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Introduction

 


I am in the business of obtaining
alluring pets for the wealthy, and to be truly honest, exploiters
of the world. While most folks must live within a set of rules and
laws, these people make their own. They do not adhere to any
strictures or moral boundaries, as they just want what they want. I
provide a vital service for them, obtaining the objects of their
desires. I have done this for over twenty years and have collected
over two hundred subjects for some of the most powerful people
there are.

I have amassed a small fortune of my
own over the years, as well as a wealth of information about what I
have done. It is stored in a place only I know about, and if I
should ever stop logging into the hidden server where it is stored,
a slew of newspapers will receive the story of the century. I only
say this because I am ready to retire to my off-grid mountain home
that I built for my retirement.

I had trained three proteges’, who are
now performing the same service for my employers. So, when I
approached them about my retirement, I was well-armed to deal with
any objections they could offer. Luckily, my bosses were satisfied
with my accomplishments and the people I trained to replace me that
they only put up some mild resistance. They offered ridiculous
amounts of money to keep me around, but when I reminded them that
they had always paid me well and I had more money than I would ever
need, they did not argue further.

After some useless debating, they
agreed to let me retire. It was then that I told them I had one
last acquisition in mind, and this time it was for my personal use,
and I would quietly disappear with her. I explained that after
years of taking and training women for others pleasure, I had
become accustomed to it and wanted to have my own pet to serve my
needs in retirement.

They offered any resources I might need
to accomplish my goal, but I told them that I had already made my
selection and needed no help. So, we parted company and I returned
home to put my plan into motion. My ex-employers, sadly, but not
unexpectedly, tried to retire me in another way. I was prepared of
course, eluding their trap, and sending them a message about what
would happen if they ever tried that again. I knew they might try
something anyway, but I was about to drop off the grid and vanish.
What follows is my account of my last acquisition and how I
embarked on a retirement plan suitable for the kind of life I
preferred.


Chapter 1: Two for One

 


After torching my old place, I
travelled 3000 miles to a safe house I had ready. I once had dozens
of these places, but I recently sold them off, except for this last
one. The reason I kept this one was because it was in the area the
lovely creature I had targeted as my last tango, so to speak, and
it was near my retirement homestead. I had set my sights on her a
couple of years ago during the construction of my private retreat,
and I have kept tabs on her ever since.

Her name was Alexis Compton, a
twenty-one-year-old redhead. She was a stunningly beautiful girl
with big tits and a nice round rump, but it was her fiery red mane
and freckled alabaster skin that made her alluring to me. She was a
small-town girl trying to make a life on own her in the small city
close to my retreat. That would make this procurement easier than
most because I planned to have her come to me.

The last couple of months had been so
busy for me that I had not monitored her activities like I
typically did. That was when a major curve ball altered my plans,
but in the long run, I saw that it essentially enhanced my original
goal. A month ago, Alexis’ best friend Trish, who just turned
eighteen, decided to move to the city to live with her. After a
little research into their shared emails, I learned that she came
to help her friend make ends meet. Sadly, it was still not going
too well.

Trish was almost as beautiful as
Alexis, only with honey blonde hair. After perusing her social
media pictures, I realized that this was just an occasion to double
my haul. I had acquired multiple targets before, and in their
situation, I was pretty sure I could entice them to my retreat
before they even had a clue about what I was really doing. I had
planned to offer Alexis a live-in position, as my maid. It might
even be easier now, as I would simply offer them both a chance for
a position.

Since they had their profiles up on
several job sites, I sent Alexis a message inquiring whether she
would consider a position as a live-in domestic servant. She
replied a few hours later that she lived with her friend and she
could not take it if she was left on her own. I waited until the
next day, when I replied that I was actually looking for two
servants and would like to meet both of them, if they were
interested.

Did I mention that I also had Alexis’
apartment under electronic surveillance? I had an amusing time
watching and listening to them discuss my offer that
night.

“Trish!” Alexis exclaimed as
soon as she read my reply to her email, “This guy emailed me about
a position as a domestic servant, but I said I couldn’t take the
live-in position because I could not leave you alone.”

“I don’t want you to pass up
something like that just because of me, I could just go home,”
Trish replied, not thrilled by how hard it was in the real world.
She had no desire to go home, but did not want Alexis to pass up an
opportunity.

“Not necessary girlfriend,
he wants to meet with both of us, he said he is looking to fill two
positions. Are you interested?”

“To become a servant? I
don’t know, it doesn’t sound very appealing.”

“Look Trish, I have been
living in this dump for a couple of years, and it sucks. With this
job, we get room, board, AND get paid! We could save our money and
when we have enough, we can move on with some cushion in our bank
accounts. I bet we would be living in a nicer place than anywhere
back home, and definitely better than here,” Alexis
reasoned.

“My Ma and Pa always make me
do all the chores while they get drunk. I didn’t just come here
just to help you, I had to get away from them. You should have
heard them curse me when I left, so going home is not something I
wanted to do. I guess we could meet him, but we both have to agree
if he offers us the jobs, OK?”

“Agreed, I will reply that
we want to meet with him,” Alexis said.

I watched her type her message, and as
soon as she hit send, I received her reply. It was a perfectly
polite request to meet and interview for the positions I was
looking to fill. She pointed out that they were both off from work
the next day, but also added they expected I was busy, and they
would accommodate whatever time or day that worked for
me.

I already knew their schedule, and
typed in my reply, but I waited half an hour before sending it. I
watched them talk about the potential opportunity this might be,
speculating that someone who needed two servants had to have a big
place. It was enjoyable seeing them get excited at the prospect of
living in a house that had to be nicer than any in their limited
experience. They both grew up in two-bedroom single bath houses,
and Alexis’ apartment was not much more than a studio.

When I sent the reply, Alexis was quick
to open and read it. Her reaction was precious, her face lit up and
a huge smile formed, as she showed the reply to Trish when she
handed her the laptop. She got up and did a little happy dance, and
since she was wearing just an oversized tee shirt, it was fun
watching her breasts bounce.

Then she said, “How cool is it that he
wants to send a car for us? This guy has to be loaded!”

Trish replied, “Sure seems that way. He
wants us to confirm that the address on your resume is accurate and
if we can be ready by noon. Want me to say yes?”

Alexis snatched the laptop from her,
and said, “He contacted me, and I think I should reply.”

When Trish said, “You always have to be
in control, fine! Answer him!” I saw how Alexis might be a
challenge. But I also knew that even the stubborn and head strong
ones eventually lose the fight. And once they do, they always
become the most loyal ones once they learn how dependent they have
become on me. There were several methods to achieve that goal, but
I also wanted these two to evolve into eager and content
pets.

Once I saw her simple response,
accepting my invitation, I let Alexis know that my car would pick
them up at noon tomorrow. From there I called my closest and most
trusted friend, a man I knew since my early days in the military.
We remained close after we were discharged, and he became my main
partner in my post military career. He made his exit about a year
ago and was enjoying his retirement with a lovely young lady I
helped him find.

Now that I was executing my end game,
my partner Al was the only one who knew and had a key role in it.
Since his retreat was built next to mine on the same mountain, he
was ready and able to help me complete my final mission. In fact,
we had been working on this for over a decade now. Both of us
building our hidden retreats on a mountain side in a sparsely
populated area, near a town with a population of less than thirty
thousand people.

That afforded us easy access to food
and supplies, but also allowed us to live in virtual isolation.
Given the nature of my long-term employers, we also installed a
wide range of security devices to insure our homes were more like
fortresses. When Al retired it was not the same as it was with me,
as he was covertly under my employ, not theirs. He has remained a
reliable and hidden ally for decades, and we fully plan to share
time in retirement, as our homesteads are literally connected to
each other’s.

He was pleasantly surprised by the
unexpected addition of Trish to the mix, suggesting that with his
girl Selena, we would have a small harem to keep us warm during the
cold winters. I told him where to pick up the girls and to bring
them to the retreat so they could see where they would be living.
Al told me my supply order had arrived yesterday and he had his
girl put it all away, while he was bringing my house fully
online.

We both had large homes that were
self-sustaining, utilizing solar, wind, and hydro systems to power
all the modern conveniences. Specially encrypted satellite dishes
gave us access to the world, but kept our location hidden using an
algorithm to mask our IP addresses. We also had smart systems
installed to control everything by voice command, coded to respond
only to our voices. Our property covered two hundred acres with our
homes located near the center of it.

Considering the bulk of the property
was thickly wooded and steeply inclined, it provided a natural
barrier all by itself. But those woods were also strewn with
monitoring devices and booby traps for anyone that might disregard
our many no trespassing signs. We had to build a long driveway from
the only public road near the base of the mountain, nearly half a
mile of roadway that snaked up the lower slope. It did not reach
our homes though, stopping almost one hundred yards below them. Did
I mention that our homes were sitting on top of a cliff face? We
built a small cabin at the base of it where we had our vendors drop
off our supplies.

Al picked the girls up promptly at
noon, as they waited outside their apartment building. They were
wearing tight skirts and jackets, with white blouses beneath them.
I had enjoyed watching them dress, but a little disappointed that
they chose to wear practical, rather than sexy underwear. At least
they wore nicely high heels. The pantyhose they were wearing were
even worse, but I reminded myself that it would not be an issue
soon enough.

Al was the perfect gentleman, opening
the back door to let them into his large black SUV. He explained
that he was taking them to my house, as I wanted them to see where
they would be working. He told them that it was a three-hour drive,
and that there were refreshments in the cooler behind the back
seat. They availed themselves a couple of iced teas and chatted up
Al for most of the ride.

He had a good time shoveling them a
load of crap about me. He told them that I was man whose career in
mergers and acquisitions left me wealthy enough to retire and live
in the lap of luxury. They had no clue what M&A meant, so they
did not press the issue. We both got a kick out of how it was a
twisted version of what we really did in our careers.

He also explained that the place they
were driving to would have all the modern luxuries. Even though it
was right in the middle of the wilderness with views that would
stun them. Once they left the city limits our mountain dominated
the view and Al further enticed them by pointing out how beautiful
it was up there. He also informed them that he had a place of his
own right next door, but not to worry, as he had his own girl to
tend to it.

When they reached the gate and
proceeded onto the property, the girls were clearly fascinated. The
SUV began snaking its way up the sloping land, zigzagging up to the
supply cabin where Al parked. He explained that the cabin was the
entrance to the retreat, and once they were inside, they would see
what he meant. As they walked toward the cabin, they noticed how
the back of it seemed to be the side of the mountain
itself.

When they walked into it, they saw the
back wall really was the mountain, with what looked like a large
pair of elevator doors built into the natural rock that formed the
back wall. Al walked up to the doors and pressed a button next to
them, causing them to glide open and reveal a large freight
elevator. As he ushered them into it, he explained we built this to
get all the building materials up the side of the mountain first,
and now use it to keep us supplied.

It took them less than a minute to
climb three hundred feet up to the natural plateau where we built
our two abodes. The elevator delivered them to an area between our
two houses, where one hallway led to his and a second one to mine.
This long hallway kept our homes separate but connected them in a
way that we could visit each other without having to go outside. It
was practical, since we had snow at this elevation for eight months
a year. We were in the last month of summer now, but in a few weeks
there would be abundant amounts of snow on the ground.

As they emerged from the hallway into
the great room, they caught the first sight of my spectacular view
across the valley below the mountain. I saw their eyes go wide, as
they took it in, but their astonishment was also evident when they
looked around the massive living space. They had yet to notice me,
standing on the second level above the kitchen, looking down over
the living room in front of it.

The house gave the impression that it
was built entirely of massive logs. What was hidden were the steel
reinforced concrete slabs behind the wood. We had built our homes
to be nearly impregnable, so we halved real logs and secured them
on the inside and outside to hide any evidence that the concrete
was there at all.

When Alexis said, “This place is
amazing!” I took it as my cue.

“Welcome to my retreat
ladies, do you think you could enjoy living up here?” I asked, as I
moved to the staircase and began walking down them.

They both looked up at me and smiled
broadly. Alexis spoke up and said, “Mr. Miller! We are happy to
meet you!” The name was not real, just one of a hundred aliases I
used throughout my life.

Once I reached the main level, I walked
up to them and shook their hands before gesturing for them to sit
on a comfortable couch facing my massive fireplace. There was no
fire burning, and I stood in front of the dormant hearth, as I
drank in the youthful beauty of my new pets. They had yet to
realize that their past lives ended the moment Al drove away from
their apartment, but that would come soon enough.

“I hope the ride here was as
pleasant as possible considering how far out we are here?” I
asked.

“It was fine Mr. Miller,
your driver Al was very nice too,” Alexis said.

“Good, then let’s get down
to business,” I said, feeling the thrill I always did once I had my
quarry in my sights.


Chapter 2: Divide and Restrain

 


After half an hour of telling them all
the innocuous aspects of the duties and responsibilities of the
positions they would fill, but by no means the true extent of their
obligations, I had both Alexis and Trish relaxed and eager to
accept my offer. I could sense their enthusiasm building when I
gave them a short tour of the house. Seeing the fully equipped gym,
indoor swimming pool, and the two delightful rooms they would call
their own, I had them ready to become my live-in
employees.

As I showed the girls around, Al and
Selena made lunch for all of us, and we ate out on the sprawling
deck outside the living room. My two neighbors ingratiated
themselves with my two applicants. Selena, in particular, sang the
praises of living up on our mountain. She acted like she was a
normal girl, like Alexis and Trish, but she was Al’s devoted slave
and was putting on a fine act. Though she spent most of her time in
the nude, today she was dressed in a modest looking maid’s
dress.

Selena had served our lunch, and then
joined us to eat, but once we were done, she began clearing the
dishes. I knew that in just a few minutes our new guests would be
out cold, as Al had spiked their food and drink. But before they
felt the full effects of what they just ingested; the final act of
their fake interview began.

“If you two think you would
like to work for me, I think you would be perfect for the jobs.
What do you think?” I asked, shifting my gaze between both of
them.

I watched them look at each other,
smile, and then nod before Alexis said, “We would love to take the
positions Mr. Miller!”

And finally, after being mainly quiet,
Trish added, “When would you like us to start?”

As Trish answered, I saw the tell-tale
glaze in her eyes and her answer was a bit slurred. Looking at
Alexis, I saw the same look and the slight way her head was
starting to bob, the sign she was losing muscular control. I stood
up and said, “You can start immediately,” as I moved to stand
behind Trish. Al did the same behind Alexis, with both of us
holding their shoulders to keep them from toppling over. They
offered no resistance, as they became flaccid and started to lose
their grip on consciousness.

I tilted Trish’s head back and looked
down at her eyes, which were still open, but with that deer in the
headlights look. I said, “Don’t worry girl, when you wake up your
new life will begin.” That comment produced a look of confusion
before her eyes rolled up and she became oblivious. I looked at Al,
who smiled at me and nodded to indicate Alexis was out cold
too.

“Take Alexis down to the
playroom and get her ready buddy. I will see to getting Trish
settled in up here,” I said.

“No problem, when do you
want me to clean out their apartment?” He replied.

“Tonight, but you will have
plenty of time to get that done once our recruits are prepared to
begin their training,” I answered, as I scooped up the comatose
Trish and walked back inside with her.

Al followed, carrying Alexis, but he
carried her towards the kitchen where Selena was finishing the
dishes. He stopped and said, “Why are you still
dressed?”

She quickly divested herself of her
uniform, but knowing it would earn her a corrective, Selena said,
“I was waiting for your command Master.” She knew any excuse was a
punishable offense, but over the last year Selena had learned that
she quite enjoyed the painful aspect of her slavery.

“I was going to let you
assist the boss, but you need some discipline, so come down to the
playroom with us,” Al answered curtly. It was the game they played,
she sassed him, and he gave her the pain that kept her ravenous sex
drive stoked. In preparation for my impending arrival, along with
my new trainees, her routine with had All been disrupted and she
was obviously feeling particularly naughty.

Having watched the interplay, I said,
“Once you cage Alexis and punish your slut, leave her there alone
with our new girl. Make sure she is in a good position to show her
sister slave what life will look like here. Selena, you may give
Alexis a small narrative about what’s in store for her after she
awakens.”

“Yes Master,” Selena replied
before following Al downstairs.

After assessing the addition of Trish
to my plan, it was clear that Alexis was the dominant of the pair
and she was the submissive one. That worked to my advantage, as I
wanted Alexis to wrestle with her need for control while having
none. That would take at least a few days to do, and required that
she remain under constant duress throughout.

Trish, on the other hand, would get a
crash course in bondage and submission. She was used to deferring
to her older friend’s authority, but I would show her a whole new
level of dominance. With that in mind, I laid her down on the couch
and began undressing my surprise find. I removed her shoes and ugly
pantyhose first. Then I disposed of her skirt, jacket, and top,
leaving her in just her bra and panties.

She was quite a sight, about five foot
six and a hundred and twenty pounds by my estimation. Though her
bra and panties still hid her sexiest assets, I had already seen
them from my surveillance cameras and knew she had nice meaty tits
like Alexis. For now, I left her a modicum of modesty, while I
proceeded to bind her.

I rolled her onto her belly and folded
her lower arms next to each other above her shapely rump. Using a
soft white braided rope, I wrapped her arms together from elbows to
wrists, enjoying how flexible she was and how silken her youthful
flesh felt. With her lower arms secured I sat her up and leaned her
back against the middle of the couch with her head tilted back over
the top.

I took another long length of rope and
folded it in half before snaking it behind her back. I fed the twin
loose ends through the loop formed when I folded it, and then I
cinched it tightly under her breasts. I wrapped it around her two
more times before splitting the two loose ends and crossing them
over each other through her cleavage. Two more wraps around her
body just above her mounds came next. Once I tied it off above and
between her tits, they looked even more delicious, despite the bra
that still covered them. I planned to cut the bra away once she
woke up, an act that would instill the fear that would be the first
pillar in her training.

I used another rope, first knotted
through her cleavage, and then thrown over the back of the couch,
with one strand on either side of her neck. I moved behind the
couch and tied them off to the center leg of the couch, which made
it impossible for her to pitch forward. With that done, I moved
back in front of Trish and put leather cuffs on her ankles and her
thighs, just above her knees. I attached ropes to the thigh cuffs
and pulled them around the sides of the couch before tying them off
to the rear legs. This widely spread her thighs, but after
attaching the ankle cuffs to the front legs of the couch, the
opposing tensions would make it almost impossible for her to move
her legs at all.

After I was done, her thin white
panties were stretched tautly over her sex and pubic mound. Her
manicured bush was evident just above her slit, but so were her sex
lips, well-defined by the way her undies were firmly pressed
against it. The small wet patch that had formed on them made me
smile, as I now suspected that the looks she gave me during the
interview indicated that she might be attracted to me. The peppery
gray hair on my head was an indicator of my age, but I always kept
my body fit, a necessity in my line of work.

Though I knew that Alexis was sexually
active, I had not had time to vet her friend’s sexual history.
Given she was just eighteen and came from a small town, I had to
consider the possibility she might be a virgin. So, I knelt between
her splayed thighs and pulled aside the gusset of her briefs with
my left hand and inserted my right index finger into her quim. I
was delighted to feel how extremely wet she was inside, but I was
more pleased when my finger encountered an actual hymen! I
immediately withdrew my digit and sucked on it, enjoying the taste
of her unsullied young twat.

After adjusting her underwear to cover
that tartly tight cunt again, I realized that another course
correction was required now that I had verified Trish was a virgin.
Though I could easily take it from her at any time, I knew it would
be much more satisfying to have this little slut beg me to deflower
her. That would, of course, mean that I would have to wait until
she was conditioned to her new role. But with Alexis under no such
quarantine, and since Trish could use the time to learn to suck my
dick, it was not a big sacrifice. Especially when I imagined having
her beg for it with Alexis witnessing her friend utterly submitting
to me, as my devoted sex slave.

With that in mind, I added a ball gag
to keep Trish from making a ruckus when she woke up, and I
proceeded down to the playroom to check on Al’s progress. There was
a hidden door behind a bookcase that accessed the stairs that led
to it, and after a final glance at the trussed-up Trish, I walked
down to our shared dungeon. When we built our homes, the extreme
cost of digging basements into native rock dictated a single
basement that we could share would be our most prudent course.
Since we always planned on retiring with our own slaves and planned
to spend most of our time together, we built a single underground
space. Since it measured almost a thousand square feet, it was more
than ample for our needs.

When I reached the large room beneath
the house, I admired the way we left the walls as natural rock and
used subtle lighting in the timber ceiling to create the look of a
medieval dungeon. It was a little brighter in the corner where Al
was with the two slaves. By the time I walked across the room,
around the many pieces of equipment we had built to play with our
slaves, I saw him hoisting up Selena into an inverted suspension
with her ankles spread wide by a steel spreader bar.

I looked at the stand-up birdcage
hanging in the corner, about a foot above the floor. It was three
feet in diameter with bars every four inches forming the sides.
Near the top they were bent into a dome shape, where it was hanging
from a rafter by a stout chain. It had a steel mesh floor and a
large empty basin on the floor below it, but it was the occupant
made my dick throb.

Alexis was in a sitting position
against the bars, and like Trish, all she was wearing were her bra
and panties. There was a leather strap buckled together just below
her tits, which went behind her back and outside the bars in order
to keep her from slumping over. She also wore a metal collar with a
large padlock holding it together just below her chin. From the
back of it I could see the chain that attached it to the center
point of the domed top of the cage. It had a little slack, but it
was designed to make it impossible for her to lay down on the floor
of the cage.

As I approached, Al said, “Hey buddy,
she is a fine specimen. She will be out for another hour or so, do
you want to help me to stripe up Selena?”

“Of course, it has been over
a month since I last toyed with a slave girl as hot as yours,” I
answered.

Selena was a vivacious Latino girl who
was now twenty-three, and under training for the last year with Al.
Her jet-black hair reached halfway down her back, and it was now
spilled sexily down to the floor. Her arms were not bound, and she
was currently using her hands to keep herself steady while Al
finished elevating her with her head about two feet above the
floor. This put her gaping pussy at face level, so I walked over
and slapped it a few times.

“Thank you Master,” Selena
cooed when I stopped.

“You can thank us after we
whip the rest of you slave. I don’t see any fresh marks on this
slut, have you been coddling her?” I asked, even though I knew that
I kept Al busy the last few weeks in preparation for my
arrival.

Al laughed and said, “Maybe I was just
too busy, but she is ripe for a good solid whipping. Aren’t you
Selena?”

“Yes Masters, please beat me
until I am crying like a baby,” she answered in a voice that was
obviously aroused. As if her wet twat, and the sound my slapping it
made was not enough, her answer was an affirmation of her perverse
libido. She was now a girl that craved pain to enhance her sexual
cravings.

“She has become quite the
pain slut my friend, and the denial of it for the last few weeks
was a punishment in and of itself. She is also worked up and ready
to show our new trainees how a slave can willingly accept her
Master’s discipline. Shall we use the bullwhips to stripe up her
torso?”

“Yes. That should send the
right visual message for Alexis when she awakes. Years of working
together has paid off old friend, we are still in sync with each
other, just like the days when we were hunting sluts all the time,”
I answered, as I realized how much fun we were going to have in
retirement with our three slaves.

“As much as I enjoyed that
time, I’m beginning to realize that our retirement is going to be
even better. This one resisted for the first few weeks; she was
quite head strong. But now that she is fully trained, all that is
left is a bratty nature that is focused on getting me to abuse her
more harshly. Isn’t that right slave?”

