around the apartment then, acquainting him with his duties and where all the housekeeping tools and supplies were kept. They invariably called him ‘Allie’ throughout, except when casually referring to him as ‘boy’ and even ‘slave’. This last still disconcerted him a bit, but he supposed he’d get used to it. It was just a teasing little game they liked to play, that was all. And he looked forward with palpitant anticipation to the time he might be offered another unbelievable intimacy like the earlier foot-rubbing.

When it came, that intimacy, while not exactly willingly bestowed on him, was so mind-blowing that Alan once again couldn’t believe his luck. For a while he was even prepared to forgive his stepmother, as it was her sending of him to the hospital to look for work that had eventually made such wonders possible.

“Bedtime, Allie,” Sara announced at nine o’clock.

The three of them had been watching television, Alan in the armchair and the girls cuddled in each other’s arms on the love seat: conclusive proof that the two were lovers, if the fact of the single king-size bed in the room they shared wasn’t enough. Family Guy had just ended. His mother had never allowed Alan to watch this, and he’d never laughed so much in his life, mostly in shocked incredulity at the deliberately offensive, highly sexual content. How could they get away with that stuff?

“You’ve got five minutes to use the bathroom. And we’d better never go in there and find any piss splattered about, or the toilet seat up.”

They needn’t have worried. Those had both been cardinal sins in Alan’s house for as long as he could remember. He sat on the toilet like a good boy, admiring the highly varnished knotty pine paneling opposite him without really giving it much thought. When he emerged Sara ushered him into his closet like a prison warden. Tacitly he understood that when they shut him in like this he was to remain there until he was summoned. That was okay. But he really did need to get some candles, or a little battery-powered lamp.

“I’m turning this light off in three minutes, so get situated,” Sara ordered.

“Yes, Mistress,” Alan replied, which went over well. Sara gave him a smile with a mischievous twinkle to it. Then she bid him good night and actually blew him a kiss before firmly shutting the door on him.

He hadn’t thought to bring any pajamas. So Alan changed into a pair of boxer shorts and lay down on his pallet for the first night he’d ever spent away from home. A moment later the light went off, and yet it wasn’t quite dark. Through the wall above his bed came three small, circular shafts of muted yellow light. On the opposite side were a few thin seams and two spots of brighter white. Through the unfinished wall soon came the muffled sound of conversation. The girls were in the bathroom together.

Alan fought a brief struggle with his conscience, but it was no contest. He simply had to see. Stealthily he moved from his bed to the wall and put his eye to one of the holes.

Shanna was just rising from the toilet seat across from him. He a got a heart-stopping, all too brief glimpse of her groin – enough to see that her hair was shaved mostly away down there and that what was left was closely trimmed – as she pulled her miniskirt down. Sara had just finished brushing her teeth at the sink and they moved to trade places. The bigger girl opened her shorts and slid them down. Apparently she didn’t always wear panties either, because for the first time in his life Alan was suddenly looking at a woman’s private parts.

Sara’s hair had been shaved completely away. Her crotch made a V-shape, at the bottom of which was an open space with a little slit in the middle. That was all Alan could see as she sat down, but it was enough to make his face burn, his heart pound and his head feel momentarily swimmy. He heard a faint tinkling as she made water. Then they were speaking again.

“I really must congratulate you, Sara. That was a wonderful idea you had and our new slave is absolutely perfect. We are going to have so much fun with him.”

“I think so too. He’s already half in love with us both.”

“In gratitude I’m going to let you fuck me tonight. And there will be no vibrator until morning, if even then.”

“Really?” Sara’s face lit up with delight. “Thank you so much, Mistress!”

“My pleasure, slave,” Shanna smiled back. “Be sure to pound my pussy as only you can.”

“Oh, you don’t need to worry about that!”

Together they laughed. Sara blotted herself, kicked free of her shorts and tossed them in the laundry hamper. Then she rose up, wonderfully nude from the waist down. Alan devoured the sight with an insatiable craving as she moved toward the door, his cock an impossibly hard spike pushing out his shorts. Shanna followed her, and Alan scrambled silently back under his blanket in case they looked in on him in their way past.

They didn’t. The bathroom light went off, doors opened and closed and they were in the bedroom. Alan’s brain was simply bursting with the things he’d overheard.

Clearly Shanna and Sara had some kind of kinky relationship in which the younger, more attractive girl wielded total sexual control. It was even possible they had plans to include him in this dynamic! Remembering all their teasing, and the powerfully erotic charge he’d gotten from being forced to kneel and rub Shanna’s feet, Alan moaned to himself with a sickly exhilarating thrill. Suddenly it was more imperative than ever that he spy on his Mistresses making love. Beyond the incredible prospect of seeing their breasts, and two fabulous beauties having sex, he needed to know what he might be getting into.

The largest of the three knotholes on the bedroom side was about three feet off the floor – fortuitous positioning indeed. Alan found that he could kneel comfortably on his pad to access it. And when he put his eye to it the bed was right there in front of him about six feet away. Across this from him on the opposite side of the room was a large mirror over the dresser. This allowed him to see in reflection anything that might be hidden from his position. And what he saw first was the two older women standing by the foot of the bed and smilingly undressing each other.

Shanna reached out, and pulled Sara’s shirt off over her head. As those big breasts flopped free Alan moaned in spite of himself. As they were the first naked tits he’d ever seen he didn’t exactly have a standard of comparison, but he was immediately ready to swear they were the most perfect pair in all of existence. The nipples in particular drew his attention. They were so large! His own little nubs were miniscule next to them. They also looked irritated, abraded even, and when Shanna reached out and pinched them, even stretched them out and twisted them back and forth, Sara cast her head back and groaned. She even sobbed a little once, yet she didn’t resist or even protest. In fact she arched her back as though offering them up even more fully for abuse. Could a person get sexual pleasure out of being hurt?

That was a stupid question, coming from someone who got an erection every time he was beaten and had even ejaculated from it. Alan still didn’t understand this, but he could certainly relate. In any case he had more than enough wonder and amazement to occupy him presently.

He was actually looking at a fully naked woman, and the sight literally took his breath away. Suddenly he sucked in a giant gasp, only realizing then that he’d been somehow forgetting to respire. His head spun for a second. When equilibrium returned, Sara had pulled her lover’s white silk shirt from her miniskirt and was popping free those straining buttons.

In moments Shanna was topless too, and Alan was forced to revise his earlier assessment. While Sara’s breasts were larger, he still found those of the younger girl even more wonderful. Where Sara’s were ovoid, Shanna’s breasts seemed perfectly spherical. The difference was between honeydews and grapefruit in size and shape, and while Alan had no doubt individual connoisseurs might differ in which they preferred, he found the latter slightly more enticing. They were so amazingly, almost arrogantly high and proud, the nipples nearly as large but darker and with cone-shaped rather than flattened aureoles.

Sara bent to suckle these briefly, and Alan would have bartered five years of his life to do likewise without a second thought. At the same time, she unfastened that black miniskirt and pulled it off, leaving both girls naked save for Shanna’s incredibly sexy boots.

Obeying Alan’s silent plea not to remove these, Shanna fell back onto the bed and wormed her way up to the middle. Sara meanwhile walked around the bed seemingly straight at Alan. Fearing he’d been discovered and would immediately be thrown out nearly naked on the street he almost had a heart attack. But then continuing obliviously past his vantage Sara went to open a bedside table. There she paused briefly.

“May I try your new feeldoe, Mistress? Please?”

From where she lounged expectantly on the bed Shanna laughed with gentle dismissal.

“I’m afraid not, dear. I’m in the mood for something larger. And you’d have to please me extraordinarily to earn that kind of pussy penetration. I actually rather doubt you ever will, so don’t offend me by asking again. Just be grateful you’re not being agonizingly triple-stuffed as usual, slave.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

Alan understood none of this. But things became a bit clearer when Sara produced a large fake cock (he believed they were called dildoes) dangling a number of straps. Right in front of him she harnessed this about her hips, butt and crotch. Seeing her then with a penis twice the size of his own erection jutting from her groin Alan finally comprehended how two women could have sex if nothing else. Seeing the lushly feminine Sara so manly endowed like this also had a bizarre effect on him. He became acutely conscious of his own penis suddenly. This had forced its way through the fly in his boxers and now strained up in of front him, raging hotly in the cool air of the closet. Unable to tear his gaze from the mammoth erection Sara now wore (this bobbing slightly as she turned and climbed onto the bed) Alan began to fondle himself, squirming in place and moaning quietly as he did so. His face flamed hotter than ever before, and he was terribly ashamed without understanding why.

Of course he was engaged in a profoundly shameful betrayal. These incredibly desirable women had smiled on him, rescued him from his mother and generously taken him into their home. And here he was not only spying on their most intimate moments but also playing with himself as he did it! Yet not even that could account for his extreme feelings of degradation, much less explain his nearly unbearable excitement. When Sara and Shanna came together on the bed, once again Alan had no attention to spare for deep mysteries when confronted with ever more wondrous, far more immediate spectacles.

Shanna drew her booted feet up high and spread her legs wide. Sara bent down before her like a Moslem at prayer and spent a few minutes licking her while Shanna moaned appreciatively. Then she rose back up and positioned herself for penetration. As she thrust forward into the smaller girl Shanna cried out sharply.

“Yes! Ah yes, do me, Slave Sara! Fuck me ‘til I come about a hundred times!”

Sara didn’t waste her breath on a reply. She simply did as she was ordered to. Pumping her hips she slid that big cock in and out, in and out, until its insertion was eased enough for rapid fluidity. Then she leaned forward, supporting herself on her hands and beginning to pound away with more vigor and enthusiasm than Alan had ever expected.

Her huge breasts hung down from her chest in a wonderfully erotic new shape and began to swing wildly back and forth just above Shanna’s bliss-stricken face. This amazing display cranked Alan’s excruciatingly intense arousal up even higher. What must that view be like from Shanna’s perspective, right above her eyes only inches away?

Inconceivably exciting as this must be, the boot-wearing Mistress chose to exceed it in favor of more tactile delights. She lifted her hands and filled them with those dangling, swinging tits. Gripping them tightly, she seemed to use this two-fisted hold to anchor herself in order to begin pumping her own hips, thrusting back against Sara’s fervent rhythm in perfectly timed synchronicity. Envying the lovely thing even more her grip and view, Alan suddenly burned with a more incendiary shame than ever.

He was a guy; it was Sara he should be envying. And he did, oh how he did! Propped above that epitome of splayed-out, wildly aroused young womanhood, her view must have been just as spectacular. Shanna’s face was beautifully flushed, her perfect breasts no longer jutting arrogantly out but settled back against her chest and jiggling madly. Yet for all his desperate wish to be in Sara’s place, Shanna was clearly the more aroused of the two, and it was her he kept envying more in spite of himself. While Sara merely panted and grunted as she fucked, Shanna kept crying out with uncontainable ecstasy. Even if he’d been sound asleep Alan was sure the sound would have reached him, and even without these handy peeping holes he would have been privy to their coupling and tormented by maddening envy and arousal.

What must it feel like: fucking and being fucked like that? Of course he could never know what incredible pleasures made Shanna cry out so utterly unselfconsciously. But there were simulations available for thrusting into a pussy, as pitifully inadequate as they surely were. Alan wrapped his hand around his throbbing erection and began pumping on it in the timeless gesture of locker room mocking he’d seen even monkeys at the zoo use. Unbidden fear of discovery rose in him, along with a recurrence of crippling shame.

With an effort he quelled the first. His mother could never barge in on him again; never force him to sit naked in a chair in the middle of the living room for hours with an agonizing clothespin on the tip of his penis so he’d know what venereal disease felt like. And his two lovely Mistresses were obviously far too occupied for a time to catch him either. The shame was even more deeply conditioned into him however and proved impossible to dispel. Alan felt his cheeks flaming with humiliation even as he groaned helplessly with the pleasure that flooded through him as he slowly pumped himself. And still the show went on and on in front of him.

The girls’ rhythm had picked up considerably, as had the pitch and volume of Shanna’s cries. Soon Sara was crying out too, ecstasy and effort intermingled in a powerfully evocative way. Still the tempo accelerated, until they were both screaming together in a way that must have been clearly audible at the furthest reaches of the apartment. Clearly they were sharing a climax of some kind, and Alan groaned with intolerable envy even as the rhythm of his own pumping picked up along with the already sky-high level of his arousal. Yet even when the girls finally collapsed gasping into each other they weren’t finished.

“Roll over,” Shanna ordered once she’d regained her breath. “I’m going to ride you.”

Soon they were at it again in this new configuration, with Sara lying flat on her back this time and Shanna sitting astride her. Gripping her lover under the thighs, Shanna arched her back and pumped her hips, thrusting those big round boobs magnificently out. Or she bounced rapidly up and down so that these bounced too in a stupefyingly exciting way. Finally she leaned forward, dangling and dancing them right in Sara’s face so that Alan could at last desperately envy the girl on the bottom without feeling guilty about it.

This time it seemed that only Shanna climaxed. Afterward she at last pulled off her boots and they cuddled and kissed and spoke quietly for a while, their words mostly indistinguishable. Finally without removing her big cock Sara pulled a sheet up over both of them and turned off the bedside lamp.

Alan was left in complete darkness at last. Still on the blank screen of blackness played on the indelible images of his housemates having sex, complete with the moaning, groaning, panting and screaming soundtrack right down to the incessant slapping together of flesh and the squishing, sucking noises of rhythmic penetration.

Alan eased back down flat on his pad. Then he slid his boxers down to his thighs, gasping as his erection caught in the fly and was then snapped down sharply by the elastic waistband. It was far past time he learned how to jerk off.

Inspired by the incredible performance just past, still wildly excited by all the amazing delights his new life had to offer, Alan squeezed his urgent hardness tight and ‘beat his meat’ as the locker room wits usually put it ever more frantically. Mindful of the thin walls he tried to do this as quietly as possible, though a certain amount of moaning and explosively heavy breathing was unavoidable. So was the autonomic grunt that escaped him when he finally achieved success and spurted out hot and wet all over his belly.

For a few minutes he lay basking in aftermath, stunned by the unimagined ecstasy of climax. No wonder the girls screamed so, and even monkeys jerked off. Lacking anything to mop himself up with (he’d have to see about getting a suitable rag for that) Alan was forced to leave his shorts down and the blanket off until he dried up.

Despite expecting to lie awake all night (it was his first night away from his own bedroom, and what an incredibly momentous day and night it had been) he shortly fell asleep that way. Waking later in the chilly blackness, he brushed the crust off his abdomen and pulled up his shorts and blanket. Then he dropped promptly back off.
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Sunday morning the girls slept late. Allie (already he was self-identifying so) was sitting upright against the back wall of his room in his boxers, re-reading The Lord of the Rings for the umpteenth time. The Ringwraiths were just attacking Bree when his door was yanked open. Fetchingly tousled Shanna was there in a short thin robe that once again clung to her breasts and displayed her perfect legs wonderfully – as well as a whole lot of cleavage.

“Coffee and French toast for three at noon, Allie. Just pull on a t-shirt. You can shower and clean the bathroom afterwards.”

Thus was established their new routine. In the mornings while the girls bathed and prepared for work (or whatever they had planned for the weekends) Allie made breakfast. Generally the girls showered together, sometimes for an hour or more. Often Allie went about his morning chores to the accompaniment of yet more orgasmic screams and with an erection constantly trying to slip through the fly in his boxers. The three of them would share the morning meal, and the girls would issue any specific orders for the day before heading off to the hospital.

After that Allie could take his own leisurely bath (and play with himself to his heart’s content) before dressing and getting about his duties. These generally weren’t particularly onerous. The apartment was small after all, and only the bedroom saw any real hard living. After cleaning the bathroom Allie would go in there, air the place out (like his closet and the bathroom it had no windows), strip the bed and pick up the girl’s discarded clothes. Then he would make up the bed with fresh linen daily, a luxury the ladies insisted on and which saw Allie doing an awful lot of laundry. Then he would dust, vacuum and straighten up. This last included cleaning the fake cocks the girls left lying casually about.

No matter how often Allie did this he still got a dark, shameful thrill out of it. Marveling at the number of dildoes the ladies owned – and the sheer size of some of them – he took special care to see that they were always pristine and stowed properly back in the bedside compartment from which they were taken and which was often left standing open.

Other evidence of the girls’ kinky proclivities was also regularly left lying around to be cleaned and/or put away.

There was a riding crop and a spanking paddle perforated with holes. These had to be treated with a leather preservative and furniture polish respectively. Uneasy memories of the fantasy that had led to his first orgasm always assaulted Allie whenever he performed these chores. There were ropes that needed to be coiled up and stowed, a pair of handcuffs to keep glitteringly bright, and he was always finding clothespins either buried in the bed or scattered about on the floor. Of course the lingerie he washed and put away was often of the most titillating kind imaginable: fishnet stockings, garter belts and corsets etcetera. And the closet held other outfits he had yet to see in his nightly spying, which made him weak in the knees just to wonderingly contemplate. There were cup-less brassieres and crotch-less panties of spiked leather, black latex leggings and gauntlets and bodysuits and other items of arcane apparel he simply couldn’t make sense of. In any case, after putting the bedroom to rights Allie cleaned up the kitchen and the rest of the apartment and performed any other chores specifically called for. This included running errands for the girls like picking up groceries or other needed items at the shopping center just down the street.

This was within easy walking distance even in the most inclement weather, which was good since Allie had no car of course and had never been allowed to learn how to drive in any case. On these jaunts he managed to pick up the batteries he needed, a couple of fat candles with a pleasing blueberry scent, a shade to mute the glare of his overhead light bulb and a single poster for the blank concrete wall at the back of his closet.

This featured a fantasy landscape that appealed to him, with dragons battling by night beneath a leering moon and over an enchanted forest populated by all kinds of creepy, half-glimpsed figures. For obvious reasons Allie didn’t cover the other walls. His nightly peep shows were simply too good to miss. If cleaning up the girls’ leavings afterward gave him a helplessly humiliating thrill, this was nothing compared to watching them in action. As was betrayed by the things they left lying about, sex was merely the centerpiece for the amazing buffet of games and sensations Shanna and Sara constantly indulged in.

Poor Sara! Shanna liked to tie her up for sex, and in any number of clearly uncomfortable ways. She also nearly always had one of those fake dicks stuffed into her mouth and tied there – when it wasn’t being used to actively fuck her face that is. And Allie finally learned what the obscure term ‘being triple-stuffed’ meant. In addition to the dildo filling her mouth, Sara often had a simply enormous shiny metal vibrator forced into her vagina. Shanna even went so far as to tape this into her and make her keep it in there all night and even the next day. Then that incredibly pitiless and demanding dominatrix would use another of her dildoes, usually the largest one, to fuck Sara in the ass! In fact she used this hole exhaustively and exclusively, which was way beyond shocking for sheltered little Allie. And yet as brokenly as Sara sobbed at such treatment, or no matter how viciously she was whipped with that riding crop, a belt to the tits or had her ass paddled, she never protested or demurred in the least. She willingly submitted to everything, even having clothespins clamped onto her most sensitive spots – boy did that bring back memories for Allie, who of course always had his dick in his hand while watching.

Sara seemed so in love with and committed to Shanna that she would endure all of her most sadistic attentions just to be with her, and to enjoy the occasional rewards of making out, fondling and suckling those incredible breasts, performing oral sex or rarely getting to wield the dildo herself as she had on that first night. In truth Allie couldn’t blame her.

Shanna was simply so fantastically beautiful and desirable he lived for the merest smile from her. To get to kiss and cuddle with her, play with her body and even fuck her seemed worth absolutely anything. And of course Allie was regularly able to discern signs of sexual enjoyment in Sara even when she was suffering. This invariably reawakened memories of that first orgasm, his powerfully affecting fantasy of the ladies punishing him and led him to ponder yet again the inexplicable mystery of why he always used to get hard himself while being beaten. He even got hard right on cue whenever he unexpectedly heard Sara being paddled or whipped outside of sex for whatever unknown reason. He had an affinity for the older girl’s position; that became increasingly undeniable. And heaven help him, the longer he was witness to them, the more he even began to envy Sara her punishments.

What was wrong with him?

Well to start with, there was the upbringing and conditioning that had been levied upon him by his stepmother of course. Perhaps this had exacerbated some innate perversion in his makeup. Then there was that impossibly potent, somehow crucially transformative first orgasm at the very belated age of eighteen. And related to this no doubt was how he’d been deliberately shielded from nearly all normal sexual stimuli and outlets his whole life only to now suddenly be inundated with kinky thrills.

Like anyone who’d just discovered the wonders of masturbation, Allie was wallowing in it. He jerked off every morning in the tub and every night while watching his Mistresses play. And always the cues for arousal and orgasm were memories or displays of outrageous carnal perversion. Whatever the case, there was no way to change any of this. And Allie didn’t think he would if he could. He was utterly swept up in his new existence.

New home, new name and an actual sex life finally even if it was of a solitary and decidedly twisted sort: these things made living with the girls a dream come true. And as the days and then first few weeks passed his interactions and relations with Shanna and Sara became steadily both more intimate and yet intimidating, binding him to them in ways he was helpless to resist and didn’t want to.

Both women became increasingly lackadaisical about dressing around the house and even careless in concealing their bodies from him. Skirts were pulled up in his presence to adjust stockings, garters and even panties. Loosely belted bathrobes often gaped open to show incredible amounts of cleavage, and nipples and even whole breasts were revealed by an abrupt change in posture. Soon the girls were passing from bathroom to bedroom in their underwear or leaving doors open while they changed. One scorching Saturday Shanna even returned to the bedroom while Allie was cleaning it to change into a lighter shirt. Seemingly oblivious to his presence she pulled the tight t-shirt she was wearing off over her head and dropped it on the floor. Entirely topless then she went to the closet, selected a loose mesh football jersey and pulled it on instead. Without even sparing him a glance she checked herself in the mirror, ran a brush through her hair and strolled back out of the bedroom.

The girls also became increasingly casual about displays of affection or even sexual interaction in front of him – exchanging kisses and even breast squeezes was routine. Cuddling while watching television often led to necking on the couch with hands roaming at will and maddeningly audible moaning. When they at last rose to take it into the bedroom, there was no pretense whatsoever about their intentions. And of course they remained utterly unconcerned about how noisily they took their pleasure morning, noon and night.

This habit of treating Allie like some kind of court eunuch, or failing to acknowledge his presence at all was a habit adopted by both of his roommates in their other interactions with him too. They could still be playfully teasing and downright flirtatious with him when in the mood. But more often they were distractedly dismissive of him, or simply ignored him outright even when he addressed them directly. And when they did deign to speak to him they often adopted a haughty and superior tone, imperiously issuing orders and sharply criticizing his performance. Yet no matter how domineering they became, Allie remained hopelessly enthralled and ever more pathetically eager to please.

Had Sara said he was already half in love with them that first night? Before long he wasn’t just halfway in love; he was one hundred-percent madly head over heels. He viewed them both with the kind of reverent, worshipful awe that unbalanced religious fanatics felt when blessed by the divine presence of their chosen deities. Just a game or not, he was truly a slave to them at heart within three weeks of moving in. Then at last Shanna and Sara moved to make this formal and irrevocable, to claim his body and soul for good and begin using and changing him in ways far beyond anything he could ever have imagined.

It was approaching nine-thirty on Friday night. Dinner was over. Allie had finished washing up and had been ushered into the bathroom as usual. Sara had ordered him to ‘drop all the ballast’, a curious instruction but one he followed without question. When he emerged ten minutes later he expected to be shut in his closet for the night. Not so.

The ladies had changed from their nurses’ uniforms into two of the kinky outfits he’d seen in their closet but never on their bodies, and his eyes almost popped out of his head. Shanna had on those knee-high boots and a skimpy, skintight one-piece thing of black latex. This was cut high around her hips and ass, leaving nearly all of it but the crack between her buttocks bare. Her legs above the boots and her arms and shoulders were bare as well, as was her back from her waist right up to the back of her neck, and with that wonderfully lush hair secured in a ponytail he could see nearly every bit of it. And though latex encased almost the entire front of her torso from crotch to collar it was that which was exposed that left him agog. An opening at her groin allowed access to her genitals, and matching circular cut-outs in front allowed those incredible breasts to protrude through completely bare.

Sara was even more scantily clad. Aside from high-heeled boots of her own the slightly larger girl wore only an elaborate body harness. Thin straps of black leather adorned every couple inches with shiny steel spikes wrapped her from crotch to neck in diamond patterns, leaving her entire groin, ass and breasts completely naked. She held the paddle in her hand, Shanna was toying speculatively with the riding crop, and they were both clearly waiting for him. Standing by the computer table on either side of the chair that served Sara’s work station – she had the more powerful system with a large flat screen monitor – they summoned Allie the second he emerged.

“Get over here right now, slave!” demanded Shanna. “We have something we want to show you that I think you’ll find quite interesting.”

“And put your tongue back in your mouth and your eyes back in your head,” Sara laughed. “It’s not our bodies. Those are old news to you by now.”

Trembling suddenly with trepidation and yes, intensely upsetting arousal, Allie advanced as ordered despite an inner warning urging him to flee out into the night instead. That was ridiculous of course – where would he go?

“Sit down!” Shanna ordered, her manner every bit as stern and unforgiving as Sara’s was impishly excited. Allie took the chair between them and was pushed up to the computer. Sara leaned close to him, her bare breast brushing the skin of his arm below his t-shirt sleeve and sending an almost painful thrill through him that concentrated in his already straining hard-on. She manipulated the mouse, moving the arrow over to an icon for a video file.

“Watch this!” She double-clicked on it. The desktop disappeared, replaced by a full-screen video image. The lighting was poor and had the greenish tinge associated with cameras used for filming in darkness. Yet there was no mistaking what the enhanced image showed, and Allie almost dropped dead with shock, terror, and a shame that was nearly excruciating.

He was looking at the inside of his closet, and at himself. He was kneeling naked on his sleeping pad, with an eye pressed to a knothole in the wall. And he was masturbating.

“Isn’t this a curious piece of video?” Sara laughed. “And would you believe I have over a dozen hours of nearly identical footage stored on my computer? I’ve even edited it down, converted it and burned it to a DVD that will play in any standard player. Watch, in a few minutes here our perverted little peeping tom is going to ejaculate. It’s such a disgusting spectacle! I wonder how that little pervert would like us to mail a copy of that DVD to his mother, or post these video files on the internet for the whole world to see and share, download, collect and exchange for all time. Do you think that would give him a sick little thrill?”

“No, Mistress,” Allie croaked, drowning in horror and scrambling frantically for the flimsiest of life preservers. “I’m sure he would do anything in the world to prevent that from happening. And I’m positive he would suffer an eternity in hell to atone for his unforgivable behavior to the offended parties if only that were possible.”

“We are offended,” snarled Shanna into Allie’s other ear. Her hot breath and accusatory tone made Allie flush hot and cold in rapid succession. “Extremely offended! We rescue you from your terrible mommy, welcome you into our home with kindness and sympathy, and this is how you repay us? We should throw you out naked in the street right now! Even better we should call your mother, explain where you’ve been and what you’ve been doing, tell her to drive over and pick you up and hand her a copy of that DVD when she does. Can you think of one reason why we shouldn’t do all that right now?”

Even in the abysm of shame, horror, and terror of what this was going to cost him that had overwhelmed him, Allie knew the answer to that question. Dozens of clues in the girls’ behavior over the last three weeks suddenly assembled around this final piece of the puzzle: a concealed webcam equipped for night vision pre-positioned in his closet. Sara and Shanna had known about the knotholes all along of course. It was their apartment after all. It was even possible they’d carved them out themselves. This whole set-up had been a trap, and here he was neatly caught in it. Indeed Allie realized suddenly that he was uniquely suited to fit the role they had in mind for him, almost designed by upbringing and socialization to be where he was. Why fight it, when it seemed so inevitable? With the most sickeningly head-swimming, gut-churning, groin-throbbing sexual thrill of all pulsing through him Allie Young succumbed to his destiny.

“You shouldn’t do it because you don’t want to. What you really want, what you’ve wanted all along, is to make me truly your slave, so that both of you can do to me all the things that you’ve been doing to Sara and more. You want to make me the willing plaything for all of your most sadistic impulses.

“Well, I just said I would suffer an eternity of hell for offending you. It was true. I love you both with a desperate, will-sapping compulsion, and I’ll do anything at all, put up with anything at all, just to remain at least a part of your lives. So go ahead and do what you must to me, Mistresses. I now submit to being your slave forever.”

Stunned silence greeted this little speech. Whatever reaction the ladies had been expecting – tears, groveling, futile attempts to escape his fate – that hadn’t been it. A few seconds passed as if neither of them could actually credit that their carefully laid plans could have succeeded so easily. Then they both burst forth into incredulous laughter, triumphant whooping and the congratulatory exchange of heartily smacking kisses. At last Sara leaned over his chair again, pressing her breasts firmly against him, and placed another emphatic kiss – the first of any kind he’d ever received – squarely on Allie’s cheek. Her voice brimmed with excitement and seductive promise.

“We accept your service. Come in to the bedroom now, Allie. You’ve spent enough time on the sidelines, my tender, tempting young treat. We can’t wait to have at you!”

“Oh yes, we can!” Shanna’s voice had turned hard and threatening again, though she too was unable to repress the undercurrent of delighted sexual excitement running through it. “Let’s not forget who the real Mistress is around here! I rule this territory absolutely. And I decree that retribution comes before, during, and after sex. So come along for punishment young man! You’ve got a hell of a lot to make up for!”

With that she seized Allie by the ear – just as his mother used to do – and hauled him up out of the chair. She dragged him stumbling after her into the bedroom that way. Absolutely crackling with excitement as though about to live out a lifetime of cherished dreams, Sara Stern followed eagerly after, slapping that paddle against her palm.
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Seconds later Allie was standing at the foot of the ladies’ king-size bed and being roughly stripped naked. His Mistresses crowed with approval upon catching sight of his erection.

“Oh my, look at this!”

“It seems our new slave-for-life is rather excited about offering up his body to us!”

“Tell me, Mistress Shanna, what do you make of that teenage body in general?”

“I rather like it, Mistress Sara. It’s slender and underdeveloped yet symmetrical with no visible flaws or distinctly masculine shape. The narrow shoulders are perfect for what we have in mind. I think it will transform wonderfully after we get that nasty hair shaved off there.”

Allie had a moment to wonder what the hell they were talking about this time. But then Shanna commanded all his attention again.

“Now, Slave Allie, you will lie face down in the center of the bed with your waist on the two pillows Mistress Sara has piled up there. Squash your little erection right into them. It’s the only pleasure it’s going to get.”

Allie obeyed, still terrified and yet turned on beyond all measure. Once he was positioned as ordered with his rear elevated for punishment and his hard-on wonderfully crushed into feathery plush, Sara handcuffed his wrists together at the small of his back. Shanna meanwhile bound his ankles tightly together with rope.

Placed in bondage for the first time, Allie found this even more mystifyingly arousing than being beaten. He struggled experimentally a bit, and found the futility of his efforts inexplicably thrilling. He writhed in place, humping the pillow-pile under him and moaning uncontrollably. His new owners laughed at his reaction. Then they moved on to the business – or pleasure – at hand with enthusiastic excitement.

“Well, Mistress Shanna, now that we have our slave at least minimally restrained, what shall we do with him first? What does the alpha-bitch in residence decree?”

“This was your idea, Mistress Sara, and a splendid one at that. Therefore the honor of the first beating goes to you. Get paddling that ass. It looks toughened up and even calloused already, do you see? I believe having his ass beaten is going to be a familiar experience for our slave. I don’t know whether that’s good or bad.”

Shanna leaned over the side of the bed next to Allie. Supporting herself on her elbows so that her breasts hung straight down before his face in maddeningly tantalizing shape she began to interrogate him.

“Tell us, Allie, and always answer honestly: did your mother beat you?”