“Yes Master, the harsher the
better,” Selena cooed again, even more aroused after hearing what
we planned to do to her svelte body.

We proceeded to give her what she
wanted, and to her credit she merely grunted throughout the fifty
total strikes we combined to give her over the next half hour. She
was left with crisscrossing red welts from her armpits to her hips
and buttocks, and she was glistening in the light from her
perspiration. We repositioned her when we were done and left her
alone with Alexis, as we both went back upstairs.


Chapter 3: Terrifying Trish

 


When we reached the upper level, Al
walked over to look at Trish and whistled his approval when he got
the full view once he was in front of her. I grabbed a pair of
beers and started walking to my study, gesturing for Al to follow.
He did, but like me, he dipped a finger into Trish’s twat for a
taste of her virginal quim. I told him about the rare benefit I
would enjoy being her first man. I also told him that she would
have be my devoted slave when she begged for it.

Once we were seated in my home office,
I said, “Tonight you will go to their flat and remove their
personal belongings. Then you will leave this envelope in their
landlord’s mailbox,” I said, as I handed him an envelope with
enough cash in it to pay off their lease. There was also a note
that they had to go home because one of their parents was
critically ill.

“I will end their employment
from their email accounts when you bring me their laptops. A sudden
family emergency has made it necessary for both of them to leave
immediately. It will be apologetic, and it will indicate that they
don’t know if they will ever come back to town. I’ll also ask their
employers to hold their checks until they know where to mail them.
That should be enough to make it impossible to trace them. Is there
anything I may have missed?” I asked Al.

“No, that should do it.
Alexis’ parents are so out of it, and you said that Trish said hers
were none too kind when she left. I suspect it will be a long while
before anyone wonders what happened to them. Just to be certain, I
will make sure to avoid any surveillance devices in the area, like
I did just before I picked them up earlier today. Even if someone
comes looking for them, by the time they do, there will be no trail
to follow,” Al replied with a big grin on his face.

“It’s nearly five already,
so you ought to get going if you want to get back by midnight,” I
said.

“It’s been a long time since
I spent twelve hours on the road in a single day, but after seeing
what we now have to play with, it is well worth it. Don’t have too
much fun before I get back,” Al said.

“Believe me brother, what we
are about to embark on will keep us very busy. I doubt I’ll even
scratch the surface before you return. I’m not even going to bother
with Alexis, I am going to start Trish’s seduction into submission
while leaving Selena to introduce Alexis to her future.”

We finished our beers and Al went off
to drive back to their apartment, as I took a seat facing Trish.
She was still oblivious to her new reality, and I drank in her
youthful beauty. She was just as much a stunner as Alexis was, and
the more I thought about it, I realized that I should have included
her in the first place. I knew about her from my vetting of Alexis,
and she was probably the only one who would have mounted a real
search for her close friend. I just figured that, if she did, I
would scoop her up at that point. I would be monitoring their
landlord, employers, and families for the next few months to make
sure no one was looking for them anyway. It was the standard
operating procedure for all my acquisitions, making sure no one
came looking or, if they did, they could not cause me any
trouble.

While I waited for Trish to wake up, I
used my tablet to watch what was happening below me. Alexis was
still out cold, and so was Selena. As badly beaten as her body
looked, Selena had a serene expression on her face as she slept.
She was no longer hanging from the rafters, as we moved her onto an
inclined bench with stirrups like a gynecological exam table.
Though the lights were around her were off, my night vision cameras
gave me a clear view of both of them.

Selena was facing Alexis’ cage,
displaying all her charms in an extremely lewd fashion. She was
buck naked with her legs strapped into the stirrups, so her sex was
on full display. So was her ample bosom with her wrists bound
together and secured over the top of bench. She was resting her
head on her left upper arm as she slumbered along with Alexis. She
knew that once the caged girl woke up, she would be roused by her
reaction to her predicament.

What would truly shock Alexis was not
just seeing a naked and bound girl displayed in front of her, but
how her flesh was adorned to proclaim her slavery. Al had removed
her nose ring for the faux interview but replaced it after he bound
her to the bench. Her nipples sported similar rings, but they were
also elongated thanks to Al’s regimen of weighting and stretching
them. They remained engorged and stiff all the time these days, and
with Selena’s enhanced libido, she enjoyed how sensitive they
always felt.

But the sight of her vaginal
embellishments was far more striking. Selena’s pubic mound was
permanently denuded and sported a simple tattoo with the words,
‘Al’s slave cunt,’ etched into her flesh. Just below that moniker
was her exposed clitoris, made that way by another ring piercing
its hood. It was tightly wrapped under and around the base of her
clit, making it constantly bulge out of its protective cover. Her
outer labia were adorned with small barbell piercings, four per
lip. The connecting shaft between each pair of balls was so short
that it pinched the flesh discernably and prevented the outer lips
from concealing her constantly damp and bright pink inner
lips.

As I was enjoying the sight of the two
slaves sequestered below me, I heard Trish begin to come out of her
chemically induced nap. Her eyes had not opened but she was
starting to moan and beginning to squirm, just enough to realize
that she was not able to move much at all. It was then that her
eyes sprang open and met mine with the same look of shock and
confusion I had seen so many times in my career. I put aside the
tablet and stared at my prey, as she began struggling and screaming
into her gag.

“Calm down young lady,
unless you want things to get worse!” I barked at her and she
immediately stopped both her struggles and fruitless vocalizations.
She also sported the next familiar look in her eyes, pure
fear.

“That’s better. Now, I am
not one for stating the obvious, but I hope you understand the
situation you are facing. Since I am sure you are wondering, your
friend Alexis is fine, she is taking a nap in another room,” I said
in a calming voice.

“To answer the next
question, I brought both of you here to be trained as my sex
slaves,” which prompted a wide-eyed look of horror in Trish’s blue
eyes. “I know that sounds awful, and you must think of me as an old
pervert. You met Selena, you should know she is Al’s trained
slave,” I said, as she began shaking her head to signal ‘no,’ just
like they all did when they were first realized they were
trapped.

“Selena is keeping Alexis
company as we speak, and Al has headed back to town to make it look
like you two had to head home for an emergency. Once he returns
with your laptops, I will notify your employers of your family
emergency and your life in the real world will be over. The sooner
you realize there is no way to escape this, we can begin your
training,” I said, watching the tears trickle down her cheeks, as
the reality she faced began to sink into her mind.

“I also know you are a
virgin, and that makes you even more afraid. I can respect the fact
that you were saving yourself for someone special, so I will wait
to take it from you until you sincerely beg me to take your cherry.
Though you don’t believe you ever will at this point, I can assure
you that one day soon you will kneel at my feet and beg to belong
to me.”

Trish shook her head violently to deny
my assertion, but I expected that and knew that even before I
released her from her current position her resolve would start to
falter. I gave her a few moments to digest what I just told her
before reaching forward and gently rubbing her clit through her
panties. She tried to avoid it, but she was only able to wiggle her
rump a little, not enough to avoid my fingers. It was then that her
fear overwhelmed her, and she pissed herself.

I kept rubbing, as the gusset of her
panties attempted to restrict the flow before it seeped through and
down over the edge of the leather couch cushion. As it trickled
onto my floor, I continued to rub her clit until I got a nice groan
from her throat.

I stopped rubbing her and said, “What a
mess you just made! I better get those soaked panties off
you!”

She started to struggle again but froze
when I held up a hunting knife. Trish stared at me with her doe
eyes filled with pure fear again. I pulled the edges of her panties
away before slicing each side and pulling them out from under her
rump. I used the still dry back of them to mop up most of her mess
and wipe down the front of the couch. With her pussy now exposed
the girl broke into a new crying jag.

“Poor little thing, scared,
confused, and embarrassed. You really do have a lovely little twat.
I think this is a good time to start teaching you how I can control
it,” I said, as I laid down the panties and my knife. I picked up a
powerful vibrator I had placed under the couch and pressed the
bulbous vibrating end against her clit.

I turned it on after I said, “Now let’s
find out how hot my new pussy is Trish.”

As soon as it roared to life, her head
snapped back to stare upward and she let out a pitiful moan. I
could tell from the tenor that it scared her to her core that such
a pleasurable feeling could even happen in such dire circumstances.
She struggled mightily to resist the pleasure erupting from her
clit, but in just a few minutes her body succumbed to it, and I
enjoyed watching her experience her first forced orgasm. There is
no better way to show a girl how helpless she is, as it is when you
give her sexual pleasure under extreme duress.

That first orgasm saw a cessation of
her struggles, and they were replaced by her entire body
shuddering. It was a clear sign of how powerful this orgasm had hit
her. Her struggles resumed when I didn’t remove the vibrator and
the initial impact of the climax passed, followed by muffled
screams. She finally looked back at me with a look of panic, as her
sensitive sex experienced a second body rattling climax.

When our eyes met, I said, “Looks like
your pussy has betrayed you, and it won’t be the last
time.”

More head shaking denials followed, at
least until the third orgasm erupted. It was so powerful that I
could see her sex and sphincter start twitching from the potent
muscular contractions it caused. I cajoled her to enjoy it,
speaking softly, as I said, “Let go girl, enjoy the power of your
sexual passion.”

I knew her mind was running wild,
questioning why her body was reacting so fiercely to this unwanted
pleasure. Her mind was trying to deny the pleasure coursing through
her body, but by the way her body was responding, I could tell she
would soon become a hot little slave girl. Her eyes began pleading
when I continued the assault on her clit, and Trish began to squirm
and whimper this time.

“Don’t worry little girl, I
know it hurts and is sensitive as hell, but I promise the next one
will rock your world,” I said, as I rubbed the head of the vibrator
in small circles around her clit.

I locked my eyes on hers and she stared
back at me, like a deer trapped in the headlights. She still
struggled in vain, but her eyes remained fixed on mine. It was an
epic struggle for her, but to me, it was the beginning of my total
domination of both her mind and her body. I used my free hand to
gently stroke the entrance to her virgin hole. It made her tremble
in a most welcoming way with her pussy clutching at my finger as it
entered her up to my first knuckle. Her eyes widened when it
penetrated her, but I quickly withdrew it and leaned forward. I
showed her the glistening tip of my finger just before I rubbed it
in and around her flared nostrils.

She tried to avoid it at first, but a
couple of slaps across her cheeks got her attention and made her
freeze in fear again. I backed off after smearing her juices on her
face, allowing her to smell her own arousal. But I kept the
vibrator firmly planted on her clit. I had elicited her first three
orgasms on the low setting and could have taken her to a fourth the
same way, but I opted for shock and awe.

The moment I switched it to high, Trish
let out an ear-piercing scream, despite her gagged mouth. She also
arched her body and threw her head back, as that fourth orgasm hit
her like a Mack truck. This time it revealed a hidden talent that I
found quite intoxicating, she drenched me in a blast of girl come
from her wildly pulsing pussy. I scooped some of it off my shirt,
which took the brunt of her eruption, and after a smell and a
taste, knew it was not just another pissing event.

When I suddenly pulled away the
vibrator, the sight was even better. Trish stopped struggling and
went limp, apart from the way her body continued to twitch, and her
sweet virgin cunt winked at me. She was barely conscious, but the
sight of her heaving chest prompted me to slice away her bra. She
barely reacted, as I exposed her pert tits and the rock-hard
nipples that firmly attested to how aroused she was in this
moment.

I stood up and snapped, “Look at what
you did to me!”

She slowly lifted her head and peered
up at me in my soaked clothing with a sleepy, and not too aware,
look in her eyes. I put my hand under her chin to help keep her
head up, and I squatted in front of her, looking into her eyes the
whole time.

“You will take some time to
consider what just happened and how I am going to punish you for
drenching me. You are a hot little girl Trish, and if you are a
good girl for me, you will have plenty of moments like this one.
When I get back you will learn what being bad earns
you.”

I removed my hand and her head slumped
forward again. Those four orgasms had left her weak and
debilitated. She was both physically and mentally drained, and it
afforded me some time to enjoy her friend’s reaction to her new
situation. I left Trish where she was, taking my tablet up to my
room.


Chapter 4: Alexis in Distress

 


By the time I changed into dry clothes
and sat down to see what was going on down in our dungeon, I found
that Alexis was already awake. I backed up the recording a few
minutes, until I saw Alexis was still asleep inside the cage. I
synced my tablet to the big screen TV in my bedroom and sat back to
watch how Alexis reacted to her current predicament.

It happened slowly, as she sluggishly
lifted her head and used her hands to explore her gloomy
surroundings. The only lighting was very dim, and Selena was in
complete darkness just six feet away from the cage. Since the
cameras were on night vision mode, so I could see them clearly in
the low lighting. I was impressed that she did not scream, most
girls as young as Alexis usually did. This one was smart enough to
find out what happened to her before sounding an alarm.

She gasped when she realized she was
nearly naked and in a cage, but she found the buckle just under her
breasts and opened it. She grabbed the bars on either side of her
and stood up, as she tried to look around and assess her situation.
All she could see, however, was that she was inside a large cage in
a corner of a room with rock walls. I marveled at her self-control,
especially when she explored the steel collar around her throat and
the chain that attached it to the top of the cage.

I sped up the video to catch up to real
time, as Alexis spent all of it trying to test how securely her
collar and chain were. When she pulled down on the chain, Alexis
got a little surprise, as her tug caused it to ratchet up six
inches. She had yet to discern why, but it was just enough to make
it impossible to sit down on the floor of the cage like she had
been.

I caught up to real time to hear Alexis
call out, “Hello? Is anyone there? Why am I chained inside a
cage?”

Selena heard her and answered, “We are
in our Masters’ dungeon.”

“What? Who is that? Where’s
Trish?” Alexis frantically replied with a fearful tone in her
voice.

“I am Selena, the maid who
served your lunch.”

“Where is my friend?” Alexis
exclaimed, as she was discovering that they were in deep
trouble.

“She is with your new
Master,” Selena replied calmly.

“Master? What the hell is
going on here?” Alexis cried out, not liking how this was
sounding.

“Like me, you were brought
here to become a sex slave, and your friend will become one too,”
Selena said.

“This is crazy! Where are
you? It’s too dark in here to see you,” Alexis said, suddenly
sounding more worried than angry.

“I am waiting for our
Masters to turn up the lights, but they want me to prepare you
before you see what is awaiting you,” Selena answered, playing her
role just the way I wanted.

“Mr. Miller planned all
this?” Alexis asked, knowing the answer before she asked
it.

“That is not his real name,
and from now on you will call him Master or you will be punished.
You will address my Master the same way, but you may call me
sister. We are all sisters in our slavery,” Selena said, with an
air of pride in her tone.

“Please tell me why he did
this!” Alexis blurted out, as her grim reality began to sink into
her distressed mind.

“Our Masters have been
acquiring and training slave girls for wealthy perverts for many
years.”

“He’s going to sell us?”
Alexis interrupted.

“No, we are their final
acquisitions and you and your friend will be trained to serve them
in their retirement. I have been here for a year now, training to
serve Master Al, your owner’s best friend.”

“And if we do not cooperate,
what will he do?”

“He expects you to resist, I
did. But I will tell you, it will be a futile attempt. I can’t
explain it, you will have to experience it before you can
understand.”

“This is insane! It has to
be a nightmare!” Alexis exclaimed. She had moved to the side of her
cage facing toward Selena, following the sound of her voice, but
still unable to see her.

Considering her exclamation as an
appropriate moment, I slowly turned up a light above to reveal
Selena’s displayed body to Alexis. I watched Alexis see what she
looked like and smiled when her hands flew up to her mouth in a
gesture of pure shock and horror.

“Oh my God, what have they
done to you?” She cried out, as tears began to stream down her
cheeks.

“I am happy to wear my
Master’s adornments Alexis. After a year here, I have learned that
the real-world sucks and being a slave for our Masters is much more
exciting than struggling to survive out in the real
world.”

“But they whipped you! I can
see the marks; how can you be happy about it?”

“Have you noticed how wet my
pussy is? I have learned that there is a fine line between pain and
pleasure, and that one can enhance the other.”

“You can’t mean that being
beaten makes you…horny, how is that possible?” Alexis asked, as she
slid down the bars and onto her knees, feeling the effect of the
shortened chain connected to her collar.

“Another thing that can’t be
explained, but you will learn. I know nothing I can say will ease
your fear or anger, but I will be here to help you and Trish learn
how to be good slave girls.”

“Fuck you bitch! You are a
traitor to all women!” Alexis snapped.

“We will be close and
intimate friends soon enough Alexis, but for now I see how you can
feel the way you do,” Selena said in a tone that conveyed real
sadness.

“Stop it! This isn’t
happening! Let me wake up…PLEASE!” Alexis shouted.

It was that moment that I chose to
enter the conversation, by broadcasting on a remote speaker, “You
are awake, and this is real Alexis. I suggest you be careful what
you say from here on out, because you will be held painfully
accountable for any disrespect you show me.”

“FUCK YOU! YOU DISGUSTING
OLD PERVE!” Alexis screamed.

“The next outburst will earn
Trish a beating, while you watch,” I said in a stern, but steady
tone.

I could tell Alexis was ready to pop
off again but threatening her best friend with a punishment for her
own behavior shut her up for the moment. I gave her about a minute
to ponder what I just said, and it obviously left her
speechless.

“Don’t worry Alexis, Trish
is just fine, and will remain so, but only as long as you behave.
If you choose to resist, she will bear the brunt of your defiance.
Now, do you have any valid questions I can answer?” I asked, my
voice even and clear.

It took her a few moments before she
took the next step, bargaining, “We promise to not let anyone know
what you did if you could just please let us go.”

“Of course, you do. But
sadly, you saw where we are and how you were brought here. I had
you under total surveillance for quite a while, so I know that no
one knows where you went. My partner is in the process of making
sure your disappearance is explained, so nobody will even look for,
let alone wonder where you might have gone. So, you will be
staying, and it is in your best interest to accept it,” I said,
seeing how her weeping became profuse while listening to the cold
reality.

“Why me…I mean…us?” Alexis
inquired; it was a question I knew she would ask me.

Knowing she had a somewhat dominant
persona; I could now instill a fair amount of guilt to weaken it. I
answered, “Have you looked in the mirror girl? You are stunningly
beautiful and that is why I chose you. At first, you were my only
target, and then your friend showed up to live with you, so I took
you both.”

“Then keep me and let her
go…PLEASE!” Alexis cried out.

I fully expected that reaction and was
pleased that she was in full defensive mode for her teenage friend.
It would be a nice lever to keep her in line until she was as fully
conditioned as Selena. I gave her another minute or two to hope
that I might give her the answer she wanted, though I knew she had
little optimism. It was time to dash it completely.

“NO, I now think that
keeping both of you is so much better. Trish has already shown me
signs that she will become an exceptional slave,” I
said.

“What have you done to her?
She’s a virgin! Please don’t do this to her!”

“I know she is Alexis, and I
respect it. In fact, I already told her she would keep her cherry
until she begs for me to take it from her.”

“Oh God! This can’t be
happening!” Alexis cried out before devolving into a sobbing
jag.

I let her experience her sorrow for a
few minutes, until she calmed down and asked, “Are you still there?
What are you going to do to us?” she asked, as grudging acceptance
took hold.

“You will learn soon enough.
I will leave you to converse with Selena for a while longer. I will
join you soon, and if you want to show me that you understand what
I expect, I will find your bra and panties on the floor outside
your cage when I arrive.”

Alexis did not respond verbally, she
just started crying again. I watched and waited, sure that Selena
would get her talking again once the sobbing stopped. She had to
remember her first days here and would feel some compassion for the
current occupant of the birdcage. Once Alexis stopped weeping and
just squatted in her cage trying to digest how totally screwed she
was, Selena engaged her again.

“Well, now you heard it from
your Master, are you ok?” she asked.

“No! I’m not!” Alexis
snapped.

“I need to warn you that
anger is not tolerated, so you had better get a grip on yourself
Alexis, or you won’t like what happens,” Selena
answered.

“I don’t like any of this! I
can’t even sit down!”

“That’s just your first
lesson Alexis. I can tell you from experience that your current
situation is a walk in the park compared to what is coming, so
enjoy it while you can.”

“What is coming Selena?”
Alexis meekly asked.

“All I am allowed to say
about that is, look at me,” Selena said.

“How can you sound so damn
calm considering they just whipped you, it must hurt
terribly!”

“It does hurt, but not the
way you think. I actually asked for this since my Master has been
so busy that he had not whipped me for almost a month.”

“Wait? What? You asked to be
beaten?” Alexis replied, clearly shocked.

“Not directly, I just showed
a little disrespect to my Master and that compelled him to punish
me. But the beating wasn’t his real punishment, it was denying me
the fantastic orgasm that he could have given me after he was
done.”

That comment left Alexis speechless
again, but Selena continued after a few moments. “I would like to
suggest a few things Alexis, if you want my advice.”

“Not really, but I guess I
would be foolish not to listen. So, tell me what you must,” Alexis
replied, and I could sense she was trying to resign herself to her
fate.

“First off, if you don’t
want a beating in the near future, you will remove your bra and
panties, just like he told you to,” Selena said.

“He can beat me all he
wants, that’s not going to happen,” she replied, and I was pleased
she was a fighter.

“Then again, he might bring
Trish down here and beat her for your obstinate defiance,” Selena
ventured.

“He would do that?” Alexis
asked, her voice filled with fear.

“And he would enjoy it. And
by the way, in your next conversation with him I strongly suggest
that you call him Master and just answer what he asks of you,”
Selena said, and I was not too happy about it.

She was now giving her too much
information, so I sent an electrical shock through the metal bench
where Selena was bound. She bucked and gurgled for the thirty
second burst, enough so that it caused Alexis to scream in
shock.

“What is happening?” she
cried out after her own shriek of surprise.

I stopped the current, Selena slumped
down, and she said, “I just got a message that I said too much, but
don’t worry, I’m fine.”

“Was that an electric
shock?” Alexis asked, her voice reeking of anxiety.

“Yes, it was, and that is
the last question I can answer. I suggest you remain quiet with me
until our Master arrives,” Selena said, then she closed her eyes to
end their verbal exchange.

Alexis got the message and said
nothing. But she did remove her bra and panties, tossing them on
the floor. Of course, she covered her breasts with her arms and
squatted with her knees together. It was something That would give
me an excuse to give her a taste of pain when I joined her. But
first, it was time to toy with Trish again.


Chapter 5: Trish in Transition

 


I realized that threatening Trish had
pushed her older friend to a much quicker than expected submission
than I intended. It would be manufactured of course, and she would
find out soon enough that I knew the difference. But I also saw an
opportunity to focus on training Trish first. Then I would have her
demonstrate her willing submission to mentally torment Alexis. It
would likely take a week or two, depending on how quickly Trish
succumbed to the carnal fires I just awakened inside her. It would
also require complete separation from her friend until
then.

I found Trish as I left her and knew
she was awake because she was sobbing softly. I quietly moved
behind her, then said, “Do you promise to be good if I remove your
gag?”

She tilted her head forward to look up
at me, her eyes were red and her face wet with tears. I almost felt
sorry for her, but only smiled at her when she nodded, ‘yes.’ I
dispatched the gag and moved in front of her while she worked her
sore jaws and licked her dry lips.

As soon as our eyes met, she asked me
the expected question, “Why are you doing this Mr.
Miller?”

“Because I want to and can,
Trish. Now, you will address me as Master from now on, is that
clear?”

“Yes Master,” she replied,
and it sounded so sweet, even untrained!

“That’s a good girl, now I
will explain it in more detail,” I said, then I gave her the short
story, much as I related it to Alexis. Once I saw that she was also
in the process of trying to accept her situation, I asked, “So,
what do you think about how you reacted to the
vibrator?”

“I was helpless Master; I
couldn’t do anything to stop it.”

“So, you didn’t like the way
it made you feel?”

“I never felt anything like
it, and it scares me.”

I chuckled a little, before saying,
“You should, that firecracker pussy of yours is very special and
rare.”

“I don’t
understand.”

“I don’t understand
Master,” I corrected.
After she repeated it the required way, I continued, “I will teach
you about what you are Trish. Your first lesson is that you know
nothing. Your entire future depends on me, and how well you serve
my needs. I will train you to be my personal slave, and the faster
you learn, the sooner I will give you more of that kind of
pleasure.”

“What about Alexis?” Trish
asked, as it finally dawned on her that they came here
together.

“Do you remember our lovely
maid Selena?” I asked.

“Yes Master.”

“She is also our slave and
she is keeping Alexis company for now. So, if you don’t want to
make this harder on both of you, I expect you to cooperate and do
as I tell you. Can you do that Trish?”

“I guess so…Master,” she
ventured sheepishly.

Of course, her sensibilities told her
this was all wrong, even evil. I had just abducted, bound, and
stripped her, but I also made her feel pleasure like she never
imagined was even possible. It had scrambled some of her
perceptions, and looking at her very wet pussy, I was pretty sure
she would enjoy another round. But I had other plans for her, and
an unusual punishment for her prior infraction.

“There are only two answers,
yes or no, so which is it girl?” I asked, as I pulled the chair
forward to sit closer to her widely splayed legs.

“Yes…Master,” Trish
answered, blushing delightfully.

“That’s a good girl,” I
said, already instilling her need to do what she was
told.

Then I asked, “Does it embarrass you to
have me looking at your beautiful naked body?”

“Yes Master,” she answered,
and it came quicker and easier this time. Of course, since she was
feeling humiliated, it was not too hard to admit it.

“Embarrassed by your body?
Or by me looking at it? What good is such beauty if you must hide
it?” I asked.

“But it is wrong to be naked
in front of others…unless…” she answered but stopped
herself.

“Unless what Trish?” I said,
seeing the turmoil in her eyes, unable to say what she was
thinking.

“OK, let’s see if this
helps,” I said, grabbing and pressing the vibrator against her
clit.

When I turned it on, she cried out,
“NO! NOT AGAIN!”

“QUIET! And sit still!” I
barked, and that both froze and shut her up, but she could not
suppress the groan of arousal I forced from her. “The next thing
you will say is, ‘Please let me come Master!’”

It took less than a minute for her to
cry, “Please Master! Please let me come!”

“NO!” I barked, as I pulled
the vibrator away from her quivering clit.

She stared at me in both shock and
disappointment, as Trish had been very close to climaxing when it
suddenly stopped. The confused look followed, as her passion began
to fade, but not the realization that she wanted it when she asked
me to allow her to orgasm.

“Unless what Trish?” I asked
her again.

There was just a little hesitation this
time, before she answered, “Unless you want to be intimate with
them.”

“Well it seems to me that
this hot little pussy of yours wants to be intimate. Am I wrong?” I
asked.

“But…”

“But you don’t feel the way
your sex does?”

“Yes Master,” she answered
with a sigh of relief.

“Let’s see if we can get
your body and mind on the same page, same rules as last time,” I
said, as I started vibrating her clit again.

Trish closed her eyes, gasped, and
lasted less than two minutes before begging for a climax. Of
course, I stopped before she could reach the finish line again. The
look in her eyes was even more shocked, confused, and starting to
get desperate. She was right where I wanted her.

“As you can see, your body
wants it very badly, but you can’t have it until
you really
want it,” I said.

“But it is wrong, I have no
choice!” She cried out desperately.

“You never did Trish, you
just thought you did. Your old life had you running like a rat in a
wheel, I will free you from that kind of banality and set your
sexuality free,” I said, then I worked her up again.

I repeated the process seven more
times, tormenting her mind before each assault on her love bud. Her
body became wet with perspiration and she was covered in goose
pimples. But she had yet to admit that she really wanted it, as she
kept repeating exactly what I told her to say. But then came our
eleventh round, and her plea for relief was so much more
impassioned.

“PLEASE MASTER! I WANT IT! I
WANT IT SO BAD! PLEASE LET ME COME! PLEASE, PLEASE, PLEASE!” Trish
screamed at the top of her lungs, now too aroused to deny her
burning desire for sexual relief was real.

“You may come slave,” I
replied, and I watched her erupt like a volcano again. Her cunt was
spewing a powerful stream of girl juice, but I moved out of the way
this time, all while grinding the vibrator hard against her
clit.

“OH FUCK! YES! YES! YES!
THANK YOU, MASTER!” her voice was shrill with intensity and
satisfaction.

“Tell me that you belong to
me Trish,” I said.

“I belong to you Master, oh
FUCK IT! THIS SO GOOD!”

I pulled away the vibrator and watched
her shudder and squirt for almost a minute more, and then she
slumped again. She was breathing heavily, making her damp tits
heave so beautifully, her nipples engorged and hard with her orgasm
just starting to fade. When she finally calmed down, she stared at
me with a new look, wonder. It was time to remind her who
controlled her now.

“Now tell me Trish, would
you like to feel this way every day?”

“Yesss Massster,” she purred
like a kitten.

“Then ask me to train you to
become my sex slave and we can get started.”

“Please train me to be your
slave Master, I promise to be a good girl for you,” she said, the
last part was an unexpected, but welcomed, offer.

“I will accept you as my
trainee Trish. I will release you now and we can begin your
training,” I said, as I began to remove her bindings.

First, I freed her legs, one at a time,
easing each one back down over the edge of the couch. I released
the rope holding her back against the sofa and helped her to her
feet. She was still weak from the strain of the bondage and those
five killer orgasms. I had to hold her up while I released her
lower arms from the rope encasing them, lowering them to her sides
before tightening the ropes still holding her upper arms and tits
in its embrace.

When I was done, she sighed, and said,
“Thank you Master.”

I replied, “See? Little one, you
naturally understand most of the rules. Now come with me,” as I
steered her to a large leather chair by the side of the
fireplace.

After sitting down and helping her to
kneel between my legs, I said, “Now watch while I show you how you
have affected me.” After opening my pants and exposing my rock-hard
erection for Trish to see, I saw her wide-eyed look. Then I said,
“Is this the first hard dick you have ever seen?”

“Yes Master,” she said
quietly.

“Have you ever seen any real
penis?”

“No Master, this is the
first,” sounding worried now.

“I promised you that you
will keep your virginity until you ask me to take it, that has not
changed, nor do I expect you to ask for it now. But I bet you want
to touch it, am I right?’

“Yes Master,” she said, and
her tone was more relaxed and a bit aroused.

“Go ahead, massage it with
both hands and see how it feels.” Trish reached over and gently ran
her fingers up and down the sides, feeling the veins bulging along
its length. It was no easy feat with her upper arms still roped
against her sides, but she looked determined. As she began to
explore the circumcised head, I asked, “How does it feel
Trish?”

“Strange Master, it feels
solid, but also warm and soft.”

“Do you like the way it
feels?”

“Yes Master,” she answered,
her voice low and soft.

“Would you like to taste
it?”

After a moment of hesitation, she said,
“I don’t know Master.”

“Don’t you? You would have
said no if you absolutely didn’t want to do it. I think you would
rather have me tell you to do it, that way you can get what you
really want without admitting it. Am I right?”

There was another short hesitation
before she stuttered, “I…yes, Master.”

“You are such a naughty girl
Trish, tell me what you are and maybe I will grant your wish,” I
said, loving how I was toying with her.

“I am a naughty slave girl
Master,” she said, guiltily this time, almost giggling in the
process.

“You surprise me young lady,
I do believe you are destined to be a wonderful slave girl. Now,
tilt my dick toward you, and don’t worry, you won’t hurt me,” I
said, and she obeyed. “Now ask for permission to wrap those lips of
yours around the head of my cock.”

“Master, please allow me to
wrap my lips around your…penis,” she said.

“Little miss prim and
proper, now do it again and call it a cock.”

“Master, please let me wrap
my lips around your…big…beautiful…cock.”

This one was a charmer, already trying
to get into my good graces. She also seemed to be offering her
submission to me rather quickly. Given the way her friend seemed to
dominate her, it was just a matter of shifting her allegiance. The
sexual pleasure I gave her was like a lubricant that would ease her
transition.

“You may put it inside your
mouth and use your tongue to lick the top like a lollipop. But be
careful, you will be in deep trouble if I feel your teeth at all,”
I said firmly.

Trish slowly lowered her face toward my
staff, licking her lips once before taking it into her mouth. She
clamped her lips and used her tongue to explore the head of my
cock, just as I instructed. This one was going to be something
special; I had not anticipated that she would accept the invitation
to suck my cock. I expected to give her an over the knee spanking
when she said no, but this was just as good, maybe even
better.

“That’s a good girl, does it
feel good inside your mouth?”

“Mmmm Hmmm,” she moaned, and
that made my cock throb.

“He is enjoying it too;
would you like to help him get some relief after watching you
climax so many times?”

Though she did not stop licking my
dick, it took her a few moments before she finally moaned, “Mmmm
Hmmm,” again.

“That’s a good girl, now use
a hand to stroke the shaft while you continue to lick the head,” I
said, as I placed my hands on the sides of her head. I coaxed her
to add some bobbing, only an inch or two, just enough to get my
juices going. I could have made her work for it, but I had too much
left to do.

“I am going to come in your
mouth soon Trish, and you will swallow every drop. Can you do
that?” I asked, now gripping her head much more firmly.

She moaned her assent again, this time
so sexily that I could tell that I was getting her hot again. I
gave her another ‘good girl’ and relaxed while my dick started to
throb and spurt. She tried to pull back, not much, and
ineffectively, since my grip held her head in place while I pumped
my load down her throat. But once she started swallowing, her
moaning returned, and it was clear she was aroused.

I let her suck on it for another minute
or so and then tilted her head back and looked down into her eyes.
I said, “What do you say slave?”

“Thank you Master,” she
replied, her voice thick with lust.

“You enjoyed that, admit it
girl.”

“Yes Master, I
did.”

“You did try to pull away at
first, so I am going to spank you for that. Stand up and bend over
here,” I said, patting the left arm of the chair.

“Yes Master,” she said, the
sound of fear now back in her voice.

I helped her up and over the arm of the
chair, and then clamped my legs around her thighs. This tilted her
feet off the floor and left her rump in a perfect position to be
spanked. I felt her trembling in my grip and could tell she was
terrified and for now I chose to ease her fears.

“This won’t be too bad
Trish, you have done well so far, but every infraction must be
addressed. This one is minor, so ten bare handed swats should do
it.”

I gave the first eight slowly and
firmly, but with a lot of kneading before and after every swat. A
couple of finger teases along the way insured her pussy remained
nice and moist. She did cry out, pleading that she would be good,
and I believed her. But she got all ten, the last two were so hard
and fast that she let out a shriek from the intensity of
it.

I let her slump onto the floor at my
feet, and she surprised me again when she, without my prompting,
said, “Thank you Master.”

I helped her up and led her to a small
closet. I had her curl up on the floor in it before saying, “Get
some sleep, I will be back later.” After locking her in I called
Al. I told him where I would be and to join me, as I went
downstairs to visit Alexis.


Chapter 6: Alexis Meets Her Master

 


I was quiet as I made my way across the
dungeon to the corner where Selena and Alexis were sequestered. My
video feed had shown that they were both asleep, as it had been a
while since I talked to them. Alexis was on her knees and leaning
against the bars since she was no longer able to sit on her rump.
It was not a relaxed position, but she managed to dose off, the
only way available to escape the harsh reality she was
facing.

I moved behind Selena and released her
wrists, before moving around and releasing the straps around her
knees. I helped lift her legs out of the stirrups and then stood
her up and led her away from Alexis. Once we were out of earshot, I
looked at her and she smiled at me.

“You like her, don’t you
Selena?” I asked.

“She is kind of hot Master,”
Selena ventured with a wry smile.

“You are a ravenous little
vixen; don’t worry you will get plenty of playtime with both of the
new ones. Now this is what we are going to do next,” I said, before
telling her how we would proceed.

Once Selena knew her role we returned
to Alexis, finding her still asleep. I kicked the cage, making it
swing, and jarring Alexis out of her troubled dreams. When she saw
me standing there with Selena beside me, the look of pure fear in
her eyes was quite satisfying.

I said, “Hello Alexis, welcome to my
world,” at which point I illuminated the entire dungeon so she
could see all my equipment.

She stood up and backed away from us,
pressing her back against the bars of the cage. She also used one
arm to hide her breasts and the other hand to cover her pubis. I
smiled at her with a grin I knew would scare her even more, and I
gave it a little time to sink in, to see if she would heed Selena’s
advice. Since she said nothing and just began weeping again, it was
obvious that she had listened to her.

“Put your arms at your sides
Alexis, I want to see all of you,” I said.

I saw how she was struggling with her
inner voice, wondering whether this was a battle she should wage.
Reluctantly, she slowly lowered her arms to reveal her exquisite
breasts and bright orange bush. I was going to enjoy having all but
a tiny patch shaved away, leaving just a small tuft of her pubes as
a reminder.

“Selena, take these and cuff
her hands behind her back,” I said, as I handed her a pair of
police-style ratchet cuffs.

Selena walked behind the cage, where
Alexis remained frozen like a statue. She reached in, grabbed
Alexis’ wrists, and moved them behind her back. My new slave did
not resist and kept her eyes fixed on mine. They were filled with
hatred as I expected, she winced when the cuffs were tightened
around her wrists.

After I said, “Get her out of the cage
Selena.” she came back around it and opened the cage door. She
climbed in and unlocked the padlock holding the collar around
Alexis’ throat, removing it before steering Alexis out of the cage.
I was at the door and reached up, grabbed her under her armpits,
and lifted her out and onto the floor. Our eyes remained locked on
each other’s, her anger still evident, but I could also see the
fear start to return.

“I know you hate me Alexis,
I don’t blame you in the least. But though you won’t believe me
right now, I am going to give you a life far better than any you
could have had out in the real world. And sooner than you think,
you will see what I mean,” I said.

“As your slave? How is that
better than being free?” She asked the kind of question I
expected.

“Freedom is not all that it
is cracked up to be young lady. How was the quality of your life
the last few years?”

“Awful, but it was MY
life!”

“You can tell yourself that,
but you worked a lousy job, lived in a crappy flat, and really had
no other choices. How is that freedom, or a good life? You were
just as trapped as you are now. But here, you will live in a place
you could never afford and all you must do is serve my simple
needs, without ever having to face the difficulties of the real
world.”

“You make it sound so
simple, so why am I naked and handcuffed?” Alexis asked, clearly
disregarding the rules that Selena laid out for her.

“Because you don’t
understand the truth yet. Now keep your mouth shut, since you just
earned a punishment for breaking the rules Selena generously taught
you,” I said, and I could tell she was considering
bolting.

But I was too quick, spinning her
around and grabbing her by her upper arms. I marched her over to a
cable hanging from a winch with a large hook on the end of it. I
grabbed it and slipped it between her cuffed wrists, while Selena
moved to the winch control to activate it. Alexis struggled a
little, but I kept my grip on her until the hook started to lift
her arms up behind her. I stepped away and watched her dance, as
her arms were raised and she was forced to bend over. Selena
stopped the winch when Alexis was forced up on her toes.

“It hurts!” Alexis cried
out, “Please let me down, I’ll be good!”

“Really? You still have yet
to address me properly girl,” I said, as I gathered a multi
stranded whip and began slashing it through the air.

“I’m sorry…Master, I’ll be
good I promise,” She pleaded with me, all her anger replaced by
primal fear.

I stopped cracking the whip and laid
its leather fronds across her back, as she screamed, “PLEASE DON’T
WHIP ME!” over and over, her voice squealing as the panic set into
her mind.

“SILENCE!” I barked and she
stopped cold. “Now listen carefully before I really have to beat
you hard! You will get ten strokes on your rump, I’m sure your papa
beat you much worse. Is that clear?”

“Yes…Master,” she said,
sounding like a scared little girl.

“Oh, and after each stroke,
you will thank me. If you don’t, I’ll keep going, but won’t count
them against the total. Do you understand?”

“Yes Master,” Alexis
answered, still sounding meek, but with a tinge of anger creeping
into her tone.

Swish…SWACK!

“OUCH! THANK YOU, MASTER!”
Alexis screamed.

“Very good,” I said, just
before I laid another slash across her pert buttocks.

“UHHHH! Thank you
Master!”

“Not bad, sounds like you
are getting used to it,” I said, and again lashed her bum after my
comment.

“RRRRR! Thank you Master!” I
liked that she growled this time.

“Listen to the tigress!” I
said, before laying a particularly strong blow on her cheeks,
already showing the pink stripes of the first three
strikes.

“AAAAIIIIEEE! Thank you
Master,” her initial cry indicating that I caught her off
guard.

“As you can see, how you
reply determines the severity of the next stroke.”

I gave her a less brutal stroke after
that comment, and as I expected her reply was nothing but meek. The
last five played out the same way, though I still gave her
provocative comments after each blow. When I was done, her rump was
bright pink, and she was left weeping after her last ‘thank
you.’

I nodded to Selena and she lowered her
cuffed wrists until she was able to stand flat footed and her arms
were perpendicular to the floor. Alexis was still dealing with her
aching butt and sore shoulders when I quickly fit a three-foot wide
spreader bar between her ankles. She tried to resist a little after
her right ankle was cuffed and I pulled out the left one to lock it
into the other cuff, but it was a futile gesture.

I stepped in front of her and lifted
her chin with my hand, so that our faces were just inches apart.
Her cheeks were wet with tears, but I could still see the fire in
her eyes, and that made me feel good. Trish showed every sign of
falling into her new role rather easily, but Alexis still would
give me the satisfaction I sought. That fiery spirit of hers would
not be totally crushed, but I fully intended to channel it in other
ways. Her passionate hatred for me would eventually become a
burning desire to satisfy a thirst she did not yet have. But like
Trish, she would soon be exposed to the blinding power hidden
inside her.

“See? That was not as bad as
you imagined, so I’m going to give you a little reward,” I said,
and then I stepped away from her.

Alexis was still bent over at the
waist, just not as severely as she was when I whipped her rump.
When I let go of her chin her head slumped down to stare at the
floor, and given her decision to remain quiet, I simply gestured to
Selena. Knowing what I wanted, she dropped to her hands and knees
before crawling up to Alexis, moving her face toward her yawning
pussy.

Alexis saw what Selena was about to do
and screamed, “NO! STOP!”

It was the last thing she said, because
at that point, I chose to gag her. It took only a few moments to
stifle her protest, but she continued to mumble her discontent.
Selena was waiting for my signal to start and was just staring up
at Alexis licking her lips.

“If you continue to object
Alexis, I will have Selena slap your cunt instead of licking it.
Your choice.”

Her complaints ended, but I knew the
turmoil in her mind was flaring up in the face of two bad choices.
She remained quiet and still for about a minute before I tapped
Selena’s shoulder and she went to work on Alexis’ twat. To her
credit, Alexis remained still and quiet at first. I’m certain that
once Selena’s tongue encountered her clit, it triggered first moan
that came out from behind her gagged lips.

I moved behind them and squatted to
watch Selena lapping at her snatch, and though I really wanted to
stab my dick into her succulent pink hole, for now I just watched
Selena work up Alexis. It was like she had been sucking twats for
years. She only had a short course in sapphic delights with another
slave girl owned by a friend of Al’s. He had taken her for a visit
with them after he had trained her enough to trust she would not
even consider escaping. Suffice it to say, she had been eager for
more girls to play with ever since then.

“Finger her Selena, get that
hole nice and wet before she comes,” I said.

Selena broke away from Alexis’ pussy
just long enough to say, “Yes Master,” before slipping two fingers
into her pink slit and returning to sucking on her clit.

Even though Alexis had grudgingly
resisted her urge to try and avoid Selena’s mouth, this new
intrusion caused her to struggle and scream into her gag. It only
lasted for a minute or so and soon morphed into moans and groans of
unwanted pleasure. I could see how wet Selena’s fingers became as
she worked them in and out of Alexis’ pussy, and knew that my plan
was going to be a resounding success.

Alexis was clearly struggling to resist
the orgasm that Selena’s mouth and fingers were demanding from her,
and it was a delightful sight. The poor girl was so wrapped up in
fighting against the inevitable that she did not notice that I shed
my pants and was standing behind her stroking my erection with
lubricant. It was obvious when Alexis lost her battle, her back
arched and her whole body began shuddering.

That was when I nudged my greased staff
toward her pulsing pussy, and as soon as Selena felt it touch her
fingers, she reacted. Selena withdrew her fingers and guided my
shaft into Alexis’ cunny. She tried to scream, ‘NO!’ which was
surprisingly clear despite the gag. But I just buried myself inside
her tight cunt and grabbed her hips to hold her still.

“YES!” I barked, “Now I’m
going to fuck you to another orgasm, and you are not going to
struggle, or I’ll whip your ass again, only much
harder.”

Alexis froze, I’m sure the warning and
the fact that her battered rump was pressed hard against my body
contributed to her acquiescence. Selena was still between her legs,
but given that keeping her mouth plastered on Alexis’ pussy would
be impossible while I fucked her, she had picked up a
vibrator.

When I heard it start buzzing and
Alexis go tense from its touch against her clit, I began to fuck my
new slave. Normally I would have waited to turn her submissive and
make her beg for it, but her virgin friend was going to provide me
with that pleasure. So, I decided to give Alexis a good shafting,
both distressful and demeaning, but also sexually
explosive.

Given Trish had swallowed my load less
than an hour ago, I gave Alexis quite a ride. I knew that mentally
she hated every minute, but my churning cock and Selena’s vibrator
drew two more orgasms from her. The way her cunt clutched and
grabbed my cock was amazing, she almost made me come after her
first orgasm, but I powered through it and only blew my load long
after her second one.

I buried my cock to the hilt once her
third climax began, loving how her throbbing cunt milked my shaft.
I demeaned her further by saying, “Look at you! Three orgasms
already, what a slut! Selena is going to stick around to suck my
spunk from your cunt. If you are lucky, maybe you will have
another. Keep her simmering Selena, Al will be home soon, and he
will want her aroused when she watches what he is going to do with
you.”

“Yes Master,” Selena
replied, and quickly began licking Alexis’ pussy again.

I could hear Alexis weeping and moaning
as I went upstairs to clean up and meet with Al, who just messaged
me that he was on the property. Once upstairs, I cleaned myself up
a bit and put on my pants, just as I heard the elevator running and
I knew my partner had arrived.

I had a beer ready for him when he came
out of the hall that led to the lift, and handed it to him, as he
handed me their laptops. While he enjoyed his drink, I filled him
in on my progress so far, even while I emailed their employers
about their family emergencies. By the time I was done, so was his
beer. I told him about my plans for my virgin slave and he was
quite happy that it meant that he, along with Selena, got to train
Alexis until they were ready for their reunion.

He headed down to the dungeon to give
Alexis another round of debauchery, while I scooped up my virgin
from the closet floor and took her up to my room. The way she
wrapped her arms around my shoulders and laid her head on my chest
after I had her cradled in my arms added to my belief that she was
already starting to feel attracted to me. I would find out how much
soon enough.