“Yes, Mistress Shanna. She pulled down my pants and underwear and beat me with a heavy wooden kitchen paddle used for stirring huge pots of soup and stuff.”

“She paddled your bare ass with this? How often did she do it?”

“She did it several times a week for my entire life, Mistress, and every single day of the last ten that I was there. She was punishing me for coming home without a job since I was finally out of high school and was supposed to support her.”

“And how did you respond to this?”

“I always cried. I couldn’t help it. I hated it and I hated her, but I also always got an erection, even when I was kid. I’ve never understood why.”

“It’s because you were born and bred to be our slave, Allie,” Sara put in. “Being subjugated and punished by women arouses you even while you’re suffering from it. It may be the only way for you to find true sexual fulfillment in life. Some people are simply wired that way, and you’re one of them. Coming to us is probably the best thing you could have done.”

“Maybe that explains it.”

“Explains what, Allie?”

“The night I left home my mother beat me worse than ever. So I started fantasizing that it was you guys doing it. And without even touching it I had my first ever orgasm.”

“You see?” Sara exclaimed with glee. “You were destined to belong to us, Allie. We are going to utterly transform your pointless, useless, wasted existence into an amazingly rewarding lifetime filled with imperative purpose. And just think: you’ll never have to find a job, pay taxes or deal with the government, never have to worry about finding dates or a wife or having little rug-rats running around fucking up your life, or any responsibilities at all except to us. It’s like you’ll never have to grow up. We will be your entire world, and what a world it will be!”

“Wait a minute!” Shanna interposed. “You’d never had an orgasm until three weeks ago? Not until you were out of high school and over eighteen years old?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

Tears of shame were trickling down Allie’s cheeks, but he continued to answer truthfully. Why not? These were college educated health care professionals after all, and they were clearing up mysteries that had dogged him for as long as he could remember.

“My stepmother was extremely religious and dead set against sex. My father gave her herpes you see. So she made sure to keep me away from girls, computers and dirty TV shows. And if she caught me even touching myself she used to make me sit naked in the middle of the house all day with a clothespin on my penis. I even had to pee sitting down.”

The ladies exchanged a glance full of hilarity at this. Obviously it had some significance for them, probably their similar predilection for using clothespins.

Allie continued, “I was afraid to try to jerk off. I never had any privacy for it. I had a few nocturnal emissions – I had to go to the library to even find out what happened to me – and that was it. Once I got here and learned how to masturbate I couldn’t help myself. And you two are the first naked women I’ve ever seen even in pictures or on TV. And you’re both so fabulously beautiful with such perfect bodies, and I was so in love with you and all… I’m really sorry.”

At last Allie trailed off. Shanna was gazing at him with an awed excitement that was actually rather scary.

“This just keeps getting better and better!” she exulted. “A virgin who’s never before seen a naked female body, never even been kissed or on a date, and has had only three weeks worth of orgasms in his life! That mother of yours sounds like a seriously loopy bitch, but boy did she create the perfect slave for us!

“Okay, Allie, Mistress Sara is going to paddle your ass now. While she does that, you will stare at my breasts the entire time. You will obsess on how big, beautiful, and perfectly round and full and delightfully firm and wondrously succulent they are. You will wonder how it might feel to have them rubbed in your face or against your erection. At the same time you will acknowledge to yourself that you will never ever get to touch and play with them, suck on them, or pump your penis between them until you come. Do you understand me? These are the best breasts you will ever see, and the only ones aside from Sara’s. And you will never ever touch them except perhaps accidentally. They are off-limits to you forever. That’s the first and most insignificant part of your eternal punishment for spying on us. Think about that!”

Mistress Shanna smiled evilly at the despair and misery suddenly flooding through Allie. Then she nodded up to Mistress Sara kneeling on the bed across from her. The first beating of Allie’s eternal enslavement got underway.

As far as physical pain went, this initial ordeal was piffling.

Though drilled full of holes the paddle Sara was using was less than two feet long, only about three inches wide and half an inch thick. This was far lighter than Allie was used to. And though Mistress swung it with great sexual excitement and exuberant enthusiasm this couldn’t hold a candle to the unbridled, unbalanced rage that had motivated his stepmother. Of course Myra was nearly a foot taller than Sara, over twice her weight and with far more muscle at her command. What made Allie weep pathetically were Mistress Shanna’s orders – as well as her proximity, performance and limitlessly cruel decree regarding those heavenly breasts.

Leaning even closer to Allie she waggled these back and forth in front of his face, maliciously taunting him with the treasure he was to be forever denied. Grinning devilishly she kept up a steady stream of comments and insults as he obsessed upon them as directed.

“That’s right slave: see how beautifully they jiggle about? Imagine having your face buried between them as I twist back and forth, slapping you silly with my tits! And the nipples are so big and hard aren’t they, and so incomparably pointy? Before I became a lesbian I let dozens of guys suck on them. Of course never a little ninety-pound weakling loser like you. I only dated big strong handsome jocks like the kind that probably used to beat you up and call you fag and sissy all the time. But even they weren’t good enough for me. Only Mistress Sara has ever really known how to suck my nipples.

“You’ve seen how she does it. Don’t I moan and cry out with such ecstasy while she nurses at me? You will never give me that kind of pleasure. And you will never know the incredible joys of titty-fucking. That’s when I used to squeeze some guy’s tool deep into my cleavage and use all that firm-but-fatty flesh to flog him up and down and out of his mind. Most guys would ejaculate so hard from that their spew would hit me in the bottom of the chin. And of course if I was looking down at the time, as I usually was, it would spurt out all over my face – what I didn’t catch with my open mouth of course.

“Naturally I’d never let a guy degrade me like that anymore. My tits are now off-limits to everyone but my lovely Slave Sara. And she only gets to touch them when I permit it. So you look at me, you filthy, spying little jerk-off. You look at me and think about all the heavenly things you could do with or have done to you by my absolutely fabulous breasts. Not a single one of those things will happen if you live a million years!”

Allie sobbed on, watching Shanna waggle and jiggle, squeeze and heft her breasts and even pinch and play with those incomparable nipples. She used the shaft of the riding crop she still held to lift them up and mockingly proffer them to him, holding them forth only inches from his face. Such a torment of deprivation was on him that he hardly felt the relentless hard wooden smacks against his ass. But at last these began to fall with slower frequency, and after perhaps half an hour Mistress Sara succumbed to temporary exhaustion. With an exultant whoop she dropped the paddle on the bed and used the torn t-shirt they’d ripped from Allie’s body (formerly his favorite and now little better than a rag) to mop the sweat off her face and torso, underarms and beneath her own mammoth breasts.

“Damn that was fun! I’ve been waiting all my life to do that. Giving young Tommy a few tame spanks after that will just never measure up for me again.”

“I know what you mean,” agreed Shanna. “I used to get off on teasing him with my tits. But having the time and privacy to do it all I like to Allie here is just so much better!

“Okay Sara, it’s time to get serious about beating this little jerk-off. I’m going to use my crop on the backs of his thighs. The skin of his ass is just too thick and calloused after all these years to be properly effective. Meanwhile you get the belt and whip the soles of Allie’s feet. One of us on each side and beating him together: that’s the way to out-punish his precious mommy!”

Indeed: at last Allie began suffering unprecedented pain. It was impossible to tell which hurt worse. The limber shaft of that riding crop left over a hundred stinging welts on him from his knees to his buttocks, each one agonizing enough to make him cry out helplessly. Yet the soles of the feet are among the most sensitive spots on the body. Mistress Sara’s makeshift whip smacked endlessly against Allie’s even as his thighs were so mercilessly cropped. Soon he was squirming mindlessly and trying to raise his bound legs despite being constantly ordered in no uncertain terms to remain still. Finally Mistress Shanna used one knee to pin his calves in place while they beat him. Predictably this excited Allie even more despite his ongoing agony.

It was the fantasy that led to his first orgasm come to life. He was being physically restrained and brutally beaten by his two beloved beauties. Allie’s cock was so hard where it was crushed between his body and the soft pillows he expected it to burst any second. He cried and screamed and writhed, the hot tears streaming endlessly from him still feeling relatively cool on his flaming cheeks. On and on throbbed his erection. And yet despite his rampant hardness and the humiliating thrill that came with knowing it was truly his incomparable Mistresses punishing him and not his stepmother, orgasm was constantly threatened yet never accomplished. It seemed the combination of stimuli and circumstances that had led to that formative breakthrough were unlikely to ever be duplicated, even though his chastisement continued for literally hours.

Eventually the ladies returned to punishing him one at a time while the other regained her strength by resting or taunting and titillating him. Both the crop and the belt alternated whipping him on the legs, feet and buttocks. Often a fist in his hair also pulled his head up and back so that his face could be repeatedly slapped over and over again. Wonderfully jiggling breasts danced endlessly before his eyes as he was ridiculed ceaselessly about how they were not for him and never would be. But all experiences must eventually come to an end – often to be succeeded by even more momentous ones – and so it finally proved with Allie’s first beating as a slave.

Once again Mistress Sara was sitting on his back and bound arms, straddling his body and crushing him into the pillows and mattress. She had both fists clenched in Allie’s short blonde hair and was using this to stretch his head way back on his neck so that it was held immobile and facing straight at Mistress Shanna. The alpha-bitch in residence was sitting up leaning against the headboard with her legs spread wide to either side. This treated Allie not only to a close-up view of her breasts but also of her vagina where it too was exposed by a cut-out in the black rubber. At the moment however he could see only a tear-bleared blur. Mistress Shanna had that belt doubled up in her hand and was swinging it smartly back and forth, smacking that leather strap hard against his already puffy cheeks, first one side and then the other in rapid succession. Crushed harder than ever, Allie’s erection was raging insanely. This was being restrained and beaten in an incredibly intimate way, and he both wanted it to go on forever and needed it desperately to end. Dimly he became aware that Shanna was speaking to him as she whipped his face, and Allie fought his considerably deranged faculties into focus on her.

“You’ve been a very naughty boy, Slave Allie! Peeping and jerking are the acts of a degenerate male, and are not permitted in this exclusively lesbian territory! Have you learned your lesson yet, or do we need to keep beating you all weekend? We can do it if necessary, though Mistress Sara is desperately eager for sex, and I’m indulging her tonight. Hell, I’m eager to put the famous feeldoe to use too, but unlike you I have discipline and control.

“So answer me, slave! Have you learned your lesson?”

“Yes, Mistress Shanna,” Allie blubbered brokenly, his swollen lips slurring his words considerably. “I will never offend you that way again.”

“Good!” she declared, and at last stopped whipping his face. “And remember, we have a webcam in your cell, and can watch you twenty-four hours a day to ensure you don’t. Although something tells me we won’t need it. Your upcoming post-sex punishment for spying aside, I think you’re going to be spending most of your off-duty time tightly tied up from now on!

“Speaking of being tied up, Sara; I believe we need to modify our slave’s bondage for this incredibly momentous and rewarding experience. Let’s get to it.”

“Yes ma’am!” Sara indeed sounded unspeakably eager and maliciously excited. She climbed off Allie with alacrity and began unbinding the ropes holding his legs together. Soon they were free from each other, though each ankle still had the end of one rope wrapped securely about it. Each Mistress took one of these. Then together they drew his legs apart until Allie was split like an acrobat with his terribly wounded ass still elevated and his intensely erect cock still crushed into the pillow. Pulling still harder until both the ropes and his nearly hundred and eighty-degree angled legs were thrumming with strain they at last tied these off to the underside of the frame on either side of the bed.

Allie must have been an idiot not to realize what was coming. The hints and clues and plain-spoken betrayals were too numerous to list. Perhaps he was just so naïve and sheltered he couldn’t conceive of such a thing happening to him. Or possibly he was in deep denial. It could be that the inexplicable yet overpowering shame-thrill that had overcome him upon first seeing Sara girded up with a big cock jutting out from her crotch, and that recurred to a lesser extent whenever he cleaned and put away those strap-on organs, was indicative of a craving so shameful he found it impossible to admit to himself. Perhaps this self-imposed blind spot was a last desperate subconscious defense against something he knew to be integral to his destiny but was unable to face, since it so clearly spelled doom to both his workable if not exactly comfortable conception of himself and his always vestigial and never-to-be properly realized manhood. Whatever the case, despite a terribly portentous return of that gut-churning, face burning, head-swimming sickness of arousal rising in him, Allie remained consciously ignorant even when Mistress Shanna went to open the bedside table next to him.

He watched in clueless yet testicle-crawling trepidation as she removed a curious, roughly V-shaped object innocent of any securing straps. The smaller half of this she slipped through the crotch-hole in her outfit inserted it into her vagina and slid it up and in until it was completely hidden. When Shanna took her hands away a slightly curved, bulbous-headed, impressively large erection jutted fearsomely up from her own genitals. Somehow it stayed securely in place with no harness, straps or other apparatus even when she gripped, fondled, and pumped on it suggestively. Still quivering and heart-pounding Allie somehow didn’t get what he was in for until Mistress Shanna met his eyes with an evil, limitlessly excited and malignantly triumphant smile and spelled it out for him.

“Are you ready to lose your virginity, Slave Allie? As the alpha-bitch in residence it is my delightful prerogative to be the one to take your ass cherry, and introduce you to the only kind of sex you’ll ever know. Enjoy it, slave! I know that I emphatically will!”

Horrified realization crashed over Allie like an earthquake-created tsunami.
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These women meant to rape him – anally rape him, like you heard about in prison! Allie began struggling frantically, but of course all he could do was move his arms a bit, toss his head in frantic denial and bob up and down in place. This last caused a rhythmic pressure on his crushed erection, which throbbed harder than ever in response. His fruitless struggles caused a fresh surge of eroticism as well and at last Allie forced his body to relax. Panting heavily he heard the girls laughing with gleeful scorn at his reaction. His faced flushed so hot he could feel his ears burn and his scalp tingle, and he shivered autonomically as gooseflesh rashed out all over him. Still his erection pulsed and strained traitorously, and once again his balls crawled and seemed to clench perceptibly. Deep inside him the faults opened by his first-ever orgasm shifted, and something dark and unspeakable tried to birth itself from these tectonic fissures.

The image of Sara walking in front of his peephole with her big cock jutting arrogantly out and bobbing slightly once again rose unbidden before him. Allie whimpered in terrible distress at the sickening thrill this evoked. He recalled envying Shanna her submissive and receptive position beneath her and shuddered with forbidden longing.

There was no possible way he could know what made her scream with ecstasy so, he’d confidently assured himself. Then his shock and sympathy for Sara at seeing her tied up and fucked in the butt as she sobbed brokenly recurred too, as did the way he’d ejaculated again and again the last three weeks as he watched her suffering a nightly repeated triple-stuffing. He’d admitted to feeling an affinity for her, and even envying her punishments. Could he possibly have been envying her suffering this outrage as well? Had the way his mother had indelibly linked sexuality with shame in him caused him to secretly crave this most shameful sexual act for himself? Allie struggled mightily against these revelations, terrified to even open them to speculation. Dimly he realized he was writhing and bobbing futilely again in a last-ditch defense that was perhaps deliberately counterproductive. The more he fought to deny the horrifying truth trying to overwhelm him, the harder his erection raged and pulsated, fed endlessly by the kinky thrill of wrenching uselessly against his bonds. He began to sob in helpless upset.

“No, no, no, no, no, no!” Yet he was more than voicing opposition to Mistress Shanna’s blackly exciting intentions. He was trying to refuse the existence of that excitement at all before it overpowered him utterly. Mistresses Shanna and Sara took him at his word however, and contradicted him with a merciless hilarity.

“Oh yes, Slave Allie! You agreed to endure everything Sara does and more. The primary function of a sex slave is to provide unlimited sex on demand – duh! And this apartment is exclusively lesbian territory. You knew that as well. Thus the sex you must provide is of an exclusively lesbian kind.”

Shanna’s voice dripped with sadistic relish.

“My advice and order to you as your primary Mistress is to accept and embrace this overriding purpose to your new life immediately. The sooner and more fervently you learn to love having your sissy-holes stuffed, the more rewarding and fulfilling your existence as our permanent slut-boy slave will be. And of course it’s not like you have any choice in the matter after all. Your body belongs to us absolutely.”

These things were all indisputably true. Hearing them spelled out like this afforded Allie at least a partial escape from his fundamentally deterministic conflict. He recalled a Kinsley gaffe that had once gotten a congressman into hot water. (Michael Kinsley: “A gaffe is when a politician tells the truth.”) This particular fellow had made the spectacularly politically incorrect statement that if rape was inevitable, you might as well enjoy it. Allie’s rape was clearly inevitable, and he had promised to submit unstintingly to whatever his Mistresses demanded. Since struggling was pointless anyway, he at last slumped in defeat. Whether he enjoyed it or not he left for fate to decide, and to determine the consequences.

Whimpering with fright and confusion, still flaming with shame and painfully intense and upsetting arousal, Allie watched as Shanna lubed up her cock. God, it looked real on her, with no straps or harness! Meanwhile Mistress Sara caressed his brutalized buttocks and then began maddeningly fingering what she called his ‘pleasure portal’ and ‘sissy-pussy’.

“Relax, little Allie,” she crooned through continuing laughter. Her fingertip circled around and around the rim of his suddenly acutely sensitive anus before pushing insistently against it. “You’re going to love this. Soon you’re going to live for it. Being fucked by Shanna and me is going to be the highlight of your life, the part that makes everything else worthwhile.

“You’re going to beg your Mistresses endlessly for this, and cry with disappointment whenever we very rarely refuse. You were destined for this kind of painfully degrading sex as surely as you were for endless amounts of bondage and discipline. So be a good little lesbian and take your ecstasy wherever you can get it. It’s not every day you lose your virginity you know. Make this a memory to treasure forever. We’ve got another webcam on you right now. So give us a performance for the record we can all be proud of!”

Hearing this last dropped Allie into an even deeper pit of mortification than he was already buried in. His cock burned like an iron bar straight from the forge. And against every conscious inclination his hips cocked upward as he pressed his dick harder into the pillows and his anus up and back against that firmly pressing finger. Denial was no longer possible: he wanted to be entered despite all the terrible things that might say and mean about him. When Sara suddenly stopped pressing and took her finger away Allie sobbed as if he’d been robbed of something promised and limitlessly precious. But of course she was only moving aside to cede his need to their mutual Mistress, who had something far more massive, demanding, and intrusive for that so far unused opening than just a finger.

The bed shifted under Allie as she moved into position. Also continuing to shift was his volatile, tormented inner landscape. Formerly unacceptable imperatives continued to extrude from his subconscious, rising like magma to displace previous foolishly complacent needs and beliefs with the raw, primitive, for more powerful stuff below. Caught in the crucible of his new owners’ demands he was being remade to their specifications before he was even taken. And then Shanna was gripping his splayed legs where they joined his hips, and he was raising his unconscionably eager hole to her even as she probed for it. Allie sobbed again with an indescribable stew of emotions as the boy he used to be prepared to be driven out of him forever by this monstrous new invasion. Shanna breathed a combined condemnation/benediction at him as the slick tip of her prick kissed the soon-to-be new center of his existence.

“Now, sissy, finally you make the ultimate sacrifice to us. You are no longer a man but a she-male slut-boy lesbian wannabe, a sex toy for your superior Mistresses’ every depraved pleasure. Say goodbye to what you were mistakenly born as and hello to the future you were always destined for. I hereby take much more from you than just your anal virginity. I take the last shred of sexual autonomy and masculine self-respect you will ever have!”

With that Mistress Shanna pushed her agonizingly big and hard but delightfully slippery prick deep into Allie’s tight anal channel. As he was stretched out and stuffed painfully up the new slut-boy wailed with uncontainable shame and despair as his old self left him, and with shocked incredulity at the level of sick, masochistic pleasure he felt at the agonizing occupation that came in its place. While Sara cheered fiercely and clapped in celebration, and Shanna pulled back hard on his legs and forcefully thrust the rest of the way in, Allie wept and groaned and yet acknowledged the indisputable rightness of this.

There could be no more perfect expression of his relationship to his Mistresses. They were strong and he was weak. They were infinitely desirable and he would have gone through life with no sexual expression at all if not for them. They were supremely self-confident; he was pathetically insecure. They were the quintessence of dominance while he was made for subjugation. Normal sex between them would have been blasphemously inappropriate. That they should take ecstatic pleasure from his limitlessly intimate agony and ignominy was more than just. It was, as Sara had said, inevitable destiny. With Mistress Shanna’s big cock stabbing so emphatically into Allie’s most personal entrance all was as it must be in their universe at last.

Once she’d occupied him utterly Shanna ground her erection around inside Allie for a bit. In this way she proclaimed her utter mastery of him and allowed Allie to fully appreciate his new infinitely subordinate status. He gasped and cried out with pain at this, and abysmal mortification flooded him to a surfeit he’d never yet experienced. Yet his cock screamed and pounded with unprecedented intensity too. And when Mistress pulled back to the brink of leaving him only to stab back in with even greater power and purpose he screamed through his streaming tears with unmistakable if perverted ecstasy.

“What did I tell you?” Sara crowed. “He loves it already!” She leaned in and placed another hearty kiss on Allie’s wet cheek. “Welcome to your new purpose in life, honey,” she exulted, her hot breath tickling his ear. “You’re our slut-boy forever now!”

After that she moved around in front of him. As Mistress Shanna began driving Allie into delirium by building up a proper butt-fucking rhythm Sara sat as Shanna had earlier, leaning against the headboard with her legs widely spread and her shaved bare pussy right in Allie’s face. She used her fingers to spread herself open before him, letting him see a vagina in its heavenly entirety for the first time. Then she looked up at Mistress Shanna.

“May I play with myself, Mistress? Give our slave a show to reward his easy transition to lesbian sex?”

“You may,” announced Shanna, beginning to pant and moan herself as her urgent efforts paid their earliest dividends. “That sounds like a nice start on stage two of his sexual education.”

And such an education it was already. As introductions to sexual congress went, Allie’s ordeal couldn’t have been more devastating, eye-opening, life-changing and excruciatingly rapturous. Mistress Shanna’s hips and groin smacked hard against his paddled, whipped and cropped buttocks, which were more extensively wounded than ever before. The grip of her hands on the tops of his bound legs were excitingly restraining and controlling. The sounds of her euphoric moans and heavy respiration were infectiously erotic beyond description. And the domineering, infinitely possessive way her hard penis speared all the way into the deepest reaches of his being perhaps once every second remained profoundly instructive as well as permanently transformative, agonizingly ecstatic and shamefully exhilarating. Meanwhile Mistress Sara began masturbating about six inches away from Allie’s face, taking care to enlighten him even as she displayed and played.

“You see that, Allie? That’s called the clitoris. It’s the most sensitive spot on a woman’s body, her ultimate pleasure center. That’s not surprising really. It’s the very same organ that develops into a penis in a male fetus.

“You can see that mine is all irritated and swollen. Mistress likes to torture it, with clothespins and whipping. What I wouldn’t give for someone to soothingly lick and suck on it! It’s been months for me. As my Mistress, Shanna will no longer perform oral sex, or even allow me pleasure myself like this often. Her genitals are the only ones worthy of such ecstasy anywhere in her realm. But perhaps you will be allowed to provide this service for me. So pay close attention slave, and see which motions on which areas most get me off.”

Allie tried, but aside from the ongoing enormous and momentous distraction of being fucked for the first time, fresh tears kept being squeezed from his eyes, blurring his vision no matter how frantically he tried blinking them away. And that brutally driving, nonstop pounding of Mistress Shanna’s body against and into him had another consequence as well. Despite her restraining grip and the tight ropes snubbing him back her relentless rhythm nudged him inexorably forward on the bed. From six inches away from Sara’s privates he was soon five, and then four, and then half that, until he was so close he couldn’t focus at all and the pungent smell of her filled his flaring nostrils. Though neither Mistress seemed to notice this in their separate panting, moaning, urgently yelping sexual transports this was not so. Seemingly omniscient as well as all-powerful, Mistress Shanna suddenly interrupted her escalating cries of heavenly pleasure to issue a most blessed decree to her subjects.

“Yes, Slave Sara, push it right into his face. Teach our property how to eat a woman’s pussy. And you, Slave Allie: learn how to do this swiftly and well. Soon it will be my cunt you’re servicing, and I will tolerate no ineptitude!”

“Oh, God yes, thank you, Mistress!” Sara cried. Without an instant’s hesitation she slid forward, palmed the back of Allie’s head and pressed his mouth to her vagina.

“Suck it, Allie!” she gasped. “Oh suck and lick my clit just like I told you! Without me you wouldn’t be here, and it would still be your brutish mother beating you. Show me your gratitude, my perfectly lovely little slave!”

Allie did his best. The smell and taste of her was repugnant and overwhelming. But being coerced to endure this magnified his humiliation and disgraceful arousal, and he applied himself fervently to the task. He licked and sucked that swollen bud like candy, gratified beyond belief by Sara’s immediate ecstatic cries and thrashings. For a time her affirmations overtopped even Shanna’s ever climbing screams.

“Yes, yes, yes, yes, oh heavens, yes!”

Allie recognized the relatively rare sounds of Sara climaxing, and she bucked spasmodically against his face before going rigid and quivering for several long seconds. Then she slumped beneath him. Yet still her need for vaginal service was insatiable. Quietly, as if she feared Shanna might overhear and nullify her orders, she breathed at him.

“Put your tongue in me, Allie. As far as you can and keep it there. Oh, my sweet young teenage slave, give my hungry cunt all the penetration you can!”

As soon as Allie complied he recognized the reasoning behind her instructions. With Mistress Shanna punching into him more wildly by the minute (Sara needn’t have worried, the alpha-bitch seemed lost in the obliviousness of rampant estrus), her driving rhythm was nudging him forward more insistently than ever. This caused his fully extended tongue to push rhythmically into Sara’s pussy. It was as if his body was merely an extension of Shanna’s cock with his tongue as the head, and she was fucking them both.

Naturally Sara began thrusting back too, making the most of this clearly exceedingly precious opportunity. Desperate for vaginal penetration she humped Allie’s face in synch with and almost as violently as Shanna speared into his ass. Trapped between these opposing attacks, listening to them building toward a surely searing mutual climax, Allie felt his already utterly unprecedented arousal-shame-pain mix climbing sympathetically right along with them.

Crushed into soft feathered plush, his formerly red-hot pig-iron penis seemed to be reaching the rigidity and volatility of superheated steel. Driven by the rhythm of the even harder and bigger one so powerfully and evocatively piercing him, it even slipped back and forth a bit in its strict compression along with the rest of his bound and helplessly impelled body. The mental and physical conditions that had produced his first orgasm, the one with no manual manipulation necessary, were rapidly being approached and soon to be surely superseded after all. Snuffling and keening desperately through his nose – his airway was being increasingly obstructed by the pressure of Sara’s crotch – Allie rode the relentless impetus of his Mistresses’ wild sexual excess right along with them. And when they inevitably began shrieking in orgasmic tandem, when the hammering thrusts into his ass reached a climactic peak and his mouth was suddenly flooded with female ejaculate, he at last proved conclusively his fitness for and unmitigated embrace of the bizarrely rewarding sex life he’d been gifted with by convulsively erupting himself.

The pressing hand had left the back of his head. Allie came up for air, gasping and crying out sharply. He writhed helplessly as the stuff of him pumped out, his elbows bending as his shackled wrists drew up. Still Mistress Shanna’s prick plunged in and out of him, rubbing on his insides in a way that seemed to prolong his orgasm. At last she stopped fucking him, he stopped coming and could only slump weakly, still weeping with the excess of the experience just past. Sara’s hand found his head again, but this time she was just stroking him like a pet and tousling his sweaty hair playfully, as if he were a small boy or something.

“I think our little Allie just had an orgasm! In fact I suspect it was the best one of his entire incredibly short ejaculatory life. Wasn’t it, little Allie?”

“Yes, Mistress,” he sobbed. “Thank you both for using me like that. I just never dreamed I could… I never expect to come that hard again!”

“Indeed you won’t,” remarked Shanna with a curiously absolute certainty. “And now it’s Mistress Sara’s turn to fuck you, and time for stage two of your introduction to sissy service.

“I’d say stage one went amazingly well, with all three of us coming at the same time and Slave Allie learning what paradise can be reached with the thrusts of a hard penis propelling him. Now we get to see how our new slut-boy takes to sucking cock, and having his throat stuffed as well as his ass. Strap on, Sara darling, and let me at that effeminate young face.”

“Yes Mistress!” Sara cried exuberantly. She leaned forward and kissed Allie for the third time, this one long, hard, wet and caressing right on the mouth. “Thank you sweetie – I haven’t come like that myself in quite a while. You did well.”

Then she was scrambling off the bed, leaving Allie with fresh tears flowing, these of uncontainable emotion at her kindness, approval, and the surprise and wonder of his first ever kiss. The circumstances of this had been as unlike what he’d dreamed about while foolishly fantasizing in the park as had been his expectations for losing his virginity and vague imaginings of the three of them in bed together. Yet like everything else it had been so much more impactful and momentous for that. Then Mistress Shanna was taking Sara’s place with an even more challenging ordeal in mind than the one he’d just endured. Endlessly savoring the moment lovely Sara had kissed him would have to wait for the interminable hours he spent tied up alone in his cell once this unbelievable first sexual experience was finally over.

“Okay, slave,” Shanna smirked, once her gleaming erection was curving up from her crotch to jut imposingly into Allie’s face. “I’ve very considerately wiped my penis off for you – this time. After this you’ll have to do the cleaning yourself, with your lips and tongue. Now, suck my cock you depraved little slut! Show us how a first time sissy pays back his Mistress for fucking him to the best orgasm he’s ever had or ever will!”

This time there was no existential conflict and only the briefest hesitation. Allie was past all that. Now there was only duty, renewed dark excitement and that helplessly compelling humiliation heating up his cheeks. He’d already sucked Sara’s clit after all. If her biologic knowledge was to be believed – and she was a nurse – this was but a difference in degree. He opened his mouth and took in as much hard prick as he could. Pursing his lips he began sucking on his horribly shameful new lollipop, looking up hollow-cheeked at Mistress Shanna as he did, meekly seeking approval. Still she smirked down at him, indolently toying with her nipples.

“Go up and down on it, Allie. Take it in and out of your mouth. You’ll never experience this pleasure yourself, so you might as well get good at providing it.”

Why did she always have to remind him of how his own penis must remain forever deprived of such things? The knowledge was heartbreaking despite the incredible sick ecstasies he’d just been introduced to. With no other option Allie concentrated on the cruelty and coercion his Mistress exercised on him, using this to stoke his renewed arousal. He bobbed on that cock as directed, taking more and more of it in as he became accustomed to it, and soon his own spent penis surprised him by beginning to twitch again where it was squashed into its own sticky mess. Then, beloved Sara, was moving into position behind him, and Allie’s lust at once skyrocketed at the thought that he was about to be fucked again, and this time by the Mistress who’d forever stolen his heart with that unexpected kiss.

“Here we go, slutty. Mistress Sara’s cock’s a bit bigger than the famous feeldoe. And she may have to work it a lot harder to get off. This penis doesn’t have any wonderful inner extension to rock against the g-spot, but that extra work for me ought to make taking it far more rewarding for you.”

She gripped him as Shanna had just done, mounted him and pushed in deep. And yes she was bigger; oh she was so much bigger! Allie squealed anew with agony as he was penetrated, the sound muffled by the cock filling his mouth. Stretched nearly beyond bearing, he was then filled ever fuller, sobbing at the pain and yet reveling in it as his own penis went beyond just twitching to growing swiftly erect again. And then Mistress Sara was fucking him, pounding that prodigious prick in and out of his skinny little body with a power and pace that indeed soon exceeded Shanna at her most wildly orgasmic.

Driven on from behind, Allie found he was being forced ever further onto the phallus skewering him from the front. Soon it was probing his throat, and he began to retch helplessly. Cruel Mistress Shanna showed him no mercy however. She fisted both hands in his hair and pushed his face down hard until her entire cock was buried in it. As Allie struggled miserably to accommodate the foreign object filling his throat without puking or suffocating she giggled maliciously at him.

“That’s right, cocksucker, take the whole thing. What good’s a sissy-slut that can’t deep-throat a boner? There’s more to giving blowjobs than just sucking on the head you know. Your upper orifice has to be as eagerly accepting as the lower. After all, whichever one of us is fucking your ass, the other one is almost certainly going to be doing your throat. Learn to love it Allie-girl. Or your life as a lesbian double-slut is going to be a miserable one.”

Allie again did his best. It wasn’t easy with Sara really getting up steam behind him. She was pounding him like the piston of an old-fashioned locomotive, really pouring on the coal. Even with his lips sealed to those of Shanna’s pussy around the cocks connecting them he was driven rhythmically against her as he gagged and strangled. But gradually he won back control over his gorge, and when he finally stopped retching completely, both girls cheered him loudly. Shanna caressed his cheek in congratulatory approval and Sara gave his ass an affectionate couple of smacks with her hand.

Of course this warmed Allie’s heart, bringing tears of love and devotion to his eyes and allowing him to once again wallow unreservedly in the orgy of agony, excitement, hideously intense humiliation and desperately twisted arousal that sex would forever mean to him. Indeed so great did these sensations and emotions eventually grow that when Mistress Sara finally climaxed after nearly half an hour of pneumatically drilling into him, Allie amazed them all by experiencing his own second orgasm right along with her.

This was nowhere nearly as intense as his first, but the fact that he’d achieved it at all impressed and delighted his Mistresses, who both kissed him on the cheek this time, mussed his hair and made much of him. He was proving to be the perfect slut-boy of their fondest dreams. Then they moved to untie his legs at last.

Exhausted and depleted, woefully sore all over and extremely pleased with himself, Allie was looking forward to being returned to his cell. This had been the most momentous night imaginable already. Yet though it was well after midnight it seemed the slut-fucking was far from finished. There was a further momentous incident ahead that would have just as profound implications for his future as his introduction to sexual service.

Once the ropes had been released from the sides of the bed, Allie was repositioned. He was made to lie on his bound arms and back, with the pillows further elevating his torso off the mattress. His legs were split wide again, stretched out to either side and bound just as tightly to the bed frame as before. Then Mistress Shanna took a small box only a few inches on a side from the dresser, opened it and withdrew a shiny metal object. Crackling with renewed excitement and limitless relish, the ladies knelt on the bed, Sara by his side and Shanna just in front of his sissy-pussy and other, now obsolete sexual equipment. She spoke sternly to him, but was once again unable to suppress the devilish delight in her voice.

“Now, slave, you begin to pay the true price for being a spying little jerk-off! Not only will you never touch my fabulous breasts and never have your penis inside a woman’s body, but you will never jerk off again either. Your masturbation days are over after a scant three weeks. And if you ever empty your balls again at all – highly unlikely but not impossible – it will only be at Mistress Shanna’s say-so. Your body belongs to me in its entirety. And I hereby lock up your pathetic and offensive and mistaken male genitals forever!”

Mistress fitted that shiny something – a tiny cage of some sort – over Allie’s limp little penis. While Sara laid a gentling and perhaps commiserating hand on his shoulder, Shanna tightened a circular steel fetter around the base of his cock and balls where they joined his groin with a series of ratcheting clicks. Then she gave him a wide smile of triumph and accomplishment.

“There: you’re the next best thing to being gelded! And this is not just a chastity cage. It’s truly state of the art. It comes with batteries, shock prongs, and even a GPS locator. Now if you ever offend or disobey your Mistresses, or attempt to travel more than a kilometer from our home, you’ll be knocked down at once by electrical agony. Allow me to demonstrate!”

Allie was still trying to process all this horror.

Had Mistress just said that he would never come again? That in addition to being a virgin forever, he had also now forfeited orgasm, masturbation, and even the ability to have an erection? And all this was in penalty for spying and jerking off watching them as they’d surely intended him to do? Not even his lunatic mother could have been so diabolically cruel! But then Shanna lifted her cell phone and tapped a speed dial code. Then the rest of what she’d said was brought home to Allie in an intensely intimate and absolutely excruciating fashion.

Burning, buzzing, immediately crippling agony blazed into Allie through his imprisoned genitals, making his bound body convulse violently and attempt to bridge on the bed. He screamed breathlessly, muscles clenching spasmodically and he came within an ace of voiding his bladder. At last the agony cut out as abruptly as it had exploded through him. Panting weakly, Allie heard Sara laughing and clapping next to him. When he blinked his teary eyes clear, Mistress Shanna was smiling smugly at him.

“Either of us can do that to you whenever we want for as long as we want. Keep it in mind, slut. And don’t forget the GPS trigger either. Go a thousand yards from your cell and you’ll be immediately knocked down.

“Make no mistake about it, Slave Allie: you are now our property forever.

“You belong to Mistress Shanna and Mistress Sara utterly, ours to do whatever we please with and to. I recommend you devote the entirety of your being to keeping us happy and fulfilled for the rest of our lives. And in return we’ll see that you get slut-fucked out of your mind at every opportunity – starting with right now. Mistress Sara, it’s your turn to stuff little Allie’s face. I’m going to enjoy his sissy-pussy again. Let’s make this first night of the rest of our slave’s life one to remember forever!”

Shanna
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Riding to work Monday morning Shanna was in a simply fabulous mood.

The weekend past simply couldn’t have gone better. It had provided the most fun, amusement, satisfaction and personal and sexual fulfillment she’d ever experienced. It even put that endless Sunday enslaving Sara in the shade. And now once again things were just going to get better and better forever.

As usual Shanna rode in comfort while Sara chauffeured her car. To save hassles – and bankroll all the purchases necessary for their exciting new lives – they’d sold Sara’s car, which was the older and less fuel efficient of their vehicles. Now as they tooled down the freeway they gloated hilariously together about their recent activities and accomplishment.

“Holy shit, Sara, did you see Allie’s face when I locked up his cock? Never have I seen such a stunned and devastated and utterly unbelieving expression. Oh baby, every man in the world should have that done to him!”

“No fucking doubt!” Sara agreed gleefully. “So are you ever going to let him empty his balls like you said, or are you going to deny him orgasm forever?”

“Yes and no.” Shanna giggled anew at her simply dastardly intentions. “You’ll see. It’s going to be priceless. Meanwhile, let’s talk about how he reacted when I stuffed your giant vibrator up his ass. Wasn’t that just too delicious to be believed?”

“It was simply scrumptious, my love. Even after being fucked all night he squealed like a pig. I can’t believe it even fit. And I’m just glad it’s out of my pussy for a while.”

“That’s only until I can pick up an identical one, my dear!” Shanna responded smartly, and then giggled yet again at Sara’s good-natured but heartfelt groan. Then they went back to trading favorite highlights of Allie’s introduction to true slavery.

After locking up his cock for good they’d spent the rest of the night fucking him from both ends simultaneously. Swapping dildoes and holes endlessly back and forth and using ever bigger pricks they’d double-teamed him until it was nearly five in the morning and they were far too exhausted to attempt a single additional orgasm.

Despite his remarkably swift and greedy acceptance of his primary purpose in life Allie had been reduced to a pathetically bawling wreck by then, having finally taken their two biggest organs for nearly an hour. If only he’d known what was still coming! Perhaps having some empathy for his current and upcoming condition (something Shanna would never have) Sara had cradled their still handcuffed slave in her arms, soothed him and even allowed him to suckle one of her enormous breasts until he’d stopped bawling.

Shanna had allowed this against her natural instincts. She supposed having a good cop/bad cop kind of dichotomy going (and boy that gave her some ideas for the future) would help them with Allie’s just-beginning training and the extensive reshaping they still had planned for him. With a judicious mix of strict punishment and positive reinforcement, combined with his stunted sexual development and their limitless feminine allure, the rest of his transformation would no doubt proceed as easily and excitingly as the initial stages of his enslavement had. Everything was just going so wonderfully!

After Sara had settled him down they finally returned Allie to his cell. There Shanna stuffed his ass with that gigantic vibrator. Sara gagged him with a dirty dildo, and they hogtied him up for the night. With his ankles and thighs all bound together and also tied to the straps securing his cock-gag, his head was pulled outrageously far back. Meanwhile with his forearms tied together the way Shanna had perfected on Sara, the rope binding his hands had been stretched between his immensely stuffed ass-cheeks, over the base of that madly thrumming vibrator (preventing any expulsion) and tied off to his cock cage, pulling mercilessly on his genitals. Even without any holiday light wrapping (they were saving that for a future occasion) Allie had looked miserable and pathetic and sexy beyond belief. They’d wedged a chair under his door – more for dramatic effect than actual security – and went contentedly to bed at last.

Saturday and Sunday had both been spent even more orgiastically exploiting the opportunities for bondage, discipline and sexual subjugation their new dynamic provided. By late Sunday night the entire apartment had been a disheveled and neglected wreck, with dirty dishes piled high and outfits, toys and restraints scattered everywhere. No matter though. Allie had all day now to catch up on his housework. And this evening the fun could begin all over again. Ah, Shanna gloated to herself, life as a slave-owner surely was grand…

This euphoric mood lasted most of the morning, helped along by the fact that it was her turn to give Tommy his enema.

Their little work-pervert hadn’t yet needed to be disimpacted again, but surely it was only a matter of time. With that cheery thought occupying most of her attention Shanna forgot to keep her guard up when she moved on to her next case. That’s when her day and mood took a rotten – and no doubt scary and regrettable for her significant others – turn for the worse.

She was standing at the foot of Mrs. Nash’s bed, one of their comatose patients.

Concentrating hard on her chart, trying to decipher the hastily scribbled orders at the bottom of this, she didn’t bother to turn when she heard the door open behind her. It was probably just an aide or an orderly, but then suddenly hands clamped hard onto her breasts, painfully squeezing them. The next thing she knew that hard little pecker in the thin slacks was rubbing frantically against her backside. A blast of halitosis blew past her face, and she heard the hated wheezy voice of Dr. Wycombe in her ear.

“That’s what I like about you, Shanna. Not only are you the sexiest nurse to ever hit this place, but you never wear any panties under your uniform. I can tell. Great minds must think alike. I bet you just live for this, don’t you?”

Suddenly furious, Shanna forgot all about hospital politics and the relative powerlessness of her position. She was Mistress Shanna, and no one spoke to her that way, much less touched her without explicit permission. She slammed her elbow back hard, sinking it deep into the bastard’s gut. His hold on her broken, the breath knocked out of him, Wycombe staggered backward. To keep herself from turning on him, grinding his genitals to jelly beneath her heel and stabbing him to death with the pen in her pocket, Shanna hung the chart back up and stalked to the door, still boiling with rage. With his voice sounding wheezier than ever she heard Wycombe gasp angrily behind her.

“You’ll pay dearly for that, you snooty little bitch!”

Ignoring him, Shanna left the room. Later, discussing the incident over lunch in the nurses’ station, she was both applauded by the other ladies and warned once again.

“Way to go, sister!” Lettie gave her a high five. “I’ve wanted to do that and so much worse ever since the creep squirted against my backside.”

“Too bad you didn’t give him a rupture!” cried the irrepressible Marybeth. Immediately she and Lynnie launched into a hilarious pantomime of fiercely delivered blows and cowering suffering. This was followed by the usual communal trading of crude jokes and scathing comments at Dr. Wycombe’s expense, which went on even longer than usual. When this finally quieted it was the more reserved and experienced Doreen who turned serious.

“You’ve got to be careful though, Shanna. I know that what you did was totally justified. We’ve all had it happen to us. And even if you get fired a good nurse can get a job anywhere, with shortages as chronic as they are. But you can get things on your yearly evaluation like ‘not a team player’ and ‘doesn’t respect authority’ that can dog you throughout your career. You don’t need that when you’re just out of school and barely getting started. And believe me, there’s worse stuff that can happen to you in this job than what appears on your work record. Being felt up might come to seem like a picnic.”

Shanna felt her anger boiling up again at this.

None of this was the least bit fair, goddamn it all! But it was impossible to get mad at Doreen, who was just congenitally sweet and had only Shanna’s best interests in mind. At last Sara spoke up with careful diplomacy.

“I know what always cheers me up: shopping. I know we have a lot of that planned for this weekend. What do you say after work we pick up a few things for the apartment, and maybe a new outfit or two? That should help get your mind on more pleasant things than gelding and horse-whipping some particular deserving men.”

She gave her roommate a sly wink at this, reminding her of their new possibilities for anger management and revenge transference at home. At last Shanna was able to relax a bit.

Sara was right: let their slave pay for the sins of his born sex. In the meantime there was no sense letting this spoil her whole day. To soothe her nerves Shanna took out her cell phone. Under the table she activated it and pressed the key that would give Allie a punishing shock wherever he was. She held this down for at least ten seconds.

Shanna repeated this therapy twice more during the day whenever her impotent fury threatened to overwhelm her. And when their shift finally ended at eight she had Sara take them first to a hardware store for a brief stop, and then to a boutique dealing in fine leather goods.

Here she bought a new pair of boots that rose nearly to the middle of her thighs. Acting on Sara’s earlier hint she also picked out an elegant, seven foot-long tightly braided bullwhip. After that they were starving and the stores were closing anyway, so they decided to do the rest of their shopping on-line. Shanna was eager to get home to their contemptibly if only still technically male slave in any case.

Back at Wilshire Avenue the entire apartment was redolent with appetizing aromas. Allie had a simply wonderful, triple-layer lasagna warm in the oven for them. This proved to be filled not only with three kinds of cheese but mushrooms, peppers, onions and Italian sausage as well as ground beef. Over this and salads and a bottle of red wine Sara remarked approvingly that she’d never eaten so well in her life before taking in their remarkably talented slave. Shanna had to privately agree. Afterward when Allie had the nearly unthinkable temerity to timidly ask what he’d done wrong during the day to earn his three shocks – only in the interest of correcting his behavior of course – Shanna snapped angrily at him.

“You were born wrong, slave! But don’t worry: your Mistresses have already started to repair that error. And this weekend we’ll do a whole lot more. In the meantime though, you can put your supposed innate male mechanical skills to good use for us. Here!” She shoved the bag from the hardware store at him.

“In there is a putty knife and a tube of Plastic Wood patching compound. First you will plug up those naughty knotholes.

“There will be no more spying going on around here – just proper monitoring by webcam, which we can also access at work whenever we feel like it. We have them all over the apartment, so you’d better behave yourself while we’re gone. Anyway, after that you will install those two deadbolts on the outside of your cell door, just above and below the knob. Finally there is a big sturdy hook in that bag. You will take that into the living room and screw it into the central ceiling beam right in the middle. Get going now!”

“Yes, Mistress.”

Meekly Allie collected the bag and went to obey. Meanwhile Shanna and Sara moved to the computer to do a little internet shopping.

First they bought their slave a vibrator identical to Sara’s except for the fact that it was corrugated with upraised ridges along most of its length, making it even thicker and more uncomfortable to contain. They also bought him an actual cock-gag with a single wide strap that would completely seal away the lower half of his face in front and lock securely behind his head in back. No more would they have to spare any of their strap-on dildoes to keep him double-stuffed. They purchased a few other items as well, including a straitjacket like the institutional ones they were used to except in dark gray canvas instead of white. Finally Shanna located and ordered a pair of matching fetish outfits for them.

These were skimpy, skintight policewomen’s costumes of navy blue latex complete with caps, boots and badges and utility belts featuring holsters for the included handcuffs and nightsticks. Soon they could play good cop/bad cop for real – or maybe bad cop and even worse cop. In any case, by the time they finished up Allie was finishing his chores himself.

Standing tiptoed on the coffee table which he’d moved to the center of the room, he had just completed screwing their sturdy new hook deep into the overhead beam. Finally, though it was nearly eleven o’clock and about ten hours after she’d yet again been molested, Mistress Shanna could exact her revenge, if only by proxy.

“Sara, go and get the handcuffs. Allie, you stay right up there and take off your clothes. Strip right down to your chastity cage, you congenitally evil male. You owe me for what one of your bastard brothers did to me today.”

Once Sara had Slave Allie handcuffed and stretched way up with the connecting chain looped over that ceiling hook, Mistress Shanna disappeared into the bedroom. When she emerged her hair was in a ponytail. She was wearing only a gleaming gold choker and those devastating new boots and carrying her bullwhip dragging on the floor after her.

“Oh baby!” Sara whistled with appreciation. “Mistress, you can whip me anytime looking like that! Wouldn’t you agree dear, Allie?”

Allie was both goggling with lust and whimpering with dread. Nevertheless he cleared his throat and answered promptly and properly.

“Mistress could whip me wearing a burka or a beekeeper suit. But right now she looks so sexy and intimidating she could torture me to death and I’d feel only gratitude, love and unbearable arousal throughout.”

“I’m pleased,” Shanna answered regally. “Sara, drag that coffee table out of there.”

Once this was done and Slave Allie hung suspended from his handcuffed wrists Mistress Shanna began whipping him with all the viciousness at her command and all the formerly impotent fury that had rankled her all day.

Her leather lash whistled and cracked, hissed and bit. Allie screamed and writhed most satisfactorily and was soon wrapped from shoulders to calves in livid welts that beautifully overlaid his wounds from the weekend. By the time Shanna had eased the distress eating away at her he no longer responded beyond an autonomic shuddering and constant weeping. Hanging limply stretched out he only swayed with the impetus of each fresh strike. Finally Shanna coiled her whip and left it on the coffee table to be cleaned and oiled tomorrow.

“I’m going to bed now, Sara. Take Allie down, treat his wounds, and do whatever you like with him. You’ll have to share his cell tonight I’m afraid. I need to be alone.”

Shanna moved wearily to the bathroom to pee, brush her teeth and wash up a little. When she emerged Sara was lying sideways across the loveseat with her lower legs dangling over the arm. Once again she was cradling their weeping slave in her arms like an oversized baby and allowing him to nurse at her mammoth breasts.

Considerately Shanna placed a box of gauze pads and a tube of salve on the still displaced coffee table without disturbing them. When she tossed a big strap-on out of her bedroom door a bit later these were gone and Sara was slouched facing forward with her head resting on the loveseat’s back. Allie was kneeling between her raised and spread legs with his hands cuffed behind him, frantically servicing his happily moaning Mistress’ generally purposely neglected vagina. Still feeling strangely magnanimous toward her slaves Shanna left them to their pleasure and retired.

Thanks to the catharsis of that whipping this mood persisted. Twice she was awoken hours later in the night by the two of them crying out in ecstasy through the thin wall of their cell as Sara undoubtedly fucked Allie senseless yet again. But Shanna didn’t bother to holler at them to keep quiet. She just rolled over to the far side of the bed.

Maybe later she’d watch the fun on her computer. That could be entertaining. One thing was certain though. Sara’s ass was going be dragging around the hospital at work tomorrow. As long as she didn’t expect Shanna to cover for her that was her own affair. Have fun my sexy slaves, and enjoy your night of grace! Shanna smiled and went back to sleep.
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After nearly eight hours of slumber Shanna was up the moment her alarm clock sounded.

Not so her two slaves, who had taken such extravagant advantage of the opportunity to pleasure each other she’d given them. After showering Shanna dried herself, wrapped her hair in a towel and strode naked to Allie’s cell. When she pulled the door open she saw that despite the noise she’d been making both were still sound asleep.

Sara lay on her back on the pad, pressed right up against the wall with Allie’s pillow under her head. Allie meanwhile lay on his side half on the concrete floor. He was hogtied, with his hands still cuffed behind his back and the cuffs tied to the rope binding his ankles to his thighs. Snuggled up tight against his larger Mistress with her arm around him and his head pillowed on the top of her breast and the hollow of her shoulder he was the picture of heavenly bliss, smiling even in his sleep. The blanket was pulled up over both of them and was tented at Sara’s waist, where she clearly still sported an impressive erection. Shanna tried unsuccessfully to suppress a grin at this tableau of unconventional domestic contentment and at last called out.

“Well isn’t this just too sweet? Rise and shine, you two! It’s time for another wonderful day of slavery.”

They stirred reluctantly. Realizing it was time to get ready for work Sara groaned but cast the blanket aside.

“Yes, Mistress. Good morning and thank you for last night. Let’s go, Allie – breakfast in twenty minutes.”

Sara rolled him over, ignoring his own groan of pain and inadequate rest, and began fumbling to release his bindings. Satisfied Shanna returned to the bathroom to dry her hair and continue her morning hygiene.

So began another work day. Though Sara went around with bags under her eyes and drank endless cups of coffee she performed her duties with her usual care and professionalism. When they returned home the apartment was spotless and Allie had another excellent meal waiting for them. He gave them both foot and back rubs, ate their pussies to orgasms and gloried in being double-fucked before bed. They stuffed him, hogtied him, locked him in his cell and were all asleep by eleven-thirty for once.

The week ahead progressed similarly. Though Shanna remained particularly on her guard there were no repercussions so far for her violent handling of Dr. Wycombe’s latest assault. Nor was this molestation repeated. The three of them settled into a wonderful routine at home with tons of great sex and both regular and delightfully spontaneous sessions of dominance and submission, and all expressed rapturous joy in their new relationship. Finally the weekend arrived and it was time for Shanna and Sara to lead Allie into the next momentous stage of that profoundly unequal relationship.

Saturday morning after breakfast they had specific instructions for their slave’s bath, but before issuing these they used a sewing tape to measure every dimension of his naked body. Sara carefully noted these down. Then Shanna handed Allie a new disposable razor and a can of shaving cream. Allie had never shaved in his life – his facial hair was downy and fine and didn’t really require it, another wonderful rarity that made him perfect for them. But that wasn’t what this was about.

“Sara and I are going shopping, Allie. It’s time you had a new wardrobe. While we are gone you will shave off that disgusting body hair. I want it all gone: armpits, crotch, legs, and even your ass. From now on you will do this every morning when you bathe. You will also start shaving your face daily. It’s time our little lesbian wannabe started looking the part.”

Allie flushed a deep red as he accepted these items. Whether he grasped the implications of this last statement or not was difficult to tell – he blushed with shame at the most obscure cue after all. Once he was shut in the bathroom Shanna picked up the boxers and t-shirt he’d shed while Sara raided his cell and gathered up every other item of clothing down to the last sock and his plain white pillowslip. From now on he would use the flowered one that matched his sheet.

On their way to the car the ladies disposed of Allie’s former clothes in a nearby dumpster. Then they headed for the mall.

Their first stop was a store for women’s shoes.

They purchased two pair, one white with only moderately high two-inch heels for everyday use and sexy black pumps with four-inch heels for more special occasions. Among the items they’d bought on-line and which had already begun to arrive were a pair of locking ‘ballet’ fetish boots which couldn’t be removed without a key and had spike heels so high they forced the wearer to walk on the very tips of his toes. Allie would wear these for training purposes until his ankles were accustomed to the demands of fashion on women – or just whenever they felt like seeing him in them. Then it was time for clothes shopping.

They bought their little sissy six dresses, all of them exceedingly feminine with short skirts, low necklines and lots of ornamentation. Shanna also picked out three combinations of tops and miniskirts, and then finally it was time for the truly fun part of their excursion: underwear shopping.

They began with simply functional stuff: padded bras and girdles for general wear that would contour Allie’s figure to the more pleasingly feminine shape they required of their slave. Then Shanna and Sara began choosing bed-wear: all manner of unbearably sexy lingerie.

They stuck exclusively to pinks and pastels, once again going heavy on the ornamentation. The more ribbons, bows, ruffles, scalloped edges and frills the more likely they were to purchase an item. They went exclusively with g-strings and panties featuring splits or cut-outs in the crotch, of course always intending to have immediate access to Allie’s sissy-pussy. Finally they loaded up their purchases and drove home to have some simply outrageous fun outfitting their new she-male.

They began by bringing in only one outfit. Allie could unload the rest later. They found their slave scrubbed squeaky clean and sleekly shaved everywhere just as ordered. With no clothes to put on he was naked and putting their bedroom to rights when the girls breezed excitedly in on him.

“Okay, Allie, you can finish that later,” Shanna declared. “We need to get our little sissy dressed for the day. As you’ve no doubt noticed, all your former boy clothes are now gone for good. From now on you’ll be dressing exclusively as a girl. Unwrap this and put it on!”

She handed him one of the padded bras. Then Mistress Shanna pulled out her cell phone: a clear threat to quell potential defiance.

Allie didn’t offer any. Though his face crumpled and colored with shame he seemed resigned to this inevitability. He withdrew the peach-colored bra from its packaging with shaky fingers and held it up before his face a moment, looking fearfully appalled as he fingered the thickly padded cups. Then he fumblingly donned it, at last getting it hooked up in back. Uneasily he glanced into the mirror over the dresser and blushed even darker at what he saw.

“Splendid!” giggled Sara from where she’d taken a seat on the bed with her own phone in her hand. “Now for the girdle – let’s see what kind of sexy figure we can get on our little she-male. If it’s hot enough we might have to fuck her right now!”

Allie had even more trouble with the girdle. Finally Sara was forced to rise and pull its lacings tighter than he could manage on his own for him. But finally he had an acceptable figure, though the poor darling was clearly having trouble getting his breath.

“That’s good enough,” remarked Shanna. “Slut-boys only wear panties for dress-up and sex, not everyday use. Let’s get a dress and some shoes on ours and see how she looks.”

The summery dress they’d brought in was white with large, hot pink polka-dots. The short skirt was flared and very flouncy, the neck cut low and the sleeves short and flouncy as well. After another struggle Allie managed to get it zipped up in back. Then he stood fidgeting and extremely ill at ease while his Mistresses laughed uproariously. Finally Shanna got enough control of herself to seek a critical assessment.

“What do you think, Sara?”

“I think it looks good. You can still tell our Allie was born as a male, but not by much. Once we get his hair and nails done, put some makeup on – not blush, he’s got that covered at least – we should be able to pass him off as a girl no problem.”

“I agree. Allie, put these shoes on. From now on you wear high heels at all times.”

At last this earned a sob from Allie, who’d had tears trickling down his face from the first. He pulled the shoes on, stood up and almost toppled right over. When he’d regained his balance the girls walked him back and forth, first teaching how to move at all and then to do so in a properly feminine fashion. This took nearly half an hour. Afterward they moussed his hair and combed it straight back and applied some makeup: lipstick, mascara and eye-shadow. A pair of pendant-style clip on earrings came next along with a necklace of large beads and a few cheap rings. By then the girls were starving again, and Allie looked respectably feminine enough for the time being. They just had a bit of proper indoctrination to do before lunch.

“What are you, Allie?” Shanna suddenly asked sternly.

“Apparently I’m some sort of transvestite,” he sniffled, looking at his reflection with competing wonder and misery.

“Wrong!” shouted Shanna, knocking him down with a five second shock.

When Allie recovered control of his muscles and stood weeping contritely before them once again, Shanna corrected him.

“You are a she-male sissy lesbian wannabe, Allie. Now say it.”

“I am a she-male sissy lesbian wannabe.”

“Now say, ‘I’m a dirty little slut who lives to suck cock and get fucked!’”

“I’m a dirty little slut who lives to suck cock and get fucked!” Allie sobbed in response.

“Yes you are,” affirmed Shanna. “After the fact that you are a slave, these are the two most important facets of your new identity. You will go around repeating them to yourself all day. You will chant them deliriously in your head whenever you are punished or fucked. And you will recite them at night like prayers until you fall asleep. Is that understood?”

“Yes, Mistress!” Allie was sobbing harder than ever. But when Shanna lifted his skirt she wasn’t surprised in the least to see that his penis was swollen as painfully erect as his cage would permit – which of course wasn’t much.

“Good enough. We’ll continue this after lunch.”

And so they did. After Allie had washed the dishes Shanna gave him a craftily sweet smile along with his next orders.

“The rest of your new wardrobe is still in the car, darling. You will bring it in now.”

“Like…like this?” stammered weakly.

“No, naked as a baby, so you can be arrested for indecent expose!” Shanna snapped. “Of course like that! Now get going, chop-chop!”

Allie gulped visibly, but he did as he was told of course. And of course no jeering crowds gathered to laugh at the little sissy moving between the house and car, or whatever he might have imagined. Aside from a certain tentativeness and clumsiness to his movements he did look remarkably like a young woman in her late teens. When all the bags and boxes had been brought in, his education in femininity continued.

For the rest of the afternoon Shanna and Sara supervised, laughed, and made critical comments as Allie tried on each of his new outfits.

They instructed him on which pieces went together best, which were more appropriate for various times of the day and year, and had him endlessly posing and moving about in various ways. They drilled him relentlessly in female postures, gestures and mannerisms, and punished ruthlessly any lapses into masculinity. Finally he was trying on the lingerie, and both Mistresses could see in his heavy breathing, sparkling eyes and constant stymied erection that he was becoming more madly aroused by the minute despite himself. When they broke for dinner at last, Allie prepared this in those four-inch pumps and stockings, garters, panties and a bustier all of lavender with white and navy accents, ruffles and ribbons.

Shanna was gratified to see that as he went about his tasks his lips were moving constantly as he recited the two mantras she’d given him. And after dinner when they prepared to reward him as only they could she had him speak them out loud for all of them to enjoy.

Still clad in his sexy bed-wear and all dolled up, Allie knelt before Shanna at the foot of her bed with his hands cuffed behind him. Once again naked but for her new boots and with her feeldoe jutting up inches from Allie’s glistening red lips, Shanna repeated her earlier question. Naked as well, Sara was strapping on her own big cock with a grin of infinite relish.

“What are you, Allie?”

This time the answer came eagerly and without an instant’s hesitation.

“I’m a dirty little she-male sissy lesbian wannabe slut. I live to suck cock and get my desperately greedy tight sissy-pussy fucked!”

“Yes, you most certainly are!” Shanna laughed. “Would you like to suck my cock now? Would my filthy little come-bucket like to devour it whole?”

“Yes, please, Mistress! I’d like that more than just about anything!”

“Oh? What could you possibly like more than that?”

“Only for Mistress Sara to violently violate me at the same time, Mistress. Two hard cocks are always better than one for a disgustingly shameless, dick-addicted slut-slave like me, Mistress. I need both my holes stuffed to be truly happy, Mistress.”

Shanna giggled delightedly. What a change a week had made in their groveling little slave! She decided she wanted to see this demonstrated more graphically.

“All in good time, slutty. First I want to see what expertise you’ve developed in the last week. Any slave can submit to having his face brutally fucked. I want to see how good you’ve gotten at delivering the pleasure yourself. So give me a blowjob, cunt. Suck me off, you little slut. Put those thickly painted lips to work on my dick and make me want to come all over your prettily made up face, you disgustingly depraved she-male whore!”

“Oh gladly, Mistress!” Allie cried, batting his heavily shadowed eyes. Then he went enthusiastically to work.

First he ran out his tongue and licked her from base to tip. He dallied there playfully a minute, toying with the head and slathering it all over, then he took that oval bulb into his mouth. Closing those heavily lacquered lips around it he sucked it hard, closing his eyes in heavenly bliss and moaning joyfully. After a few seconds of this he ducked his head and took in the entire thing in one swift plunge. He held her cock in his throat then to show off his ability to do this without the slightest discomfort, his lips warm and slick as they pressed against her pussy. Then he began bobbing eagerly up and down, taking her entire cock rapidly in and out.

Still lost in moaning bliss, Allie fellated Shanna so urgently that the feeldoe rocked against and inside her, pleasuring her clit and g-spot almost as much as if she’d been actively fucking him. Grunting hungrily with drool beginning to overspill his lower lip and run sloppily down his chin, Allie sucked his Mistress’ cock as if he couldn’t get enough of it – which of course he couldn’t. His cheeks a fiery red and looking like nothing so much as teenage female nymphomaniac he panted explosively through his nose and only redoubled his efforts when Shanna cried out herself and Sara clapped and cheered.