Chapter 7: Tantalizing Trish

 


Al found Selena lapping away at Alexis’
pussy as he approached them in the dungeon. Poor Alexis was already
fighting back against her fourth orgasm, or so she thought. Selena
could have made her come again but was only ordered to keep her hot
and bothered. Once again, with her head bowed and her red hair
fanned over her face, Alexis was caught by surprise when Al
arrived.

“That’s enough for now
Selena,” Al said.

Selena stopped suckling the swollen
clit between her lips, spun around on her knees, and said, “Yes
Master.”

That caused Alexis to look up at him,
her cheeks wet with tears and her chin covered in drool. He smiled
and said, “Hello red, your Master wants me to train you while he
spends some private time with Trish. I heard that he gave you a
nice fuck, but for now, we are going to let you down so you can see
how a trained slave worships her Master. You can consider it a
preview of your future.”

I’m sure Alexis thought she was going
to be released, but in just a few minutes she found herself in a
new position, still bound and helpless once. They had freed her
wrists, but left the spreader bar between her ankles, as they
carried her over to a short bench. They laid her on her back and
cuffed her wrists together again under it, attaching the chain
linking them to the underside of the bench. Her ankle spreader bar
was pushed against the legs of the bench and secured to the center
of them, leaving her legs awkwardly bent with her knees sticking
out to her sides.

Alexis was too physically spent to
resist, and by the time they put straps across her waist and neck
to keep her flat on her back, she was beginning to realize her
ordeal was just starting. It got worse for her when Al ordered
Selena to squat over her head to give Alexis a closer view of her
bejeweled pussy. Alexis struggled again when Selena lowered her
twat onto her face and rubbed her juices all over it. She began
sobbing loudly after Selena lifted her cunny off her
face.

Selena moved backward until she was
straddling Alexis’ chest and Al stepped into place just above the
bound woman’s head with his dick out and fully engorged. The video
I watched of this encounter did not give me a clear view of what
came next, but Al later told me the look of shock on Alexis’ face
was classic after what Selena did next.

Al simply said, “Suck,” and Selena bent
forward, took his dick into her mouth and down her throat until her
face was buried in his pubic hair. Once she began bobbing up and
down Al’s ample staff, Alexis struggled and mewled sadly, as she
watched the blowjob from below the action. After Al was satisfied
the show went on long enough, he ordered Selena to turn around, and
Alexis was soon watching him fuck her from behind. But it wasn’t
until he pulled his slimy cock from Selena’s drenched twat, and
then shoved it into her puckered asshole, that Alexis freaked out,
screaming, and crying at the sight she saw.

Al was certainly having a good time,
and when he was ready to pop, he pulled his cock out of Selena’s
rectum. He squatted and aimed it at Alexis’ face before stroking it
a few times and spewing his spunk all over her. She screamed
frantically into her gag, as her face was coated in his milky white
ejaculate. Alexis only calmed down a few minutes after Selena began
licking Al’s spunk off her face.

It seemed that our trained pet had a
calming effect on Alexis. By the time she finished her task, our
new girl had not only calmed down, but she was moaning again. It
helped that Al moved between her parted thighs and started to tease
her clit again. As degraded as Alexis had to feel, that kind of
physical stimulation still made her horny, reinforcing the fact she
was helpless.

Al stopped toying with her pussy long
before she was close to coming again and moved back to the other
end of the bench. After removing the neck strap and tucking a small
pillow under her head, he said, “Get some sleep, we have a busy day
tomorrow. Selena will be down nice and early to clean and feed you,
so I suggest you get some rest tonight.”

I watched Al leave the playroom with
Selena and then turned off the feed. When he descended to play with
his old and new toys, I collected an exhausted Trish and carried
her up to my room. She was only half awake when I found her, not
resisting at all when I gagged her before picking her up and
walking up to my room. I locked her inside a small cage that was
barely big enough to hold her in a fetal position before sitting
down to watch Al play with Alexis.

Now that I had finished watching those
escapades, I ran a nice hot bath and stripped. Once the tub was
full, I returned to the cage to retrieve my slumbering beauty. When
I lifted the lid, Trish woke up and looked up at me. Seeing me
naked made her contract her body into a tighter fetal position. I
scooped her up, carried her into the bathroom, and into the tub.
She was looking confused when I stood her up in the hot water and
sat at the far end of the oversized tub.

“Sit between my legs Trish,”
I said.

Trish got down on her knees facing me,
but I spun her around before she could sit, pulling her back
against my chest. She didn’t resist, but she did cringe when my
hands began groping and massaging her tits. I could feel her
breathing quicken and her body shiver when I twirled her still
erect tit buds between my fingers.

“Relax Trish, I may have
taken you against your will, but I will treat you like a princess
once you learn how to please me.”

“Like a princess in chains?”
She asked, sadly.

“You really think that
princesses are free? What a naïve girl you are Trish. Now listen
carefully, no one is free, we are all trapped by the circumstances
of life. Some have it better than others, but everyone is in some
way at the mercy of fate. As much as you hate me now, you will come
to love me, not in a way you would ever imagine, but in a way that
will be just as powerful. Now take these and wash my legs,” I said,
as I handed her a bar of soap and a wash rag.

“Yes Master,” she replied
meekly.

I could tell I had her thinking, though
she was still upset and confused. But that was to be expected at
this point, and I fully intended to keep her thoughts muddled and
guessing until I exhausted her mind. To eventually set her firmly
on the path to the mentality of a slave, Trish would have to tread
on the unsteady ground of challenged moralities until she could no
longer rely on them. Then, I will instill a new sense of principles
that fit my needs, or put more simply, until my needs were all she
wanted to fulfill.

As she washed my legs, her first
tentative movements prompted me to caution her about doing a good
job or getting another spanking. That inspired her to perform with
more alacrity, and when I ordered her to turn, kneel, and wash my
body, Trish was quick to obey. She also added another, ‘Yes
Master,’ as she turned, which I saw as a good sign that she would
be a quick learner.

I noticed her breath was quickening as
her hands explored my upper body, I could tell being with a naked
man was arousing her again. It helped that my cock was hard with
its head poking out of the water right in front of her. After Trish
finished washing my arms and chest, she looked nervous about moving
lower. But she washed my belly next, trying to ignore the erect
penis just below her hands.

“When you wash my cock don’t
be too gentle, that is reserved for my balls, which you will treat
with extreme tenderness. Is that clear Trish?” I said.

“Yes Master,” Trish
whispered, the confusion of her renewed sexual arousal the likely
cause of her quiet response.

But it was how Trish acted after she
said that which surprised me. Her hands slid down to my crotch and
she wrapped the cloth around my staff before she began stroking it.
Her grip was tight, and the soapy rag felt wonderful as it caressed
my dick, but it was the way she stared at the top of my cock that
pleased me. Thinking she was at least intrigued by it, I decided to
toy with her a bit.

“You are wondering what it
would feel like inside your hot little cunt, aren’t you Trish?” I
asked her.

“Yes Master, but it scares
me too,” she whispered.

“I know you are not ready
yet, and I promise you will know when you are. For now, I expect
only your obedience. You can give me that, can’t you Trish?” I
inquired softly.

“Yes Master,” she whispered
again.

“What did you say?” I asked
again, wanting a more vocal response.

Trish looked up at me, and said, “Yes
Master,” and I saw the look in her eyes was betraying her innate
submissive nature.

“You have always been a good
girl Trish. First, by obeying your parents, and later, when your
friend Alexis asserted her dominance over you.”

“Her dominance Master?”
Trish replied, looking confused.

“Think about your
relationship, who called the shots?” I asked.

After a moment of thought, she meekly
said, “She did Master.”

I was so pleased that she already knew
to constantly call me Master, and even more so that her hands never
wavered from her slow and tight stroking of my cock. I reached
down, grabbed her hands, and lifted them off my cock before pulling
her arms toward my chest. I bent forward and moved my lips to hers,
and after just a hint of hesitation from her, we engaged in a long
sensual kiss. I felt her resistance ebb and her passion flare in
the few minutes our tongues wrestled inside her mouth.

Then I gently pulled away, and
whispered, “Now I call the shots Trish.”

“Yesss Massster,” Trish
purred, and I lunged back in, stabbing my tongue deep into her
mouth.

Her response was a clear indicator that
she was enjoying my affection, as she whipped her hot little tongue
around mine. As we kissed, I moved my hands to her upper arms and I
stood both of us up while we kissed like impassioned lovers. Once
we were on our feet, I broke it off and stepped from the tub. She
just stood there staring at me with a gleam in her eyes, another
sign that she was firmly entrapped in the mental web I was weaving.
I grabbed a towel and dried myself off, noting how her eyes were
cast down, looking at my still erect penis.

“You can’t take your eyes
off it, can you Trish?” I asked, as I toweled off my
chest.

“No Master,” she replied
sheepishly.

“You will get another chance
to taste it soon, but first get down on your hands and knees in
there. I am going to bathe you now,” I said.

“Yes Master!” Trish replied,
before assuming the position I ordered.

I gave her a somewhat rough body wash,
treating her just like you would a pet dog. I was physically
asserting my dominance, and she responded to it in the way I
wanted, letting out little moans of pleasure as I scrubbed her
young flesh. She trembled nicely when I soaped up her dangling
teats, and when I scrubbed her sex it became a body shuddering
delight for her.

“That feels good, doesn’t
it, Trish?” I asked, while both scrubbing her twat and yanking up
on her hair.

“AAAHHH! YES MASTER!” she
cried out, nearly on the brink of a climax.

I stopped rubbing her cunt and let go
of her hair, then said, “Not yet Trish. You owe me another cock
suck before you can think of earning a climax for yourself. Now
dunk your head in the water and calm down, then I can wash your
hair.”

“Yes Master,” she said
breathlessly, enduring the torment of being so close to orgasm, but
denied it. I would be playing this game with her often over the
next few days, until her need for sexual release overwhelmed her
original sense of morality. The way Trish was behaving positively
already, suggested just a few days under my control would have her
begging to get shagged.

After she dutifully dunked her head
under the bath water, I washed her hair, massaging her scalp until
she was cooing again. When I stopped and ordered her to dip her
head underwater again, she responded without a hint of hesitation.
After three repeated dips under the water, I took the wand and
rinsed her down, using the massage setting to stoke up her bright
pink pussy again.

When I ordered her out of the tub and
toweled her off, Trish was trembling, which I found delightful. She
was deep in thought, trying to resolve her conflicting emotions and
the uncertainty that was surely plaguing her. After she was dry, I
led her into the bedroom and made her stand at the foot of my bed.
I sat on the edge of it with her facing away from me at a
full-length mirror. I combed out her long blonde hair and tied an
elastic band into it to form a simple ponytail.

I spun her around to face me, and then
said, “You are a beautiful creature Trish, and I will always value
that. I would not damage you in any way, but you will learn
discipline, and it will be challenging. I can tell that you already
understand that cooperation is your only choice. If you remain
obedient and follow my orders without hesitation, you will need far
less discipline. Is that clear?”

“Yes Master,” she answered,
but I could see a hint of fear in her eyes again.

“Put these on,” I said,
handing her a small leather thong.

She took the panties and stepped into
them, pulling them slowly up her legs, while purposely wiggling her
bare tits at me in the process. I doubt she realized what she was
doing, which was even better, her subconscious was already aligning
itself to my control. When she pulled them all the way up, I saw
the puzzled look that I fully expected because there was a wireless
vibrator sewn into the leather covering her clit. Without saying a
thing, I then held up a leather breast harness, and the way I held
it up, she recognized what to do, sliding her arms through the
sides of it. She adjusted the straps around her tits, while I
reached behind her and buckled it together behind her
back.

‘Now you look like a slave,
see what I mean?” I said, gesturing for her to turn and look in the
mirror again.

I could see her eyes when she saw her
reflection, and I said, “You like the way you look, don’t you
Trish?”

“Yes Master,” she answered,
and it sounded so sexy.

“Turn around, get on your
knees, and suck my cock slave,” I said. Her rapid response
and enthusiastic approach were more than I expected, and it was
pleasing.

One hand massaged the base of my cock,
and the other gently caressed my scrotum and testicles. Her mouth
worked the head of my cock like a starving baby sucking on her
momma’s tit. After a few minutes of enjoying her ardent attempt to
please my cock, I tapped the button on my remote, starting the
small vibrator in her panties. She tensed up for a moment, but
never relented from her task, adding a new and exciting moan to it
instead.

“Such a horny little girl,
looks like I opened Pandora’s pussy,” I said, as I caressed her
head, as it bobbed up and down.

“MMMMM HMMMMM,” Trish moaned
sexily, not willing to divert from my orders. I was impressed by
her determination to make me climax, but I knew it was mainly
motivation to earn one for herself. Sadly, she would soon learn
that she would have to jump through a few more hoops before she
attained her desire. It took nearly half an hour of work for her to
get me close to the brink, and a few times I chastised her for lack
of effort. There wasn’t any, but each comment spurred a pickup in
her pace and effort anyway.

I warned her just before I blew my
load, but it seems she sensed it because her lips were already
wrapped tightly around my shaft when I said it. When I came, she
shuddered a little, but sucked every drop of spunk I fed her,
moaning contentedly while she slurped down my man juice. I stopped
her vibrator when I was done and she let out a little moan that
sounded disappointed, which was how I wanted her to react. I pushed
her head back and looked down at her, smiling at her, which
prompted her to smile at me.

“Thank You Master,” she
said, looking proud that she succeeded.

“It feels good to please me,
doesn’t it, slave?” I asked provocatively.

“Yes Master,” she replied, a
little breathlessly after spending half an hour with her mouth
filled with cock.

“Good girl, now stand up
with your hands at your sides,” I said.

I proceeded to wrap a strap around her
body, just below her breast harness, pinning her arms to her sides,
just above her elbows. I put leather cuffs on her wrists and used
thin leather cords wrapped around her upper thighs to secure her
wrists to her legs. Then, just below her hands, I wrapped a second
strap around both her legs, securing them to each other. Two more,
one below her knees and the other around her ankles, fused her legs
together. Then I guided her face first onto my bed before bending
her lower legs up and using another cord to connect the upper thigh
strap to her ankle strap. Just enough to keep her lower legs
pointing up toward the ceiling, not nearly as severe as this form
of bondage could, and would be in the future.

Then I climbed into the bed and
positioned myself to straddle her head, so her face was resting on
my left upper thigh. She was inches from my flaccid cock, and I
told her she could get some sleep. I knew she had hoped to earn a
climax, but she was asleep shortly after I told her she could and
remained peacefully slumbering between my legs all night
long.

The next morning, she sucked me to
another orgasm in the same position in which she slept all night
and was rewarded with another almost orgasm. She looked dejected
when she asked for permission to come and was denied it, but after
I stood her up and released her from her bondage, she still thanked
me. Her next shock came after I had her back on her hands and knees
in the tub, where she received her first enema.

She made her only mistake when she
clenched her cheeks and lurched forward when she first felt the
nozzle prod her anus. I grabbed a fistful of hair, put down the
nozzle, and gave her ten hard swats on her rump with my palm. I
berated her the whole time, and much to her credit, she offered no
resistance. I slapped her porcelain flesh until it turned a bright
pink. She was sobbing a little, but when I slid the nozzle in this
time, there was no recoil or tightening of her
sphincter.

Her first enema was an ordeal she bore
well, even as I told her she would get at least one daily, and
often more. I explained that I would take her anal cherry after I
took her pussy, but only after it was properly cleaned and trained
for it. She learned what I meant when she felt her first butt plug
enter her rectum after she had expelled her enema and emptied her
bladder too. I gave her a new, tighter, pair of panties, which she
squeezed into before I dressed, and we headed downstairs. She
walked awkwardly, as she tried to come to terms with her new friend
nestled in her rump. I knew I had started to draw Trish into a
physical and emotional dependence on me.


Chapter 8: Vanquishing Alexis

 


When we reached the kitchen, Al and
Selena were there. Al was seated at the table and Selena was
beginning to prepare breakfast. She was attired much like Trish,
wearing just a pair of sexy panties and a cupless bra. I told Trish
to join Selena and do what she told her, as I took my seat next to
Al. I watched his slave whisper into Trish’s ear, and in a flash my
new slave was bringing me a cup of coffee just the way I like it,
light and sweet.

“Thank you Master,” she
said, once she placed the mug in front of me, and then she asked,
“What do the Masters wish to eat?”

We gave our orders and she returned to
Selena, where the two of them began preparing our meals. Al was
watching Trish with fascination, and I addressed what he was
pondering, by saying, “Yes, I think she is a natural
too.”

“Even so,” he replied, “she
seems a bit too compliant, what did you do to her?”

I leaned close to his ear, and
whispered, “She is a virgin. I just gave her libido a jump start,
and her response was to squirt like a fountain.”

“No shit!” Al said,
chuckling as he did. Then he said, “How is it that you pick one hot
slut and get a second like this in the deal?”

“As they say, fortune favors
the bold. It also dictates that any plans should be modified
depending on circumstances. And in this case, my original goal is
evolving as we speak. We will discuss it after we eat and these two
are cleaning the kitchen.”

Once we enjoyed are breakfast, the two
of us went to my study, as the slaves were told that they could eat
the scraps off our plates before getting to work. I told Al how my
plan had changed, and he found the new approach far more enticing.
By the time I laid out the agenda for the week ahead, there was a
knock on the door.

“Enter,” I said. Selena and
Trish opened the door and entered the room, closing the door and
kneeling side by side.

“Is everything done?” I
asked.

Selena answered, “The cleaning is done,
and the gruel is ready Master.”

“Well then I guess you two
had better tend to our other guest, and you Trish, may crawl to
me,” I said.

“See you later,” Al said, as
he stood up and took Selena from the room.

As they left, Trish crawled to my side
behind the desk, and I turned to face her. I marveled at her innate
submissive nature, already accepting her new role in a show of
quiet compliance. I stood up and walked behind her, as she kept her
head bowed and awaited my next order. She would get a day of
moderate torment and sexual teasing, as I began her ride into the
twisted world of pain mixed with pleasure.

But that part of the story will have to
wait a bit, as I want to relate how Al and Selena spent their first
day with Alexis. I watched the events later that day, during the
time I left Trish in the closet to process what I taught her that
day. This time she was bound, gagged, and blindfolded, so all she
could do was think.

When Al and Selena reached Alexis, she
was still asleep on the bench. Her return to reality was rough and
abrupt, as Al doused her head with a bucket of cold water. As she
sputtered on the water, he took a wide leather strap and wrapped it
around her head and under the bench. He covered her eyes with it
and effectively fixed her head in place at the same time he was
blinding her.

Before she could voice her distress,
Selena forced a feeding funnel into her mouth. Its narrow end was
almost two inches wide and long enough to slide over her tongue,
aiming it directly into her throat. Long straps were attached where
it started to widen and Selena used them to further restrict her
head when she connected them to each other under the
bench.

They proceeded to force feed Alexis her
bowl of gruel and a bottle of water to rinse it down. The poor
thing tried to resist at first, but a couple of lash strokes across
her tits quickly quelled her rebellion. Taking away her humanity
was our goal, even making her swallow food she could not even
taste, or even know what was in it. It was a special mixture we
developed years ago for difficult subjects, which would not only
nourish her body, but would also leave her mind jumbled.

If she thought that her feeding was
rough, the fun was just beginning. After she ingested her food and
drink her legs were released from the bench, but it provided her no
relief. They were hoisted up by her two trainers and the bar
holding her ankles apart was hooked to a chain hanging from the
ceiling. It left her rump slightly elevated above the bench, giving
Al the access to her rump hole.

Alexis was then given two large and
painful enemas. The first was warm and soapy, but the second was
carbonated, providing her with an especially grueling experience.
Once the bulk of each one was expelled from her anus, they caned
the backs of her thighs, urging her to discharge the last of each
enema with her body quaking from each blow.

After her second enema was fully
evacuated, and with her thighs well striped, a large plug was
forced into her rectum. It was only then that Al took her pussy, an
act he wanted to perform from the moment he picked her up
yesterday. And that was just the warmup for a long day of torture
that would follow. He spewed his load on her trimmed bush, and
Selena used it like shaving cream to whisk away most of it with a
straight razor. Selena left a small tuft of red hair just above her
slit, as a mark that Alexis was a natural redhead.

It was only then that Alexis was
released from the bench and made to crawl behind Al, as he wandered
through the dungeon describing all our torture equipment to the
weeping girl. She was prodded from behind by Selena, who used a
riding crop to further emphasize her new standing as a mere animal.
They finally stopped where a head box was hanging from the ceiling.
It was already positioned at just the right height for Al’s
purposes.

He ordered her to stand, and though she
was trembling like a leaf in the wind, Alexis obeyed. In a few
minutes her head was encased inside the dark box, leaving her
standing up on her tiptoes. There were two braces attached to the
sides of the box, which kept it propped up on her shoulders. It
removed the chance of choking herself once her neck was surrounded
by the opening in the bottom of the cube. Cuffs were attached to
both sides of her head box and used to secure her wrists to
it.

Her legs were pulled apart and lashed
to the floor, leaving her big toes as the only part of her feet
that could reach the floor. Selena knelt between her thighs and
began to lick up the sides of them, slowly creeping up to her
freshly denuded twat. Al moved behind her with a multi-tailed whip,
which he utilized to give Alexis a long and leisurely flogging.
Selena reached her sex shortly after he began, beginning an equally
slow assault on her pussy and clit.

For almost an hour Al worked over her
back, buttocks, and legs, all while Selena made Alexis climax at
least four times. The way she clawed the box and shuddered when
those orgasms hit her was a delight to watch, as well as the more
passionate screams it also provoked. Even with her head encased in
wood, her cries of pain and pleasure breached it quite effectively.
She had begged them to stop early on, but after an hour she was
just incoherently groaning and moaning.

They gave her a break when Al felt he
had done enough, that is, if a rough body scrubbing by Selena and
being hosed down qualifies as a reprieve. Alexis had to be dazed by
the time Selena moved behind her to grind against her freshly
battered flesh while Al whipped the other side of her body. Of
course, in that position, Selena got her fair share of pain too,
when the whip wrapped behind Alexis. Al’s pain slut loved it, and
to her it was just the kind of game that she loved to play. But now
she had a new playmate.

Once Alexis’ tits, belly, thighs, and
the juncture of her leg’s had turned bright pink, Alexis no longer
struggled. When he was done, Al tossed the whip aside and began
finger banging her beaten sex. Then Selena began mauling her tits
from behind, and they quickly drew one final anguished scream from
inside the box. It was a mixture of pain and pleasure, because she
came again, declaring it by squirting all over Al’s hand, just like
her younger virginal friend now did for me.

Al looked up at the camera and winked,
knowing I would eventually see what she just did. As tough as I
thought Alexis would be to tame, she just exposed another weakness
we could exploit. But for now, she was just feeling a new level of
shame, since she probably thought that she just pissed herself.
They left her like that while they went over to a fucking bench for
a little fun of their own.

I skipped over Al and Selena’s little
interlude, tuning back in only after they returned to Alexis for
the next round of their game. They released her ankles from the
floor and head box from the rafters before guiding her over to the
next device that would torment her battered body. They had to hold
onto her elbows, while they not only steered her towards her
destination, but helped to keep her upright. It was clear that her
legs were weak and unstable.