“All right! I’d say the transformation is a complete success! Little Allie may not like giving up his former manhood but you sure as hell couldn’t tell it from the way he sucks cock. Are you going to hog that sleazy little strumpet all night Mistress Shanna, or are you going to let me at its other hole?”

“Neither one,” Shanna gasped. “Now that I’m good and lubed up I’m going to fuck sissy Allie’s tight little ass myself. You can do her greedy deep throat. Let’s get this lingerie-wearing, dick-craving slave up on the bed and pound her from either end they way she truly loves!”

So began another outrageous weekend spent orgiastically wallowing in wildly violent and limitlessly exciting and fulfilling kinky sex. While horrifyingly abusive and humiliating for some, the end of the week following actually provided the key that led them all to a future more satisfying and extreme than even Shanna’s wildest imaginings.


17.

Things began much as they previously had.

Shanna and Sara showered together Monday morning, lovingly soaping and rinsing each other and sharing as many kisses, caresses, and even orgasms as time would allow. They primped, dressed, and enjoyed a sumptuous breakfast. Warning she-male Allie to lock on his new training boots as soon as he got out of the tub and dried off, the girls headed off to work happy, complacent, and fortified not only by strong coffee and good food but by the confident knowledge that they had a slave waiting at home so madly devoted to them that he’d sacrificed everything in life just to serve them. And of course when they returned after a routine shift at the hospital their apartment was once again spotless. Allie was tiptoeing around in his boots, cross-dressed and elaborately made up in his sexy, blatantly slutty new feminine persona and had another wonderful dinner waiting. After washing up he shyly begged them to fuck his sissy she-male brains out, and they exhaustively obliged. The rest of the week passed much the same.

Despite the warnings of the other nurses Dr. Wycombe continued to ignore Shanna completely, and she began to feel her troubles might be over in that regard. Perhaps that elbow to the gut had taught him a much needed lesson. She went around feeling even more pleased than usual with herself – at least until Friday afternoon. That was when he finally exacted his unexpected and devastating revenge.

One of the other doctors had sent Shanna to a little used supply closet at the far end of the floor in search of a special kind of dressing he supposedly needed for the patient in 525. She was standing at the rear wall, bending over to reach to the far back of a waist-high shelf, peering into the dimness and sorting fruitlessly through a bunch of boxes looking for the one she needed. From behind her she heard the distinctive clacking sound of the door being locked shut and began trying to back out of her compromising position. It was too late.

Suddenly she was shoved from behind, pushed even deeper into the dimness until she banged her forehead on the wall. Trapped between two shelves she gave a squawk of outrage, but already she heard a zipper going down even as her skirt was pulled up in back. A second later her dry vagina was being painfully entered from behind.

The penis forcing its way into her was laughably small, especially compared to the ones Shanna allowed Sara to use on her. It was male, rigid, and hot even through the condom on it, and she knew unmistakably to whom it belonged. The heavy breathing behind her was asthmatic and wheezy. Instantly infuriated, Shanna began struggling furiously, but trapped as she was all she could do was claw a few boxes around. Claustrophobia assailed her and she began to panic, but then reality forced this back with an agonizing expedient. Suddenly she had to use all her strength to keep her neck from being injured and her face rhythmically bashed into the hard cinderblock wall as her rapist began pounding against and into her relentlessly.

Soon the terrible pain in her vagina, neck, face, and a couple of sprained fingers, and the overwhelming but maddeningly impotent fury she felt were joined by a miserable, seemingly bottomless sense of humiliation. Her violation shamed her profoundly in a way she’d never considered while similarly afflicting Sara and Allie. Utterly unaccustomed to such things Shanna began to cry bitterly as she was used so brutally and thoughtlessly against her will.

Despite all the warnings she’d received she just couldn’t believe such a thing could be happening to her. She was Mistress Shanna damn it, the undisputed ruler of her realm and the initiator of all sexual contact allowed therein. Once she’d tasted the wonders of lesbian sex and the incomparable thrill of dominance she’d sworn never to let a man have her again, and never to be the subordinate partner in anything. Now here she was pathetically helpless and being rudely, brutally enjoyed sexually by the man she despised above all others in the world.

The monstrous injustice and limitless indignity of this fueled her revulsion at the identity of her violator, and yet still the best Shanna could do was push back desperately against the wall she was being crushed up against to keep it from breaking her neck and scraping the skin right off her face. It was all a worse nightmare than she could have ever conceived. And it just seemed to go on and on, that rapidly stabbing penetration such an anathema to her that only murdering the perpetrator with her bare hands might have redeemed her horrible shame and helplessly sobbing outrage.

In truth this assault probably lasted for little more than ten minutes, but that was an eternity in the worst possible hell for Shanna. By the time the hateful bastard’s wheezing seized up a minute, he grunted with orgasm and his little pecker spasmed inside her she was at least temporarily shattered.

Nothing in her life had prepared her for such a monstrous assault on both her body and her smug self-image of indomitable femininity. Wycombe’s earlier abuses had been a mere nuisance by comparison, just as Sara had portrayed them. She had punished her wonderful lover and mentor so terribly for days on end for pointing out the simple truth! As her rapist slipped out of her at last and zipped up – chuckling spitefully at her and slapping her hard on the ass – Shanna could only sob more harshly than ever. Only after the despicable cretin had casually slipped still chuckling out the door could she even manage to get her skirt down and then extricate herself from the shelves that had been her prison.

Her still-dry pussy was badly abraded and hurt worse than ever in her life. But the damage to her self-esteem and peace of mind was far more devastating.

It took Shanna several minutes to get a hold of herself and stop crying. Then it took several more to contain the white-hot rage that threatened to overwhelm her. She was literally shaking with it, and in danger to going to prison for life from the nearly overmastering urge to go tearing out of the closet and commit murder on the spot. At last she managed to calm down enough to rip open a dressing and wipe her face.

Luckily she never wore makeup to work. There was no big mess to mop up. Her hair was no doubt mussed, and she smoothed it with her hands as best she was able. No one would learn of this but Sara and Allie, at least for now. Pride would not permit her to become an object of gossip, pity, and possibly derisive remarks of ‘I-told-you-so’. She would cope with this in private. Remembering her earlier therapy under similar but far lesser circumstances, Shanna pulled out her cell phone and stabbed the punishment button. Picturing Allie shuddering and screaming on the floor she held it down for over twice as long as she’d ever done before. Then she let it up, put the phone away, took a deep breath and left the closet.

Shanna returned to Dr. Moore in 525, who’d sent her on this no doubt contrived errand. Her suspicions were confirmed almost immediately.

“I’m sorry Doctor, but we seem to be out of those dressings.”

“That’s all right, nurse. Now that I think about it, I believe we phased those out. I’ve decided to go with the newer brand in any case.”

He studied her for a moment, taking in her rimmed and bloodshot eyes, her mussed hair and the contrast between the pallor of her cheeks and the red spots of rage and shame burning there. He smirked superiorly then and dismissed her with what seemed to be a deliberately portentous and upsetting choice of words.

“Well, we’re finished with you for the time being. You can go on about your other responsibilities.” Perhaps he intended to be next.

Shanna gave him a look full of hate and accusation, which only made him grin more widely. Then she wheeled around and stalked out of the room.

She headed straight for the closest bathroom. On the way she happened to pass Sara emerging from 531. Seeing the look on Shanna’s face and the condition she was in, the smile of greeting on Sara’s own face was slapped instantly away.

“What is it, Shanna?”

“In here,” Shanna muttered tightly and led the way.

Once inside they saw the only other occupant was Shelly, one of the temp aides recently assigned to their floor. While they waited for her to finish washing her hands and leave Shanna pulled out her cell again and gave Allie another good long shock, the knuckle of her thumb white with the force she used to press down on the button. The instant the door closed behind Shelly she closed the phone, pocketed it, and then turned savagely around and slammed the butt of her fist against the paper towel dispenser several times, until the plastic cracked in an ugly spider’s web of destruction. Then without warning the tears came again, raging hot and filled with a hugely galling impotence. When Sara took her in her arms she sagged against her wronged lover and let it all out, helpless to do otherwise.

On and on she cried, filled with remorse as well as shame and horror. After a while the door opened a bit, but whoever had intended to enter beat a considerate retreat. This interruption helped Shanna to get it together again however. Soon she detached herself from Sara’s loving support, turned to the sink and splashed cold water on her face. Sara handed her a few towels from the wounded dispenser. Once she’d blotted herself dry Shanna faced her beloved’s deeply disturbed concern with a weak smile.

“Thanks, hon. I needed that.”

“What happened?”

“You were right,” Shanna sighed. “So was Doreen. The bastard just raped me.”

“No!”

“Hell, yes!”

As Shanna related what had happened she saw the shock and worry on Sara’s face quickly replaced with an utterly malignant fury that looked wholly out of place on that always kind and open countenance. Soon it was Sara punching the paper towel dispenser, and in short order it was reduced to shards of plastic and scattered folds of paper littering the floor. At last they faced each other once again.

“He’s not going to get away with this!” Sara swore. “No fucking way! This shit has gone on for far too long. I’m going to see that son of a bitch in prison if it’s the last thing I do! Leave it to me lover: I will figure this out, I promise you. No one touches my Mistress!”

Shanna was both touched and reassured by this reaction. She wanted to cover her lover with kisses, get down on her knees and eat her pussy and then spread her legs wide for her until she’d fucked every last lingering trace of that bastard’s rape out of her. But of course now was not the time or the place for such comfort. They had to get out of this bathroom and get back to work before they were missed.

“In the meantime…” she started.

‘In the meantime we can extract some vicarious payback!” Sara snarled. She pulled out her own phone and gave Allie a good long shock herself. Then she had a very satisfactory suggestion. “Tommy has already been taken care of for today of course. But I know someone else we can give the monster of all enemas to and then fist fuck for a couple of hours. Our new straitjacket just came yesterday after all. It’s time we put it to use!”

“Yes!” Shanna agreed fiercely, already feeling better about herself. “I’ll see if I can swipe some enema supplies. You get into the drug closet and pocket some estrogen. It’s time our little sissy started growing us some titties to torment.”

“What an excellent suggestion, my love!” Sara gloated. “All right, I’m out of here. You can follow me in a couple of minutes.”

She gave Shanna one last commiserating squeeze of the hand and a kiss on the cheek. Then she left the bathroom, moving with a serious purpose in her step.

Shanna turned back to the mirror and fixed her hair. Once she’d ascertained that she looked more or less normal again she slipped out too, already plotting the theft and retribution ahead. If Allie thought a few unexpected and unearned shocks were bad, he was about to learn that hell had no fury like an extremely affronted Mistress Shanna!


18.

When they walked through the door of their apartment, eager to exact their revenge, Shanna and Sara got a bit of a surprise.

There were two settings at the table, not three. Each bore large crisp salads and a chilled glass of wine. A pair of frying steaks was filling the kitchen with aromatic smoke. Allie must have set out the salads and drinks and thrown the steaks on the second he saw them turn down the street. Rather than a dress he was wearing only his sexiest, filmiest lingerie, and he had an angry-looking lump on the right side of his forehead. He greeted them with eyes downcast and served them with trembling quietude. Then rather than sit down himself he crawled under the table, removed Shanna’s work shoes and began to massage her feet while she ate. Clearly he was forgoing his own dinner in an act of penitence.

“What happened to your forehead, Allie?” asked Sara.

“I fell down and bumped it on the edge of the counter, Mistress. I’m sorry for being so clumsy. I’ll try not to let it happen again.”

Surely this had occurred as a result of one of the vicious punishment shocks they’d given him yet Allie made no mention of this. Mollified a bit by his cringing behavior, and indeed chastened by perceptions that had come over her while being raped, Shanna sighed and explained as she cut another piece of steak. As usual this was done to perfection: blackened on the outside while tender, rare and juicy in the center.

“Your Mistress had a very bad day today, Allie. She was treated absolutely abominably by a member of your former sex. Since she has no power of retribution over him, she must take out her unhealthy rage and humiliation on her slave. I’m afraid you’re in for a rough night again, but for now you can kiss and clean my feet and suck on my toes if it pleases you.”

“Thank you, Mistress,” Allie quavered from under the table. “You honor and exalt me beyond belief. I will gladly suffer whatever you find necessary to make you happy and at peace. The thought of you being angry or feeling humiliated in any way is unendurable to me.”

Allie began covering Shanna’s feet with tears and kisses. He bathed them thoroughly with his tongue and spent the rest of the meal fervently suckling her toes one after another.

“Actually,” Sara remarked between bites, “you might even enjoy what we have planned for you, Allie. I know little Tommy does, and he’s an anally obsessed pervert just like you. Of course we’ve never had a chance to do much more than play with him, while we’re going to take things to outrageous extremes with you. But little Allie has surprised us more than once, hasn’t he, Mistress Shanna?”

“He certainly has,” Shanna agreed. “I’d say he’s been a dream slave for us in every way. I couldn’t be happier with his performance. In fact I adore him, and I’m going to simply love spending the rest of my life enjoying my unconditional ownership of him to the fullest.”

“Me too,” responded Sara. “We’ve been truly blessed, sister.” They clinked glasses, smiled at each other and drank. From under the table came a sob of uncontainable emotion, and the suckling of Sara’s toes increased in fervency.

They finished eating without speaking further. Afterward Shanna pulled her foot from Allie’s mouth and ordered him to put her shoes back on. Then she stood up from the table and picked up the bag of enema supplies she’d brought in.

“Okay slave, into the bathroom with you: take off your top, bra and panties and drop all the ballast if you haven’t already today. Sara, you grab the straitjacket. It’s time for us to make the lowly male species pay for its myriad unforgivable sins, particularly the one committed against me today!”

While Allie sat on the toilet Shanna unlocked his training boots. Right away he removed these with a whimper of relief. Then wearing only his light pink stockings, garters and belt he stood up humble and submissive (and obviously increasingly aroused as well as fearful) while they wrapped and buckled him into the straitjacket. Once he was tightly secured thus Sara ordered him into the bathtub while Shanna prepared his first enema. Of course she’d chosen the largest bag made and filled it all the way.

“Kneel in the tub facing away from the drain, slave. Raise your ass up high and put your face down on the porcelain. Have you ever had an enema before?”

“No, Mistress.”

“They’re generally used for medical or cleanliness purposes. That is certainly part of this. We need you to be as clean as possible up there tonight. However, other people and cultures have used enemas for ceremonial and recreational reasons. The Aztecs for example used them to ingest alcohol and tobacco. The blood vessels lining the rectum will absorb these intoxicants once the stomach is filled or rebels from overindulgence. Then there are kinky folks like us who use them for pleasure or punishment. Whether you experience this as the former or the latter depends on exactly how kinky you might turn out to be. Let’s find out, shall we?”

Sara moved aside as Shanna stepped up carrying the heavy bag and plug. Then while Shanna hung the bag from the showerhead and uncoiled the tube Sara knelt by the side of the tub and began stroking Allie’s hair. She even tweaked his lower lip playfully.

“Get ready, little slave. This is going to fill you up even more than my vibrator.”

Allie whimpered fearfully in response. Then he gasped and moaned with pleasure as Shanna pushed the tube deep into his always greedy anus. Hearing this Shanna felt her earlier anger come boiling back up in all its earlier intensity. This session was about revenge, damn it, not sexual ecstasy! She twisted the valve open abruptly.

Allie cried out as the hot soapy water surged into him. Yet still there was a strong element of sick pleasure mixed in with the pain. Offended by that and not content to wait on gravity Shanna used both hands to squeeze the bag, forcing its contents into him faster. Allie screamed and squirmed most satisfactorily at this. Still she pressed ruthlessly until every drop had been transferred to his rectum. Then while Allie gasped and sobbed with shock and pain she pulled the tube out and roughly stuffed the plug in its place.

“Not so turned on now, are you?” Shanna snarled. She crouched next to Sara and took Allie’s vulnerable balls into her hand.

“Sara told you about our constipation patient, Tommy,” she grimly intoned as Allie bawled on, his abdomen amazingly bloated up. “We have a couple of tricks to keep him under control and distract him from his pain. One is to show him some skin and let him come after it’s over. Of course, this is out of the question for you.” Both she and Sara still wore their uniforms, and Shanna meant to keep it that way. “Our other method is a bit more direct.”

Shanna squeezed, cruelly pulping the testicles in her hand. Allie screamed anew, and Shanna laughed with evil relish.

“Suddenly your flooded rectum doesn’t seem so important, does it? Sara darling, I believe this is the first time we’ve ever punished our slave’s evil male nuts. Can you believe that? How could we have possibly missed such an opportunity?”

She squeezed again even harder, taking a viciously spiteful delight in said slave’s repeated scream. She let go for a minute, letting him hope the agony was over with. Then she suddenly punched him hard, driving her fist into his balls and smashing them against his swollen abdomen. This time Allie’s scream was beyond the range of hearing, and dissolved into a fit of violent retching. Shanna let him get his breath back and then punched him again, then again and again, each time imagining it was that asshole Wycombe’s balls she was torturing. Then she once again squeezed and twisted, squeezed and twisted. At last, after a good fifteen minutes of this she had Sara remove the plug and let Allie expel the enema while she prepared another one. This time she ran the water as cold as it would go before filling the bag to bursting.

This time there was no joyful moaning as the tube was inserted, only whimpers of dread. And when Shanna sent that icy flood gushing into him Allie actually shrieked. Again she forced in every drop before plugging him. And again she made Allie retain it for over fifteen minutes while she mercilessly brutalized his hateful shaved balls. When Sara began stroking their save consolingly again Shanna stopped her.

Vengeful fury had her wholly in its grip. Though she loved their slave as much as it was possible to feel anything but hatred and contempt for anything born male, his purpose was to serve her and fulfill her. Right now that meant suffering her rage until her lust for vengeance was temporarily sated – and the night was barely getting underway.

Twice more she saw to it that Allie was flooded, nut-crushed and flushed, delegating the honors to Sara while she stood watching and husbanding her hatred for the real torments still to come. Finally she could put these off no longer. They dragged piteously weeping Allie out of the tub and marched him on shaking legs into the living room.

Positioning the coffee table under the ceiling hook, Shanna forced Allie to kneel on this just as he’d been in the tub, with his ass thrust invitingly up and his face pressed humbly to the wood. With his legs spread to the edges she bound them there at the ankles and knees. Then she looped a rope around his waist, ran it up to the hook and back, and tied it tightly off so that lowering his buttocks would be impossible. She had Sara stuff and seal away his lower face with their recently arrived cock-gag. Then finally it was time to do to his other slut-hole which she prayed she might get to do to the asshole male who had raped her. With great relish and undeniably sexual excitement Shanna coated her good right hand to the wrist with sex gel – about the only consideration she intended to show her slave that she wouldn’t her actual rapist. Scooping up another two fingers’ full, she shoved these rudely into Allie’s now beautifully clean anus and rectum and began spreading the lube around.

Predictably Allie moaned with enjoyment at this, his toes curling and even the arches of his feet bowing up. Those would have to be whipped soon. But for the present Shanna contented herself with the impending vengeance at hand.

“Like that, do you?” she growled. “You disgusting little butt-slut! Let’s see how you like it in a few minutes!”

She slipped a third finger in, twisting and spreading and sliding in and out until she could add a fourth. Soon she had her whole hand but for the thumb up past the knuckles in her slave’s ass, still twisting back and forth and reaming him ever more open. By this point Allie had stopped moaning. He was beaded with sweat and trembling all over, breathing explosively through his nose and sobbing nonstop. Whatever he’d expected from tonight it couldn’t have been this. When at last Shanna folded her thumb in and forced her whole hand through his agonizingly stretched anus and sphincter, penetrating him to the wrist, he squealed like they’d never heard from him before. As Sara clapped and cheered Shanna hissed venomously at him.

“How do you like that slave? I’ve got my entire hand up your ass, and the forearm is about to follow. This is called fist-fucking, or ‘fisting’ for short. There are faggots in the world who actually enjoy it. I can tell you’re not there yet, but let’s see how you feel after Nurse Sara and I spend the rest of the night slamming our fists up your sissy-pussy as far as we can. You may eventually come to love it too, you terminally depraved little pervert!”

Deep inside Allie’s ass Shanna clenched her fist into a bony battering ram. Then she began punching, driving ever further inside while her victim squealed and shuddered, sweated and sobbed and whipped his head back and forth in helpless negation. In and out Shanna pounded him pitilessly. It was Wycombe she was doing this to, and she’d do it until she killed him, and then defecate on his corpse before feeding it to rabid rats. Before long she was driving in nearly to the elbow, though she was sweating profusely herself and grunting at the effort required. Still she kept it up, fisting little Allie ever more brutally and far past her usual limits of exhaustion. When she could at last keep it for only a few seconds more, she ordered Sara to lube herself and stand ready to take her place.

Like tag team wrestlers they switched places then, with Sara’s even bigger fist and forearm punching right in barely a second after Shanna pulled out. For a while then she just panted and recovered, too drained to even clean off her arm. At last she pulled herself together enough to do this, and then she went into the bedroom.

Quickly Shanna stripped off her outer uniform, leaving her cap, bra, stockings, garters and belt in place. Then she strapped on their biggest cock before marching back out to confront Allie’s botchy, wet and dripping face, the thick make-up smeared and run all over in terribly slutty fashion. She knelt at the end of the table before him and unlocked his gag. The instant she pulled the big cock from his painted lips he sobbed beseechingly up at her in utterly broken misery, his body still being rhythmically jarred by Sara’s bludgeoning fist.

“Please, Mistress!”

“Please gets you nothing tonight, slut!” Shanna shouted down at him, utterly consumed by her perhaps irrational rage. “I was raped today male, and please wouldn’t have gotten me any mercy either. So shut the fuck up and take your punishment!”

Mistress Shanna grabbed him by the hair, levered Allie’s head up and lunged forward, skewering that pretty little baby face and driving into his throat all the way to the hilt on her first thrust. Then she started fucking, driven by a rage and animosity that had no equal in her experience. When it finally came her orgasm was bitterly ecstatic, and she grunted and snarled liked a savage beast as she pounded it out.

After that Sara needed to be relieved, so they swapped places again, Sara stripping off her outer uniform and strapping on a cock while Shanna resumed ramming her arm up Allie’s ass. True to Shanna’s earlier decree they denied the sight of their breasts to their slave and stayed costumed as medical authorities throughout the endless hours they spent stuffing him. And stuffing him they continued to do even when they were so worn out that they had to leave that job to inanimate objects.

That happened at about three-forty a.m. Sara locked the cock-gag back into Allie’s mouth while Shanna slid their new giant ridged vibrator into his ass (remarkable easily) and switched it on. They untied his legs from the table and removed the rope from his waist. Then they pressed him down flat and used this very long rope to bind his legs tightly together and heels to buttocks, ensuring that the vibrator would stay in place. After that they passed the end of that rope through the straps of the straitjacket, pulled it taut and tied it off, hogtying their still sobbing slave.

With still over six feet of rope remaining, the exhausted nurses pushed Allie table and all into his cell and tight up against the bathroom wall. Shanna cast that rope over the clothes rod above him. Together they pulled it taut until Allie’s back was bowed radically up with just his belly still resting on the table. There they tied it off and then slid the table out, leaving their slave suspended hogtied, double-stuffed and agonizingly swaybacked. They locked him in, doused his light and went to bed at last. Snuggling close under the covers, wrapped securely in her larger lover’s warm embrace, Shanna finally remembered a promise she’d made to herself. She spoke softly in the dark.

“Sara darling, it was wrong of me to punish you so harshly that time. First thing tomorrow morning I’m going to service your pussy to the best of my ability. Then I want you to use the feeldoe at least this one time to fuck me until my vagina forgets all about that bastard’s cock being inside it. I’m scraped a bit, and it will hurt, but we both deserve that.”

Sara started in the dark, and tried to say something, some thank you or protest probably.

“Mistress…”

Shanna stopped her with a kiss, which she prolonged into a deliciously wet tongue-wrestling contest. Then she broke it off with finality.

“No more. Tomorrow we’ll settle this pussy-to-pussy, connected by cock. Tonight we need to sleep. Good night, my wise and beloved slave.”

“Good night, my precious Mistress.”

They slept blissfully in each other’s arms.


19.

Shanna was as good as her word. Sara got to enjoy some proper pussy penetration at last (though Shanna still refused to let her have true vaginal sex) and Mistress was finally purged of her defilement. Afterwards she used the feeldoe herself to bang Sara’s bottom, and then they cuddled and played and reaffirmed their rock-solid love for one another until well past one o’clock. Finally hunger drove them out of bed, as well as their responsibilities to their mutual slave, who was undoubtedly still suffering terribly.

“Today we must remind Allie why he endures ordeals like last night,” declared Shanna as they slipped into the shower together. “He’s got another big weekend of feminization ahead.”

They bathed each other more swiftly than usual, dried off and then went to their slave’s cell totally naked. Sara drew back the bolts and threw open the door and there he was: still dangling double-stuffed and agonized from the clothes rod. When Allie laboriously raised his hanging head his eyes were puffy and sorely red, evidence that his excruciation had kept him awake and weeping throughout the last ten hours. Still he focused on them with worshipful love as well as miserable beseeching, and right away they began to fuss over and make much of him.

“There he is!” Shanna cried fondly. “Our beloved little fisty-sissy finally finished paying for what an asshole fellow male did to me. Come on, Sara honey, let’s get him down from there and make sure we didn’t damage the poor dear too much.”

While Sara untied the rope suspending him Shanna supported Allie’s weight by cradling his body in her arms. She made sure her forbidden breasts squashed generously against him as she did so, a treat Allie was sure to enjoy even through the heavy canvas straitjacket. Once they lowered him to the ground Allie began weeping afresh with relief as his bindings were at last loosed. When he was freed completely Sara gathered him in close. She unlocked the cock-gag, pulled it from his mouth and drew this to her breast.

“Okay baby, take this. It’s all right. Your Mistresses are very happy with you and very proud of you. And we love you so very much! Nurse at my big milk-maker, darling. Feed off me as greedily as you like. And soon you’ll feel ever so much better.”

Allie accepted the proffered nipple, latched onto it and suckled ravenously, as though actually taking in sustenance and not just badly needed reassurance. Now his weeping was filled with love and devotion. Deliberately brushing him with her own tits, Shanna reached in, took one of his hands, raised it and placed it on Sara’s other breast.

“Go ahead and feel her, honey. Squeeze it if you want to and play with the nipple. Doesn’t Mistress Sara have wonderfully big firm boobs?”

Allie nodded eagerly, his hand running wonderingly all over it before toying with the nipple as he continued to urgently suckle on the other one. Shanna laughed fondly at him and ran her fingers again and again through his hair, smoothing it back and joining Sara in smothering him with the kind of motherly love he’d never known. When his weeping stopped at last Sara gently disengaged her wet, duct-covered and distended nipple from his lips.

“Can you walk, darling?”

Still too overcome to speak, Allie shook his head.

“That’s all right, baby. Mistress Shanna and Mistress Sara will carry you. We need to get you in the tub so we can clean and examine you.”

Allie’s eyes widened with fear at this and he whimpered miserably. Shanna and Sara laughed together before Sara reassured him.

“There, there, baby, don’t worry. Momma’s not going to hurt you. The enemas are over with for the time being.”

“That reminds me,” said Shanna.

She spread Allie’s legs and reached down under his balls, which were horribly bruised and swollen. She switched off the vibrator (its batteries were dead anyway of course) and pulled this from his no doubt equally abused rectum. Allie wept again with renewed relief at this. While he did so Shanna and Sara moved side by side. As they’d done any number of times with other patients they lifted him, curled his body up against their bare breasts (and wouldn’t those fifth-floor patients have loved that) and carried him into the bathroom together. They lowered him into the tub, at which point Allie finally forced his hoarse voice into use.

“Mistresses, I…I have to pee so bad.”

“Just go ahead and do it then, Allie dear. Pee all over yourself. We’ll rinse you off.”

Despite the obvious humiliation this caused him Allie did as instructed, turning his face away and sobbing as he voided. Sara turned on the shower, disengaged the hand-held head and used it to rinse him as promised. Then they put in the plug, filled the tub and together bathed their little slave, who’d obviously never experienced anything like this.

His penis swelled to the limits of its cage as they repeatedly soaped and rinsed him. When Shanna took a washcloth to his makeup smeared face Allie’s big eyes met hers with limitless adoration in them. She smiled back indulgently and used two fingers to gently close his lids before scrubbing away the mess. They even washed his hair for him before helping him out of the tub and toweling him dry. Then under their direction he sat back on the commode and lifted and spread his legs wide so they could give him a professional examination.

“Good news Allie!” Sara proclaimed cheerfully. “You’re still awfully stretched out down here, and a little abraded. But nothing is torn or even scraped up so bad that you won’t be able to enjoy regular fucking again by tomorrow night at the latest. It seems fisting is actually easier on the skin than a big old hard plastic dildo. When Mistress first claimed me as a slave she used me for twelve hours straight and I was laid up for nearly a week. This is nothing compared to that.”

“Your balls are going to hurt you for a while of course,” Shanna put in. “But that’s only right. They’re filthy, evil, despicable male things fit only for torture. The more you become our fellow little lesbian, the more you’ll wish you’d never had them. But of course removing them would deprive us of the fun of punishing them, and perhaps ease the endless terribly frustrating lust you must perpetually experience as our slave. So enjoy the pain as much as you can.

“Okay Allie, Sara and I are starving. So get yourself dressed and made up and then get your slutty little butt into the kitchen. We’re going to do the same.”

“Yes, Mistress. I love you both so much.”

“We know you do, Allie. We love you too. Now get a move on.”

“Right away, Mistress!”

Still moving painfully and awkwardly, Allie hurried past them toward his cell.

The ladies took their time making themselves extra beautiful. Then they dressed in extremely revealing outfits: Shanna wearing her loose mesh football jersey and the bottoms of a black string bikini while Sara chose a stretchy blue tube top and skimpy white miniskirt. By the time they entered the kitchen Allie was just putting their heaping plates on the table. The three of them dug in with gusto. At the end of this mid-afternoon breakfast Shanna handed a pair of pills to their slave – the first daily dose of his new estrogen regimen.

“Take these, Allie.”

“Yes, Mistress.” He swallowed them at once with the last of his orange juice. “May I please ask what they are?”

“Ten grams of LSD mixed with crystal meth.”

Sara burst out laughing, and Allie’s eyes widened comically.

“Don’t worry about it, Allie. It’s just something to make you prettier for us. Speaking of which, take off those crappy clip-on earrings. It’s time you had your ears pierced so you can begin wearing real ones.”

“Yes! What a great idea!”

Sara immediately jumped up to collect the necessary items for this operation. His fingers trembling a bit, Allie complied despite his obvious nervousness.

Shanna used alcohol to clean his earlobes and then a large needle after she sterilized it over the stove. While Sara held a firm potato behind, Shanna jabbed the needle through his tender little lobe. Allie bit back a scream, and then whimpered a bit while they cleaned up the hole and disinfected it. Sara did the honors of putting one of her own hypoallergenic stainless steel earrings in it – a shiny little heart.

“There, there, sweetie,” Shanna cooed when they were done. “That wasn’t so bad at all. Most people numb the ear with ice first, but what fun is that? I was thinking we’ll pierce this one three times and the other two, but not until these first holes heal up. So let’s get the left ear now, and that will be enough for today.” They repeated the procedure, and then schooled Allie in the proper aftercare to ensure clean healing without any infection. Then Shanna took her still sniffling slave’s hands in her own and leaned in close.

“Okay, sexy Allie, Sara and I are going to spend the time between now and dinner on the computer, reviewing webcam footage from the past week to see what you’ve been up to while we’re at work. Tell me honestly now: will we see anything that might make us angry?”

“No, Mistress. I promise you that I’ve been good. Only sometimes when I pick up your lingerie I like to enjoy the smell of your bodies on it, and when I put it away after washing it I like to hold it against my face for a minute.”

“Well that seems harmless enough,” Shanna smiled, ignoring Sara’s snickering. “We’re going to shut you in your cell and let you let you rest then. Is there anything else you’d like to do first – eat our pussies perhaps?”

Allie’s eyes immediately lit up.

“Oh Mistress, I would love to do that!” His voice cracked with emotion.

“Very well,” Shanna answered magnanimously. “You can do me first, and then Sara.”

Allie serviced them both with frantic enthusiasm. Already he was getting better at this than any man Shanna had ever known. That was logical of course, since he’d never really been a man in the first place – just a sexually stunted boy – and was less of a one with every passing day. Come tomorrow this process would take another giant leap forward. For the time being though the girls enjoyed Allie’s slavish oral attentions. Then they locked him in his closet and sat down to review his recent behavior.

They laughed together at the look of sappy adoration on his face when Allie sniffed and rubbed his face against their underwear. They laughed even more at the way he first tottered and staggered around the apartment in his fetish boots, and then nodded at each other in approval when he managed to get the hang of them. They even clapped high-five and kissed in celebration when he finally mastered the easy, hip-swaying feminine gait they’d trained into him.

Shanna and Sara laughed hardest when they reached the video of Allie suddenly screaming and collapsing spasming to the floor when a punishing shock struck him without any warning. Then they learned that it was Shanna’s second, longer shock the day previous that had caused him not only to bang his head but to drop and break the dish he’d been drying at the time it struck him. While they couldn’t help laughing again at the sight of him jittering around helplessly among the shards, they took the lesson to heart.

He could have been injured much worse. They’d have to be sparing and far more careful in the future about administering such unsupervised punishment. In the end though, they found nothing objectionable in Allie’s performance and behavior, and quite a lot to please them. After dinner they squeezed him between them on the loveseat to watch TV, and with all three of them cuddled together they included him generously in the usual kissing and petting.

They went to bed without sex for once after that. No one was stuffed with a giant vibrator, gagged with a throat-filling cock or even uncomfortably hogtied. Shanna had big plans for Sunday, and she wanted all three of them to get their rest.

After breakfast Shanna ordered Allie to bathe, primp and dress with special care. She wanted him to look his absolute sissy best. She even went so far as to pick out his clothes and some jewelry for him, including his most padded bra and the four-inch heels. When he presented himself for inspection he voiced only a single reservation.

“Do you have a pair of clippers I can use, Mistress? My fingernails have gotten way too long since I moved in.”

“No, Allie,” Shanna corrected him, “they’ve finally gotten long enough.

“In fact you’re finally presentable enough to go out in public with us. You just need a few more alterations, and we’re going to see about that right now. This week we’re going to need you to begin going grocery shopping and running errands for us again, and no one must know or even suspect that Allie Ward used to be a contemptible male known as Alan Young Junior. That unfortunate creature no longer exists. Now, let’s go out to the car for a little trip. You will take the back seat on the driver’s side.”

Allie went pale at this, then immediately flushed a deep red. Nevertheless when Shanna pulled out her cell phone he quickly did as he’d been told, moving with a carefully practiced feminine grace despite his worried hurry. He needn’t have been concerned. Shanna merely used the phone to deactivate the GPS trigger on his shock cage. Then she and Sara joined him.

“The beauty parlor, Sara,” Shanna announced, and they were on their way.

Shanna led the way inside when they arrived, with furiously blushing and clearly ill-at-ease Allie behind her and Sara bringing up the rear. Luckily the place was nearly empty. One of the beauticians, an enormous black woman whose name tag identified her as Jessie, hailed them cheerfully as they entered.

“Good morning, folks! What can we do for you three ladies today?”

“Actually only two of us are truly ladies,” Shanna announced. “We’d like your help in fixing that.” She indicated her blushing, fidgeting slave. “This is Allie. He used to be Alan, and he’s well on his way to becoming Aileen. To start with we need a new hairstyle to properly bring out his feminine qualities. Then we’ll go on from there.”

Jessie blinked at her for a moment, took in the short, slender, squirming Allie, and then roared with hearty laughter.

“Okay girls, you want it, you got it. Come sit down, Allie. Let’s see what we can do with you. It shouldn’t be hard. I thought you were a lady already.”

Under the snickers and ever more obvious scrutiny of the few other patrons and employees Allie was seated in the beautician’s chair and draped with a protective plastic apron. There followed a bit of discussion amongst everyone about what kind of hairstyle would best complement his baby face and make him appear the most feminine, and they settled on a gamine look. He didn’t have enough hair as it was for much else actually, and soon Jessie was snipping away. Before long a small crowd had gathered as patrons tarried after finishing and new ones entered and were informed of the spectacle as they waited their turn. When the job was at last completed it was met with universal approval.

“Why she’s adorable!”

“I agree – perfectly scrumptious! Well done, Jessie.”

“You know who she reminds me of?” put in a teenager standing with one of her friends, both of whom had been giggling nonstop. “Emma Watson – she played Hermione Granger in all the Harry Potter movies. Then as soon as they were finished she had all that big bushy hair chopped off so there was practically nothing left. It was a huge change for her but she looked so darling! Anyway that’s what she looks like, only blonde.”

More agreement and approval greeted this, while Allie sat timidly looking at his changed appearance with blushing wonder. It was doubtful even his mother would have recognized him, especially after his eyebrows had been professionally plucked and his long fingernails properly shaped and polished. In the end Jessie put the question to everyone.

“What do you think gang: is she an Aileen yet?”

Cheers, laughter, applause and cries of affirmation greeted this as the newly christened Aileen posed shyly before them, blushing more furiously than ever. When the commotion died down, Shanna addressed her slave before the crowd.

“Do you hear that, Aileen? You have a new name now. You will no longer answer to any other. And you will always refer to and think of yourself in feminine terms, with feminine pronouns: her, hers, she, she’s, etcetera. Is that understood?”

“Yes, Mistress,” was the quiet, breathy reply. Once again everyone present cheered and applauded. At last the acclamation died down again.

“Excellent!” Shanna declared. “Let’s get Aileen home now for an extended bout of some extremely serious lesbian sex!”

The laughter, applause, and appreciative screaming seemed to explode around them this time. As Shanna took Aileen’s hand and led her out of the shop, a buzz of excited conversation followed in their wake. Tears were beginning to leak from Aileen’s eyes, threatening her mascara, and Sara spoke softly in her ear.

“Don’t cry, darling. Just think of all the wonderful fucking that’s just a few minutes away. Mistress and I are going to welcome you to the club in style, you amazingly pretty and sexy young thing. And consider this: next to Shanna and me, you were the most attractive person in that shop. You may have been a pathetic loser as a male, but as a she-male you’re a very hot commodity, and anyone looking at you is going to want to fuck you.”

Aileen bit her lip at this, but she managed to stop leaking around the eyes. And once they got her home Shanna and Sara marched her straight into the bedroom. There they proved Aileen’s feminine desirability to her in decidedly emphatic fashion.

First they stripped her summery dress off her, leaving Aileen standing in her strapless brassiere, crotch-less panties, her girdle and the garters connecting this to her stockings, and her very high heels and jewelry: earrings, necklace and bracelets.

Posing her in front of the mirror they crowded close on either side and behind her. Then while Shanna reached inside her bra and played with her nipples, and Sara fingered her little love-hole from below, they licked and nibbled on her pierced ears and murmured endearments to her, telling her how unbearably beautiful and incredibly sexy they found her and describing in intimate detail all the wonderful things they’d like to do to her. And then they did them.

Together Shanna and Sara scooped their new lesbian lover up and carried her to the bed. They laid her gently down in the middle on a pile of pillows and went to work on her. Sara spread Aileen’s legs and orally pleasured her sissy-pussy, licking all around the rim and then driving deep, rhythmically penetrating her for a prolonged tongue-fucking. Meanwhile Shanna straddled her. Crushing her incredible breasts against her she devoured Aileen’s pouty, lipstick-covered little mouth, making out with her as no one had ever done before.

How long this foreplay went on was anyone’s guess, but at last the cocks came out.

Aileen urgently fellated Shanna’s feeldoe while Sara fucked her into heavenly oblivion. Then both slaves were allowed to straddle supine Shanna. For another wonderful dual first Aileen sat upright and rode her erection while making love to Sara’s breasts facing right at her as Shanna serviced her vagina for the second day running from below.

The three of them experimented with all kinds of other positions too. But of course it eventually came down to Shanna and Sara brutally fucking their eagerly willing lesbian slave from both ends for literally hours. Having skipped lunch they wolfed an early dinner and then resumed their ménage a trios until well after midnight. And once they were finally exhausted Shanna allowed Aileen the unprecedented and exceedingly rare treat of sharing her Mistresses’ bed. Snuggled between the owners of her dreams, lovely Aileen must have been in a paradise of utterly indescribable ecstasy.

“Welcome to the club, girl!” Shanna whispered to her as she pressed tighter up against her. That beatific smile widened even further, and together they all slipped into contented repose.


20.

Monday morning it was back to work again. Leaving Aileen a list of errands to run – groceries to be picked up (they had an account at the local supermarket), a few movies to return and mail to be dropped at the post office – Shanna and Sara went back to the fifth floor and Dr. Wycombe’s domain. There Shanna began encountering some distressing new developments.

Rather than ignoring her as before the bastard now grinned salaciously at her every time their paths crossed. He even took to staring at her breasts and openly rubbing himself whenever there was no one else to see. And suddenly she was being given more work than everyone else with extra duties being piled on top of her regular responsibilities until she was being run ragged every shift. A new inventory policy was being implemented. Ostensibly this was to cut down on ‘shrinkage’ – employees pilfering supplies for themselves – and save money during the current financial crunch. Whatever the case, this saw Shanna spending more and more time sequestered in closets counting hundreds of boxes and packages and totting them up on form after form.

Naturally this kept her on edge all the time, straining her ears for the slightest sound, jumping up and whipping around every time a door opened behind her. She was certain this was just a make-work job designed to leave her vulnerable to further rapes. Yet weeks of this went by and no one touched her. While grateful for this the unending tension and overwork took a predictable toll on her nerves.

She became snappish and short-tempered at home, and the honeymoon quickly ended for Aileen and Sara. Shanna became demanding and tyrannical in private, punishing her slaves for the most insignificant or even imagined failings. She was brutal and cruel and mercilessly selfish in bed, taking her own pleasure in decidedly sadistic fashion and denying it as much as possible to the others. She took to doing them one at a time, with Sara and Aileen kept separated by their respective bondage and not allowed to touch each other. This not only denied Aileen the comfort and thrill of the liberties Sara allowed him, it kept Sara from experiencing orgasm and the dominant joy of wielding the cock herself. Both slaves went around stuffed with giant vibrators nearly all the time and slept cock-gagged and hogtied as well. In addition Shanna had found a new hobby to delight in, of which her two slaves of course bore the painful brunt.

This was home piercing. Once Aileen’s ears were finished – three holes in one and two in the other as she’d decreed – Shanna began to find new places to poke holes in her property. She concentrated on Sara, who despite being female had ignored the recent body-modification craze and had only ever had her ears done. Mistress Shanna took care of that. Over a number of weeks she installed rings in Sara’s navel, both her nipples and finally her clitoris. Naturally this last piercing was excruciatingly satisfactory to perform, with Slave Sara tied out spread-eagled, naked and screaming and Aileen weeping right along in sympathy with her as she was forced to assist. And once these holes healed up, they presented fantastic new opportunities for bondage and the application of agonizingly precise discipline. Lead weights and silver bells stretched Sara’s nipples painfully out and jingled merrily as she was endlessly butt-fucked (which she still obviously found impossible to enjoy), and the ring in her clit made this very handy for exposing it to other abuse in addition to the same regular weights and bells.

As for Aileen, Shanna had big plans for her as well. But most of these could wait on the development of her breasts, which was already beginning thanks to the estrogen. Shanna contented herself with piercing her she-male’s belly button and tongue.

The stud she installed in this latter improved Aileen’s performance at cunnilingus considerably. Shanna made sure to remark upon this regularly, as Slave Sara had been denied all pussy pleasures since the night of their wonderfully loving threesome when Aileen had joined the lesbian club. After several weeks of this she was most entertainingly deprived, and Shanna took a grimly malicious pleasure in screaming out her own orgasms as she used or was serviced by her slaves, with the one not currently being honored tied up and forced to watch more often than not. How long this might have gone on was anyone’s guess. But then Wycombe made his next move in what became clear was a plan of his own to basically sexually enslave Shanna herself, at least while she was at work. While this was to cause Aileen to suffer woefully once again, it also gave Sara the opportunity to earn sexual pleasure for herself for a while by allowing her to fulfill a promise she’d made the last time Shanna had been victimized.

Once again it was on a Friday, this time in late afternoon when Miriam poked her head out of the nurses’ station as Shanna was hurrying past.

“Shanna, Doctor Wycombe wants to see you in his office right away.”

“But…but…” Horrified immediately Shanna grasped for some excuse. All she could come up with was the errand she was already on. “But I’m supposed to be checking with oncology for Mister Miles’ test results.”

“Kitty can handle that. She’s right here. Hurry along now. He said it was very serious.”

Shanna just bet it was. Her heart pounding, her impotent rage already returning, she walked to his door. It was open, and she tapped on it. With an enormous effort she kept her voice steady and neutral.

“You wanted to see me, Doctor?”

He was sitting at his desk, studying a folder he held open on his lap. He looked up, a smirk of triumph already on his ugly face.

“Yes, Nurse Ward, come in and shut the door.”

With no alternative Shanna did as she’d been directed. The only other chair in the room was piled high with files, and she was forced to stand before his desk. When he closed the folder and set it aside, she wasn’t surprised in the least to see the front of his charcoal-gray slacks tented up in front. The sick bastard made an effort to appear sober and stern, but couldn’t hide the malicious glee capering in his eyes.

“I’m afraid we have a terribly serious situation on our hands here. As you know, we’ve been doing inventory lately in an attempt to eliminate employee theft. It’s been discovered that large amounts of narcotics have gone missing, specifically tablets of Oxycontin. With the help of hospital security we effected an inspection of the changing room the employees of this floor use. And bottles of Oxycontin were discovered in your locker as well as that of Nurse Stern, who I understand you share an apartment with.”

A sick, helpless fury threatened to overwhelm Shanna, who knew at once where this was going. And yet all she could do was grind her teeth, clench her fists and glare at the hateful cretin, who was having more and more trouble repressing his grin as he continued.

“As I said, this is a terribly serious matter. Hospital policy is to immediately terminate and prefer charges against anyone in your situation, as well as that of Miss Stern. Can you think of any reason why we shouldn’t?”

Shanna had to bite back the first half a dozen extremely profane retorts that came to mind. Finally, keeping her composure with even more difficulty than that of the evil pig seated grinning in front of her, Shanna answered.

“Because it’s all bullshit and you know it. This is just the trick with dressing storage closet on a much grander scale.”

Wycombe’s grin spread wider and his beady eyes glittered with malice.

“I’m afraid that’s not how administration, the police, the courts and any potential future employers will see it. To them it will be crystal clear that we have a couple of thieves on our hands, and either drug addicts, drug dealers, or probably both as well. Now shall I call security, or are we going to start becoming more cooperative around here?”

Seething with hate and rage, diabolically trapped by the circumstances, Shanna came to within an ace of calling the bastard’s bluff.

It was entirely possible that it was all bullshit, and that the fabricated evidence didn’t even exist, unfortunately she knew only too well how easy such a set-up would be to achieve. She highly doubted the evidence would be convincing enough to land her in prison or even secure a conviction – if they could afford a good enough lawyer. But it would suffice to ruin her career and that of Sara too. Speaking of Sara, Shanna remembered her lover’s promise to see this asshole in prison if it was the last thing she did. Perhaps submitting to a few more rapes, as loathsome and anathema as she found the prospect to be, could work toward achieving that goal. And after all, what choice did she have? At last rather than spit in Wycombe’s face and walk out – or launch herself over the desk and commit bloody castrating murder, which was what she really wanted to do – Shanna forced the necessary words out.

“I’m going to be cooperative.”

“Yes, I expect you will be,” the asshole sneered. “Now lock the door.”

Trembling with gut-churning umbrage, Shanna obeyed. Then she turned back around.

“Now, unzip that uniform, you snotty bitch. All the way.”

Grinding her teeth in futile outrage, again consumed with a sickly debilitating shame as well as a fury that should have slew the bastard where he stood, Shanna did it. Wycombe stood up then, rounded the desk and moved around behind her. He yanked her bra up and clamped his hands onto her bare breasts, roughly squeezing and pawing them.

“Let’s see you elbow me now, bitch,” he wheezed in her ear. And of course only a herculean effort and the thought of her and Sara penniless on the street or in prison kept her from doing just that. Then suddenly she was shoved forward, bent over the desk with her cheek and breasts squashed against it. Her open dress was flung up so high in back that the skirt settled over her head, blocking the room from view.

What followed was an excruciating dry rape nearly identical to the last, except for the fact she didn’t have being driven against a concrete wall to contend with. At least Shanna was able to keep from crying this time. Distracting herself with thoughts of how she would exact temporary payment from Aileen once again after she got home, she held onto a shame and rage that should have driven her mad until the puke-bag finished up and sent her back onto the floor.

Somehow Shanna got through the rest of her shift.

Her uncharacteristic taciturnity caused several people to ask if she was alright, including Sara, who knew her too well to be fooled. Nevertheless Shanna kept what had happened to herself until they were in the car on the ride home. Then she grimly described their predicament to an increasingly incensed and horrified Sara. Still barely keeping her notorious temper in check, Shanna finally finished up with a pointed reminder for her slave.

“You said you weren’t going to let him get away with this, Sara. In fact you promised me that we’d see him in prison. You’d better come through on that, or we’re both going to end up there ourselves. Either that or we’ll be looking for jobs as waitresses or something – not a good bet in this economy. I don’t think I can stand this for very long.”

“I will, Mistress,” Sara promised again. “I’ll come up with something by Monday morning. You have my word on that. In the meantime, what do we do right now?”

“Right now we waste the excellent dinner Aileen is no doubt preparing for us. I am way too upset to eat. Instead we finally break out our policewoman’s uniforms that we’ve been saving for a special occasion. We pretend that Aileen is that infected dick-sore Wycombe, that your excellent plan has come to fruition and that we’ve been drafted in as the arresting officers. And there will be none of this good cop/bad cop shit, you hear? We are both going to be the baddest bitch cops that can possibly be believed! You wanted to be a cruelly dominant Mistress? This is your big chance, slave.”

“That’s a big ten-four my officer-in-charge!” Sara gloated excitedly. And so it played out as soon as they got home.

Ignoring Aileen completely the two Mistresses brushed past her and shut themselves in the bedroom. There they quickly kitted up in skintight navy blue latex, boots, caps and belts with nightsticks and handcuffs. They flipped out their phones to use as tasers, and for good measure Officer Shanna grabbed the whip and her partner the riding crop. Then Shanna led the way back into the living room. Aileen was just emerging from the kitchen, where roast chicken, mashed potatoes with gravy and corn on the cob sat on the table. The timid question on her lips died immediately upon seeing them in those smashingly sexy yet limitlessly intimidating outfits. Taking in the sight as well of the weapons they carried her bugging eyes filled up with terror a second before Shanna tasered her to the floor in a mass of spastically flailing limbs.

Together they pulled out their cuffs and advanced on their incapacitated miscreant. They wrenched her clothes off, stripping her completely naked. Shanna caught hold of Aileen’s jerking arms and cuffed her wrists together while Sara did the same with her ankles. Then while Shanna pulled the coffee table back under the ceiling hook Sara dragged the prisoner by the feet face-down over to it. Together they wrestled Aileen upright and onto the table before looping the chain shackling her wrists over the hook and pulling the table out. Glaring up at their suspended slave, who was still twitching and shuddering but was nonetheless capable of understanding them, Shanna coldly passed judgment.

“Prisoner, as a former and still vestigial male, you have been found once again guilty of rape-by-proxy. I sentence you to be tortured until such time as the arresting officers feel that justice has been satisfied. Officer Sara, you may begin the punishment.”

Scowling fiercely, Sara raised her ‘taser’ and delivered the longest shock yet to those despicable male genitals. Then as Aileen convulsed and swung from the hook they started whipping her. Sara used the crop on her thighs and buttocks while Shanna horse-whipped her everywhere else. Whenever the effects of the latest shock wore off they delivered another. Trading weapons and turns to taser her, occasionally slamming the end of a nightstick into the pit of her stomach or her balls, they beat and tortured their prisoner for well over an hour. And of course that was just the beginning.

As they’d done on the occasion when they punished her previously the women finally brought Aileen down only to lay her on her belly on the coffee table. There they cuffed each wrist to its corresponding ankle, hogtying her but leaving her entire backside accessible. Then they truly went to work on her.

Shanna avenged her dry rape by using her smooth, hard hickory baton to brutally sodomize Aileen without the benefit of any lubricant. Sara used the riding crop on the tender soles of her feet throughout. When Shanna at last stopped ramming her stick up Aileen’s ass and used its dirty length to rhythmically stuff her other fuck-hole, Sara stepped right into her place and made it a double stuffing. Again they traded back and forth choking and sodomizing their prisoner, and again they took turns savagely tasering her. But at last Shanna wanted more tangible sexual satisfaction. She returned from her room wearing her biggest erection, at which point she offered her partner a similar opportunity in return for an answer to how they might bring the true miscreant to justice.

“If you want to strap on too Officer Sara, you’d better tell me right now how you intend to make my ordeal today worth it.”

“Well,” declared Sara, pulling her baton from Aileen at last (over two-thirds of its length had been embedded in her), “What we need to do is get some evidence of our own. We need to get a compact digital video camera hidden in this cocksucker’s office. And the next time he rapes you we get a recording of it, along with some incriminating statements that you goad him into making. And if possible, we get the condom he used on you out of his office trashcan. Then we get a lawyer, go to the police, press charges ourselves and file a lawsuit. That’s the basic idea. We just need to work out the details.”

“Good enough!” Shanna snarled, finally feeling better for the first time all day. She stepped up to Aileen, knelt and grabbed her hips. As she began violently butt-fucking the endlessly bawling prisoner she gave her permission.

“Strap on, partner. You’ve got the rest of the night to fuck the shit out of this piece of slime with me. I recommend you take extreme advantage of the opportunity. You never know when it might come again.”

And so for several more hours they double-teamed Aileen, tortured her and even took turns once again brutishly fisting her before at last hanging her once again hogtied and double-stuffed from the clothes-rod in her cell. Shortly before dawn they gobbled down some cold chicken and then retired, determined to spend the weekend ahead fleshing out their plans.
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“Okay girls, there’s one more item I need to bring up,” announced Miriam, as usual the senior nurse on the floor.

They were gathered for their meeting at the start of the shift, where the nurses went over any recent developments or special situations that may have come up in their absence. This always took a bit longer on Mondays. Shanna toyed with her empty coffee cup, eager to get out on the floor and watch for an opportunity to slip into Wycombe’s office. Her mind had wandered repeatedly during the meeting already, but then suddenly the old bitch had her full attention.

“It seems rehab has a serious crisis on their hands, with several nurses either quitting or out for extended periods. They are pleading for volunteers for transfer to the second floor. As you know, they treat mostly recovering spinal injuries. So you’d be doing a lot of bowel regimes, enemas, and catheterizations, not to mention physically transferring patients in and out of wheelchairs all day. If anyone’s looking for a change of scenery and doesn’t mind sticking tubes up butts and penises a couple dozen times a week, you might consider it. Okay, ladies that’s it for today. Let’s get to it.”

Shanna met Sara’s eyes as they rose from the table and saw they were in perfect agreement. A change of scenery might soon be essential and as for jamming enema tubes into asses and threading catheters all the way up some poor guy’s penis to his bladder, that sounded like a rather entertaining way to spend one’s day. As an added bonus, most spinal patients were adolescent males rendered impotent by their injuries. They could have loads of fun teasing and tantalizing them before going home to do the same to Aileen.

Shanna felt a small smile quirk her lips at the thought of her slave. Poor Aileen had spent most of the weekend laid up. Even now she was probably crippling slowly around the apartment as she caught up on the housework. She would also be out of action sexually for a few more days, if you didn’t count providing cunnilingus and fellatio. That was all right though. One of the myriad benefits of having two slaves was that Shanna always had an ass to fuck even if she happened to put one out of commission for a while.

Speaking of asses, it was Sara’s turn to give little Tommy his enema this morning. Oh well, as fun as this always was, Shanna had far more important and potentially rewarding matters to deal with. And this was perhaps the best time to accomplish that task. Right after shift change and well before lunch everyone was bustling around too busy to be much concerned about anyone else – and the doctors were all out making their morning rounds.

Shanna passed casually by Wycombe’s office. The door stood open as it usually did (unless the pus-dripping cock-sore was busy raping someone of course) and nobody was home. Shanna kept moving, but then suddenly she stopped and slapped her forehead as if remembering something. She turned around and strode briskly into the office without any attempt at furtiveness, as though merely performing any of her usual responsibilities. As she went she slipped a hand into her pocket and pulled out the video camera they’d purchased on Saturday.

The little webcams they used for their slave surveillance were inadequate for this task. While still amazingly compact, this beauty recorded in high definition and had a remote control that worked by ultrasound, so that it could be turned on and operated without even removing the remote from a pocket. God bless the digital revolution.

Shanna moved quickly to the corner by the window.

Where the bookcase ended at the wall it was deeply shadowed between the dusty tops of the ponderous tomes lined up there and the next shelf less than two inches above. She slid the camera in here with the lens commanding a perfect view of the rest of the office. Then she beat a hasty retreat. Casting a last glance behind her she couldn’t see the camera even though she knew exactly where to look – beautiful.

Shanna never dreamed she’d actually look forward to being raped, but as a few days went by and nothing happened she started getting antsy.

She wanted this over with. The longer the camera sat there the greater the chances were that someone might discover it. In the meantime though Aileen healed up and Shanna made an effort to be magnanimous to both her slaves. Sara was allowed to participate in the butt-banging and receive oral sex from Aileen, and Shanna raised no objection to the two of them cuddling together to nurse while they watched TV or movies at night.

Sara seemed to enjoy this almost as much as Aileen did. Stretched sideways across the loveseat she would cradle the little slave in her arms with Aileen’s wrists cuffed behind her and let her lick and tongue and suck at her for hours. Occasionally shifting her from one breast to another she would sigh, moan quietly and stroke her head gently as they bonded thus and fed their mutual cravings. And yet she remained as eager and remorseless with the whip, crop, paddle and belt as ever, and always kept her phone near at hand in case Aileen should nip her or otherwise nurse too urgently. A quick shock would punish these transgressions, and then it would be back to cuddling, suckling, and murmuring contentedly.

As on the previous two occasions it was Friday – this time around four in the afternoon, an hour before he left for the weekend – when Wycombe finally decided it was once again time for some coerced sex with the hottest nurse in the hospital.

Perhaps he could only get it up once a week despite his seemingly constant horniness or maybe he needed to fortify himself somehow before going home to whatever crazy, deluded bitch had consented to marry him. Whatever the case, Shanna was on her way to the nurses’ station to call down to Occupational Therapy about an overdue patient when the rotting crotch stuck his balding head out of his office door and wheezed at her.

“I need to see you in here for a few minutes, Nurse Ward. It has to do with what we discussed last week.”

Steeling herself, Shanna slipped a hand into her pocket and turned into his office. As she entered she pressed the power and record buttons on the remote, which she’d trained her fingers to do by touch alone. Though she knew perfectly well what was coming, she waited for Wycombe to tell her to shut and lock the door before she did it. She wanted every bit of incrimination she could get.

“Open your dress, bitch. In fact take it right off, the bra too.”

“And what happens if I don’t?”

“You know what happens. You’ll be fired, your career as a nurse will be finished, and you’ll go to prison for stealing drugs.”

Shanna began crying, mostly for the benefit of the camera. Her shame and outrage at what was being done to her were still very real, and the tears came easily.

“I never stole a thing in my life and you know it. You stole those drugs yourself and planted them in my locker so that you could rape me whenever you want.”

“Yes, well, I know that and you know that, but no one else does now, do they? Get your clothes off you snotty little cunt. I’m not going to tell you again.”

Crying harder Shanna complied.

The humiliating awareness that she was stripping for a bunch of cops, lawyers, jurors and judges too, not to mention anyone else who managed to get a peek at the recording she was making furthered her shame and misery at what she was being forced to do. Her only comfort was that this would surely be the last time whether Sara’s plan succeeded or not.

Once she stood sobbing in her shoes, garters and stockings, Wycombe came around the desk. He’d removed his own pants, and was already erect of course, but he wasn’t wearing a condom. And rather than circle around behind her he stepped in front of her this time where he grinned, leered, and began painfully pinching her nipples and slapping her bare breasts around. Then he put his hands on her shoulders and forced her to her knees before him.

“Suck me, bitch!”

Shanna shook her head, weeping with revulsion. The bastard slapped her face, and then nudged his little prick against her lips.

“I said suck me! It’s that or prison, you stuck-up little cunt. Now open up!”

At last Shanna did as she was told. Then he was raping her face, a far worse assault emotionally for her than the much more physically painful violation of her vagina. And though his cock and ferocity were pitiful compared to Sara’s on the Saturday they’d moved in together she required no artifice to gag horribly at the limitlessly demeaning and repugnant use to which her mouth was being put. But at least the sick son of a bitch didn’t come in her.

Wycombe pulled out after a few minutes, and used her discarded dress to wipe himself dry. Then he rolled on a condom and moved around behind her.

“Get up, lean forward and put your hands on the desk.”

When Shanna sobbingly obeyed the bastard entered her from behind, taking advantage of her freely dangling breasts to grope and fondle her some more as he wheezed and thrust agonizingly into her. Finally he clamped tightly onto them and accelerated his panting and pumping to the point of orgasm. Then he pulled out at last.

“Get dressed, bitch. Then get back to work. And you might be interested to know my wife is going to Washington for a conference next weekend. So clear your schedule. I’m going to have two whole days to do whatever I want to you in the privacy of my own bedroom. Are you starting to feel sorry that you elbowed me over a tame little dry hump yet?”

Shanna was boiling with too many conflicting feelings to properly sort them out. In addition to her shame and rage at being raped worse than ever was an appalled horror at what she might soon have been forced to endure had Sara not come up with the plan to save her. Profound gratitude for this swelled within her, as well as relief and a vicious sense of vindication that this last ordeal had surely provided the evidence necessary to nail the bastard. Keeping all this hidden behind her continuing crying, Shanna peeked up at this last thought as she pulled on her clothes.

Sure enough, as the piece of shit stripped off the soiled condom he merely dropped it in the trash can by his desk and the shifted some refuse to cover it. Thank goodness this office didn’t have its own bathroom, where he could simply flush the evidence. Shanna wiped her face then and hurried out of the office, eager to tell Sara of the success of step two of her plan. Next came the truly crucial part – retrieving the evidence.

She waited until barely ten minutes had passed after the infected hyena testicle had left for the day before pulling on a pair of gloves and hunting down a security guard.

Luckily the guy on duty was one of those who never failed to hit on her, and who consistently took her rude rebuffs as a kind of flirting. Shanna despised him of course, but for the sake of her future and sanity she put on a suitably anxious smile and played up to him.

“There you are, Ben! Thank goodness I found you; I’ve been looking all over the place! I wonder: can you do me a really huge favor? I need to get into Doctor Wycombe’s office. I threw away a bunch of papers when I was in there earlier and I accidently lost a new medication order for Mister Bradley. He was supposed to have his shot ten minutes ago and I have no idea what to give him. Please, you have to help me, I’ll be so grateful!”

“Really?” The tubby fuck grinned salaciously at her. Men were all the fucking same. “Grateful enough to go out for drinks with me sometime?”

“Sure, whatever you want,” promised Shanna, of course intending to do no such thing.

“Well all right then! Let’s go.”