The next piece of equipment Alexis was
attached to was a specially modified gynecological table. It was
made of cold hard steel, and she shivered when they lifted her body
and placed her rump up to the small shelf that would serve as her
seat. It was barely a foot square and behind it was an angled
section for her back to rest on. With the box still encasing her
head, clipping the edges of it to the top of the back of the chair
was all that was needed to secure her in place.

They wrapped a belt across her waist to
secure Alexis’ lower body to the chair. Then they pulled her legs
up and apart, placing them into a pair of stirrups mounted to the
front corners of the chair. They strapped her knees to it, but to
make sure her lower legs did not flail, they also cuffed her ankles
and used chains to attach them to where the stirrups were mounted
to the chair. This left her legs awkwardly bent and strained.
Another strap was fitted to her body, just below her tits. This was
done to keep her totally immobile. Ropes were tied around her bent
elbows and pulled back to make sure moving her arms was also
impossible.

Al went off to collect the things he
would need for this part of the process of making Alexis not only
think like, but also look like a slave. Selena remained with Alexis
and began wrapping the bases of her tits with large rubber bands.
She put a dozen around each orb, making them bloat up like a pair
of ripe melons. Selena then began sucking on each nipple, using her
fingers to knead the one not between her lips. By the time Al
returned with a tray with what he needed, Alexis was sporting two
fully engorged nipples.

Selena and Al positioned themselves on
both sides of Alexis and started the next phase of her
transformation by clamping her bloated nipples with open ended
hemostats. She screamed when they crushed her nubbins and the
clamps were locked onto them, leaving the cold metal devices lying
against the abused pink flesh of her freshly beaten teats. Her
hands were clawing at the box again, and I was pretty sure she knew
what they planned to do to her.

When they simultaneously speared her
nipples through the openings in the hemostats, her wail of pain and
despair escaped the wooden cage encasing her head, almost as if it
was not there. They worked the thick needles back and forth through
her pierced nipples, mainly to enhance the pain and degradation
that she was no doubt feeling. Once the holes were thoroughly
widened, the needles were removed, and a set of golden bar bells
were threaded through her violated nubbins. Once the hemostats were
removed, her nipples looked splendid. The bar connecting the balls
was so short that they were deeply pressed into the sides of her
nipples.

One final accoutrement was added, when
a pair of thick U-shaped gold wires were slipped under the bells on
both sides of each of her nipples. Al used a special tool to
squeeze them into a circle, setting the new rings under the orbs
and around the base of her nipples. It was just the first, as we
would eventually add other rings, to slowly stretch and extend the
length of her nipples. It was not my original intention to do this,
and we had no plans to similarly modify our other slaves, but
Alexis was now going to have a special status in our
household.

Once her nipples were fully adorned, Al
shagged Alexis again. He fucked her rough and hard, and after he
filled her quim, Selena lapped up the juices that trickled from her
inflamed twat. Of course, Selena made her climax. It was a lesson
that, despite how badly they treated her, she could still be
effortlessly driven to deeply satisfying sexual pleasure. Some
trainers would deny a new slave any sexual relief, but I prefer to
meld the two potent sensations at first.

In the next few days, Alexis returned
to the table several more times. The next embellishments were the
rings mounted down the length of her outer labia. But it was when
she received her nose and clit rings, that her spirit was
shattered. The nose ring was thick and hard to ignore as it rested
on her upper lip from the hole pierced through her septum. Her clit
ring was inserted through the top of its hood and wrapped around
the base, squeezing out the little bud that once was hidden within
it, just like Selena’s.

Over those few days, Alexis showed
every sign of defeat and an acceptance that there was no escape
from her fate. I had one more utterly demeaning event planned for
her, and I was surprised how soon the other component in that plan
was ready to play her part in it. To connect the dots, it is time
to talk about my first few days with sweet young Trish.

 



Chapter 9: Transforming Trish

 


I believe that I left off my story
about Trish just after she served breakfast to me for the first
time. Once Al and Selena departed to continue training Alexis, I
had Trish put on a pair of black fish net stockings and pumps with
four-inch heels. I also placed leather cuffs on her wrists and
ankles that I attached them to each other with hobble chains. The
final part of her outfit was the leather collar with a big steel
ring attached to it below her chin. It was embroidered above the
ring with the words: slave-in-training.

I guided her over to a floor length
mirror to show her how she looked, and I asked, “Do you like your
outfit Trish?”

She blushed and answered, “Yes
Master.”

“Deep down you know you were
made for this life, isn’t that right Trish?”

She hesitated a moment before repeating
her agreement, this time in a way that suggested part of her was
still resisting it. I leashed her collar then and gave her a second
tour of the entire main level of the house, the gym, pool, laundry
room, and the game room. The last room had a pool table and dart
board, but I also showed her the less obvious aspects built into it
to play kinkier games.

From there, just as she was getting
accustomed to walking in a hobble and heels, I had her climb the
stairs. She faced the challenge and managed to get to the top of
them without assistance, as I gently tugged on her leash to get her
to pick up her pace. After a quick tour of the four bedrooms and
bathrooms upstairs, we ended up in my master bathroom.

I ordered her to use the toilet,
pulling her panties down and removing her butt plug before she sat
on the commode. She looked uncertain and I did not hear the sounds
I should have, so I told her that privacy was no longer a right she
had, so she had better get it done quickly. She looked utterly
embarrassed once she began evacuating her bowels, and even more so
when I told her to bend forward, while I wiped her ass crack
clean.

“Now you will learn how to
give yourself your daily enema. Now go to the tub and sit on the
edge with your bottom hanging inside it.” I said.

“Yes Master,” she answered,
her cheeks blushing even more if possible.

She shuffled to the tub and gingerly
sat on her upper thighs, leaving her delightful rump hovering above
the tub. I hung an enema bag just above her head and handed her the
nozzle, which was relatively narrow except for the one-inch wide
ball at its end. She looked at it fearfully, and that reaction made
me smile.

“You will need to bend
forward and insert it into your anus from between your legs. Once
you get it inside this little clip here needs to be released so it
can drain into you. After the bag is empty you may withdraw the
nozzle and expel the enema, and when that is done, you will clean
your rump and rinse the tub clean. Is that clear?”

“Yes Master,” she
replied.

“Good girl, you may begin,”
I said, as I leaned against the wall next to her to watch her do
it. I enjoyed every moment of it, as she struggled to do my
bidding, all while knowing I was watching her like a hawk. To teach
her to shed her inhibitions, embarrassing moments like these were
the building blocks. Made to perform intimate and normally solitary
actions in the presence of her Master would instill in her the
reality that she had no rights to privacy any longer.

Once the enema began to drain into
Trish, she began making those cute little moaning sounds. Once the
bag was empty, I could tell it was stressing her, as she had broken
out in goose pimples and a sheen of perspiration was visible on her
forehead. She looked up at me before removing the nozzle, looking
relieved when I nodded my approval and she pulled it out of her
ass.

The sounds and smell of her rectal
expulsion clearly added to her humiliation, despite the relief she
felt from letting it go. When she felt she was done, Trish looked
at me again, so I told her to clean herself and the tub before
meeting me back in the bedroom. I handed her a washcloth and left
her to clean up, as I waited for her in the bedroom.

I took a seat in my favorite wing back
chair and only waited a few minutes before Trish shuffled back into
the room. She walked over to me and stopped when she was facing me.
I ordered her to turn around and bend over. I reached forward and
pulled her butt cheeks apart to see if her rump was properly
cleaned, and I noted how she trembled when my hands gripped her
fleshy cheeks. Even though I knew her mind was still confused, her
body was another matter, already responding positively to the fact
that I now controlled it.

“Get down on your knees
Trish, and rest your head on the floor,” I said, as I began lubing
up the new plug, which I was about to shove up her ass. Once she
was in position, I said, “I am going to put a new plug in your ass
girl, and I expect you to behave while I do.”

“Yes Master,” Trish replied,
but she still flinched and clenched her butt when the plug touched
her butt hole. I gave her a swat or two on her perky buttocks, and
her resistance ceased. She did groan sadly when I breached her
sphincter, and it became louder when the widest part passed through
her anus. She shuddered once the narrow part plopped into place,
leaving just the disc shaped base visible between her
cheeks.

“Stand up and pull up your
panties,” I said, as they were still down by her knees. I was
pleased when she came out of the bathroom with them like that, not
even pulling them up without my permission. She had already
discarded the notion of doing anything without my direction, it was
another sign that she was a natural.

Once her panties were pulled up, I
said, “You are doing well Trish, but you have much to learn. Now
follow me, it is time for some discipline.”

“Yes Master,” she answered
very meekly, as she started to follow me out of the
room.

I took her to the one bedroom upstairs
that I had used as a small playroom. I closed the door once we
entered and I could tell she was scared. But she remained compliant
when I removed the hobble chains and connected her wrist and ankle
cuffs to a pair of wooden uprights mounted from floor to ceiling.
She was now in a standing spread eagle facing a floor length
mirror, so she could see her entire body in the
reflection.

I moved behind her where we could look
at each other through the mirror with my head above her right
shoulder. I said, “I know you are scared Trish, and it is
justified. But because you did not give me any trouble when you
heard this was coming, I am pleased. You still need to learn the
price of not pleasing me, like when you flinched as I tried to plug
your rump.”

“Yes Master, I understand,
and I promise to be good,” Trish said, sounding very
worried.

“Promises mean nothing to me
little girl, your actions do, and what you just said does not
please me. I am going to gag you before we start, just so you don’t
say anything else that might make this worse. “Now open wide,” I
said, as I moved a large red ball gag toward her mouth.

She chose to remain silent, but opened
her mouth to accept the gag, which I promptly stuffed into it. I
strapped it behind her head and then grabbed a flogger. I walked in
front of her and the two tears trickling from her eyes almost made
me feel some compassion for her, but I reminded myself that she had
to learn her role no matter how damn cute she looked.

I wiped the tears away, as I said, “I
know it is a lot to process in just over a day, but you are doing
well Trish. The fear you are feeling is natural, but soon enough
you will learn it is not necessary. Pain and pleasure are
sensations that have more in common than you think. Once you are
trained to crave my whip, you will understand what I am telling
you.”

She looked up at me with a look of fear
and confusion, and that was fine. To turn her into my willing
slave, Trish would have to discard her past in every way, and
strict disciplining was the tool I would use to erase her past. I
stepped behind her again and began a slow and methodical lashing of
her back. She writhed, screamed, and struggled, as I turned her
milky white back into a mosaic of pink overlapping stripes. It was
not nearly as hard as she would eventually get, but to her
inexperienced body, it had to be the worst thing she could
imagine.

Trish was sobbing miserably when I
tossed the whip over my shoulder and stepped in front of her again.
I had grabbed a vibrator and stepped in close, so my face was
inches from hers before turning it on and pressing it against her
panties. The moment she felt the sensation between her legs her
eyes went wide, as she stared into mine. A low and sensuous moan
escaped from behind her gag, and I smiled.

“The pain in your back
doesn’t seem so bad now, does it?” I asked her.

Trish shook her head to indicate it
didn’t, and I began rubbing the vibrator up and down the front of
her panties. She arched into it, the need to feel that powerful
pleasure after all the pain she just felt was driving her response.
This was just the start of the seesaw ride I would put her body
through, and when I could tell she was close to a climax, I pulled
the vibrator away from her newly aroused twat.

She gave me a look of shock and
disappointment, and I smiled, as I said, “No, not yet, maybe after
I whip your tits.” That made her look change to one of
terror.

It was the last look I would see for a
while because I blindfolded her next. As I was buckling the leather
eye covering behind her head, I said, “I want you to feel this
without being able to anticipate it, it will make the sensations
more intense.”

She started shaking her head again, and
it got more vigorous when the first bite of my whip slapped across
her tits. She also began screaming and struggling again, making her
teats flop around wildly. It made it easier for me to stripe their
undersides when they were bouncing like that, and I took full
advantage of it.

Once her tits were nice and pink, I
moved downward, striping her taut belly and upper thighs. Trish was
a sight to behold, crying, wailing, and shuddering as I gave her
the first real taste of discipline. Her initial spanking was a
primer, but this was a much more thorough introduction to the world
of true discipline. After I had painted the front of her body a
nice hue of pink, I gave her another trip to an almost orgasm. It
left her gasping into her gag, and still feeling
unfulfilled.

For the next few hours, I tormented her
by repeating the process. From back to front with a tantalizing,
but incomplete, buzzing of her love bud in between each round of
her extended lashing. At first, she cried and struggled, but as it
wore on, she merely moaned. Sometimes in distress and other times
in arousal, and I knew the message was getting across, as she was
becoming frustrated.

I lectured Trish throughout the
process, knowing that it was a struggle to listen to me the way she
was reacting. But my message was simple, she belonged to me and, as
my slave, she would have to learn both the depths of despair to
reach the apex of pleasure. It was necessary for her to fully
understand her role and be able to please me within that framework.
It was a speech she would hear throughout every torture session
over the next few days.

The whip was my choice for her first
session, but I gave her a varied dose of painful approaches as the
days progressed. Clamps, hot wax, electrical stimulation, and other
insidious ways were used to inure her to pain. And though I
continued to toy with her sex drive by assaulting her unsullied
twat, I never let her achieve another climax. In just three days
her frustration became desperation and her desire for relief
prompted the plea I was waiting to hear.

After another brutal session and the
subsequent near orgasm, she broke down and begged, “Please Master!
Please take my cherry! Please fuck me, I need it so
badly!”

“Is that just your desire to
end the pain Trish?” I asked mockingly.

“No Master! I just want to
please you!” She replied frantically.

“You do? Alright, now sit
tight and I’ll be back to show you what you must accept before I
will take your virginity,” I said.

We were in the upstairs playroom, and
she was bound to a wooden chair, so my comment was rhetorical. I
was not gone long, as all I had to do was collect Selena to show
Trish what I was going to do to her. Unlike Alexis, who saw
Selena’s body modifications on her first day here, Trish had yet to
see her bejeweled body and was about to learn the true price of
admission to my world.

I returned with Selena, and when Trish
saw her accoutrements, she gasped. Selena took a seat in front of
Trish, and then she raised and spread her legs, so she could see
her heavily adorned twat. I could see the fear in her eyes, but she
remained stoic otherwise, processing what I now demanded from
her.

“As you can see, sweet
Selena is also our slave, and she wears her jewelry proudly, don’t
you my dear?” I said. After Selena affirmed my query, I also said,
“If you want me to fuck you, I expect you to beg me to pierce and
ring you like Selena first. But I don’t want an answer yet, first
you will watch how a slave pleases her Master. Selena, assume the
position.”

Selena turned the chair sideways, got
up on her knees on the seat so she was facing over the back of it.
I had told her what was going to happen before we arrived, so my
simple command was all she needed to perform. I stepped in front of
her and she immediately opened my pants, pulled out my dick, and
began sucking it quite voraciously. I watched Trish react with
astonishment when she saw how Selena swallowed the whole thing,
something she had not come close to doing yet.

“Yes Trish, you too will
learn how to take it all down your throat. Now watch what it is
like when a Master fucks his slave,” I said, withdrawing my cock
from Selena’s mouth and stepping behind her.

As I entered Selena’s welcoming cunny,
I looked at Trish and saw she was licking her lips. Selena gave me
a lusty groan as soon as my dick speared into her sex, followed by
her loud cries of thanks during the entire time I was shafting her.
It was a nice hard, flesh slapping fuck, the kind that Selena
relished. In our world, sex with a slave is rarely soft or gentle,
rather it is mainly a bone rattling shag. It was just another way
to instill how submissive they had to be, and it was what Al and I
loved too!

When I came, after Selena begged for
and received her own climax, I had her straddle Trish on the chair.
I ordered my trainee to lick the spunk oozing out of Selena’s well
adorned quim. It was her first time with her face buried in another
woman’s sex, and I was pleased that she took to it like a duck to
water. I was so pleased, that I gave her one more tease with the
vibrator, stopping just before she could get over the
top.

When Selena finally got off her, Trish
had a soaking wet face and was panting heavily. Partly because she
needed air, but also from yet another aborted trip to sexual
satisfaction. When she finally looked up at me, after her breathing
began to calm, she looked like she was ready to dive into slavery
headfirst. I gestured for Selena to leave, and once she did, I
squatted, putting me face to face with Trish.

“What do you want to ask me
Trish?” I said, and frankly, her response was better than I
expected.

“Oh Master, I want to be a
slave just like Selena, she was so hot and sexy the way she served
you. I would be honored to wear rings like hers, and her tattoo
too, but mostly Master, I want to be your hot little sex slave!”
Trish said, her voice so sweet and sexy that I almost lost control.
I was ready to shag her right then and there, but my plan was too
good to abandon, so I restrained myself.

“I will adorn you like my
slave, but there will be more conditions that you must meet before
I take you as my slave. You will not learn what they are until I
have adorned your body. I expect your total surrender to become my
slave, and this is the start of it. Are you ready to accept those
terms?” I asked, likely the last time I would ask for her
agreement. Once she committed herself to blind obedience, her
choices would no longer exist. Trish would act only the way I
wanted, or she would suffer mightily until she did.

“Yes Master,” she answered,
without a hint of hesitation.

“Very well, I will release
you now and Selena will prepare you,” I said.

Selena had been waiting just outside
the playroom, so I just called her back in and told her to get
Trish ready and then meet me in the great room. As I descended the
steps, I saw Al in the kitchen pulling a beer from the fridge. I
wondered if he had just finished with Alexis or was just taking a
break.

When I reached the first floor I said,
“How is Alexis doing?”

Al gestured to a laptop on the island,
and said, “Take a look.”

I walked over to the computer and saw a
delightful sight. Alexis was in an inverted suspension, her arms
and legs pulled into a severe X shape, the muscles, and tendons all
over her body were extremely distinct from the strain. Her nipple
studs, now sporting the second stretching ring below the barbells,
had cords tied to them with heavy weights attached to the ends.
This pulled both her nipples and tits downward. She was also
wearing an isolation hood and could not see how distended they
looked.

What really caught my attention were
the two tapered candles that protruded from her pussy and anus.
They had been burning for a while considering the pools of wax on
her pussy lips and down the back of her rump. Her body was quite a
sight, with marks from her frequent punishments coloring her once
pale flesh. But the one thing I noticed after watching her for a
minute or so, apart from shuddering when the hot wax touched her
flesh, she remained still as a statue, despite her
predicament.

“I was hoping for more of a
challenge, but Alexis is not as tough as you had anticipated. When
we arrived to begin with her today, she threw herself at my feet
and promised to do whatever I wanted if I would end the pain. I
told her she already was, and until she figured out what I really
wanted, it would continue,” Al said.

“Can she be ready for her
reunion in a day or two?” I asked.

“I take it Trish is coming
along quickly?” he asked.

“I’ll be piercing her
tonight, she begged me to take her cherry and this is the first
part of the price I demanded of her. The second will of course be
the audience present to witness it, and I need Alexis in the right
frame of mind for that event. Will she be ready?”

“Will the day after tomorrow
do? If you can wait until evening, I’ll have her more than ready,”
Al said.

“Forty-eight hours? Yes,
that should give me enough time to tease poor Trish into a frenzy.
She hasn’t climaxed since her first day, I take it Alexis is in a
like state of mine.”

“Of course, want a quick
rundown of the last few days?” he asked.

“Certainly,” I said, as I
pulled up a seat to watch the recordings Al made of our redheaded
slave.


Chapter 11: Conquering Alexis

 


Al showed me how he had crammed Alexis
into the cube cage for her second night in the dungeon. It was so
small that Alexis had to keep her head bowed between her bent knees
once the lid was closed. Forced to sleep in such cramped quarters,
she emerged stiff and sore in the morning. They hung her by the
wrists and an ice-cold hosing helped her stretch her muscles with
her curious dance of futile evasion.

She received another enema while
dangling from the rafters, evacuating it into a large basin once
the bulbous nozzle was yanked from her anus. The look of
humiliation on her face when her bowels exploded, and the two
people present began taunting her about the sickly melodious and
odorous discharge. Another blast from the hose, right between her
bruised buttocks, washed away all evidence of the mess that was
ejected from her puckered bung hole.

They lowered Alexis just enough so she
could stand, and then placed a waist high T- shaped stand in front
of her. Her ankles were pulled apart and lashed to the ends of the
three-foot-wide base. Selena proceeded to lower her arms further,
while Al grabbed her linked wrists and pulled her forward, bending
her waist over the top of the T. He tied the other end of it to a
bolt in the wall, forcing her torso to remain parallel to the
floor. Her newly studded teats looked marvelous in that position,
and it got better when Al hung weights from her elongated
nipples.

Alexis began begging them to stop, so
Al added a large gag that reduced her to emitting distressed moans
and groans. Once he had her gagged, Al used more rope through the
sides of her crotch to fuse her hips to the sides of the metal bar
digging into her waist. The extra tension pulled the flesh around
her pussy outward, exposing the moist opening of her vulva. Even on
the video I watched, it was clear how wet her succulent pussy was,
a sign she would succumb to her feral desires soon
enough.

Al, however, had less than pleasant
plans for her twat this morning. He took his place between her
parted thighs on a small stool with a tray on a table next to him.
All while Selena crawled under Alexis’ tits and began licking her
weighted tit tips. She winked at the weeping trainee when she felt
Al begin the process of fitting the rings into her big fat outer
pussy lips.

Selena parted her thighs so Alexis
could look down at her twat, and she said, “My Master is going to
make your pussy as pretty as mine!”

That prompted Alexis to struggle
against her bondage, and Al swatted her ass a few times before
barking, “Stay still bitch! If I miss my mark, I’ll whip your cunt
before I start again!”

That settled Alexis down, but the tears
still flowed. Then the muffled screams came as soon as he began
spearing her tender sex lips with cold hard steel needles. Selena
teased her tits and aching nipples, while Al took his time mounting
eight rings, four per lip, around the boundary of Alexis’ hot quim.
It took almost an hour, and it was just another way we inured her
to suffering, and utter humiliation.

When he was done decorating her sex
lips, Al put his equipment away, and Alexis seemed to finally calm
down. Selena moved out from under her and collected the bowel of
gruel she had waiting, placing it on a chair she positioned next to
Alexis’ head, which was currently resting on her outstretched arms.
Before taking the seat, Selena tied a knot into Alexis hair at the
back of her head.

Al stepped up behind Alexis with a
J-shaped steel anal hook with a metal loop welded to the long end.
When Selena had the hair knotted securely, she tossed the end of
the rope to Al, who threaded it through the loop. Alexis shuddered
when he scooped some of the slick lube from the mouth of her pussy,
using it to grease the short end of the hook. Then he slid it into
her anus, while pulling her head back with the rope, only knotting
it in place when Alexis was forced to face forward.

Selena picked up the bowl and sat on
the seat, leaning over, and resting her left arm on Alexis’
outstretched arms. She said, “I am going to remove the gag and feed
you this, will you be good? Or do I need to get the
funnel?”

First, Alexis shook her head no, and
mumbled, “NNN FNNL!” And then she tried to say, “be good,” but it
was even less recognizable.

“Oh,” Selena said, “one more
thing, when the gag comes out you must beg Master Al to fuck your
slutty cunt while you eat.”

At first Alexis shook her head to
indicate no, but Selena held up the large feeding funnel, and she
stopped. There was a pregnant moment before she looked up at Selena
and nodded. I could see what Al meant about her, if she had the
grit to remain defiant, Alexis would have made them force feed her,
but instead, she capitulated. Disappointing, but it would just make
it easier to get her to accept the special role I intended for
her.

“So? You will do what we
want?” Selena asked after Alexis nodded.