They walked to Wycombe’s office together where Ben used his master key to unlock the door. As Shanna hurried in, Sara called out to him from down the hall as they’d previously arranged, drawing the guard away momentarily on some pretext. First Shanna went to the trashcan, which luckily hadn’t been emptied. She dug through it, found the soiled condom and tweezed the end of it between the tips of her gloved fingers. Suppressing the urge to vomit, she carefully transferred this to a Ziploc plastic bag, sealed it and put it in her pocket. Then checking to see that Ben hadn’t returned yet Shanna moved quickly to the corner and claimed the camera. With a huge surge of relief she saw that both the little indicator lights for power and record were lit. She turned it off, slipped it into her pocket with the condom and withdrew a rumpled medication order she’d brought along as stage dressing. She was headed out the door when Ben came ambling back up the hall.

“Did you find what you need?”

“Yes, thank you so much!” She waved the piece of paper at him as he relocked the door. “I’ve got to hurry on to Mister Bradley now.”

Shanna took off down the corridor before he could renew his propositions or remind her of her promise to go out with him. She had a strong feeling she might not be coming back to this floor anyway. Monday she was taking off to go see a lawyer and if what transpired next didn’t get her fired, it should at least expedite the planned transfer of her and Sara to rehab, which Wycombe had of course been blocking.

Shanna devoutly hoped the puling cockroach had far more distressing concerns than personnel moves by then – like which one of his cellmates was going to corn-hole him first, for example. For the first time in days she felt a hot, happy grin spread across her face as she went in search of her beloved roommate.

Aileen
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Big changes – huge changes – were occurring both to and all around Aileen as the first year of her enslavement proceeded.

Of course the summer had been filled with absolutely enormous changes already. First there was running away from the home and mother he’d known all his life to move in with two beautiful women he hardly knew at all. There was learning to masturbate and then having the capacity for this taken permanently away. There was going from having no sex life whatsoever to wallowing daily in one of the most extremely depraved and even perverted sort. Finally these and other changes too numerous to list had culminated in the very alteration of her name, identity and even her supposed gender. Though Aileen was still indisputably a biological male – the constant agonizing attempted erections she suffered were clear proof of that – it had become impossible to tell this without lifting up her skirt. She had been made to look, dress, behave, have sex, and even refer to and think of herself as a pretty young woman. Now to her unlimited amazement she’d lately noticed an almost indefinable further softening and feminization of her facial features and even the development of rudimentary but undeniably real breasts!

Aileen hadn’t even credited the reality of this gradual change until Sara validated it by beginning to fondle and squeeze these as Aileen indulged in the most wondrous pleasure her new life afforded her: cuddling with the older, larger woman and suckling at her own enormous bosom. She was lost in this incomparable bliss one evening when she felt Sara’s strong hand groping her, bringing a formerly dull, nagging ache ragingly awake.

“Look at you, honey!” Sara breathed. “You’re becoming a real woman at last.” She pinched and pulled Aileen’s suddenly exquisitely tender nipple. “Soon I’ll be able to return the favor and suckle at your breast.”

A week or so later she did just that, and Aileen had been gratified and astounded all over again at the powerfully erotic sensations this generated. Overcome with lust she begged Sara to fuck her extra hard on the spot. When Mistress obliged her she’d never felt more womanly and less like some sort of twisted pervert as she deliriously took the cock. It was a simply heavenly experience, and from then on sex was an even more exciting and fulfilling thrill than ever.

Of course Mistress Shanna took advantage of her changed body even more emphatically.

She whipped and clothes-pinned and otherwise tortured Aileen’s new tits with inexhaustible fervor. Finally she pierced the nipples just like Sara’s, and used the rings she installed in them the same way. Then it was to the painful dragging of weights and the merry jingling of bells that Aileen was relentlessly punished and fucked nearly every day. And these weren’t the only alterations to her recreational usage as a slave.

Aileen’s Mistresses were involved in some seriously life changing events of their own as that incredible summer turned into fall. Naturally what affected Shanna and Sara also hugely impacted Aileen, to whom they were her entire world.

Shanna had retained the services of an attorney, and both ladies were deeply involved in court cases both civil and criminal. Aileen was privy to a lot of strategy sessions and discussions of every turn of fortune as the doctor who’d been raping Shanna was prosecuted and the hospital which had been negligent in allowing it to happen was sued.

Incidentally Aileen remained horrified and appalled at the actions of this doctor – whatever happened to ‘do no harm’? And who could possibly be monumentally stupid and foolhardy enough to lay even an unwanted finger on the fearsome Mistress Shanna? Aileen despised and detested this loathsome creature no end, more for the mere fact of this heretical behavior than for its consequences for her personally, which had of course been horrendous already and continued to directly affect her.

In addition to having been forced to suffer terribly after each rape when it had occurred, Aileen now served as the outlet for her Mistresses’ anger whenever there was any apparent setback in either trial. The new punishments her owners developed were more diabolical than ever thanks to the other and related major change in the two nurses’ lives.

Apparently they’d been transferred to another floor of the hospital, where their duties had changed significantly. They now performed enemas on patients with great regularity. Aileen had hoped this would dampen their enthusiasm for subjecting her to them at home but instead the opposite had occurred. She was being agonizingly bloated up and then fist-fucked several times a week. And to keep things fresh and exciting the nurses varied the temperatures and liquids they used endlessly. Sometimes it was scalding hot tea they used, which would leave her painfully burned and with her heart racing from caffeine overload. Other times it was cold beer, which left her pleasantly buzzed but was a pricking torment to contain thanks to the carbonation. But the worst of all was of course their favorite: icy coca-cola.

The sugar and caffeine content was so high in this she would be wired up for hours and unable to expend the energy flooding her supercharged system due to the comprehensive bondage she was invariably kept in. And not only was the greater carbonation pain excruciatingly intense, but the very ingredients were caustic as well. Aileen had read once that highway patrol officers used coca-cola to clean blood stains off road surfaces. The acid content was high enough to literally eat them away. Feeling an entire two-liter bottle of the stuff terribly sizzling and burning in her immensely bloated rectum, Aileen had no trouble believing this. Yet even that paled next to their other new punishment craze: catheterization.

It seemed many of the paralysis patients they now cared for were unable to urinate on their own. This meant that nurses were required to slide tubes up their urethras to tap the bladder itself in order to drain it. The first time Aileen was subjected to this she couldn’t believe the intensely intimate invasive agony of the procedure.

Shanna and Sara stormed in one night in the fall carrying a paper bag and seething with anger about something. Apparently they were having trouble getting the nurses on their former floor to agree to testify about the molestations that they’d suffered themselves.

“Damn it all, I can’t believe this!” snarled Shanna, draping her classy leather jacket over a chair for Aileen to put away later. “The only ones we’ve got on our side are Lynn and Marybeth. How can the others be so fucking chickenshit?”

“Well, look on the bright side,” offered Sara as she sat down at the table. Aileen was serving up a pot roast. “We’ve got at least eight or nine girls who used to work there who are willing to testify. And if almost everyone currently employed by the hospital is too afraid to speak out, that dramatically illustrates our point about the intimidation that goes on there. It helps to prove the whole hospital is culpable.”

“Maybe,” Shanna muttered, moodily stabbing at a piece of roasted carrot with her fork. “It still pisses me off though. It makes me terribly eager to torture the little scrap of useless manhood we have left in our possession!”

Aileen had thought this meant having her testicles shocked, squeezed, kicked and punched yet again, and she wilted with dread. She’d had no idea there were torments in store that were actually worse in some ways, but she found out immediately following dinner.

“Stand up!” Shanna demanded. When Aileen obeyed Mistress spun her chair around facing away from the table. “Now lift the hem of your dress up above your butt and genitals and sit back down. Slouch and spread your legs wide like the slovenly, disgusting male you used to be.” When Aileen did as ordered the two nurses used duct tape to bind her arms to the back and legs of the chair at the elbows and wrists. They secured her spread legs likewise at the ankles and knees. Aileen watched mystified as Sara placed a bucket between her feet and Shanna opened the bag they’d brought home and produced a tube of surgical lubricant and a long, thin flat package.

She ripped this open to reveal a sterile rubber tube about eighteen inches long and over an eighth of an inch thick. Slightly flared at one end and cut at an angle at the other so that it was pointed without tapering, Nurse Shanna coated this pointed end with lubricant. Then she squatted down between Aileen’s legs while Sara laid a gentling hand on her shoulder.

“Don’t move!” Shanna barked even as Aileen began to squirm with apprehension. Sara’s hand tightened warningly on her. Then Mistress carefully poked that pointed tube into the hole at the tip of Aileen’s penis and began jamming it up into her.

The pain was immediate, enormous, and indescribable. It was such an unthinkable violation of her bodily integrity that she nearly swooned with the wave of shame that washed over her even as the agony intensified. Deeper and deeper that tube pushed into her. And of course Shanna wasn’t content to just slide it smoothly in. She had to take liberties she couldn’t enjoy at the hospital. For every bit she thrust it forward she pulled it back some before jabbing it in deeper, rhythmically penetrating her in incremental fashion.

“Yes!” she gloated savagely. “For once a dick is getting fucked, instead of the other way around!” Nurse Shanna drew out this weirdly excruciating process for over fifteen minutes while Aileen sobbed and sweated and desperately repressed her maddening need to squirm. And cruel Sara just laughed at her.

“Be thankful, slave! Some of the cripples we work with need to have this done every four hours. Imagine submitting to this six times a day for the rest of your life!”

Aileen couldn’t bear to. That intrusive tube was so far up inside her that she expected it to come poking out of her belly button, in which a shiny gold ring glittered. Then suddenly she heard a splashing sound, and felt her bladder, which she’d believed to be empty, draining. The smell of urine rose from the bucket between her feet.

“I believe we’ve struck piss, Mistress,” Sara laughed again.

Aileen couldn’t believe it. It was such a strange sensation, to feel fluid draining from her penis without any contractions or effort on her part. But it was a sensation she would soon become woefully familiar with. Sara spoke up again.

“How did that go, Mistress?”

“Satisfactorily.”

“It looked like you were having a bit of difficulty. It must have been awkward with the penis cage and all.”

“Yes, you’re right about that!” Shanna sounded grimly pleased. “That cage is going to have to come off after all. But don’t start having any delusions of erections and orgasms slave, or think the days of being shocked for misbehavior are over. We just need to get you a special collar, and add a couple more piercings.”

Aileen learned what she meant later that week.

The supposedly permanent cage was indeed removed, but in its place Shanna immediately locked a small collar around the base of her balls. This featured a battery pack and blunt little prongs that performed the same punishment function.

After that her scrotum was pierced and a sturdy steel ring imbedded in it. Then in an ordeal even more agonizing than the piercing of her tongue, Aileen had an identical ring threaded through a hole that was stabbed though the head of her penis. The two rings were linked together and welded shut, a now surely permanent enforcement of chastity and an even more agonizing inhibitor of erections.

With that his Mistresses were able to more easily perform catheterizations and even more outrageous penile insertions as well as subject Aileen’s little sissy-worm to other new tortures the cage had made impossible. Soon she was devoutly wishing this last remainder of her former manhood would just shrivel up and disappear even as her breasts continued to swell and develop. But then Mistress Shanna began performing yet another outlandish procedure on her that managed to change Aileen’s mind about that. Ironically enough, this torment/pleasure was supposedly instituted to further hasten her emerging femininity even as it reminded her daily of male pleasures forever forbidden her.

As legal setbacks had earned Aileen punishments, promising portents and incremental successes had resulted in her sharing in her owners’ celebrations. As the winter approached and the criminal trial of Dr. Wycombe came close to winding up with conviction looking more and more certain – and news came out that his wife was divorcing him – Shanna came in one day from Christmas shopping in a particularly ebullient mood. What she told Aileen as her slave went to unload her car was both wildly thrilling and yet incomprehensible.

“Guess what, Aileen? I’ve decided that on Christmas morning as a special present you will finally have those poor bloated blue-balls of yours emptied. Can you imagine the amount of semen that’s going to come out? What a Christmas cocktail that will be!”

She refused to elaborate further, or explain how Aileen might manage to ejaculate with the head of her penis locked down tightly against her balls by a pair of welded-shut rings. Nevertheless Aileen spent the next week before the holiday with wondrous dreams of orgasm dancing in her head. She was so excited by Christmas morning that the suspense while they unwrapped more tangible gifts was killing her. But finally all the presents had been exchanged and exclaimed over – new dresses and lingerie, perfume and jewelry for Aileen and mostly more fetish toys and outfits between the two Mistresses – and Shanna declared the wait over at last.

Aileen was bound into her straitjacket and ordered her to kneel and kowtow in the manner that usually meant enemas and fisting were in order. Fear that this was indeed forthcoming and that promises of spilling her seed had been just a cruel trick were heightened when Mistress snapped on a rubber glove. Sara then placed Aileen’s emptied eggnog glass on the floor between her spread knees, further confusing and mystifying her. Shanna slipped a pair of lubed fingers into her ass, and Aileen gasped and moaned with perverted sexual arousal as always at such penetration. But rather than fist her or even rhythmically thrust with those fingers Mistress began doing something entirely new.

Pushing in as far as possible, she began gently rubbing on the bottom wall of Aileen’s rectum, right on the spot that for some reason turned her on more than ever whenever a rapidly thrusting cock particularly pressed on it. Aileen moaned uncontrollably again and even cried out. Both Mistresses giggled mischievously in response and Shanna continued fingering her. After a few minutes of this Aileen began to feel like she had to pee, but no contraction in her bladder followed. She groaned in conflicting pleasure and distress, and tried to ask a question.

“Mistress…”

“Shush,” Shanna soothed her. “That feels good, doesn’t it?”

“Yes, but…”

“No buts, darling. That’s your g-spot I’m rubbing on. You’ve heard Sara and I talk about our g-spots, and how the feeldoe pressing on it causes us to come? Well you have one too. And soon you’ll be doing the same thing.”

Indeed Aileen felt some kind of crisis approaching. But she remained no more excited than usual and her penis was still mostly flaccid. Still Shanna kept gently but insistently massaging her. The feeling that she needed to urinate peaked. Then as it suddenly passed Aileen felt something drizzling out of her even as Sara leaned in and picked up the glass to catch it.

It wasn’t urine she was passing it was semen, Aileen could smell it. Yet she’d experienced no orgasm, and as Shanna kept rubbing her it kept drizzling slowly out with an indescribable draining sensation. Then it was over at last, and Aileen was suddenly tired without knowing why, which only added to her general perplexity. What in the world had just happened? Shanna pulled her fingers out of her sissy-pussy, grasped the straps of her straitjacket and pulled Aileen upright. She smiled at her slave’s look of miserable befuddlement.

“You have just been milked, Aileen. Your balls have been drained without ejaculation. It’s not good to let too much sperm build up in them. It raises the level of testosterone in your body, which slows your female development. It also can lead to aggression, which is of course totally anathema in a submissive slave. Therefore either Sara or I will be milking you almost every day from now on, so that you always remain docile and increasingly feminine for us.”

“Here slave,” Sara ordered, lifting the glass to Aileen’s lips.

“Drink all the yummy come now. Sissy-sluts love to swallow hot, slimy male sperm. You’re going to do so at every opportunity. In the future I’ll let you suck it off my cock. But you’ve got six months’ worth of semen here, and you don’t want to lose a single drop of it.”

She tipped the glass. Despite all the dismay crashing in on her, and the shame that flamed in her face and the revulsion churning her gut, Aileen had no choice but to open her mouth. Right onto her tongue Sara poured the several teaspoons worth of warm, spunky goo that had just been milked out of her. Repressing her instinctive urge to retch Aileen swallowed it down, and was amply rewarded when Sara beamed at her and kissed her on the cheek.

“Well done, come-bucket. You’re now a bona-fide semen-imbibing slut. Now, would you like your Mistresses to fuck your face and ass for the rest of the afternoon with our brand new bigger-than-ever penises?”

“Yes please, Mistress!” exclaimed Aileen with immediate shameless greed. “I’m a filthy, lesbian-wannabe sissy-slut who lives to suck cock and get fucked!”
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The arrival of the New Year was followed by a swift succession of absolutely splendid developments. It seemed the downright sacrilegious rape of Mistress Shanna – and Sara’s plan for avenging it – had somehow set the three of them on a path to paradise.

In a matter of weeks over late January and early February Dr. Wycombe was convicted, sentenced to ten years in prison, had his license to practice medicine revoked and the divorce from his wife had been granted. Each bit of news had been greeted with great joy and celebration of course, and Aileen found herself smothered with affection and fucked into extravagant delirium with little or no punishment for an extended period. Shortly after that Milton Hospital decided to settle the lawsuit. Realizing that fighting it was futile despite their high-caliber corporate lawyers, they paid off Shanna to the tune of ten million dollars on the condition that she quit working there. That was no hardship of course. Finding themselves suddenly independently wealthy, Shanna and Sara decided to retire from nursing altogether – the better to enjoy and torment their pretty little she-male slave around the clock. They found a house in the suburbs to move to, and began having it renovated to their rather particular needs. Then in late March the afternoon arrived that seemed certain to guarantee their happiness forever.

Aileen was lying hogtied and butt-stuffed on the floor in front of the loveseat where her scantily-clad owners were cuddled watching television. Nearly swooning with rapture she was devoutly sucking on the lovely bare toes of Goddess Shanna.

This was a title Aileen had bestowed on her when ‘Mistress’ could no longer encompass all her worshipful awe and the blind adoration and instinctive obedience her Supreme Being inspired in her. Slave Sara had promptly begun using it as well, and with that the matter was settled: Goddess Shanna was divine, and due the same intensely holy veneration as the wacko fundamentalists lavished on their dubious sky-god.

In any case, the local news reporter broke into the program they were watching with an update from the state capital. By a margin of only one vote the legislature had approved the contentious measure that had been roiling the political debate for much of the past year. From now on gay marriages would be legally performed and recognized throughout the state. With the governor firmly behind the proposal its signing into law was a mere formality.

Shanna and Sara burst into cheers along with every other right-thinking person at the news of this long overdue victory over bigotry. Then suddenly Sara was kneeling next to Aileen and placing her forehead on the floor at their deity’s feet.

“Most holy and exalted, omnipotent Goddess Shanna, I know it’s blasphemously unseemly of me to ask you this, and I will gladly suffer any punishment for my impertinence. But would you please bless me beyond the ability of any other being ever by deigning to marry me? I will be an even more worshipfully submissive wife than I have been a slave.”

Goddess Shanna’s laugh rang out like a heavenly proclamation.

“Of course I will marry you, darling! You shall be both wife and slave. And Aileen can be our flower-girl. We must start planning the ceremony and making arrangements right away. But first we must go into the bedroom and celebrate this auspicious occasion with some supremely divine lesbian sex. I believe I’ll allow you the exquisitely rare pleasure of using the feeldoe on me again, my beloved fiancé.”

Without a word or glance at Aileen they jumped up and hurried off, leaving her hogtied on the living room floor with that giant vibrator buzzing angrily away inside her. Not bothering to close the bedroom door behind them they were soon moaning and shrieking with their usual unbridled sexual ecstasy.

Aileen whimpered miserably, stretching futilely at the tight ropes binding her all about and grinding her agonized penis between the hard floor and her body in a pathetic attempt to gain some erotic satisfaction of her own.

While truly happy for her owners it was hard not to feel even more left out than she usually did when they excluded her from their sexual escapades. Aileen would rather be undergoing an agonizing fisting or even the most damaging whipping than listening to them pleasure each other without her. Such was her fate however. For the rest of the afternoon and deep into the night she suffered thus, as the ladies ordered Chinese takeout for dinner rather than allowing their slave to cook for them and remained oblivious to Aileen’s whimpering distress as they playfully fed each other before going at it again. Finally near two a.m. Sara came out to see to her and then only in the most perfunctory fashion.

Rather than untie Aileen and let her use the bathroom she merely catheterized her swiftly. Then she cock-gagged her, dragged her into her cell (but not onto her pad), distractedly tossed a blanket partway over her and left. For a few hours more the newly engaged couple drank champagne, giggled together, talked excitedly about the future and alternated making love and plans. It must have been nearly dawn before they fell asleep at last.

Aileen slept too then, the batteries in her vibrator finally dead and no cries of dual affirmation and orgasm to keep her awake. It was late afternoon of the next day before those joyously laid plans began to be implemented.

After Aileen had put the apartment to rights, made a very late lunch for the three of them and cleaned up afterwards, Goddess Shanna ordered her two slaves into the car.

“Ink Me Up, Sara,” she declared, which meant nothing to Aileen. Sara however started the car without question or hesitation and drove across the city.

Their destination it turned out was a tattoo parlor.

Clearly extensive piercing wasn’t the only body modification Shanna intended for her property. She led them inside and explained to the artist what she wanted done. Aileen sat and waited in a state of great anxiety as weeping Sara was given a pair of tattoos. On her left buttock was inscribed ‘Slave Sara’ in ornate red and blue calligraphy an inch high. On the opposite flank and curving around her belly at an angle was embedded in stark black the boldly lettered legend ‘Property of Goddess Shanna’ enclosed by a rectangular box the size of two cigarette packs placed end to end. It was Aileen’s turn.

Though she had extensive experience with physical agony, Aileen wept too throughout the ordeal of her marking. Yet she felt a perverse pride as well at being permanently inscribed with her identity and status as a piece of human property. She even found herself aroused by the process. By the time she’d been tattooed in an identical manner to Sara she was silently praying to her Goddess to be rewarded with an exceedingly good fuck when she finally got home.

Goddess was most beneficent. She herded her two slaves into the bedroom. There she had them kneel and kowtow side by side on her king-size bed. They were identically bound wrists to ankles and elbows to knees, and then bound tightly together with Sara’s left arm and leg tied to Aileen’s right. Goddess Shanna cock-gagged them both and used her whip to lash their bandaged asses and the backs of both their thighs simultaneously.

With their penis-filled faces pressed to the mattress a little more than a foot apart, Sara and Aileen gazed into each other’s eyes and sobbed in tandem as they were ruthlessly disciplined. But after that Goddess finally fucked their asses one after another in repeated succession until she was too exhausted to continue. Then Aileen was banished to her cell with one more unsettling warning.

“Get some proper rest, slave number two. The serious body modification for you is still coming up. Sara’s can wait until after our bachelorette party, but I’m going to need you all healed up and looking sexier than ever for that occasion. So sleep tight. You’ll be going under more than just a needle before you know it!”

The next day her owners took Aileen down to the local courthouse.

There she signed the necessary paperwork to have her name legally changed to Aileen Corey Ward. The ‘Corey’ of course signified her desperate love of being ‘cored’. After applying for a marriage license Shanna and Sara teased her about this the whole ride home, and then promptly put the deed to the name, coring her little sissy-pussy for hours.

As soon as the name change became official a few days later, Goddess Shanna laid a few more forms in front of Aileen to sign. She put down her new signature promptly and without asking questions or reading a word of them. And early the next week she found herself in the car again on the way to another date with destiny.

They pulled up outside a private clinic for plastic surgery. Ignorant of what she might be getting into and more anxious than ever before Aileen was admitted and conveyed to an operating room. As she was prepped for surgery, Sara blew her a kiss and Shanna smiled mischievously. Her parting words before they left only heightened her anxiety.

“See you in a few hours, Aileen. Soon you’ll be a whole new girl!” A mask came down over her face then, and her worries drifted away along with everything else.

When Aileen regained consciousness her breasts and hips were very sore. And no wonder: her cute little B-cup boobs had become emphatically pneumatic D’s! And that wasn’t all. Her boyishly slim hips were now generously rounded. Examining her new body in a full-length mirror once she could get up and move around, petite Aileen could hardly credit the sight of the hourglass figure that greeted her even without the benefit of the girdles she always wore. Slim and yet stacked and wonderfully curvy everywhere she’d become an amazingly hot knockout whose baby face and gamine haircut were incredibly contrasted and accentuated by the blatant womanliness of her body. Only her collared balls and locked-down penis spoiled the illusion, and Aileen wasn’t sure to be happy or sad about that.

Despite the incredible changes to her body, behaviors and personality in the past year she was still male on some level impossible to eradicate. Even though it was her own the body in the mirror before her, the sight of it aroused her sexually. And she still wanted nothing more in life than to thrust her erect penis into Sara or Shanna and fuck them to the most paradisiacal climax possible. Lacking that, she’d have even traded a year or two of her life just to take her hard prick in hand and pump it to a garden variety orgasm just one more time rather than be humiliatingly milked every day – though that too had its undeniable appeal. In light of these things she was relieved her owners hadn’t subjected her to a wholesale sex change. On the other hand there was part of her that wondered what it would be like to be a real lesbian and not just a sissy wannabe. This was the Aileen that craved cock to the pit of her soul, and experienced a powerful erotic charge when Sara fondled and sucked her breasts, or even when she and Shanna tortured them.

Remembering clothespins and lead weights pinched onto her nipples or dangling from the rings embedded in them, Aileen tentatively touched these, finding them erect and painfully sensitive. Seeing her frown and hiss, a nurse spoke from behind her.

“Your nipples should go back to normal within a few days to about three weeks. Likewise the shininess and redness of your breasts and hips will fade as the skin adjusts to being stretched. Your breasts will drop a little too, becoming more normal looking and not so pneumatic. You should massage them regularly until that happens.”

“Okay. Thank you,” Aileen spoke with genuine sincerity. “May I have my clothes back please? I’d like to get back to my owners.”

“Certainly, miss.”

Unfazed by talk of owners, tattoos proclaiming a patient as property or even imprisoned male genitals on an eighteen year-old sexpot, the nurse produced these and even helped Aileen to dress. Then she handed her some pamphlets about aftercare and some paperwork for the receptionist and guided her from the operating room back to checkout. Finally after signing her new name a few more times Aileen emerged with a strange mix of pride and shyness into the waiting room to face her expectant and beloved Goddess and Mistress.

Mistress looked up and noticed her first. Her delighted shriek not only alerted Goddess Shanna but everyone else in the waiting room and possibly within a ten mile radius.

“Aileen! Oh, my Goddess, you look scrumptious!”

Suddenly the object of universal scrutiny Aileen flushed a predictable crimson. Ignoring the rest of the room with an effort she flashed a quick smile of thanks to Sara and then meekly shifted her gaze to the Goddess whose name was permanently impressed on her flank.

Shanna smiled slowly at her and then nodded.

“I agree. Even rumpled from surgery you’re unbelievably hot. You’re going to have to beat the boys off you with a stick every time you leave the apartment. I better not ever catch you sucking anyone’s cock that I don’t specifically order you to, you incredibly sexy little slut.”

Shocked and scandalized gasps arose from the onlookers at this, but Aileen’s was the loudest of all.

“I would never, my beloved Goddess! How could you even think such a thing? I’d never let anyone but you or Mistress Sara touch me!”

Shanna’s widened craftily at that.

“Don’t say that until after our bachelorette party, darling. Come on, slaves, let’s go home. All this talk about sucking my cock has got me horny – not mention the sight of our delectably fuck-able new sissy-slut here!”

They practically ran to the car.
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It took close to two weeks for Aileen to properly recover from her operations and get comfortable with her new body.

During this time her owners went a little easy on her, limiting the lifting required and somehow restraining themselves from tormenting her fabulous new boobs. Of course nothing could stop Goddess Shanna from twisting, pulling, clothes-pinning and weighting her perpetually sore and erect nipples. And Mistress Sara delighted in assisting with the recommended rubbing, squeezing and massaging even after her breasts settled more naturally against her chest. But at least they refrained from whipping the tightly stretched skin or titty-fucking her, which both constantly professed a craving to do. That – and so much else – would have to wait for the upcoming bridal shower/bachelorette party.

Both ladies made so many teasing hints and portentous comments about this that Aileen became increasingly nervous as the date approached. It was clear that in addition to serving in a domestic capacity – they’d obtained a darling little French maid’s uniform for her to wear – she would be providing the debauched entertainment as well. Yet even beyond being used as a stripper or whore or whatever Shanna had in mind there was some other intention being harbored that had both ladies laughing wickedly at her with particularly malicious relish.

In any case Aileen cooked, cleaned, and performed her other chores. She provided foot and back rubs, cunnilingus and fellatio and wallowed as always in being inventively restrained and exhaustively double-fucked. She grew gradually accustomed to the new weight hanging off her chest and the strain it put on her back. Endlessly she ran her hands wonderingly over her new exceedingly feminine curves and felt her remnant masculinity respond painfully with paradoxical arousal. Even more eagerly than before she submitted to being milked every day and soon learned to look forward to sucking the yummy come off the cock of whichever nurse performed this chore.

To their titillated amusement, Aileen began to smear this messily around her pouty lips with her tongue before licking it back in and ingesting it with a smile of childlike delight. Apparently her increased love of milking and this shamelessly slutty display following it were considered so entertaining they were to be included in the floor show, for three days before the party was scheduled this procedure was temporarily suspended. While that remaining interval was spent in a frenzy of preparation, fuckings and beatings were also suspended. Aileen’s craving for sex was allowed to grow unbearable, and her fabulous new body to heal of any remaining bruises and whip welts so that her tattooed skin would be beautifully unblemished and a uniform creamy white by the time the day of the party finally dawned.

And then it did, on a lovely Saturday morning in early spring. Under Shanna’s direction naked Aileen rearranged the living room furniture. The armchair and loveseat were moved back against the wall and every other chair in the apartment brought in to form a u-shaped grouping around the coffee table and television. With the apartment already spotless any last-minute chores were quickly dispensed with. Then Aileen was hustled into the shower.

Before bathing she was given an enema to ensure maximum cleanliness, and afterward was dressed in her maid’s costume. From the highly polished fetish boots to the darling little lace headpiece she was the perfect picture of wildly sexy subservience.

Her net stockings were white as was the frilly petticoat beneath her black miniskirt. The corset was the tightest she’d ever been squeezed into, emphasizing the flaring of her hips and butt and the plumped-up swell of her heavy breasts. These were exposed almost to the nipple by her plunging neckline, which was trimmed with the same white ruffles as the tiny dress’ short sleeves. The choker about her throat was a black ribbon trimmed with white lace, and white lace as well were the delicate fingerless gloves she wore. Around her waist was a tiny white apron.

Once she was outfitted thus special care was taken with Aileen’s makeup, perfume and nail polish, and Sara herself put her own best pendant earrings on her: sapphires to match her blue eyes which dangled a whole inch below her lobes.

Aileen had never felt sexier, more beautiful and feminine, and she sang softly to herself in a sweetly lilting soprano as she minced around the kitchen preparing platters of hors d’oeuvres. Only six guests had been invited, and when they finally began to arrive in mid-afternoon Aileen was using a feather-duster as she’d been directed to clean nonexistent dust from the immaculate living room. The doorbell rang, and Sara went to admit Lynn and Marybeth, the only of their former colleagues from the hospital that Shanna and Sara still cared to have anything to do with.

As described both were boisterous and fun-loving. Cries of greeting and congratulation were exchanged, along with hugs and kisses on the cheek. Aileen snuck a peek at these girls she’d heard so much about while the four nurses were occupied with each other.

Both young ladies were slender and athletic in build, with the redheaded and fetchingly freckled Marybeth perhaps an inch taller. In their high heels they were both close in height to Aileen perched on her toes like a ballet dancer, but neither could boast breasts like her brazen new D-cups. Lynn, whose hair was wheaten and straight next to Marybeth’s strawberry curls, had boobs a tad bigger than her friend’s, which were noticeable but not much more. And while neither girl was as beautiful as Shanna or Sara – or even Aileen herself – they were certainly pretty enough. Their enthusiasm and vivaciousness, the spark of youthful vitality that so infused them both, added to their attractiveness. They were laughing and talking a mile a minute barely two steps into the kitchen.

“Oh my God, Lynnie, tell them what you heard from Miriam! You guys are going to absolutely love this, especially you, Shanna!”

“What?”

“Well, the old bitch went to visit Wycombe in prison. She was ‘concerned about him’.”

“Only because the dried up old cunt’s probably the only one he never tried to hump!” declared Sara.