Alexis nodded again and Selena placed
the bowl between her thighs before reaching behind her head to
unbuckle the gag. It took a little effort to dislodge the large red
ball from behind her teeth, and a long string of drool dripped from
it when Selena finally removed it.

Alexis worked her jaws a couple of
times but could see the expectant look on Selena’s face. It took
her a moment to gain her nerve, before she quietly said, “Master
Al, I beg you to fuck my slutty…cunt.”

CRACK! CRACK! “AAAAIIIIEEEE!” Alexis
cried out after Al lashed her rump with two sharp strokes from a
rattan cane he was holding.

“Make me believe it bitch!”
He snapped.

“PLEASE MASTER! PLEASE FUCK
MY SLUTTY FUCKING CUNT! PLEASE MASTER…I BEG YOU!” Alexis screamed
at the top of her lungs.

“Arrrrggggghhhh!” she cried
out again, as Al slammed his cock deep into her pussy this time,
their bodies slamming hard into each other’s. He stayed buried
inside her, grinding his hips against her freshly pierced twat,
making her moan and groan in despair. Selena and Alexis were
staring at each other, one with a smile and the other with her face
contorted by pain.

“What do you say slave?”
Selena asked her.

“Thank you Master!” Alexis
bellowed, then she started groaning again.

“Now don’t fuss too much,
its fucking while feeding time slave,” Selena said with a knowing
smirk on her face.

She began spooning the gruel into her
mouth, and Al began a slow hard fuck, timing his thrusts to when
Selena pulled the spoon back. It made it harder to swallow, but out
of necessity and primal fear, Alexis did just that. As she took a
mouthful of gruel, Al would slide his cock back until just the head
remained inside her cunt, then slam forward as soon as the spoon
returned to the bowl.

This was no pleasure fuck for Al or
Alexis, it was another lesson he was imparting. As we watched the
video, he said, “I might have gone a little faster, but her cunt
was gnawing at my cock and I wasn’t going to let her come. But I
did use it to my advantage, watch.”

When we started the video back up the
recorded version of Al said, “Hey Selena you know how your cunt
throbs against mine to tell me you love it?”

“Yes Master,” she replied
liltingly, while staring at Alexis knowingly.

“Don’t let those tears fool
you, this slut’s cunt is gnawing at my dick just like yours does
when it wants to come.”

“It is?” Selena replied
provocatively. Then she looked into Alexis’ eyes and said, “You are
a dirty little slut like me Alexis. You may not believe it, but you
are. Now let’s finish this up so we can play some more games with
you.”

Poor Alexis could do nothing but
comply, too helpless and scared to do anything else. When the bowl
was empty and the water bottle drained, Selena put them aside and
got up, moving the chair away. She quickly returned and straddled
Alexis’ tethered arms, facing away from her with her rump just
inches from her nose.

Before she backed up, Selena said, “Now
thank me for feeding you, and if you make me come, maybe Master
will let you have an orgasm too.”

I was certain that attaining an orgasm
was high on Alexis’ wish list, but after begging, she did bury her
face in Selena’s crotch, despite the increased tension this placed
on her anal hook. Al maintained a slow and methodical reaming of
her sex, and he told me he had to be cautious the way her twat was
contracting around his dick. Alexis eventually did give Selena an
orgasm, and Al made sure Alexis did not.

Once Selena finished climaxing, they
released Alexis and made her grovel at their feet. She was casually
whipped while licking and kissing their feet, and that was just a
warmup to a particularly grueling day. As were the next two, which
Al showed me excerpts of from the recordings. I saw how she reacted
when released from her cage that morning, so I could tell she was
on the brink of total surrender.

We looked at her current predicament
again, and saw the candles had nearly melted away, so Al headed
back down to the dungeon. I watched him for a while, as he released
her and made her grovel at his feet again. She looked like a shell
of the girl who arrived just a few days ago, and Al was far from
finished with her.

I was interrupted from my video viewing
when Selena brought Trish down the stairs, more than an hour after
she started to prepare her. She had not only bathed her, she shaved
her flesh clean, and oiled her up, so that Trish glowed. All she
was wearing was her collar, cuffs, and a pair of four-inch spiked
heel pumps. Her face was made up and her hair nicely done, all in
all, she looked like a virgin prepared for sacrifice. In reality,
she was.

Selena helped me chain Trish’s ankle
and wrists, leaving her standing in a spread-eagle position with
her arms and legs severely outstretched. I sent Selena down to the
dungeon then, as I prepared to decorate Trish’s body. Later that
evening I reviewed the balance of the day Alexis had with Selena
and Al, and before I relate how my Trish took to her day, I will
finish explaining how Al was prepping Alexis to reunite with her
friend.

After Selena joined them, Alexis had to
orally service Al’s slave, as she needed to get used to being low
slave on the totem pole. By now Alexis sported a new nose ring and
the clitoral piercing that forced her nubbin to poke out of the
hood all the time. After Alexis sucked and licked Selena’s twat and
nipples, Selena coaxed her into a deep and very sexy kiss. It
lasted a good five minutes, and while Alexis was less than
enthusiastic at first, by the time Selena ended it, Alexis had
succumbed to the passion and was left panting in desire.

But that was short lived, as she was
then bound to a bench on her back. It was shaped like a sawhorse
and just long enough to reach from her rump to her neck. Her arms
and legs were tied to the bases of the four legs, and her head hung
backwards over the one end. A thick strap wrapped under the top of
the bench and across her abdomen held her back down along the
length of it. Once Alexis was secured, Al moved between her legs,
pushing her knees apart, while Selena straddled her
head.

Selena reached down and started
kneading her tits, while Al inserted a large butt plug into her
asshole. It was inflatable, and he pumped it up until Alexis let
out a loud groan from between Selena’s thighs. It was obviously
distressful based on her reaction, but Al had another insidious
task in mind that would drive poor Alexis nearly mad.

But before embarking on the next step,
Al said, “Hope you had enough Selena, because it is time to gag
her.”

“Yes Master, thank you
Master,” she said gladly.

She backed off Alexis face and quickly
gagged her, barely giving the girl a chance to catch her breath.
This time her mouth was sealed with a wide pad gag that had a
leather mouthpiece that would severely restrict her ability to make
noise. Considering what Al had planned for her, it was the proper
choice because she was about to scream louder than she ever did in
her life.

Al had coated a thick, studded dildo
with menthol gel, and once Selena had silenced Alexis, he drove it
to the hilt inside her slick sex hole. Once he had most of it
buried inside her, knowing it was pressed against her cervix, he
used a finger to smear a small glob of the gel over her exposed
clit. It took a minute or two before the result was felt by Alexis.
Her sudden gyrations and muffled screams made it clear that she was
inundated by the sensations that erupted within her sex.

Al fucked her with the dildo for a few
minutes once she started writhing and struggling but stopped soon
enough. He removed the dildo and he and Selena had hot sex standing
right in front of Alexis’ inverted head, while she screamed and
cried from a kind of intimate agony that would break her spirit
once and for all. It took almost half an hour before the effects
subsided, and for Selena and Al to finish their sexual
tryst.

When Al was finally ready to climax,
Alexis had devolved into a miserably mewling girl, utterly
defeated. But to place an exclamation point on her degradation, Al
yanked his dick from Selena’s twat and jerked it off until his come
spewed all over Alexis’ face. After he came all over her eyes and
nose, Selena began massaging the sticky fluid into her skin. She
even used her fingers to push it into her nostrils, even though her
new nose ring obstructed them somewhat.

From what I had seen, and what they did
the next day, I was certain that a fully demoralized Alexis was
ready to watch her friend submit to me as a virgin slave. Now it is
time tell you how I physically and mentally prepared Trish for her
debut as my slave.


Chapter 12: Virgin in Heat

 


Once Selena left us, I walked around my
new slave, enjoying the aroma of the perfume Selena used on her, a
mixture of citrus aromas. They combined well with the musky smell
of her twat, after I dipped a finger into her and took a whiff of
it. The fact that she thanked me when my finger touched her pussy
was an additional sign that she was fully embracing her new role. I
also knew that Selena had used her time with her to point out why
her life was better now, and that her life was just sad and
pointless before she became a slave.

“It is time to mark you as
my slave Trish, but before I do, I want to hear you beg for it.
Tell me how much you want this and what you will do to be a good
slave,” I said, looking into those eyes, now filled with her
growing devotion to me.

“Yes Master, thank you
Master,” Trish said, then she paused for a moment. A look came over
her I could not explain, and then she said, “My life experiences
may be brief, but I realize now that I hated it. I was scared,
angry, and stressed all the time, but now I feel safe and secure.
You made me face something I kept hidden so deeply that I never
knew it was there, but I will not deny it any longer. I want to be
a slave, your slave Master. I will do whatever you want, whenever
you want it. I want to wear the marks of slavery, you have captured
my soul Master, now make me into whatever you want me to
be.”

If I had any doubts about how special
Trish was, that genuine plea removed them. This was a girl who
would have eventually discovered her submissive nature, and I was
lucky to tap into her hidden desires before she could. Her devotion
to me would not need to be instilled with pain and degradation, it
was already in full bloom, and I doubted anything I planned would
deter her resolve to become my slave.

“I will make you into my
ideal slave girl Trish, your plea to serve me is accepted.
Henceforth, you will no longer be asked, or expected, to make any
choices. As my slave you will only say or do what I command. Now
tell me that you accept your place as my personal property, and you
relinquish all freedom.”

“I am honored to belong to
you Master, and I no longer will think about doing anything unless
instructed to by you. Thank you Master, for finding me and choosing
me as yours.”

“I will test your resolve
girl, and we will begin now,” I said, as I picked up and showed her
the new nose ring she would be wearing soon.

“Yes Master, thank you
Master,” she said so sweetly that I could tell that she thought she
loved me. Ah, youthful naivete, but eventually she would love me.
For now, I was the dark prince that she lusted for, but deeper
feelings would eventually develop. I was pretty sure that both of
us would fully bond because Trish was already behaving well beyond
my expectations. It was making me far fonder of her than I usually
was with a slave. Granted, I usually trained them up and shipped
them off, but I never wanted to keep one as much as I did with
Trish.

I considered the possibility that this
was just the first one I intended to keep, but I originally chose
her friend, and only found these new feelings once I interacted
with this exceptional creature. It was like she was designed just
for me, built with all the attributes I sought in a devoted slave.
There was no denying the chemistry that was forming between us, and
her behavior proclaimed that she felt the same way.

I started by piercing and ringing her
nose, and though I know it was very painful, this sweet little slut
took it like a champ. She moaned sexily when I sucked on her
nipples to engorge them, and barely made a peep when I skewered her
nubbins and slid thick gold rings into the holes I made. She
shuddered when I used pliers to squeeze the self-mating ends of the
rings together, permanently locking them into perfect golden
loops.

When I pulled up a stool and sat
between her widely parted thighs, a quick dip into the opening of
her quim revealed she was wetter than ever. So, I toyed with her
twat and love bud, making Trish shiver all over and thank me
profusely. I kept it up until she begged for release, then I
stopped and peered up at her.

“Not yet slave of mine,
being pierced and ringed is actually making you hotter, isn’t it?”
I asked her.

“Yes Master, I want to feel
your cock inside my cunt so badly,” Trish replied with such passion
that I was tempted to accommodate her request.

“Patience slave, it is the
hallmark of the perfect slave. What you want no longer matters,
only what I want does, and your constant goal is to make me happy.
Now beg me to do what you know I am going to do next.”

“Please pierce and ring my
pussy Master. It is what you demand, and I exist only to fulfill
your every desire,” Trish said.

“You are something girl.
This time you will thank me when I pierce you and again when I lock
the ring into your flesh.”

It did not take long for her to start
thanking me, and half an hour later Trish wore eight gold rings,
much like the other two slaves in residence. Her pussy was drenched
and she nearly climaxed when I pierced her clitoral hood and shaped
the ring to make her love bud protrude through the center of it. Al
and I found that Selena was far more responsive to stimulation
after her clit was ringed like that, and that Alexis and Trish
would learn that they would be too.

Now that her pussy was fully adorned,
her new look was splendid. Selena had shaved most of it bare before
bringing her to me, leaving just a small tuft of blonde pubes left
above her slit. I stood up and grabbed a fistful of her hair from
behind her head, tilting her head back to look up to me.

“Tell me what you are
Trish,” I said.

“I am your slave Master,”
she answered breathlessly, and I could tell how aroused she was
feeling.

That was when I brought my lips to hers
and gave her a long hard kiss, using my tongue to explore her
mouth. She responded immediately and was just as enthusiastic as I
was. We were much like a pair of horny teenagers sharing their
first passionate kiss. I kept it up for quite a while, knowing that
we were both bonding to each other in a way that would solidify her
acceptance of me as her Master.

When I did break away from Trish, I
replaced my mouth with a pair of fingers that I slipped between her
lips. Without a command she began sucking on them, much like she
did when she sucked my cock. I smiled at her and she moaned sexily
in response, making me remind myself that we had two more days
before I would actually sheath my cock inside her quim.

“Soon enough slave, but you
have to thank me now. I am going to let you down and you will kneel
between my legs and beg me to let you suck my cock,” I said, as I
withdrew my wet fingers from her mouth.

“Yesss Massster,” Trish
hissed, sounding like the horny slut I always wanted.

I released her wrists first and then
knelt between her legs. As I started to take the chains off her
ankle cuffs, I had an idea, as Trish balanced herself with her
hands on my shoulders. Once I had freed her legs, I tucked my head
between her legs and stood up, lifting her up onto my shoulders.
She pitched forward behind my back, while I gripped her legs to
keep her from falling to the floor.

I’m not quite sure how I did it, but I
managed to connect her ankle cuffs to the chains that previously
held her wrists. This left Trish hanging upside down, and she did
not offer a hint of resistance. In fact, she gripped my sides while
I linked her cuffs to the hanging chains. Her head was about two
feet from the floor and her hair spilled down to graze it, she was
a deliciously sexy sight.

“I changed my mind slave; I
think it will be more enjoyable to have you blow me like this.” I
said, as I pulled my pants down and took a seat in front of her
inverted face.

She was using her hands, palms down on
the floor, to steady herself, as she said, “Master may I have the
honor of sucking your cock to thank you for mounting your rings in
my body?”

“Slave, this body is mine
not yours,” I said, as I groped her tits.

“Yes Master, I am nothing, I
must remember that I exist only to serve you,” she replied, and her
authenticity was apparent.

“You are learning slave, now
be a good little cocksucker for your Master.”

“Yes Master, thank you
Master,” she replied before moving her mouth toward my erect cock,
which I bent downward to make it easier to capture between her
lips.

I was sitting on the front edge of the
chair with my legs parted to give her room to work, but it also
provided easy access to most of her new adornments. I toyed with
her nipples first, as I rotated her rings through the newly pierced
holes, noting there was not even a hint of blood. Over the years I
had pierced many trainees to prep them for delivery and had learned
how to keep bleeding to a minimum.

As I toyed with her nipple rings, Trish
responded by moaning sexily. And she did it again when I tested her
labial rings, but when I twirled the clit ring, she put on quite a
show. She released a deep groan around my cock, while her pussy
started to twitch, as if to offer me an invitation to occupy it. I
realized that the next two days might be just as hard on me, but I
appreciated that I could just slake my thirst by shagging either of
the other two slaves.

It took Trish quite a while to get me
off, of course I remained distracted from her enthusiastic sucking
to make her earn it. When I did come, I gave her no warning, but
apart from a minor choking sound at first, Trish did an admirable
job of sucking me dry. I slid back on the chair and saw her lick
her lips, just before she thanked me. It amazed me how content she
looked.

“Now for your next hurdle,
you must learn to swallow my whole cock before I grant you the
pleasure of taking my cock into your cunt. What do you have to say
about that?” I said, watching her eyes go wide as I
spoke.

But to her credit, and another
indication of her new mindset, Trish replied, “Whatever pleases my
Master pleases me,” but I could hear the fear in her
voice.

“I never promised this would
be easy slave,” I said, as I stood up and got back into my pants.
Then I dipped my face into her upturned twat, sucking on her sore
and sensitive clit, making her gasp and then moan
intensely.

It took only a few moments before she
pleaded, “Master! Please let me come!”

I backed off and said, “The next orgasm
you have will be with my cock buried in your pussy. It’s just
another reason for you to learn how to swallow my whole dick as
quickly as you can.”

“Yes Master, I understand
Master,” she replied miserably.

“You want an orgasm as much
as a fuck, don’t you slave?” I asked.

“Yes Master, but it does not
matter what I want, I exist only to please you,” Trish answered,
and then it dawned on me.

“Selena gave you a lesson in
how to speak to me when she was preparing you, didn’t she?” I asked
sternly.

“Yes Master, I asked how I
should address you,” Trish said, and I liked how she was ready to
take the heat in defense of Selena.

“You think she acted on her
own and might be in trouble, don’t you?”

“Maybe Master, this is all
so new I don’t know what to think or say.”

“When in doubt, think and
speak as little as possible, understood?”

“Yes Master.”

“I must say that whatever
she told you, you seem to have learned it well. Now stay put, while
I collect your new friend and we can hear her side,” I said,
enjoying this little slut’s spirit.

I left her hanging there, sure she was
nervous and worried, as I headed over to the kitchen and peeked
into the dungeon. Selena was massaging Al’s spunk into Alexis face,
so I sent Al a text asking to send her up as soon as she finished.
He had Selena on the way just a few minutes later, as he set off to
cage Alexis for the night.

When Selena arrived, I questioned her
in front of Trish, and she freely admitted that she had volunteered
the ‘tips’ she gave to Trish. It was all planned of course, a test
of sorts, to see if Trish would try and protect her from getting
into trouble. It was a push, as they say in the betting world, her
loyalty to a sister slave was important, but lying to me about it
was a serious offense.

Once Selena confessed, I was ready to
pass judgment and said, “It seems both of you need to be punished.
While I appreciate that you tried to shield Selena from getting
into trouble, all you did was condemn both of you slave.” I was
squatting in front of Trish’s face when I said it.

She looked crushed, but did not make it
worse, choosing to answer, “Yes Master, thank you
Master.”

“On another note, Selena,
you taught her well. Now stand in front of Trish and extend your
arms,” I said.

Selena moved in front of Trish and
raised her arms along the inverted girl’s outstretched legs. I
lashed her wrists to Trish’s ankles and then walked behind Selena.
I knelt and pulled Trish’s wrists around Selena’s legs before
linking her cuffs together. Both had their faces in each other’s
crotch, and I decided to have them toy with each other while I
punished them.

“You will lick each other’s
cunts while I whip you slaves, is that clear?” I asked them
snidely.

“Yes Master,” they both
answered instantly.

I could hear the slurping sounds of
lips and tongues on cunts, and waited a bit to begin, just to make
sure they were nicely aroused when the pain started. I took a
longer multi-strand whip in hand for this endeavor, and I would
start with Selena’s back, leaving the wrap around effect for Trish.
Selena was aware that Trish, and Alexis for that matter, were
currently being denied orgasmic release. But every stroke of my
whip made her suck harder on the twat against her mouth, driving
Trish to the very brink of orgasm several times.

After laying two dozen strokes across
Selena’s back, I could tell she was close too, more likely from the
whip than the inexperienced slave licking her sex. I moved behind
Trish and delivered an equal number of strokes, but I must admit, I
pulled my punches with her punishment. She was already committed,
so I knew easing her into the true nature of sexual enslavement
would work more effectively. Unlike Alexis’ experience, her initial
journey into slavery would be a far less taxing ride.

Al arrived during the punishment, but
remained in the open kitchen just watching me beat the slaves while
he sipped on a beer. When I finished whipping them, he helped me
release them. Then we pulled up chairs to watch them perform for
us. Trish was told to go down on Selena, and we watched for half an
hour, until Selena begged for and was granted a climax. Then the
three of us teased Trish to the brink of her own, only to be denied
completion when she begged for relief.

Trish did get to watch me shag Selena
again, and during our performance she knelt beside Al, stroking his
cock with her hand. When we finished, I ordered her to suck him
off, while I sat with a very happy Selena on my lap. Selena told
Trish how good that fuck felt and how she too had to learn how to
deep throat before she could enjoy her Master’s cock inside her
slutty quim.

It took Trish quite a while to get him
off, and I doubt she even noticed that his cock had not been
cleaned since it was buried in her friend’s cunt. After he finally
delivered his load, I bound, gagged, and blindfolded Trish for an
unfulfilled and lonely night in the dark closet. The next day she
spent most of it on her knees, trying to swallow my
cock.

It was her roughest day yet, heaving up
her guts for most of it. But, again to her credit, by nightfall she
had suppressed her gag reflex and managed to bury her face in my
pubic hair with my cock lodged in her throat. She was ready for the
reunion, and I was so impressed that I let her sleep in a hogtie on
my bed that night.


Chapter 13: Preparations

 


The next morning, I woke up to find
Trish sucking on my morning wood. She had wiggled her way between
my legs to reach my cock, and I admit I was impressed by her
resolve. I stroked her head without saying a thing, and she replied
with a very sexy moan, even as she continued slurping away on my
joystick. It was just more evidence that this sweet young thing had
completely accepted me as her Master and that was a wonderful
feeling for me.

Once I filled her belly with my load, I
said, “Let’s get you cleaned up and then we can talk about today’s
agenda. I have big plans for all of us.”

She finally released my cock from her
mouth after I spoke, replying, “Yes Master, thank you
Master.”

I untied her and sent her to the
bathroom to bathe and flush her bowels, and she did just that. But,
at first, when she was alone in the bathroom, I saw her look in the
mirror above the sink. She had a most interesting conversation with
herself.

“What has become of me?” She
asked her reflection. Then I was floored by her answer, “Admit it
girl, you love being his slave. You could not have imagined someone
so powerful would understand your desires and fulfill them so
totally. He is right, you are a slave at heart, and you want him to
be your Master.”

Then came another surprising question,
“Why aren’t I worried about Alexis?”

“She always treated you like
you were less than her, why worry about her? She needs to be
brought down and you know they are doing just that. Admit it, you
want to see how she is handling this, and you hope it is not going
well!”

“But I love her, she’s my
best friend!”

“You are both ensnared in
this world and are not able to escape it. Maybe, once they show her
what becoming a slave can be, we will be able to be closer than we
were before we were brought here.”

“I hope so, I always wanted
to be intimate with her” she answered the mirror, then she got to
the task at hand.

Trish was a smart girl, who could have
easily just thought about what she just said out loud. I knew she
was speaking to me. She had to assume she was being watched, and
she had decided to let me know how she really felt. It was
interesting that she brought up her friend, and her hidden sexual
attraction to her. Trish seemed to want to see how she was taking
to this situation. It also meant that what I was about to reveal to
her might be more interesting than I thought it would
be.

Trish emerged from the bathroom
sometime later, after I had taken a seat in my favorite chair. She
was on her hands and knees, and when she saw where I was, she
crawled to me and knelt at my feet. She bowed her head and gently
kissed each of my feet, and I smiled at the gesture, this one was
truly a natural slave.

She lifted her head back up, but kept
her eyes downcast, so I said, “Look at me slave.”

Trish lifted her eyes, and they may
have melted a lesser man’s heart. I would only allow myself that
luxury if I made her tread through Hell and remain as loyal and
devoted as she looked in that moment. As it so happens, that was my
plan. I knew that once I reunited the friends, the real fun would
begin.