“No doubt!” Lynnie agreed. Then she continued, “Anyway, all his front teeth had been broken out. Apparently his cellmate did it by smashing his face against the bars for scraping his dick when he was sucking his cock. Guess he won’t be making that mistake again!”

All four ladies laughed triumphantly, and then Shanna and Sara were vengefully exultant.

“Good! Fucking excellent!”

“It’s the least the bastard deserves!”

The two slapped a high five.

“I just wish I could have done it myself!”

“You and me both, lover!”

“Right on! So Miriam says he’s being raped day and night in both his ass and his face.”

“And of course she blames you two, and even us for testifying against him,” put in Marybeth. “Can you believe that shit?”

“What a fucking cunt! What is wrong with her? Is she a man in drag or something?”

“Is she giving you guys a hard time?”

“Yeah, but don’t worry about it. We’re heroes to Lettie and Doreen and the rest of those chickenshits. So are you two. Now that things have changed the others are sorry they wouldn’t speak up for you, Lettie in particular. You should have invited her, she’s really happy for you guys: rich as sin all of a sudden and getting married to boot!”

“Well,” started Shanna, but then she was interrupted by the doorbell.

This time it was a brunette named Trisha, a former lover of Sara’s.

Though they’d split up after growing incompatible they’d kept in touch and remained friends. Trisha was another lovely woman with a knockout body, and Aileen burned with a queasy mix of excitement, jealousy, and growing anxiety at the thought of soon serving, performing before and surely being subjugated by all these attractive ladies. For all the mammoth changes in her life over the past nine months she still had practically nil experience with women other than her owners. Of course her memories of high school and before were replete with examples of how a gang of girls could combine and egg each other on into extremes of cruelty one or two alone would never approach. Then this consternation/arousal climbed even more with the arrival of two more beauties in their early twenties.

Even as the five women already milling in the kitchen were still exchanging greetings and making introductions they had to start all over again. The most recent additions were friends of Shanna from college. Though they’d arrived together and were clearly close they were nothing alike. Caitlin was a clear-skinned beanpole at least six feet tall with spun-gold locks that hung straight and simple nearly to her waist. Dana meanwhile was a compact and curvy Latina whose tar-black hair was cut as short as Aileen’s in back and on the right and yet hid the left side of her face in an angled drape that grew longer from her ear out to where it tickled her cheek down low by her jaw. Surely no more than five feet tall, she was still darkly attractive and as ebullient as Lynn and Marybeth. Squealing a delighted greeting she jumped at Shanna and threw her arms around her. Aileen’s jealousy bug bit her harder at this. Her nervousness cranked up another notch too. The kitchen was getting seriously crowded, and everyone was awkwardly clutching gifts they’d brought as they exchanged hugs, names and general chatter. It wouldn’t be long before they poured into the living room and noticed the sexy little French maid blushing, dusting, and flaunting her own hot body.

Sure enough, soon Shanna raised her voice above the general hubbub.

“Okay everybody, why don’t you come in and sit down? Drinks are on the house!”

Several cheers greeted this, and Shanna led the way out of the kitchen. Trisha stopped and her eyes popped upon catching sight of Aileen and she whistled appreciatively.

“Ooh baby! What have we here, and is she available?”

The other ladies spread out around Trisha or craned their necks to see. Immediately there came a chorus of laughter and exclamations. Aileen raised her feather-duster before her face in a pantomime of shyness and blinked her mascara-heavy lashes prettily over it. Then she smiled coyly as she minced easily between two chairs on her tiptoes and bent over to dust the coffee table, giving everyone a good look deep into her cleavage.

“Why this is Aileen, our live-in maid,” announced Shanna. “Actually she’s more of a slave. Show them your tattoo, Aileen.”

“Yes, Goddess Shanna.”

On a wave of gasps and appreciative laughter Aileen straightened up, turned around and lifted her skirt, exposing her tight, curvy ass and the ‘Slave Aileen’ tattooed there.

The laughter swelled and was joined by applause. Aileen flipped her skirt back down and turned back around, her cheeks burning with humiliation. Anxiety and excitement had her heart hammering between her breasts, which only worsened at Goddess’ next words.

“To answer your question, Trisha, Aileen belongs to Sara and me, so that means she’s taken. But she is available to all of you, today and tonight at least. Aileen will be our entertainment, once we get settled in. Why don’t we take our seats so she can serve us our drinks? We’re starting with champagne of course, but after that we have beer, wine, Jack Daniels, Grey Goose and Cuervo Gold. Anyone who doesn’t get absolutely shitfaced is going to be thrown out on their head by the rest of us!”

More cheers exploded at this, and at last everyone moved in and sat down, first piling the gifts they’d brought on or around the TV set. There were exclamations of delight at the many lovely flower arrangements, and Caitlin remarked approvingly at the mellow piano music playing in the background.

“Isn’t that George Winston? Oh I love him!”

“That’s right,” confirmed Sara. “We’ll break out the hot stuff later, when the boogie-woogie starts!”

“I can’t wait,” Trisha replied slyly. As Aileen moved past her with the bottle of Dom Perignon she reached out and gave her butt a lecherous pinch. Aileen gave her the most salacious smile she could manage in return.

Her heart was still thundering in her chest, but she was starting to have real fun with this. And of course after days of deprivation she was hornier than a triceratops. She poured out bubbly for everyone starting with Shanna and then Sara, who’d taken the place of honor on the loveseat. Lynn and Marybeth had eschewed the chairs provided for them to sit cross-legged on the floor by the gifts. Sara glanced significantly at them and raised an eyebrow at Aileen. She got the message immediately. As soon as she’d poured the last glass and before anyone could raise a toast she hurried to her cell and dragged out her sleeping pad. Leaving the door open to show off her minimalist quarters she pulled this around everyone and over to the two young nurses who’d been brave enough to stand up in court for her owner.

“Excuse me, Mistresses. Let me offer you my bed. I owe you so much for what you did for my beloved Goddess. Let me start by making you comfortable at least.”

Once Lynn and Marybeth were seen to Aileen noticed that Caitlin had ignored her chair as well. The tall girl was sitting on the floor in front of Dana’s chair, leaning back between her spread legs while the little Latina who was clearly her lover played idly with a tress of that amazing hair. Aileen hurried back to her cell and this time returned with her pillow.

As soon as everyone was comfortably situated Aileen responded to Sara’s smile of approval and her permissive nod toward the bottle by pouring herself a glass of champagne – her first ever. Then she withdrew quietly to the background with it and waited as Trisha stood up to make the first toast.

“Ladies, as Sara’s former lover let me offer the first and most fervent congratulations and my best wishes to the soon-to-be newlyweds. Have the best life and love ever girls! Shanna, I want to thank you from the bottom of my heart, first for giving my love, Sara, what I could not, and second for providing us with this splendid opportunity for fellowship, fun, wonderful food and drink – and also the no doubt equally delicious entertainment!” She dropped a roguish wink. “That makes you a Goddess in my eyes as well. To the bride and bride!”

“Hear, hear!”

Glasses were raised and drained. Aileen did likewise. Then with her tongue still tingling she went around refilling everyone before hurrying to the kitchen.

She returned several times with trays of food, bottles of liquor and mixers, more glasses and an ice bucket. Then while the ladies began to eat, drink, visit and enjoy themselves she went to blend up a pitcher of margaritas.

She’d set this on a tray along with a bowl of crushed salt for encrusting the rims of glasses when she heard a tap on the door. Someone must not have seen the doorbell. She toe-walked over and opened it. The late arrival was an older woman perhaps in her mid-forties. Like everyone else Shanna and Sara had invited she was quite attractive despite her age and size. She had a heavy body with big arms, thighs, butt and boobs but carried the weight well. Her face was severe and yet handsome with her silver-white hair pulled back in a bun. When Aileen opened the door the woman gave her a knowing wink.

“You must be Aileen. I’ve heard a lot about you. You’re even prettier than they said and I recognize that outfit – I sold it just a week or so ago. I’m Tammy. I work at Madam Whiplash. I’m sorry I’m late – I forgot my case.” She indicated the large satchel she was lugging.

“Please come in and join the fun,” smiled Aileen. She’d heard about Tammy too. She was a saleslady from the boutique Shanna and Sara did most of their fetish shopping at and had become quite friendly with. Aileen shut the door behind her and then picked up the tray of drinks. Carrying these she led the way back into the living room.

Once again there were cries of greeting and introductions. Tammy was seated and Aileen served her a glass of wine. When it was clear no one needed anything else for the moment Aileen retreated beyond the perimeter of the gathering and knelt. She clasped her hands in front of her waist, lowered her head subserviently and waited, immensely relieved to be off her feet for a few minutes at least.

Those few minutes stretched for over an hour yet Aileen remained motionless, doing nothing to call attention herself. She was completely ignored in any case. The assembled ladies partied on, with Shanna and Sara opening their gifts to much hilarity and appreciation. Finally Dana called for another pitcher of margaritas and Aileen scrambled to her feet. When she returned with the drinks Trisha had kicked off her shoes. Without being told Aileen set down the pitcher and knelt before Sara’s former lover to massage her feet for her. Still she remained ignored as she performed this duty. The party had found a new focus.

“What’s in the satchel, Tammy?” asked Shanna. “Are you going to try to make a few sales? Sara and I have given you quite a bit of customers already.”

“I must confess the thought had crossed my mind,” laughed Tammy. “At the very least I might liven things up a bit. Would you like to see?”

Of course a chorus of approval greeted this. Tammy opened her case. First she brought out a stack of catalogues, which were passed around. Then she began producing fetish items, which thanks to the amount of alcohol already ingested provoked great hilarity and a buildup of excitement that could only have inevitable consequences. Finally there was a general call for the entertainment to commence. Goddess Shanna summoned Aileen from her foot-rubbing. A more sexually rewarding, unbelievably degrading and physically revolting experience than she could ever have imagined got underway.
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“That’s enough of that, Aileen. You can rub Trisha’s feet later – not to mention eat her pussy and suck her cock. We want a floor show, or a table dance. Get over here and clear off the coffee table, then get up there.”

Blushing and trembling with excitement, Aileen rose gracefully and did as directed. She moved platters of food onto the TV set, cleared away glasses, liquor bottles, and the like, and then stepped up onto the table, the center of everyone’s attention.

“Now strip!”

This was something Aileen had practiced, knowing it was coming. She started with her lace headpiece, then the tiny ruffled apron she wore. Swaying sensually in place while the ladies whistled, whooped, clapped and cat-called her, she gradually worked her tight little dress off, exposing her new breasts to further appreciative cheers. Her face absolutely flaming she then removed the corset so radically crimping in her middle.

This revealed her ‘Property of Goddess Shanna’ tattoo, which drew renewed hilarity and acclaim. Aileen bracketed this with her blood-red fingernails, showing it off as she slowly rotated like a ballerina so that everyone could see. Finally she was left with just the choker around her neck, her fingerless gloves and the fetish boots locked onto her feet, her white mesh stockings and elastic garters and the filly petticoat still hiding the secret shame of her genitals. These were in an agony of exhibitionist arousal despite her deep mortification. Putting off the moment of revelation as long as she could Aileen continued to sway and gyrate in place, running her hands all over her body and jiggling her boobs enticingly, but this could only continue for so long. Finally Trisha called out the inevitable demand.

“Take it off, slut! Let’s see the money shot!”

Similar cries rang out. But then almost as if on cue Marybeth spoke up laughing, “No fair, Shanna! You should have got a male stripper too! Lynnie and I are straight after all. We want to see some beefsteak!”

“Don’t worry, dear,” Sara laughed. “Leave it to Shanna and me. We’ve got the best of both worlds in our little slave.”

“You heard them, Aileen,” Shanna ordered. “Show them what you’ve got!”

Pushed to it at last, the former Alan Young hooked her thumbs in her petticoat, shimmied and ground her hips and slowly slid it down. She stepped nimbly out of it and straightened up, exposing her shaved crotch and her pierced and locked-down, semi-erect male genitals. Drinks were sprayed out and bedlam immediately ensued. Screams of shock and mirth, slapping of thighs and high-fives and even the shattering of a dropped glass (Trisha’s) initiated a carnival atmosphere, with Aileen in the role of circus freak. Demeaned beyond belief, she nevertheless continued her performance, throwing everything into it. She sank slowly to the tabletop with consummate feminine grace until she was lying atop it with her head thrown back over the end and her legs spread wide at the other. Running her hands sensually all over her body she caressed her flanks and breasts and tweaked and played with the beringed nipples before sliding them down her concave belly toward her crotch. Caressing the insides of her thighs Aileen splayed her body out wider than ever and then simultaneously stroked her bare balls and stretched-out, curved-double attempted erection and shamelessly fingered her desperately deprived sissy-pussy.

Lynn and Marybeth were rolling around clutching themselves, hysterical with laughter. Tammy, who’d of course been in the know all along, beamed with approval while Trisha looked thunderstruck. Caitlin had keeled weakly over laughing herself, and Dana’s dark eyes gleamed with triumphant possibilities. Shanna and Sara presided smugly over this reaction to their surprise, until suddenly the former called out loudly over everyone.

“Well done, Aileen. You must be thirsty. Would you like your favorite drink now, slave?”

“Yes please, Goddess!” Aileen moaned where she laid splayed out supine in front of everyone in an agony of embarrassment and sexual excitement.

“Then go and get the shot glasses – nine of them. Pour everyone but yourself a jigger of Jack Daniels. Then get back on the table, get on your knees and assume the position!”

Shortly Aileen found herself kneeling in the center of a circle of eight beautiful intoxicated females with her hot face pressed to the table, her back bowed and her bare ass sticking way up high. Her empty shot glass was placed between her knees. One of the items Tammy had brought was a set of fuzzy pink handcuffs and these were used to shackle her wrists behind her. As Sara thrust a pair of slippery fingers deep into her and started rubbing right in front of everyone, Shanna explained things to her giggling and scandalized audience.

“Of course she-male slaves are never allowed orgasms. Ejaculation is just one of the many things Aileen has permanently sacrificed in return for the inconceivable honor of belonging to us. She hasn’t come since jerking off while spying on us over nine months ago. And she never, ever will again. But that doesn’t mean her useless balls can’t be drained of all that filthy semen. A little careful prostate massage and our slave can be milked most efficiently. Do you see?”

Moaning wildly and wallowing in an abysm of public mortification Aileen felt her seed drizzling slowly out of her. As usual there was no sexual gratification involved aside from that of anal penetration and the rhythmic pressure on her g-spot. Nevertheless she gasped and groaned and reveled in the draining sensation as her audience shrieked and guffawed and weakly clutched each other as her drink was prepared. Then the fingers withdrew and she was pulled back upright. Sara was holding the half-full shot glass up to her lips.

“Okay, Aileen, we have your wonderful come-shot ready. I’m sorry you can’t suck it from my dick as usual and I don’t want to waste it by pouring it all over your face. You simply must join us in a toast. Here’s to your owners getting married, and to you spending the rest of your life providing us with endless orgasms while enjoying none of your own. Drink up, slut!”

“Thank you, Mistress!” Aileen gasped. She took in the mouthful of spunk, smeared it around as usual and downed it, happily smacking her lips. Then she poked out her tongue and licked clean the shot glass while the ladies downed their own shots, cheered, applauded, and laughed harder than ever. Lynn, Marybeth and Dana all had their cell phones out and had been taking pictures and recording video. Noticing this, Shanna spoke up.

“Hey if you guys want to see some truly outrageous video, remind me later to play the greatest hits from our webcam footage. But who needs that while the live performance is just getting started?” Incomparably beautiful as always, she leaned close to Aileen.

“Okay, slave, what would you like your next performance to be?”

“I want it to be whatever makes you happiest, Goddess Shanna. You can shock me, whip me, fist me, string me up or do anything else you choose to me forever. I am your property. But you know me. I’m also a she-male lesbian wannabe slut who lives to suck cock and get fucked.”

Of course more screaming hilarity greeted this pronouncement. Then Tammy spoke up. “Why doesn’t somebody try out this lovely flogger I’ve brought? And Shanna, you must want to experiment with that ‘share’ Trisha gave you two. It’s the same basic concept as the feeldoe I sold you, but much bigger.”

“Yes!” cried Trisha. “I want to see it in action. And I call the first whipping. This sleazy little she-male tricked me into thinking it was really a girl. I was actually looking forward to eating her pussy, and now I’ve been cheated. Let me at those despicable genitals!”

So once again Aileen was soon lying on her back, with her cuffed arms trapped under her, her legs spread wide and her head hanging backward off the table. Shanna had removed her skirt and inserted her new double-dildo, and commenced to vigorously fuck Aileen’s upside down face. Meanwhile Trisha took the flogger – a whip with a dozen or so two foot-long leather thongs – and was viciously lashing it against Aileen’s abdomen and crotch. And so the party proper truly got underway.

After whipping about a thousand welts into her belly and groin Trisha stripped down to her bra and panties, and strapped on one of the dozen or so dildoes Sara had brought out. While not fat by any means she had a thick, hard, well-muscled body which she promptly put to work pounding Aileen’s sissy-pussy while Shanna did her throat. Also suddenly in bra and panties with a big hard cock was Dana, who took Shanna’s place as soon she had her first orgasm and withdrew. Of course the drunken gang-bang that ensued was violent, brutal, and absolutely heavenly for Aileen, who’d never had so much dick nor seen any unclothed women but for her owners. It seemed more clothes were shed by the minute.

Despite her age Tammy’s big breasts hardly sagged at all. Caitlin’s little A-cups were cute, perky and perfect for her incredibly tall, slender body. Soon Lynn and Marybeth were the only ones who weren’t completely topless. When they were finally goaded into donning dildoes of their own they did so without removing their panties. At first they were still laughing too hard to put their penises to use for the first time ever. But once they were practically shoved into place at Aileen’s either end they soon discovered an affinity for and delight in wielding a cock that they’d never considered. Eventually they would prove among the most zealous and enthusiastic slut-fuckers at the party.

This transition was facilitated about ninety minutes in when Shanna and Sara, Dana and Caitlin took a bottle of wine and moved to the bed, leaving Aileen at the mercy of Trisha and Tammy, Lynn and Marybeth. Then while sounds of a four-way lesbian orgy came through the open bedroom door Tammy educated the two young nurses in all the amazingly satisfying uses there were for even a vestigial male, and Trisha got to take further revenge on Aileen in increasingly torturous fashion.

In addition to flogging her tits, twisting and pulling the nipples and doing unimaginably cruel things to her penis and balls, she also had Sara’s cell phone. Apparently the penalty for ‘impersonating the better sex’ included suffering more and longer shocks in one day than her owners had delivered throughout her entire slavery to date. Still with four ladies constantly rotating holes Aileen received more or less constant double-fucking. The deprivation of the last few days was more than made up for, and she even suffered penetrations that proved more agonizing than Shanna and Sara had subjected her to at their worst.

Tammy knew all about fisting, and her arm was much bigger and far more powerful than either of Aileen’s owners’ arms. Nightsticks were nothing next to having entire liquor bottles rammed into her. Yet as terrible as these were another of Tammy’s innovations was even worse, if not in any physical way.

When Lynn and Marybeth still balked at lesbian sex yet proved willing to have Aileen eat their pussies, the vastly experienced older woman strapped a cock onto the waist of the eternally virginal she-male. Then not only did Aileen have to suffer them riding her to orgasm, but she was also forced to get on top and perform as though she were actually a man. Thrusting away in dominant fashion with an utterly insensate cock, committing sexual acts forever forbidden her which came naturally to her systematically eradicated born sex while her real penis remained locked down and suffering only pain was the worst emotional torment of Aileen’s life. And of course the party’s unthinkably degrading finale was still coming up. Sara and Shanna had been laughing at Aileen for weeks after all, and harboring intentions for her future that were more personally diminishing than anything they had yet to spring on her, humiliations so depraved that sheltered young Aileen could never have conceived of them.

About six or seven hours into this extravaganza the four-way orgy in the bedroom reached a lull punctuated by a sudden outburst of the most hysterical laughter yet. Then Shanna and Sara marched (or staggered) out of the bedroom completely naked and carrying Aileen’s vibrator and a pair of handcuffs each.

They removed the fuzzy pink pair that belonged to Tammy and used their own to shackle Aileen’s ankles and wrists together and to each other. Another of the items Tammy had brought was a ring-gag, which when wedged between Aileen’s teeth and buckled around her head held her jaws sprung achingly wide and unable to close. Her vibrator was crammed into her abysmally stretched and sore ass and turned all the way on. Bound and stuffed thus they picked her up and carried her into the bathroom. There they deposited her on her back in the tub with her limbs all contorted uncomfortably under her and her head down by the drain. Everyone present crowded into the bathroom and surrounded her.

Giggling uncontrollably, naked Shanna climbed tipsily up onto the sides of the bathtub. Straddling Aileen with her legs spread she squatted down and gripped the edges of the tub with her hands too, bringing her wondrous pussy down to just a few feet above her face.

“As you know Aileen, this isn’t just a bachelorette party. It’s a bridal shower too. And so now the brides are going to shower you.”

Aileen still didn’t get it. But then Goddess started peeing, peeing directly into her face!

Aileen shrieked in dismay as the audience laughed and cheered, applauded and egged Shanna on.

“All right!”

“You go girl!”

“Piss all over that filthy slut!”

“Shower time! Shower time!”

Aileen twisted her head back and forth and struggled violently, but there was no escaping that noxious stream. It stank, it burned; it sprayed all over her face, soaking her hair, stinging her eyes and running into her open mouth. Suddenly another shock to the balls convulsed her, and Sara shouted at her.

“Hold still, slave! Let her pee right into your mouth! This is your baptism into toilet service! Receive now your Goddess’ most holy sacrament!”

Weeping and retching miserably Aileen somehow obeyed with a herculean effort. Then the hot stream of Shanna’s urine splashed against and into her almost endlessly before at last petering out. As soon as she stepped down Sara climbed up into her place.

“That’s right, baby,” she giggled. “Hold still and let Mistress bathe you in her nectar. This is such an honor for you to submit to: serving as your owners’ lowly commode. Enjoy it, toilet!”

Mistress peed, peed, peed straight into Aileen’s face and open mouth, filling her right up. And after her went Dana, Caitlin, and Trisha, who cursed her vilely as she defiled her. Once again Lynn and Marybeth had to be coaxed into performing this sacrament, only to soon revel in it. Then Tammy took her turn, looming above her like a mountain and laughing spitefully as she soiled the weeping slave.

Finally all eight ladies had emptied their bladders into her face, bloating Aileen up with female pee. Of course this horrible ordeal was just beginning. The revelers left her there for the duration of the party, while they gathered in the bedroom to watch videos of the slave spying and jerking off, tottering around the house doing chores, being fucked for the first time and having her cock locked up, etcetera. And of course they continued drinking heavily.

What goes in must eventually come out, especially as alcohol is a powerful diuretic. It seemed to Aileen that every few minutes for endless hours a drunk, beautiful older woman would troop into the bathroom, straddle and squat above her and gigglingly use her for her toilet. This didn’t cease until sometime in the early hours of the morning, when Tammy finally left and the remaining girls had passed out all over the bedroom. Then soaked, stinking and shivering Aileen lay awake, uncomfortably contorted in the cold hard tub.

It was the longest night of her entire life, and for the first time ever she found herself heretically wishing she’d never left her comparatively benign mother’s house. Of course it was far too late for such regrets. The wedding was in two weeks, and after that they’d be moving into their specially renovated and equipped new home…


26.

Sunday afternoon was heralded by groans, weak chuckles and a renewed progression of beautiful naked girls – now disheveled and clearly hung over – coming to use the bathroom.

Caitlin was first, dashing in and throwing up in the toilet bowl. Then she flushed, sat down and used this, considerately ignoring the previous night’s human commode. The other ladies were not all so circumspect.

Lynn and Marybeth used the bowl too, but Trisha, Dana, Sara and Shanna all climbed up onto the tub as before and comprehensively sprayed Aileen’s weeping face and filled her gaping mouth. Dana did this with grinning amusement and Trisha with even more malice than she’d showed the night before. In contrast Aileen’s owners used her matter-of-factly. Each of them redundantly marked their territory with an off-handedness that suggested they were used to such service already and considered it no more remarkable than coming home to a spotless apartment and a delicious dinner. At least Aileen was warmed up momentarily, both by that hot, vile soaking and draught, and the burning degradation that accompanied these.

Aspirin was handed out, coffee brewed in the kitchen, and another hour passed while the remaining ladies compared hangovers and highlights from the party’s many outrageous excesses. Finally the last guests had left and Sara came to see to Aileen.

Ignoring her slave’s miserable condition in favor of her own, Sara used the showerhead to rinse her off enough to roll her over and unlock the handcuffs. Then she removed the ring-gag.

“Clean yourself up and get dressed, Aileen. Then clean the apartment. You can do the bedroom later. And no vacuuming! Shanna and I are going back to sleep for a while. We’ll want something bland to eat when we get up – vegetable soup perhaps.”

“Yes, Mistress. Can I please take the vibrator out?”

“I suppose. But remember: no noise!”

“Yes, Mistress.”

By the next day a semblance of normality had returned. Contrary to Aileen’s fears Shanna and Sara went back to using the commode rather than their slave as a toilet. But of course what had happened once could happen again at any time. Aileen went around with that private dread in her heart and sighed with relief every time she heard a tinkling and flushing coming from the bathroom. In any case both Goddess and Mistress remained too preoccupied with the preparations for their upcoming wedding and move to bother much with their slave. Both were often out of the apartment overseeing the final renovations to their new house, which Aileen had yet to see. She was kept busy packing up clothes, books, CDs, DVDs, dishes and the like and was even ignored sexually for the most part. The exception came on Wednesday of the week after the party when Shanna gave Sara her most significant piercings yet.

Three holes were stabbed through each of her inner labia, and six gold rings three-eighths of an inch in diameter were permanently embedded. This left Goddess sadistically inspired and weeping Sara in no condition for anal penetration due to the risk of infection. In consequence Aileen found herself being brutally fucked by Shanna most of the day and night and pitilessly tortured by Mistress Sara, who needed to pass along her terrible pain. Other than that however the ladies abstained for the sake of their wedding night and honeymoon.

When the day of their nuptials arrived at last the apartment was pretty much stripped bare. Everything had been shipped to the new house and moved in aside from Aileen’s sleeping pad and the big bed, both of which would no longer be needed. Even their clothes were gone aside from the new outfits all three of them would be wearing for the ceremony and those which had been packed into suitcases for the honeymoon afterward.

Aileen was wearing a sleeveless, strapless dress of shocking pink which sheathed her tightly from just above her nipples to her waist, where it flared out into a short, flouncy skirt that barely covered her ass. Her matching pumps had four-inch heels. Other than that she was completely naked, and worried constantly about a gust of wind or necessary lift of a leg that might expose her unconventional genitals. Mistress Sara’s dress was a simple white, though it covered her shoulders and the tops of her arms and clung tightly to her all the way to mid-thigh. She too wore matching pumps and no underwear or stockings, and Aileen thought she’d never looked lovelier. But of course it was Goddess Shanna who looked drop-dead gorgeous in an identically cut dress of tight black leather, with black leather boots that rose to just above her knees. Seeing her like this filled Aileen with craven adoration and a sense of incomparable blessedness. That she would be spending her life with this paragon of divine femininity in any capacity whatsoever seemed downright miraculous.

Banished were her heretical thoughts in the bathtub. Aileen squirmed with shame to remember even entertaining them for a second. When a black limousine pulled up out front she was the first to leap to her feet. Picking up their two suitcases she hurried through the door, which she held open for her owners. While Sara locked the apartment behind them and slid the key under the door for the landlord Aileen felt a moment of sadness at the thought that she’d never see the place again.

It was here that in less than a year she’d gone from a skinny boy loser to a ravishingly hot she-male. She’d had her first and last orgasm here, her first kiss, first fuck, and first glimpse of a naked woman. Behind that door she’d been enslaved and changed beyond all conception. Aileen felt a touch on her shoulder and looked up to see Shanna smiling at her with kindness and understanding. Of course her Goddess knew exactly what she’d been thinking.

Helpless love and addictive lust flooded through Aileen again, and her melancholy was washed away with the excitement of starting a whole new chapter in her life, of heading off to a new home and future of unlimited horizons with her fabulous owners. As the chauffer emerged from the car and greeted them, Aileen moved light of heart and eagerly into that future.

“Good morning, ladies. How can I help you today?”

“Open the trunk please,” responded Shanna.

Dutifully the uniformed functionary tipped his cap and complied. Then as Aileen approached her he turned and took the bags from her. Once he’d stowed them she checked to see that they’d left sufficient space and that the trunk was spotlessly clean as they’d directed. Everything looked fine. Blushing hotly, Aileen looked over her shoulder at him.

“Could you please turn your back for a moment, sir?”

The kindly gray-haired fellow (he’d never see fifty again) looked surprised but complied. He was about to be a lot more surprised. Checking quickly to see that she was about to flash no one in the vicinity Aileen climbed into the trunk, smoothed her dress and laid down, curled up with her head pillowed on one of the suitcases.

“All right, sir, close it up.”

Shaking his head in mystification he did so, shutting Aileen in darkness.

A moment later other doors opened and clunked shut, as Goddess and Mistress were privately ensconced in luxury unbecoming of a she-male slave and the chauffer returned to the driver’s seat. Then they were on their way.

A quarter of an hour later they arrived at the small, non-denominational private chapel Shanna had chosen for the occasion. When Aileen climbed from the trunk back into lovely spring sunshine and stepped around the shielding back of the chauffer with a demure murmur of thanks she was greeted by the knowing grins of the same six guests who’d attended the bachelorette party.

Lynn was recording everything with the same compact digital camera that Shanna had used to procure her evidence. Aileen smiled shyly and moved to stand by the car door as the chauffer opened it. Shanna and Sara emerged to the cheers of their friends, and Aileen fell into step behind them as they entered the chapel. Five minutes later she was following them similarly up the aisle toward the female minister as organ music played and the sun streamed through stained glass windows, filling the little chapel with lovely colors. Flower arrangements were everywhere, filling the air with a heavenly scent and Aileen’s heart swelled with love and happiness for her Goddess and Mistress.

The ceremony was brief but wonderfully stirring and affirming. After the exchange of seriously unconventional vows Aileen stepped forward holding a pillow of crimson silk in her hands. On this rested a pair of simple gold rings, three identical little brass padlocks and a tiny key on a fine gold chain.

The ladies slid the rings onto each other’s fingers. Then Shanna bent over – kneeling would have been hideously inappropriate – while Sara lifted up her dress. With great ceremony Goddess snapped the three tiny locks closed through the three matched pairs of rings in Sara’s labia, claiming the vagina behind for all time. After pulling down her dress Sara then lifted the chain and hung the key to her exclusivity around Shanna’s neck.

They were pronounced wed and kissed deeply, to the applause of everyone present, even the taken-aback minister and the no doubt appalled old chauffer lurking by the doors. Cameras clicked and whirred, and from under her arm Aileen produced some ceremonial leather and steel.

Goddess Shanna took this from her. Around Sara’s neck she buckled a slim white collar set with clear gems and a silver strip in which ‘Property of Goddess Shanna’ was engraved. She snapped the meter-long chain leash to the ring provided and slipped her hand into the matching white leather loop. Then she turned and led her blushing bride back down the aisle and into their incredible new life. Before them went Aileen, strewing rose petals the same hue as her dress before their feet. Their friends cheered and tossed confetti and streamers, Aileen wept with uncontainable emotion and they emerged into the smiling sun once again.

Blowing kisses Shanna and Sara disappeared into the limousine. Aileen threw the remaining rose petals high in the air, where they fluttered down or caught the light breeze in a fragrant pink blizzard. She cast the basket after and then climbed back into the trunk, no longer quite as concerned about modesty. Laughter and shrieks followed her in, indicating that the guests had indeed received an eyeful. Then she was shut in darkness once again. After that they were off to the finest hotel in the city for their necessarily brief honeymoon.

Once settled into their new home Shanna intended to take her slaves to San Francisco for a month to exhaustively explore the lesbian fetish scene. Surely there she would learn some real depravities to practice, but this was their wedding day and night, when true love and sharing should hold unencumbered sway.

Naturally they created a bit of a stir upon arriving at their posh hotel. By no means were they the only limousine pulling up out front. But they were certainly the only one with a scantily clad sexpot in hot pink climbing out of the trunk, or a gorgeous woman leading another into the lobby on a leash. There they checked in as Mrs. and Mrs. Shanna Ward. Fundamentalist religious types and conservative bigots must have been writhing in agony all over the country, which was of course just fine. They rode the elevator to the top floor, tipped and dismissed the bellhop, and then took in their lavish penthouse suite.

Aileen had of course never seen such beauty and luxury, even on TV.

A huge glass window wall gave a panoramic view of the city, with a wide bend of the river glittering in the distance. Stepping up next to her Sara pointed out the rectilinear bulk of Milton Hospital a few miles away.

“Look, you can see the hospital where we used to work. We’ve come light-years from that place, haven’t we, Goddess?”

“Parsecs and parsecs,” agreed Shanna. They gazed a few minutes more. Then Goddess led them on an inspection of the rest of the suite.

The window wall continued in the bedroom, which was downright decadent in its furnishings. The enormous circular bed was reflected by a ceiling mirror of the same size and shape, and the closet space could have housed a dozen slaves. Continuing into the bathroom they found opulent fixtures and a sunken hot tub that could easily fit all three of them. The same went for the separate glass-enclosed shower. Finally they returned to the main living area.

While Aileen was put to work unpacking her owners’ suitcases (it seemed one was devoted almost entirely to sex toys and restraints) Sara called room service and ordered up a veritable banquet of a late lunch for them and three magnums of their finest champagne.

Aileen was given one glass of this and a portion of food for her own, and banished to the closet to eat so that the newlyweds could enjoy each other’s company unencumbered. As she ate and drank, Aileen worried that she would be shut away from the fun the entire honeymoon.

As it turned out of course it would have been more endurable for her if she had. After more than an hour Sara came for her, and ordered her to strip down to her shoes. Literally quivering with excitement Aileen removed the scandalous pink dress, the only garment she had available. She wouldn’t wear it, or anything else, for the next three days. Once she was naked Mistress forced her giant vibrator into her, turned it on and led her out into the bedroom.

She had Aileen kneel upright about three feet from the bed. Then with that leash still swinging from her collar she pushed her slave down so that her agonizingly stuffed and buzzed butt rested on her ankles. Those ankles were promptly cuffed together. Another set of manacles cuffed her elbows tightly together behind her back, and a third shackled her wrists. Of course the very short connecting chain was passed through the one between her ankles, hogtying her though she remained kneeling. The effect of these bonds was to force her to hold her torso upright and arched back a bit, with her shoulders bowed and her big bare breasts thrust proudly out. Sara tied a rope around each of these, painfully bloating them, hung the heaviest weights ever from her nipple rings, and then forced that ring-gag from the party into her mouth and buckled it tightly behind her head. After that she smiled at Aileen and stroked back her very short hair.

“From here you will be able to see exactly how married lesbians make love, and to remain available for our bodily needs. I know this will be painful for you, Aileen, but Goddess decrees that you avidly watch everything, and obsess upon wonders you will never experience – like being married to a beautiful woman. So enjoy the show!”

Swiftly she bent and kissed Aileen on the cheek. Then she straightened up, and moved two ice buckets with the unopened magnums of champagne closer to the bed. After that she turned to face her Goddess, owner, and now wife as she entered the bedroom.

Shanna was carrying the open bottle and their two glasses.

Slinking sexily toward them in her leather dress and matching boots, she was focused wholly on Sara with a smoldering look of such limitlessly seductive promise that Aileen’s heart predictably broke within her at the thought that she’d never be the recipient of such a look herself. And of course her torment was barely beginning.


27.

The two beautiful newlyweds came together at the center of the huge circular bed, perfectly reflected from above in every detail.

Her bowed back and shoulders already beginning to ache, her tits killing her and her cursed penis pulling terribly at its piercings as it tried futilely to get erect, Aileen watched in quietly whimpering misery as Shanna poured them each another glass of champagne, emptying the bottle. She tossed this carelessly toward the edge of the bed, were it rolled over silk sheets and the sumptuous feather mattress to fall to the floor, landing with a cushioned thump onto the thick rug. Then she smiled beguilingly and raised a toast.

“Here’s to the best honeymoon, and the most exciting and satisfying sex life any married couple will ever have. Here’s to you, the love of my life.”

“And to you,” Sara returned, a tremor of anticipation in her voice. They clinked glasses, drained them, tossed them aside on the bed and shared a long, lingering kiss. Then Goddess Shanna broke this and issued her decree.

“This is how it will be: we will undress each other. I will make love to you and then you will make love to me. And then we’ll go on from there.”

“Yes, Goddess. I love you so much!”

“I love you too, darling. Let’s get to it!”

After an exquisite couple of minutes both dresses lay on the floor. Sara wore only her white heels, white collar and leash; Shanna her black boots and the gold chain and key. As they kissed Goddess leaned forward and Mistress collapsed back until she was flat on the bed beneath her owner. With their breasts mashed together her legs came up and locked around Shanna’s humping buttocks and she moaned through their open, locked together mouths. Aileen moaned in sympathy as they fervently made out, tongue-kissing like teenagers new to such delights – as Aileen was and always would be. At last Shanna broke their mouth-lock and began to work her slow way down her new wife’s body.

Under the shelf of her jaw she paused, her lips fastening hard onto Sara’s throat. Like a vampire she battened on her, sucking insistently while her victim’s moans rose and her hands came up to slip into that silken mass of raven hair. Pressing the head of her devourer close Sara writhed in ecstasy, exalted to be fed upon. When Shanna shifted her mouth downward, just above the collar to fasten once again where the pulse throbbed close to the surface, Aileen could see the stark red wound left on Sara’s neck: a hickey they’d called it back in high school. Blessed Sara was sporting a half dozen of these before Shanna finally slid lower to concentrate her insatiable appetite on those gigantic nipples.

Watching Goddess squeeze, knead, and urgently feed at those enormous udders smote Aileen with a further agony of jealousy as well as a new suffering that was inconceivably worse. All the times she’d lovingly been allowed to do likewise suddenly rose up to cruelly mock her. On those occasions Mistress Sara merely cuddled her contentedly, sighing and murmuring and stroking her in a way that could only be called maternal. Under Shanna’s voracious attack however she writhed and cried out, tossed her head and ground her no doubt painfully padlocked pussy against her Goddess’ belly.

This wasn’t blissful contentment. It was rampant sexual ecstasy of a sort Aileen was congenitally unable to inspire in her. Every gasp and cry twisted the knife of her inadequacy deeper, and Aileen knew she’d never again be able to enjoy one of her greatest pleasures without this knowledge crucially diminishing it.

At last Goddess Shanna moved lower still, burying her face between splayed-out legs. For an interminable time she teased her lover-wife by tonguing and toying with her pierced and accessible clitoris. She sucked it to an orgasm that had Aileen weeping for her inability to experience such things herself. After all, no matter how female she eventually became such biologic peaks would remain forever an unapproachable mystery to her. Tiresias she was not.

As Sara gasped and groaned in aftermath, Shanna lifted the key between her breasts and one by one fitted it into the locks securing her property and turned. Each sprang open, was removed and set aside, permitting penetration at last. In drove Goddess’ wonderfully adept tongue. Expertly she performed cunnilingus of a sort that once again shamed Aileen’s woefully limited skills and natural inadequacy. Again Sara gasped, and thrashed, screamed and writhed, and soared through realms of ecstasy forever closed to a contemptible little she-male. For what must have been an hour she was divinely pleasured like this. Then her most gracious and benevolent deity saw fit to bless her in a manner she’d once sworn to never again allow.

That had been part of a punishment she’d come to regard as misguided however. On certain extra-rare occasions – the paucity of these serving to make them unimaginably intense, significant, and mind-bogglingly rewarding – she would henceforth set aside her edict.

Sara watched as her owner slid into position her new ‘share’ double-dildo, and couldn’t help but emit a tiny moan of dismay at the thought of the surely terribly punishing violation of her anus approaching. Nevertheless when Shanna moved to mount her she didn’t hesitate to offer up the vulnerable center of her body to the usual limitlessly brutal sexual possession. Then Goddess stabbed her large hard erection not into that still reluctantly tight and long-suffering asshole, but all the way into the exquisitely primed pussy that hadn’t known such penetration in nearly a year – before the former Alan Young had even entered their lives.

Not surprisingly, Mistress Sara’s reaction was far beyond anything Aileen had ever dreamed of seeing. As was no doubt part of Goddess Shanna’s omniscient intent Aileen was yet again indelibly impressed with the awareness that her own ability to provide her owners with such ecstasy was entirely nonexistent. This flagrant demonstration of her hopeless inadequacy pained her even more than the related certain knowledge that her own penis would never receive the wondrous sensations being so lavished upon an inanimate piece of silicon.

If thrusting unfeelingly into prettily moaning Lynnie and Marybeth had been hell, watching Sara’s eyes fly wide as she shrieked like a clarion heralding the opening of paradise was damnation a thousand times worse. Mistress’ hips lurched upward against those of her Goddess as though her body had been immediately galvanized by a charge far more potent than mere electricity. Her spread legs whipped themselves back around Shanna’s buttocks and locked there as though to prevent even the slightest withdrawal ever. She burst into tears of illimitable gratitude and pleasure as a fulfillment she’d thought lost forever stuffed her being to bursting. Somehow she packed whole libraries of meaning into a single sobbed, shrieked exclamation.

“Goddess!”

“Yes, my love,” Shanna regally responded. “Before I lock you back up on Wednesday morning we are going to share this fully and in every way. I’m going to fuck your hot tight pussy until you can’t stand it anymore. Then I’m going to keep on fucking it anyway. Enjoy this, my beloved wife. I know you will.”

So began the sexual encounter of Sara’s life – and the emotional ordeal of Aileen’s. As Shanna pounded her for hours and elicited uncounted orgasms and endless screams of ecstasy the gagged and hogtied slave kneeling nearby did her best to concentrate on how happy she was for her Mistress, who had often been so kind to her. Of course it was impossible to ignore how demeaned she was by both Shanna’s performance and Sara’s response. The omnipresent awareness of her own severely curtailed sexuality was a constant emotional agony much worse than its physical manifestation in her radically stretched penis piercing. As her owners enjoyed the most violently loving fucking ever Aileen was eventually forced to switch her focus to this and her other steadily increasing physical torments: her wrenched back and shoulders, pinched toes and sore knees, the ache in her jaws from being held sprung so wide open for so long, the stuffing and thrumming of her rectum and particularly the endless screaming agony in her tied-up tits, and weighted and stretched-out nipple piercings. Of course these were garden variety torments compared to what she was used to, and no distraction at all from the relentlessly twisting emotional knife slowly eviscerating her.

After Goddess fucked her wife for another hour or so in the missionary position they paused to pop open the second bottle of champagne and put a serious dent in it while they recovered. Then Shanna let her straddle and ride her, something Aileen found even more wildly arousing and genuinely heartbreaking. Another several orgasms later she switched to doing her doggy-style, pulling back on Sara’s leash as she drilled her from behind and adding yet another dimension to Aileen’s torment. Suddenly she was envying Sara as much or more than Shanna, and her immensely stuffed and buzzed sissy-pussy hungered madly for the kind of brutal bludgeoning that provided her only true source of sexual fulfillment. Goddess treated and tortured her slaves respectively this way until well after that endless afternoon had turned into evening, and the gnawing of an empty stomach had been added to Aileen’s distress.

For a while it seemed her owners were uninterested in supper however. They apparently had all they needed in each other and their supply of chilled champagne. After Shanna had finished making love to Sara but before she turned over the share to have the favor returned, they finished the second bottle. Predictably enough this brought on those bodily needs Sara had alluded to earlier. And so at last they properly introduced and trained their slave to an exclusivity of use barely hinted at before, and a service she would be forced to perform forever more.

“We need to pop another cork,” Shanna giggled, clearly more than tipsy already. “We should also order some food if we want to keep going all night long, but first we have to make some room. I need to use the chamberpot. How about you?”

“Yes, Goddess!” Sara laughed and groaned, clutching the bloated swell of her abdomen. “I’m about to burst! But you must go first my darling. You precede me in everything.”

“Yes, I do,” Goddess agreed smugly.

Together they crawled to the edge of the bed and climbed off. Rather than head to the opulent bathroom they stepped over to their more conveniently placed commode. Shanna grabbed her slave’s head and tipped it far back on her neck. Staring up at this glorious divinity towering over her, Aileen quailed at the sadistic grin focused on her.

“Now hear this slave: from now on you are our own and only toilet. So you must learn to consume our waste cleanly, without spilling a drop. Swallowing will not be sufficient. You must train yourself to open your throat and close your airway whenever you are used, so that your Goddess’ ambrosial nectar is funneled straight down. And from now on your tongue is our toilet paper too. You must suck up every drop and then lick us clean afterward.

“Remember Aileen, this is baptism and communion all in one, the most holy sacrament your Goddesses can share with you. You must learn to cherish and look forward to it as such. Your night in the tub was just practice for this new lifelong duty of yours. Now prepare yourself, and don’t waste a drop of this recycled champagne. It is far too precious for that!”

Goddess Shanna moved forward even more, straddling Aileen’s tipped back, ring-gagged face. With her smooth thighs pressing against her cheeks from both sides and her crotch squashed against her mouth she positioned herself perfectly hole to hole.

Distantly Aileen heard Sara – from now on a Goddess too – talking into the phone, ordering two more bottles of champagne as well as shrimp cocktail, a fruit platter and other finger food. Of course she only had attention to spare for this horrible new ordeal she would henceforth be constantly subjected to.

As Goddess Shanna began voiding however Aileen found that in some ways being an actual chamberpot wasn’t as bad as being showered.

It was less messy and painful at least, with no caustic stream playing all over her face and burning her eyes and skin. And there was no sputtering and frantic swallowing down of successive mouthfuls. Following Goddess’ decree Aileen merely held her breath and opened herself up, turning her mouth and throat into a funnel directly leading to her stomach. As the urine poured in and swirled down it spent less time scouring her taste buds despite its much greater volume. And holding her breath deadened the horribly noxious taste and smell somewhat. Still Goddess was quite bloated up, and the time it took to transfer the contents of her bladder to her toilet’s stomach was considerable. By the time she’d finished Aileen was dying for breath and black spots were encroaching on her vision.

At last Goddess Shanna lifted her crotch a bit, breaking its seal with Aileen’s lips. She whooped for air, a wave of dizziness washing over her. This and the sudden inrush of ammoniac reek nearly caused Aileen to vomit that huge noisome draught right back up. After a brief struggle she managed to keep it down, and then even poked her tongue out through the ring and used it to clean Goddess’ holy genitals as directed.

Then Shanna moved off, rewarding Aileen’s efforts with a brief smile and the stroke of a hand that smoothed back her mussed hair. It was impatiently waiting and even squirming Goddess Sara’s turn to use the human chamberpot.

This burning flood was even more forceful and sustained. When it petered out at last Aileen was on the brink of unconsciousness, and it was her that was now bloated agonizingly up, her belly stretched like an overinflated balloon. Her every inhalation stank and her lips and tongue stung with salt and ammonia. Somehow she kept from toppling over and vomiting though, and Goddess Sara’s brief expression of approval almost made it all worth it.

“Superbly done, darling!” she smiled, kissing two fingers and then touching them to Aileen’s cheek. “You make a wonderful little toilet, and I can’t wait to use you that way every day. No more sitting on cold porcelain for me! I’ve got a slave who loves me so much she’s willing to become my lifelong commode!”

The doorbell to their suite chimed then. Sara slipped into a robe and hurried off to answer it. Meanwhile Shanna popped open the third bottle of champagne and poured them each some, no longer using the delicate little flutes but big water glasses. Then Sara came back in pushing a cart loaded with food and two more big bottles of bubbly. Aileen shuddered with foreboding.

Soon the floodgates would truly be open, and her Goddesses would be performing this new sacrament truly ad nauseam.

Of course that’s exactly what happened. Aileen’s newlywed Goddesses returned to the bed, where they drank hugely, playfully fed each other and made sex toys out of the most unlikely bits of food. Then it was Sara’s turn to use the share, and Shanna’s to be fucked out of her mind for an unmeasured eternity. All night long they ate and drank, cuddled and played, made endless love and peed in Aileen repeatedly. When they finally passed out in that enormous bed Aileen somehow squirmed her hogtied way into the bathroom, and from thence into the shower. There she squatted over the drain at last and emptied her own grossly swollen bladder. Whimpering with relief then she squirmed over into the corner of the stall to get what rest she could before the fabulous honeymoon resumed.


28.

For three more days and nights this pattern continued.

Occasionally Shanna and Sara went out to enjoy a show, dinner and dancing, or a little shopping, leaving naked Aileen hogtied, double-stuffed and lying in the back of the closet. Nowadays this also entailed having ropes tied around each breast, stretched back over her shoulders and knotted to her ankles, bowing her back even more and pulling mercilessly on her tits until she couldn’t help but cry constantly.

To prevent misunderstandings a note was pasted to the outside of her gag. This read “Dear Housekeeping: My name is Slave Aileen. I am ecstatically happy just the way I am. Please go about your work without concern.” Twice maids entered the closet, gasped, read the note and asked weeping, deeply blushing Aileen if it was true. When she nodded urgent confirmation they sneered and returned to business, leaving her to suffer, squirm, and pine for her absent Goddesses. Most of the time however Shanna and Sara spent in the suite, lounging on the giant bed or in the Jacuzzi and making constant love to each other like any pair of newlyweds.

All this time they spent wrapped up in each other they completely ignored their slave. Once in a while they remembered to absently place a bowl of their leftover scraps on the floor for her to eat and of course they used her as a toilet almost perfunctorily every time they had to go. But that was it. She wasn’t even milked of her filthy male seed. By the time Wednesday rolled around and they were due to check out Aileen was desperate for attention sexual and otherwise. She would have welcomed the worst whipping of her life if only it meant her deities would acknowledge her more than just in passing. Perhaps when they finally reached their new home she would be extensively punished and fucked as she so madly craved…

Finally Aileen was directed to bathe, make herself beautiful and don her dress. Shanna slid Sara’s vibrator into her, turned it on and locked her pussy back up. Once the Goddesses were dressed as well, Aileen packed their bags and they checked out. An identical limo with a different driver was waiting for them, and Aileen was loaded into the trunk with the rest of their possessions for the trip to their new home.

When the lid came back up nearly an hour later they were on the rural edge of the suburbs. The street was a cul-de-sac surrounded by open fields spotted with maples, birches, and few wild apple trees. Other than the lovely one story house and connected garage in front of them the only visible sign of other structures was a pair of rooftops on either side of the street nearly a half mile away.

Apparently they would be seeing very little of their new neighbors, a fact that Aileen found extremely comforting. Sara tipped the driver, and as he drove off Shanna indicated the two suitcases standing in the driveway.

“Don’t just stand there, Aileen. Grab the bags and let’s go see your splendid new home.”

The lawn was beautifully manicured, and riotous beds of flowers flanked the front door. Aileen knew without being told that grounds-keeping would be among her new duties, and she was quick to note that for all their burgeoning abandon the flowers would need water soon. Then Sara was holding the screen while Shanna unlocked the front door. Aileen hurried up the red brick walkway to follow them in.

The first things she noticed as they entered the big living room were the fireplace and the shiny steel birdcage. Both were extremely hard to miss.

The former looked almost big enough to roast a pig in. A nearby rack held an assortment of the usual fireplace tools, as well as a few other arcane instruments. After puzzling over these briefly Aileen came to the horrified realization that they were branding irons.

One ended in the symbol for female, a circle with a small cross depending from it. Another had the linked initials SW, while the third remained unrecognizable. Aileen knew damn well what all three of them meant though: extreme agony and further body modification of the most barbaric sort. Trembling she wrenched her gaze away and found it settling back on the shiny metal birdcage.

This was like none she’d ever seen. Although domed on top and made of closely set vertical bars about a quarter-inch in diameter, it was big enough to hold a person – at least a small one the size of say Aileen, provided said person was scrunched uncomfortably up and unable to move. The locking door in back was certainly large enough to admit said small person, and clearly unnecessarily oversized for any sort of conventional pet. Hanging a foot below the ceiling in one corner, out of the way but clearly visible to anyone entering the room or even looking down either of the two hallways leading to the rest of the house, this was suspended by a stout cable from a motorized winch, enabling it to be raised or lowered at the touch of a switch.

“I see you’ve noticed the slave cage!” Shanna remarked brightly. “There’s another one in the master bedroom. These are where you’ll stay whenever you’re not doing chores, being punished or providing sexual or toilet service. You’ll have a sleeping cell just off the bedroom too, but we’d like to keep you on display as much as possible.

“There’s even a little door there in front, so you can be fed or face-fucked without the bother of letting you out. It has two bottoms: a screen you can squat upon over a layer of cat litter in the base in case you have to pee. Isn’t it simply wonderful, Aileen?”

“Yes, Goddess,” Aileen croaked. Her scalp was crawling, her guts squirming, and her nipples and penis unaccountably erecting. “Thank you for thinking of me.”

“You haven’t seen anything yet!” enthused Sara. “Wait until you get a load of the incredibly equipped playroom!”

“Let’s head there right now,” Shanna grinned; graciously making a suggestion out of what was obviously an order. “Aileen can see the rest of the house and property later. I’m sure she’s wildly eager to be punished and fucked after being so dreadfully neglected lately. Aren’t you, my lovely little lesbian wannabe?”

“Goddess never spoke more truly!” Aileen quavered as her penis tried for the thousandth time to rip free of its piercings. “I live to suck cock and get fucked!”

“Well let’s go then, slut! And don’t forget the suitcases. My new share is in there.”

When they entered the bedroom Aileen gasped. The bed in one corner was enormous, at least twelve feet square. The intersecting walls flanking it were mirrored to the ceiling, as was the ceiling over the bed itself. Right next to it dangled the second slave cage, where its occupant would have a prime view of whatever occurred in that sybaritic space.

Suddenly Aileen noticed a feature of the matched cages she’d missed in the living room. Thrusting up from the floor of the cage, the same shiny steel as the bars obscuring it was a gigantic dildo easily the size of her vibrator. Clearly she would be impaled upon this monster penis whenever in residence. Aileen whimpered a little at the thought. When Sara moved to throw open the bathroom door she welcomed the distraction.

Like the hotel suite they’d just left the furnishings were lavish if not so opulent. There was both a shower stall and a huge sunken Jacuzzi, the latter flanked by enormous windows looking out on the expansive back yard and with a skylight overhead. Next to the toilet bowl was another sunken space, this one rectangular and only about a foot and a half by two feet, eight inches deep with a drain in the middle. Four gleaming steel shackles were attached by short chains to the rear of this depression. Noticing Aileen’s puzzled frown, Goddess Sara spoke up.

“We feared you might need a lot of training to master toilet service without spilling, Aileen. We never dreamed you’d become a perfect commode so instantly. Here you can be restrained at the ideal comfort level for us to squat on your face, and any overflow or regurgitation will be contained for easy cleaning. We might still use it that way from time to time, but since you’ve proved so tidy I’m sure we’ll find it much more convenient to just bring the toilet to us instead. So any time one of us calls for a toilet slave, you will immediately drop whatever you are doing, hurry over to us, kneel, tip your head back and open up to receive your holy sacrament. Is that understood?

“Yes, beautiful Goddess.”

“Good!”

“Come along now, Aileen,” Shanna ordered. “Let’s continue the tour.”

“Yes, beautiful Goddess.”

Opposite the bathroom was a short passageway about four feet wide. On one side of this a sliding wooden panel was open to reveal a spacious wardrobe. As Aileen set the suitcase full of clothes just inside to be put away later she saw that like the bedroom the rear wall of this walk-in closet was completely mirrored. In it was reflected the extremely Spartan cell on the other side of the passageway. She turned around.

Perhaps three feet deep and six long, this space was empty and almost totally featureless. Set into the ceiling was another winch and suspension cable, no doubt serving the same purpose the clothes rod had in her previous home. In the center of the thinly padded floor below this was a single hole about four inches wide and three deep, at the bottom of which was another drain. Goddess Sara pointed this out.

“That leads to the septic system, Aileen. Should you need to pee while restrained in here, maneuver yourself over it and do so neatly.”

“Yes, beautiful Goddess.”

“And of course if you’re left suspended in here for an inordinate amount of time we can simply thread a catheter into you and leave the tube running down the drain. We’ll no longer have to worry about getting around to releasing you before you soil your surroundings. That’s such a pain in the ass!”

The back and sides of the cell were blank concrete. The front of it was floor-to-ceiling heavy steel bars with a sliding door of the same. Just in front of these and currently bunched to one side was a heavy black curtain that could be drawn across to isolate the interior. Otherwise Aileen’s new quarters had an unobstructed view of the bed – the occupants of which would also have an unobstructed view of her. Thus Aileen’s suffering could serve as an additional thrill to the copulating Goddesses while their ecstatic intercourse could add to the prisoner’s torment just as it had throughout their honeymoon.

Aileen whimpered again considering this. But then Goddess Shanna gave her a shove, propelling her down the short passage and into the piece de resistance: the beautifully designed and elaborately equipped ‘playroom’.

Aileen’s first thought was of the Harry Potter books again. In her thirst for escapist literature while trapped under her evil stepmother’s thumb she’d devoured these insatiably. Now it seemed she’d entered a dungeon – possibly that of Mr. Filch – which had had an enlargement spell put on it. Devices for torture and restraint were arrayed over an area the size of a Quidditch pitch. But then Aileen realized this was just an illusion.

Her Goddesses’ fetish for mirrors had been carried to an extreme in here. All four walls were entirely covered with them, bouncing reflections back and forth into infinity.

There were not a thousand colonial-era pillories, just one.

Likewise the X-shaped wooden cross bolted to a wall, the medieval stretching rack, the spinning plinth, inversion boots, and the several other gothic punishment devices only existed in the singular. The whips, floggers, switches, paddles, riding crops, canes, shackles, chains, ropes, hoods, gags, dildoes, harnesses, straitjackets, and other tools, toys, weapons and restraints hung from pegboards and piled on tables and shelves merely numbered in the dozens or hundreds, not the thousands or millions. Yet still they were numerous and intimidating enough to make Aileen’s head spin and her knees go suddenly weak.

She dropped the second suitcase and fell to these. Breathless wonder, helpless arousal and no little terror consumed her. A thousand Goddesses named Shanna laughed and clapped their hands at this, and a thousand Saras grinned, leaned over and put a steadying hand on the shoulder of a thousand utterly overwhelmed slaves.

“What do you think, Aileen? Are we going to have a fun time in here or what?”

Aileen had to wet her lips several times before she could muster a reply.

“Yes, beautiful Goddess. We are going to have at least five decades of outrageous excitement indulging all of our wildest dreams and darkest needs. Now that you two are retired we’ll have all day every day to practice subjugation, and not just weekends and evenings. So what would you glorious deities like to do to your adoring subject first? I can’t wait to suffer whatever extreme torment you desire.”

“In that case, get naked,” ordered Shanna. “We will do the same.

“In addition to numberless kinky fetish outfits of rubber, vinyl and leather, we’ve procured tons of other costumes for role-playing. In this room you will live out your every most shameful submissive fantasy, while we assume a thousand pitilessly dominant personas. But for this first day we will all just be our wonderful lesbian selves.”

Once they were all beautifully nude Aileen was led not to one of those heavy wooden devices but to yet another simple overhead winch. She knelt and had each of her folded legs strapped ankles to thighs. Of course she had her big tits tightly bound, clipped and weighted. She was handcuffed and hauled into the air by her wrists. While she hung there Sara moved beneath her another monstrous steel dildo, this one fixed atop an upright shaft about three feet high mounted on a sturdy little pedestal. After this was lubed up with a gel heavily impregnated with cayenne pepper (which Goddess Sara informed her would be used exclusively on her from now on) Aileen was lowered onto this until that fiery, adamantine giant cock penetrated her to the depth of about a foot.

The pain of being spitted thus was truly monumental, and only the cable suspending her kept Aileen’s weight from skewering her even worse. As she squirmed and sobbed and felt wildly turned on looking at the infinite reflections of her predicament Sara chose a pair of identical bullwhips for her and Goddess Shanna. Then standing on either side of Aileen and circling slowly around her the two nude deities began christening their new home and making up for their recent neglect by together whipping her to ribbons.

After that Aileen was shackled to the rack for an unprecedented education in agony. While she was stretched until it seemed she must surely pull apart her owners dripped hot wax all over her body and inventively tormented her breasts, penis and testicles. Finally she was put in the stocks, bent way over with her neck and wrists gripped by hard oak circles and her ankles shackled to rings in the floor with her legs widely spread. The Goddesses took turns paddling her ass and caning the backs of her thighs until Aileen was as thoroughly broken and debilitated as ever before. Then at long last they donned their biggest cocks and fucked her from both ends until well into the evening. Aileen was never more ecstatic to be so viciously used.

They paused for a quick dinner. Then it was time for the sexually insatiable Goddesses to break in their new bed.

The slave cage was lowered, and the gleaming steel penis-spike lubed up with more of that excruciating pepper gel. Aileen noticed a curious little bump or protrusion about halfway up one side of that massive shaft. But as she was already cock-gagged for the night she had no way to question its purpose. No doubt she would learn soon enough.

With her hands and elbows cuffed behind her back and weights still stretching out the already abysmally sore nipples of her bound and bloated, terribly tender breasts, Aileen squeezed squatting into the cage. As she was agonizingly penetrated yet again she found that once she was crouched all the way down onto that giant metal cock the protrusion she’d noticed pressed hard against her g-spot. Her handcuffs were linked to a fitting on the floor of the cage, preventing her from rising in the least, and the door was shut and locked. Goddess Shanna flicked a switch, and the cage rose swaying into the air.

Hugely double-stuffed, Aileen found that she barely had room to squirm in her tight confinement. Looking into the mirror across from her as she was halted midway between the floor and ceiling, the imprisoned slave felt a powerful erotic charge at the sight of herself hanging there bound, stuffed, ornamented and caged. Then she gave a strangled yelp as the cock she was spitted upon began to vibrate more fiercely than anything she’d ever felt. Stroking her almost equally gigantic erection Goddess Shanna laughed nastily at this.

“Yes, Aileen: those pricks have seriously powerful vibrators in them. Not only that, but they can be electrified, delivering a charge from a gentle little tickle to incapacitating shocks like your nut-collar. And they’re hooked into the house current, so there are no pesky batteries to go dead. Let me dial up just a little bit of juice. That should help get your own juices flowing…”

Suddenly the burning and buzzing in Aileen’s sissy-pussy worsened considerably, and she cried out again. But then of course the worst torment of all commenced: being forced to voyeuristically watch as her Goddesses fucked.

Beloved Sara was cock-gagged herself, had a giant vibrator stuffed and locked into her pussy and was bound kowtowed, with her face pressed to the bed and her lovely rear end thrust up high in the air. Goddess Shanna lubed up with pepper gel and stabbed brutally into her.

As Aileen watched Sara sobbing piteously as she was violently fucked in the ass she at last learned the purpose of that little protrusion. Pressing and buzzing angrily against her g-spot, infused with massaging electricity, it was quickly accomplishing what previously only the fingers of her professionally educated Goddesses had been able to. Within minutes Aileen felt nearly a week’s worth of semen drizzling slowly out of her permanently locked down penis.

As this last physical evidence of her born sex drained out of her Aileen knew one thing as well as she did her own new name. No matter how exceedingly female Aileen Corey Ward became in the ensuing decades, her innate and endlessly terribly frustrating masculine lusts would never leave her. She’d be tormented by what she’d lost and was to be denied forever.
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