Having indicated that she saw Alexis as
someone who needed to be brought down a peg or two, I decided to
test Trish by upping my expectations of her at the evening event
where I would take her as mine. I originally expected this would be
traumatic for both of them, but Trish had seemed to embrace her new
role and let slip her conflicted attraction for her older friend. I
decided that Trish needed to prove it, so I just stared at her
hopeful expression while I formulated how I should
proceed.

She had a look of wonderment and
anticipation, as I sat there rubbing my chin. I soon came up with
what I wanted to do, and said, “Tonight I will grant your wish when
I take your virginity. But it will not be a private affair, as I
will invite Al, Selena, and Alexis to watch me claim your body as
mine.”

When I paused for a moment, Trish said,
“Yes Master, thank you Master,” even though she did look
worried.

“Your friend has been
difficult, and you will see what it has cost her. I want you to
know something before you see her. I originally planned to just
take her, as you were still living with your parents when I set my
sights on Alexis. Once you moved in, I added you to my plan,” I
said, and she looked hurt.

But I changed that look, when I said,
“Once I discovered how rare and special you are, and not just
because you are a virgin, I realized you and I were meant to be
Master and slave. You already know what you are destined to be, she
is almost ready to accept it, but Alexis is still trying to
resist,” as I saw her expression return to the adoration I expected
from her.

“Tonight, you will not only
thank her for bringing us together, you will taunt her. You will
inform Alexis that she is just like you and just hasn’t admitted it
yet. I want you to be cruel enough to make her cry, she will be
gagged, so you won’t have to deal with any of her objections. Is
that understood?”

“Yes Master,” she replied.
Though her look indicated that my command was going to test her
resolve much like I originally imagined it would.

“I know it will be hard to
do, but it will also liberate you from the role you had with her
before coming here. Once you accomplish what I want with Alexis, I
will tell you that it is time. Then you will tell everyone how you
feel when you beg me to take your virginity and make you my sex
slave.”

I paused again, and she said, “Yes
Master,” though I knew I had rattled her mind and she would dwell
on what was coming until it happened.

It was then I showed her the ‘outfit’ I
picked for her big night and helped her get into it. The first part
was the rope bra that I wrapped around her tits, which took some
time to get just right. When I was done with it, her gorgeous
mounds were nicely bloated, and her nipples looked marvelous with
their new rings blatantly on display. From there I took a seat and
watched her put on the rest of her outfit.

I had to explain how to put on the
white lace garter belt. But once that was around her waist, and she
slipped into her matching fishnet stockings, she connected the
garter straps to the stockings without instruction. She had a
little trouble buckling the white leather cuffs to her wrists, but
easily donned the ones for her ankles. After she stepped into the
white pumps with four-inch heels, I had her parade around the room
and then look at her reflection in the mirror.

“You like what you see
slave?” I asked, as she was looking in the mirror.

“Yes Master, I hope it
pleases you too,” She answered sexily.

“It does slave, and after
tonight, I will begin to reward you when you please me in ways you
have never even imagined. Now, come over here and bend over so I
can put this plug into your asshole,” I said, holding up her last
anal resident before I would use my cock to claim every bit of her
as mine.

“Yes Master,” Trish
said.

She dropped onto her hands and knees
before crawling toward me, I had sat in my chair and enjoyed the
way she sashayed her hips for effect. When she was a couple of feet
away, I gestured with my hand for her to turn around, and she did
it so fluidly that it enthralled me. But when she lowered her head
to the floor, reached behind her rump, and pulled her cheeks apart
to wink her anal starfish at me, I knew she was made just for
me.

When I went to insert the plug, she
offered no resistance, and in fact, Trish relaxed her constricted
anal muscle to accept it. Given her eagerness for the plug, I
decided to tease her with it, prodding it into her a little further
before withdrawing it. When the fattest part fully stretched her
sphincter, I worked it back and forth to get the muscle ready for
my cock. She just oohed and ahhed no matter what I did. I enjoyed
the way it not only teased her anus, but it also made her pussy
twitch and noticeably moisten.

Once I firmly seated it into her nether
hole, I slapped her rump a few times. It was nice to see how that
also made her sex twitch and leak her abundant natural juices. It
was so gratifying to see a fresh and unsullied twat reacting to my
attention that way, especially since I was being harsh with her
when it did.

I had Trish stand up next, and once she
did, I gave her a lacy white thong to wear. Once she slipped into
it, she was not only adorable, Trish was ready to reunite with
Alexis. I had Trish follow me downstairs where she made me
breakfast, as I watched Al and Selena finish preparing Alexis for
our get together on my laptop.

They had cleaned up Alexis, but she
still looked harried and haggard from the first few brutal days she
spent in our playroom. Her flesh was mottled and bruised, and her
blank stare indicated she was mentally absent. When I tuned in on
their progress, Al and Selena were binding Alexis to a wooden
armchair.

Al had always enjoyed using Shibari
style ropework and had ensconced her torso in intricate ropework,
which made Alexis’ tits and stretched nipples look like two ripe
red melons. She had her arms pulled over the back of the chair,
making her arch her body, and that put even more emphasis on her
lovely teats. Her legs were strapped to the front legs of the
chair, making sure that her newly adorned pussy was on full
display. That was facilitated by the fact that the seat of the
chair had a six-inch-wide opening from front to back.

A wide strap was wrapped around her
waist, behind the chair, and over her arms, severely pinning her
against the rigid back of the chair. Alexis offered no resistance,
as she was slowly immobilized in every possible way. A second strap
was added just above her bloated tits, fusing her shoulders and
upper arms in place. It also tilted them upward. They were
awkwardly misshapen like that, but also oddly beautiful to sadistic
old bastards like Al and me.

I enjoyed my food while Trish was
kneeling under the table practicing her newfound cock sucking
skills. Given I was watching Alexis getting a new harness attached
to her head while Trish was eagerly worshiping my staff, it really
hit home how my life in retirement had the potential to be far more
satisfying than my past career. Seeing Alexis gagged and harnessed
with the straps coming together at the crown of her head, I smiled,
as I envisioned Trish similarly laden.

I also enjoyed watching Al add a thin
chain threaded through her nose ring with the ends wrapped around
each of her studded nipples. Selena added a chain to a ring set
into the top of her head harness. She secured it to a chain hanging
from the ceiling, forcing Alexis to stare straight
ahead.

Trish was doing a wonderful job
slurping away on my rock-hard dong. Adding to that feeling was
watching Al and Selena install a pair of steel dildos under the
chair and extending them upward to nestle inside both of Alexis’
lower holes. She merely whimpered into her gag, when the twin
invaders slid into her exposed anal and vaginal canals. I was sure
that she was thinking it couldn’t get much worse, but I was also
certain that this evening’s event would be even more degrading than
what Alexis was undergoing now.

Now that Alexis was bound and stuffed,
the two trainers left her and came upstairs. They arrived and I
ordered Trish out from under the table, and seeing her eyes filled
with disappointment was delightful. I had not climaxed, and I could
tell she felt a sense of failure. But seeing how happy I appeared
when she emerged from under the table had to also confuse the poor
thing. I simply patted her on the head like someone would do to a
prized pet, which she was rapidly becoming in my mind.

“Don’t worry pet, I’ll be
dumping my load inside you soon enough. Later I am going to have
Selena doll you up for tonight. But before she does, Al and I would
enjoy watching you lick her pussy until she comes. Selena, get up
on the table and spread those gorgeous thighs so Trish can lick
your twat.”

By the time Al grabbed a beer from the
fridge and sat next to me, Selena was on her back on the far side
of the table. I simply looked at Trish and hooked my thumb in a
gesture for her to go down on Al’s slave’s twat, which she
scrambled to do after thanking me. The sound of Trish slurping away
between Selena’s thighs, as the recipient of her attention moaned
in delight, was quite a sight.

“Have you seen how we
prepared Alexis?” Al asked, after a long swig from his
beer.

“Yes I did, and I suspect
you have her set up for a rapid transition to the second act we
have planned?” I asked.

“All I’ll say is she set up
right under the winch, other than that, I leave you in
suspense,” Al replied
wryly, and I smiled as I imagined what he had planned, and I liked
it.

Al and I spent a leisurely afternoon in
our recliners watching our two slaves clean the great room. There
is nothing quite as relaxing as watching scantily clad slave girls
doing domestic chores knowing all it would take is a quick order
for them to change into voracious sex kittens. Trish was still in
need of her first sexual ride to cement her in that role, but in
just a few hours that would change. Late in the afternoon, after
fixing us a light supper, we sent them off for final preparations
for the very special evening we had planned. Al and I discussed the
script for our virgin sacrifice, so to speak, and by the time
Selena and Trish returned we were more than ready for the raucous
night we planned.


Chapter 14: Plundering My Virgin

 


In my career I had procured several
virgins for my clients, but they always stipulated that they wanted
them left intact. So, believe it or not, Trish would be the first
trainee that I would get to shove my cock into her untarnished
pussy. I do not usually believe in fate, but for this girl to show
up despite my meticulous plan, I had to wonder. Did she materialize
because she was meant to be mine? Who knows? All I did know, as I
watched Trish descend the stairs to the great room, is that I had
found my ideal slave. The look in her eyes also told me that she
felt the same way.

After they reached us, they stood and
slowly spun around to display their sexy bodies to their Master’s.
Selena had made up Trish in extremely heavy makeup, I would say it
was borderline slutty, but all I saw was a gorgeous sex kitten
ready to be ravished. Selena was equally made up and ready to have
a wild night. They would both shock poor Alexis, as she bore
witness to what willing slaves would do for their Masters. I
expected that it would be the final blow to shatter her Alexis’ ego
and get her ready to accept her new life.

“What do you think Al, do
they look good enough?” I asked.

“Sexy as Hell, I’d say.
Selena, you could tighten those straps around your tits a little
more though,” he replied.

“Yes Master,” Selena
answered.

She was wearing a leather body harness
made up of straps and rings, and she tightened the ones encircling
her hefty orbs. It made them bulge and strain against the thin
leather straps, much like Trish’s did in the bright white ropes
currently encasing her ample teats. I lowered my footrest and told
Trish to bend over, and once she did, I clipped tiny bells to the
golden rings nestled through her nipples.

“It is time for you to
reunite with Alexis. I expect you are ready to demonstrate to her
that you are willingly going to become my slave.” I said to
Trish.

“Yes Master, I am eager to
become your slave and I will make sure she knows it,” Trish
answered, the look of pent up desire clear in her intense
stare.

“Stand up straight slave,” I
said, and once she did, I followed it with, “Then let us adjourn to
the dungeon, I am sure Alexis is eager for some company by
now.”

The four of us proceeded down to the
dungeon with me leading the way. Trish walked behind me, with Al,
and then Selena bringing up the rear. As we approached Alexis, I
could see her eyes were closed, even with her head held up straight
by the chain attached to the harness sheathing her head. I stopped
in front of her but kept Trish right behind me.

“Look at me Alexis,” I said,
and she opened her bloodshot eyes. “Are you ready to become our
slave girl and do whatever you are told?”

I knew she was thinking she had no
choice other than to capitulate when she nodded with some
difficulty, considering how her head was fixed. There was still a
small spark in her eyes, and in this moment, I enjoyed it
immensely. That was because I planned to extinguish any desire to
resist by the time we finished our little escapade
tonight.

“We shall see, now say hello
to my virgin slave, Trish,” I said, stepping aside so she could see
her friend standing in front of her.

I almost expected Trish to be shocked
and react poorly, but she looked up and down her friend’s body
before saying, “You always did things the hard way Alexis, and look
at what that got you! Look at me! I am ready, willing, and eager to
beg my Master to take my cherry and make me his slave. Maybe if you
had been a good girl like me, you would have remained his
choice.”

By that point Trish had moved right up
to face Alexis and she started licking away the tears that trickled
down her cheeks. Poor Alexis was shaking in frustration, unable to
do anything other than moan in disbelief. Trish also used her hands
to toy with her friend’s nipple studs, it was quite a sexy sight
and I began to see even more possibilities. It was highly exciting
for a couple of old perves like Al and me.

Then she said, “I know you were
Master’s first choice, but then he met me and realized I was better
for him. That must sting, knowing someone rejected you for me, but
you know what? After my parents and you always told me what to do,
it made it easy to accept that being owned by our Master is what is
best for me. I do hope you learn to be a good slave like I want to
be, life will be much better for you when you do.”

Then she brushed her hand against
Alexis’ cheek, and said, “Are you going to be a good girl and suck
the essence of our Master from my body once he takes me and makes
me his slave?”

The look of horror in Alexis’ eyes was
staggering, and I could tell she wanted to say no. But instead, she
nodded, as much as she could, though I knew the mental turmoil she
was dealing with was intense. Seeing her virgin friend tell her
that she was willingly becoming my slave by giving me her cherry
was bad enough, but having to use her mouth to lick it up afterward
was a severe and humiliating shock.

“Master? I believe my slutty
friend is starting to get it,” Trish said, looking over her
shoulder at me while she spoke.

“She might be Trish, but
now, it is time,”
I said, emphasizing those last words.

Trish turned back to Alexis, gave her a
small kiss on the tip of her nose, and then dropped onto her hands
and knees. As she slinked toward me, I looked at Alexis, who still
had a look of pained horror on her face. She knew she was about to
watch Trish debase herself to me, and that had to bite. It did not
matter that Trish had turned on her, she likely believed that Trish
was subverted in some way, and she was. She would eventually learn
that she just resisted it longer than her friend, and both were now
destined for this kind of life.

I had taken a seat in a wooden armchair
facing Alexis, about six feet from her. Trish slinked over to me
and bent her head down to kiss each of my boots. Once she did, she
assumed a kneeling position with her head bowed. I looked over to
Alexis and saw the expression of utter defeat I expected. There
might have been a flicker of resistance left in her, but we were
just getting started.

As I stared at Alexis, I asked Trish,
“Is there something you wish to ask of me slave?”

“Yes Master,” Trish replied
firmly.

“Then ask.”

“Master, I beg you to take
my virginity and claim my body as yours. I promise to become
whatever you want, to do whatever you need, and to please you in
any way I can,” Trish said in a voice that was soft and
sexy.

“I’m sure you will, and to
prove it you will whip Alexis with this,” I said, dropping a short
crop on the floor in front of her knees.

“Yes Master,” Trish said
without hesitation as she picked up the weapon.

“Ten hard ones on each tit,
then return to me,” I said.

“Yes Master,” Trish replied
before standing and facing her weeping friend.

Alexis was shaking in her chair, seeing
Trish step over and raise the whip over her shoulder. While Alexis
screamed and struggled, Trish showed no sign of remorse or regret,
as she laid into her tits like an angry dominatrix. She slashed
back and forth, alternating from one teat to the other. In short
order, Trish delivered the full measure and was crawling back to
me. Alexis was looking at me when Trish returned to her hands and
knees, and I could see both her physical and mental
pain.

“As you can see Alexis,
Trish is ready do whatever I require. Soon enough, you will too.
But for now, I will reward Trish with what she most desires. Tell
her what that is Trish.”

It was like a dream coming true when
Trish said, “Master is going to shove his big beautiful dick into
his virgin cunt and make her his sex slave.”

“You may take it out and
suck it while Al and Selena set up the stocks,” I said.

I watched Trish waste no time
extricating my cock from my pants and taking it deep down her
throat. Her sister looked horrified, and even more so when my
cohorts placed the stocks between Alexis and us. Once the top was
open and ready to accept my virgin sacrifice, I lifted Trish’s head
off my cock.

“Stand and turn around
Trish,” I said.

“Yes Master, thank you
Master,” she said. Then she did as I told her.

Seeing the open stocks Trish realized
how I would take her virgin quim. But rather than inserting her
neck and wrists into the stocks, Trish waited for my command, just
like a well-trained slave. I gave the order to Trish, and she bent
over and into the wooden device, properly displaying her succulent
twat to me in the process. Once they lowered the top and locked it
closed, I stood up and stared at Alexis again. She was looking at
Trish, since they were facing each other, but she looked up at me
when I came into view.

“Yes Alexis, it is time to
watch Trish become my property, my slave, and my slut. Isn’t that
right Trish?”

“Yes Master!” Trish cried
out, probably because I was rubbing my dick up and down the wet
opening to her twat. I paused for a moment to extract her butt
plug, and then I nudged my stiff rod inside her, just enough to
feel her hymen resist me. I held it there for a moment or two,
listening to Trish moaning in expectation. Then I drove forward,
and with little very little trouble, I was buried to the hilt in
her hot little love tunnel.

“OH! FUCK! THANK YOU,
MASTER!” Trish screamed, as I ground my hips into her taut
buttocks.

Then I reached forward and grabbed a
fistful of her hair, pulling her head back so she had to face her
friend. I started fucking her twat for the first time like a man
possessed. Given the way her cunt was clutching at it and juicing
all over my shaft, I could tell she was relishing it. After
thanking me repeatedly and emphatically, Trish was soon reduced to
grunting and groaning, as I banged her like a cheap
whore.

I looked at Alexis, who looked
mortified, but then I nodded to Al. As I enjoyed plundering my new
slave’s twat, Al and Selena attached cables to the chair that held
Alexis. As Trish was getting close to coming, they used two winches
to raise Alexis and her chair off the floor. The back was lifted
higher than the front of the chair, making Alexis pitch forward,
her face even closer to Trish’s when it stopped.

The dildos that had been residing in
Alexis’ nether holes remained on the floor, leaving her anus and
sex unoccupied, for now. Al stepped up behind Alexis, right between
the legs of the chair. He slipped his dick into her pussy,
commenting on how wet it was as he did. The look of shock and shame
on her face was obvious.

But it was then that Trish interrupted
us by screaming, “PLEASE MASTER! PLEASE LET ME COME!”

“Yes slave, you may come,” I
said, sounding calmer than I was feeling.

“THANK YOU, MASTER!
AAAAAAAAAIIIIEEEEEEEE!” Trish cried out in obvious delight. The
fact that her cunt was squeezing my cock like a vice was potent
evidence of the intensity of her first slave orgasm.

I gave Trish about a dozen hard thrusts
once the orgasm started, even as I looked at Al and silently
mouthed, ‘when I say now.’ Al smiled and nodded that he understood
with a big grin on his face. Both Trish and Alexis had been prepped
for what was coming with stretched and well-greased anal openings,
but Al and I knew that taking the virgin bum holes would be
traumatic, nonetheless. At least by the way we were about to
plunder those tight holes.

Trish had thoroughly drenched me by the
time I snapped, “NOW!” but once I pulled my cock from her twat, the
deluge of girl come fully erupted. In the moment before I entered
her virgin anus, I watched it winking at me, and timed my thrust
for a moment when it was relaxed. Her natural lubrication provided
enough slickness that my cock easily burrowed deep into her shit
hole.

Alexis had also lubed up Al’s dick, but
she had not had an orgasm like Trish, so her abrupt introduction to
anal sex was definitely more painful. Alexis screamed into her gag
and it was almost as loud as Trish’s reaction to the surprise
intrusion into her anal tract. I earned a lot more respect for
Trish, when, after screaming loudly while I rammed myself into her,
she thanked me once I was buried to the hilt in tight hot
rectum.

The look of pained shock on Alexis’
face when Trish cried out her appreciation for being anally
violated was classic. But that looked shifted to shocked surprise
when Selena crawled between the two skewered slaves and slapped a
large vibrator against Alexis’ clit. Her eyes went wide as the
unexpected, and likely unwanted pleasure, engulfed her little love
bud.

“Alexis, you may climax
now,” I said, while grinding my crotch against Trish’s tight rump
cheeks.

It took a few moments, but when Al
exclaimed, “She’s coming, I can feel her cunt throbbing and juicing
like a slutty bitch!”

I saw Alexis’ eyes roll up and nodded
to Al, and when he nodded back, we began buggering our new slaves.
The sound of screams and wet flesh slapping together filled the
room, as we inaugurated our girls into the roughest form of anal
sex that we could muster. It did not take long for Trish to beg for
another climax, and Alexis apparently had another one shortly
thereafter. We shafted them until they were nearly delirious from
both pain and pleasure.

When we deposited our loads deep inside
their bowels, we plugged their bung holes before releasing them.
Trish was released first and Selena helped her over to a bench to
recover from her violent sexual initiation. We then lowered and
released Alexis, freeing her from any form of bondage since she
first arrived in the dungeon. She had her eyes closed throughout
her release, but when I helped her to stand in front of me, she
dared to look into my eyes.

I saw her defeated gaze, and said, “I
think you are ready to fully submit Alexis, am I right?”

“Yes Master,” she answered,
her tone indicating how wrung out she was from her physical and
mental ordeal.

“To prove it, beg me to let
you lick my spunk out of Trish’s asshole.”

Her eyes filled with tears, but she
said, “Please let me lick your spunk out of Trish’s asshole
Master,” doing her best not to burst into a crying jag.

“That’s a good girl,” I
said, the only praise she heard since she woke up in a cage a week
ago. I could see it helped her constrain her urge to cry. “Now come
over here and lay down,” as I steered her to the bench next to the
one Trish was lying on.

Once she was on her back, Selena helped
Trish back to her feet and had her straddle Alexis’ head. Al and I
watched, as Selena extracted the plug from Trish’s bung hole and
helped her lower her rump over Alexis’ mouth. I made Trish describe
her friend’s actions, and she gave a nicely lewd account, making
sure to vocalize how good it felt to have Alexis’ tongue licking
her asshole. On a side note, Selena took it upon herself to
sensually lick clean the plug she extracted from Alexis’
bum.

When Trish said, “Master, I think
Alexis will make a good slave, as long as you discipline her
extensively,” I knew she was all mine. She was still grinding her
ass into her friend’s face when she said it, and I knew she would
enjoy my long-term plans for Alexis.

Originally it was going to be Al with
Selena and me with Alexis. With the addition of Trish, and my
decision to make her my personal slave, I had to consider a
different role for Alexis. At first, I just planned to share her
with Al, having her answer to both of us equally, but then I came
up with something that would make things far more
interesting.

Selena had already shown a knack for
domination, the way she handled Alexis and her initial training was
proof of that. Now there was evidence from Trish, based on her
performance tonight, that she would have no trouble assuming that
stance with Alexis too. That made the logical conclusion easy,
Alexis would serve all four of us, as the lowest slave in the
pecking order. Watching Trish grinding her ass on her friend’s face
with such enthusiasm marked the beginning of the new dynamic that
would define our kinky household.

With that in mind, I asked Trish, “Is
your ass clean yet?”

“Yes Master,” she replied,
using a childlike tone of voice that was tinged with
disappointment.

“Good, now stand up and piss
on your friend’s head,” I said, further testing my theory that
Trish would enjoy humiliating Alexis.

In a more positive tone, Trish replied,
“Yes Master!”

As Trish stood up, I could see Alexis
staring up at her with a look of shock and fear. When Trish let her
bladder loose, Alexis squeezed her eyes shut and shuddered, while
her face was doused by her friend’s hot urine. I could tell by the
way she was stomping her feet and clenching her fists that Alexis
wanted to stop Trish, but she knew the consequences would be much
worse than just enduring a degrading golden shower. Both girls had
now passed my tests, and we were ready to get our three-girl harem
up and running.


Chapter 15: Turning Alexis

 


After her degrading golden shower,
Alexis was rinsed off with a bucket of cold water and brought back
up to the main level. Selena and Trish were tasked to bathe and
groom her after her tumultuous week in the dungeon. When they were
done prepping her, Alexis was brought to me. Al and I were relaxing
in the great room when they arrived. Alexis was directed to kneel
at my feet where I sat, after which, Selena and Trish took their
places kneeling beside Al and me.

“Alexis, you have almost
earned the right to live up here with the rest of us. But first you
must swear your allegiance and devotion to your Masters. Are you
ready to do that? Or do you need another week downstairs?” I asked
her.

“Yes Master, no Master,
please don’t send me back down there. I promise to do whatever you
want and to devote myself to being a good slave,” Alexis said, the
fear in her voice was obvious.

“For now, all I require is
your obedience. Show it by crawling over to Al where you will suck
his cock while on your knees,” I said.

I smiled when Alexis replied, “Yes
Master, thank you Master,” before she crawled to Al to perform her
task.

It was a start, but it was clear that
Trish was genuinely inspired now that she had taken her Master’s
cock and Alexis was just trying to avoid a return to the dungeon.
For the next few weeks that was how Alexis functioned. During that
time Al and I were eroding her doubts and worries with a regimen
that never yielded, leaving Alexis no time to dwell on anything
except what was happening to her.

She spent most of her nights in a
cramped cage, either at the foot of my bed or Al’s in his house.
Alexis would hear how happy Trish and Selena were, as they sexually
serviced us almost every night. I am pretty sure that when she was
in my room, I could hear her weeping when I was fucking Trish, who
was always very vocal in her appreciation. My ex-virgin slave had
turned into quite a nympho, a voraciously cock hungry one, as a
matter of fact.

Every morning Alexis would do her
morning toilet with her slave sisters, and it included daily enemas
to keep all of their colons clean for our cocks. After their
bathroom ministrations, the slaves would prepare and serve us
breakfast. That was followed by a few hours of cleaning chores
before making us lunch. Al and I found that our retirement was
better than we anticipated, even watching our naked slaves simply
performing menial cleaning tasks.

Afternoons were sadistic play time for
Al and me. We inspected the work they had performed that morning
for us and we found faults in everything they did. We would then
assign the daily dose of punishment appropriate for their mistakes.
We always found more issues with Alexis’ work, and of course, she
got the worst of the punishments for it. But it was our frolics in
the evening that propelled the final conversion of
Alexis.

Since we spent our afternoons doling
out painful discipline, our evenings were skewed toward creative
bondage and sexual gymnastics. With three delectable slave girls at
our disposal, we let our imaginations run wild. And given our
history, we had a large palette to choose from for our endeavors.
It is amazing what you can do with three young and very flexible
bodies just using some rope and chain. As rough as their day might
have been, by bedtime we always had a trio of sexually fanatical
and physically abused vixens.

It took about a week before we started
to notice how this regimen was altering Alexis’ mindset. At first,
the afternoon punishments merely kept her obedient during the
evening sessions, at least until the daily dose of intense orgasms
started to get to her. From total denial to a relentless barrage of
sexual pleasure, Alexis was unable to resist how it was changing
her. We turned up the intensity every day, taking her a little
higher and farther in every kinky orgy we had with our
slaves.

Alexis witnessed the way Trish
performed for me, and the way her friend had become noticeably
ecstatic living as a naked slave girl. It further eroded her
struggle to reject her new reality. Al and I were patient, almost
enjoying the sight of a once headstrong girl losing all hope of
ever having any control over her life again. But as we saw many
times in our career, the sexually charged aspect of her new life
was melting away her final doubts. As her body accepted the sheer
power of her youthful libido being set ablaze every day, her mental
battle to resist it was deteriorating.

After a few days of the work,
discipline, and sexual Olympics regimen, we added a new twist to
further pervert Alexis’ psyche. Once we bound her for her daily
dose of discipline, Alexis would be teased like she had been when
she was in the dungeon. As she was pushed to the brink of release,
Alexis was told that, if she took her punishment like a good slave,
she would earn her reward that night. It had the desired effect, as
Alexis behaved so much better during even the most grueling
correctives we could deliver.

It also began the process of turning
painful discipline into our slaves’ only form of sexual foreplay.
Consequently, it made Alexis’ performance in our twilight
encounters more and more erotically charged. In fact, we decided to
incorporate that same method with Trish and Selena. Each slave
always received a daily punishment, regardless of how devout and
obedient they were. It was a vital component of their lives that
constantly reminded them of their roles. When we added the pre-pain
tease to Trish and Selena’s daily corrective, we saw a marked
increase in their sexual enthusiasm during our evening
orgies.

Al and I soon found that we needed at
least a day or two a week to rest our over-used cocks, so we tried
implementing lesbian days. It only partially worked, because after
watching our slaves performing lewd sexual acts with each other, we
often needed relief anyway. Once that failed to give us the respite
we sought, we decided to see if we could temper the insatiably
ravenous slaves we created.

Our first attempt to take Alexis back
down to the dungeon since her original ordeal down there showed how
deeply her time down there had affected her. Though she dutifully
marched down the stairs with her sister slaves, I could see how she
was visibly shaking in fear. I knew we had to fix that because,
even though we were having a ball playing with them up in the main
house, the more sadistic games that we planned would ultimately
bring us back down to our dungeon.

Once Alexis found herself bound along
with both the other slaves, I sensed her initial terror subsiding.
After a few weeks of serving and suffering next to Selena and
Trish, Alexis had found they were actually her allies. Now, being
strung up from the rafters with them beside her, she was
discovering she no longer had to fear this place anymore. Even
though she knew she would suffer, at least she had the other slaves
to share in her misery. Our little harem provided the slaves with
others to share in their subservience, and we made them compete for
our attention, which was another added benefit of owning such hot
sluts.

We used Japanese rope techniques to
bind their arms behind their backs, using many coils of it to fuse
their lower arms together at the base of their backs. Further coils
made their tits bulge, and loops around their torsos just below
them were tied to suspension ropes between their shoulder blades.
The three were positioned facing each other so that they looked
like they were at the corners of a triangle, their bodies separated
by just a few feet.

Then Alexis watched us, as Al lifted
Selena’s left leg and I lifted Trish’s right one. We lined them up
and used a leather strap to secure their knees together. It left
their bodies tilted off to the side in an awkward position, but we
levelled them out by repeating the process until all the slaves’
knees were bound to each other’s. This also caused their thighs to
be spread wide enough to peel open their pierced twats.

When we stepped back to admire our
handiwork, we were both struck that they looked a lot like a
chandelier. One made of tightly bound naked female flesh, which
made it an even more erotic sight. We checked the rigging to make
sure they were secure and that their blood flow was not impeded
because we intended to keep them hanging around for a few hours at
least.

Well not quite ‘hanging,’ as once we
were done inspecting them, we brought out three stools that had
Sybians mounted on top of them. These devices were hump-shaped and
had an oddly rotating dildo mounted on top of them. It also had a
studded pad in front of the fake phallus to stimulate their clits
with an extremely powerful vibrator that was also built into it. It
is a device that can scramble a slave’s brain with so much
stimulation that the orgasms they produce are literally bone
jarring.

They all sighed in relief as their
cunts were filled by the Sybian dildo, their constantly voracious
holes causing an automatic reaction. Once seated of the evil
machines, they found some support from the fact that much of the
physical strain from their mutual suspension had been mitigated.
Selena was the only one that looked worried, I’m sure she
remembered the extended ride she took on one months ago. She had
let her slutty urges push Al to the point that he decided to show
her how pleasure could be turned into a punishment when you get too
much of it.

Her first ride upon the Sybian was not
while suspended, as she was now, and I think that added to her
fear. It was also because she realized how all three were bound to
each other while sitting atop these powerful machines. Her memories
of how it made her shudder and twitch uncontrollably would surely
be amplified. With their legs secured to each other’s, the shared
experience had to be overwhelming.

Before we started their ride, or should
I say competition, I stood between Trish and Selena, so I could
stare directly at Alexis. She was still scared, but the way she
looked at me indicated there was no fight left in her. Maybe she
held some deep seeded hatred for me, but that would fade too.
Ultimately, all three of them would become so dependent on Al and
me, that they would lose the ability to think on their own. The two
newest slaves would soon become driven, just like Selena, who lived
to please Al and I no matter what we demanded.

“All right ladies, Al and I
are going back upstairs to watch a football game and relax. We will
also be watching you, and the game you three will be playing. I
will let Selena explain what you are sitting on after we leave, you
will have a few minutes to discuss it before the game
begins.”

Then I began circling them, looking at
the other two slaves as I did. I gave them the rules next, when I
said, “You all have permission to climax as much as you want, in
fact, we want you to come as often as you can. Regular rules apply,
but when you beg to come, if your machine stops, the answer is no.
If it keeps going, you will thank us when the orgasm happens. Is
that clear so far?”

“Yes Master,” the trio
replied in unison. It was something they learned to do after a few
correctives were delivered to remind them that they had to perform
in concert with each other.

“Good, now we will be
keeping track of your orgasmic results and will have a special
reward for each of you dependent on how you place. The most
orgasmic will get the sluttiest slave prize, while the one with the
least climaxes will get special slut training to enhance her
libido. The one in the middle of the pack will also get a special
training regimen, but what it is will be decided later. Now, feel
free to ask Selena what to expect, and good luck sluts.”

Once I said my piece, Al and I headed
upstairs, hearing Alexis and Trish asking Selena what to expect. We
reached the upper floor by the time she responded and only heard
what she said later when we reviewed the video. In that moment,
however, we really didn’t care about their conversation, knowing
damn well that the real show was going to be their reactions to
sexual overload.

We had the game on the big screen above
the fireplace, which we fired up as a nice juxtaposition to the
snow that fell that day. It was still early autumn, but at this
elevation, snow came early and stayed late into spring. The wall
facing the deck was mainly glass for the views, and it was only
split by the floor to vaulted ceiling stone fireplace and
chimney.

We had our laptops set up on the coffee
table in front of the couch. We had full remote control of the
Sybians and we could see the worried look on Alexis’ face, but I
was not surprised to see Trish grinding herself against the still
dormant machine wedged between her spread legs. It seemed that she
could stand to learn the same lesson as Selena had, something I
hoped she would absorb this day. If anything could quench her
rampant libido, the Sybian was it.

Don’t get me wrong, I wanted Trish to
be a sex-driven vixen, but after nearly a month since she became my
slave, her insatiable appetite for more had yet to show any signs
of subsiding. Perhaps the kind of overload she was about to
experience would temper her ravenous desires. It was mainly my
fault, because I indulged her since I first plundered her
virginity. Who wouldn’t? Trish was a sexually exciting
eighteen-year-old girl, who wanted to experience everything she
could.

As I turned on the Sybians, starting
them out slow and steady, I was eager to see how they would react
to this game. They began moaning and grinding like Trish almost
immediately, as the machines began to work their magic on them.
With the slaves riding along at the low speed, Al and I began
watching the football game. It was about halfway through the first
quarter when we were surprised that Alexis was the first to beg to
come.

“PLEASE LET ME COME MASTER!”
Alexis cried out. My answer to her was to dial up the Sybian a
little higher. Alexis gasped for a moment before her body started
to quake, making her tits bounce, even as tightly bound and swollen
as they were. Then, she screamed, “THANK YOU MASTER! OH FUCK! OH
FUCK! THANK YOU!”

As she was screaming her appreciation,
both Selena and Trish began making their pleas. They both got the
same answer, and like Alexis, they had the same reaction. The sound
of three slaves howling in sexual delight made it hard to watch the
game, but it was worth it. Their first orgasms were quickly
followed by more, as I kept the Sybians running at the higher level
without a break.

By the end of the first quarter Alexis
had the lead with four orgasms, and was on the brink of a fifth.
Selena and Trish both had three and were grinding away to reach the
fourth, but that was when I stopped all three machines. They all
groaned in a clearly disappointed way, but they were also gasping
for breath and drenched in sweat. The sight of three tightly bound
and sweaty slaves trying to regain their senses after just a half
hour of riding upon their Sybians was delightful.

“No talking slaves,” I
announced over the loudspeaker mounted in the ceiling. “You get a
short rest for doing such a good job acting like three horny sluts.
Rest up, that was just a short introduction, Selena knows, but she
will say no more.”

Al and I went back to watching TV, at
least until my five-minute timer went off and I started the second
round for our slaves. This time I dialed it up a little higher, not
quite half-speed, leaving plenty of room to draw out the game. The
way they reacted when their mechanical steeds began rumbling again
was a thing of beauty, three enslaved sirens moaning like the
deranged sluts they were becoming.

Did I mention that Trish was at her
gushing best right from the start, forming a puddle under her
stool? It was comprised of her abundant girl juice, which had
poured down the sides of the Sybian she was straddling. The other
two started squirting in round two, adding to the small pond that
Trish began forming in round one. We missed most of the second
quarter watching their excessively messy round of increasingly wet
orgasms. It was punctuated by the way they wailed when they
approached the brink and screamed in satisfaction when they
came.

Trish notched four more orgasms in this
round, and so did Selena, but surprisingly it was Alexis who
shuddered her way through five. I had to admit, she was a redhead,
and fuck the stereotype, I have seen how freaking hot they can get.
By halftime, we gave the girls a second break. They all had their
heads slumped forward and continued to twitch long after their
sexual steeds stopped rumbling.

Since we had a little while before the
second half we grabbed a half dozen liter bottles of ice-cold water
and headed downstairs to hydrate our slaves. We first poured a
bottle down each of their throats, nearly drowning them with their
heads pulled back by their hair and the bottle jammed into their
mouths. Once they were empty, and while they tried to catch their
breaths, we doused their heads with the other three.

They were shivering by the time we
finished showering them in ice cold water, but just for good
measure, we stuffed them with painfully large butt plugs too. They
were warned that if they expelled them, they would be severely
punished. Now that they were prepped for the second half of this
game, we told them where they stood in the standings, and left them
to await the next assault.

When they kicked off the second half on
TV, I started our slaves up again at about two thirds power. All
three reacted with deep groans and shudders, as the suddenly
intense stimulation after a quarter hour of respite caught them all
off guard. It took less than a minute for Alexis to start begging
with Trish and Selena right on her heels. Luckily the game on the
TV was quickly becoming a blow out, and that made it more
compelling to watch our slaves riding an erotic whirlwind. It
became hard to tell whether the orgasms ebbed and flowed or just
became a single nonstop climax. The fact that they found it harder
and harder to beg, first slurring words, and then just babbling
like they were insane, showed how far they were being
pushed.

At the end of round three we shut them
down, just calling it a tie since we lost count of how many orgasms
each of them had. After a short discussion, and seeing how they
were all slumped forward and drooling like idiots, we decided to
give them a longer break. Not for their benefit mind you, but we
knew that a half hour of peace and quiet would incite a more
traumatic effect on them when the final round began.

We ignored them at that point,
surprisingly finding that the losing team was mounting a comeback
on the TV. The fourth quarter turned into an exciting back and
forth, and the game was decided on the final play with no time left
on the clock. But as fun as that was, once the football game ended,
we headed downstairs to witness our slaves’ final ride in
person.

If they were not asleep, they were on
the fringe of it, and showed no signs they noticed our arrival. We
remained very quiet, not wanting to disturb them until we fired up
the machines they straddled. I took my place just behind Trish,
while Al moved behind Selena. Once we were ready, I woke them up by
turning the Sybians to full speed.

Their heads snapped back and their eyes
went wide before they all began shrieking and shuddering
uncontrollably. They saw us but they could not react to it, as they
were already screaming incoherently. Their juices started flowing
copiously, as they were catapulted into a massive multi-orgasmic
odyssey that their already muddled minds could not handle. We had
decided that this round would last until they passed out from
sexual overload.

The number they had no longer mattered
to us, as the final result was meant to hit them so hard that they
would never forget it. They would also end up so sensitive and sore
that they would cry every time we fucked them for the next week. We
screwed them plenty as a harsh reminder, and that session had
clearly tempered Trish’s ravenous hunger, for a while anyway. But
most importantly, it was that experience that transformed Alexis
into a fully compliant, and more importantly, enthusiastic
slave.

After seeing her new and fully invested
approach to her role during my first fuck of Alexis as our slave,
Al and I discussed how we could better utilize our newest devotee.
It seemed a shame that poor Alexis spent her nights alone now that
she had so passionately joined or ranks. That was when Al told me
about an offer he recently turned down, but could still accept.
Though it was not something we ever considered, we had not thought
about keeping three sexually insatiable vixens satisfied. So, we
did yet another unplanned thing to balance the load.


Chapter 16: Tying Up a Few Loose Ends

 


After the competition ended, and we
gave them a few hours to recover their senses, they all learned a
new lesson. Each of them was, one by one, bent over the kitchen
table and given a nice hard fuck. They offered no resistance, but
they found they were so sore and sensitive that it made them cry.
They were admonished for being so slutty that we needed to do this,
and to remember that we would determine when they got relief, no
matter how horny they were.

Amazingly, Alexis was the only one to
climax like a wild animal, despite the pain she felt and the tears
she shed. Neither Selena or Trish had an orgasm when they got their
cunts reamed after riding the Sybian, and it proved how right I was
to target Alexis, she had become a sexual dynamo. That wild
coupling prompted the newest modification to our overall retirement
plan.

After we were done, we sent them to
bathe and doll themselves up before we announced the results of
their competition. I had Al call to confirm we could make another
acquisition, and he did. Feeling our solution, though it was odd
for us, should do the trick. We ended up watching football
highlights while our tamed tarts cleaned up and made their hot
young bodies pretty for us. We had laid out outfits for each of
them in my bedroom, just outside the large master bath that I sent
them to bathe.

When they came back downstairs, our
three youthful slaves looked splendid in the sheer lingerie they
were wearing. Selena wore a black baby doll, Trish wore a pink one,
and Alexis was decked out in bright red. They wore matching
stockings, G-string panties, and high heeled sandals, and when they
knelt in a line in front of the fireplace, they looked sexy as
hell.

I wasted no time, when I said, “I think
you all know that Alexis is far and away the most orgasmic. Trish,
you were the wettest, but all of you proved that you need plenty of
discipline to learn to control those wildly slutty libidos of
yours.”

“As the horniest slut, and
therefore the one in need of the most discipline, Alexis will serve
both Al and I equally. But you will also answer to Selena and
Trish, as a slave for the slaves. They will help keep you both
disciplined and properly in heat. But that goes for all of you, as
I’m calling Trish and Selena a tie in the contest.”

“That means that you two
need to learn a few things from this amazingly horny house slut.
And now that I think about it, it will be what she is called from
now on, Alexis no longer exists. What do you have to say about that
house slut?” I asked, looking directly into the now nameless
redhead’s eyes.

“The house slut thanks her
Master and begs a favor,” she replied sexily.

“It depends on what you ask,
if it pleases me then yes, but if not, I will have to punish you
severely.”

“Yes Master, thank you
Master. House slut would like to call her sister slaves Mistress
from now on, since I will be serving them as their slave,” she
answered so sweetly. I remembered that same tone of voice and look
of devotion, just like Trish gave me when she totally surrendered
to me.

“That pleases me slave, but
I have more to tell you. Tomorrow Master Al will take a short trip
to collect one more additional slave. He is simply called the gimp.
He is a scrawny little male submissive that we purchased from a
friend of Al’s. House slut will call him Master Gimp, since she
will be his slave too.”

I noticed that house slut looked the
most interested, as she had not bonded to us as tightly as Serena
or Trish. To make things perfectly clear, I also said, “He is being
brought here because he has a big dick, and all three of your horny
little twats could use an extra cock to ride. It also gives house
slut someone to cuddle with at night, and believe me, no two nights
will ever be the same for the two of you.”

“Now, it may be late, but Al
and I are hungry, so Selena will fire up the grill and you two,” I
said pointing at Trish and Alexis, “will get the steaks we
defrosted in the fridge before meeting Selena out on the
deck.”

They answered, “Yes Master,” in a very
lyrical chorus. Then they scampered off to do my
bidding.

As I mentioned, we just had our first
snow and it was below freezing outside, so my order carried a
weight that went far beyond cooking a meal. Clad only in skimpy
lingerie was not nearly sufficient to combat the biting cold
outside, which would force our lovelies to huddle around the grill
to keep from freezing while they cooked our meal. Al and I swept
the snow off the deck earlier, so at least they wouldn’t have to
walk through it in the open toed sandals they were
wearing.

Al and I enjoyed watching our three
snow bunnies shivering in front of the grill, trying to offset the
bone chilling mountain air. Lucky for them we liked our steaks
grilled on the highest burner setting with the lid open, just five
minutes per side, so the outside was charred and the inside a nice
pink. That allowed them to feel more warmth from the grill, but
they still visibly shivered the whole time. When they were done and
entered the house, you could see they were desperate for
warmth.

“We will eat here,” I said
pointing at the table, and our trembling pair of new slaves put our
plates down in front of us. “Now, all three of you will go and
huddle together on the hearth to warm up while we eat.”

We enjoyed our steaks and watched the
slaves recovering, all of them sitting on the six-foot-wide hearth.
The had their feet up on it too, as they all huddled with their
knees bent and their arms hugging them. By the time we finished
eating our juicy steaks the girls appeared to have thawed, and I
suspect they were wondering why I made them go out like that on
such a cold night.

“Not that I think any of you
would ever try, but should you ever think of trying to escape, you
might last half an hour out there. You know how bad it was after
only fifteen minutes. By the time it warms up outside the three of
you won’t know how to survive without us, so it will be a moot
point by then. Now, have you all warmed up yet?”

“Yes Master,” came another
lyrical reply from our sexy trio.

“Good, now stand up, lose
the panties, and bend over the hearth with your asses facing us,” I
said.

They obeyed immediately and in a few
moments, we could see their beautifully adorned pussies facing us
from between their gorgeous rump cheeks. Al and I stood up and
walked over to them, both of us carrying paddles. We gave them a
nice paddling, turning all six of their lower cheeks a bright pink.
Then we finger banged them to orgasms with Al pumping Selena and me
using both hands to finger fuck both Alexis and Trish to squirting
orgasms.

Knowing we had a busy day coming, we
retired to our bedrooms. Alexis was more than a little thrilled
when Al told her that he and Selena would let her share their bed
that night. I took my nymphet to bed and we had the most explosive
sexual tryst yet, and I was not surprised that Trish cried out her
love for me during it. I did not reciprocate, I just told her that
a true slave should love her Master. Then I fucked her so hard I
made her pass out again.

The next day we went down for breakfast
and found Alexis and Selena already making breakfast. Al had left a
note that he headed out very early and would be back by noon with
our newest slave. Though our careers had always been about the
acquisition of female slaves, and we had no sexual attraction to
male slaves at all, we realized that these three nymphets might
wear us down. Having a slave cock to keep them hot and horny while
we recharged our batteries was a prudent measure.

When Al arrived later that morning, I
already gave the slaves instructions on how we would welcome our
new purchase. This poor guy was a submissive and a masochist, who
had been used in a way that aligned with what we planned for him.
His prior owner just added a submissive couple to his stable, and
considered this one an expendable excess.

As they entered the great room I liked
the way this gimp was attired, and decided right then and there
that it was the way he would remain. He was wearing a skintight
black latex body suit. It clung to his skinny frame like a second
skin, except for the ridiculous little white lace apron that was
covering his loins. His arms were trapped behind his back in a
latex armbinder just above where his bare buttocks were exposed
through an opening in the back of the suit. To add to his travail,
he was wearing spike heeled boots. The heels had to be four inches
high, and he still didn’t reach six feet tall in them.

His face was a mystery, since the suit
had a built-in, form fitting latex helmet, a pair of black out
goggles, and a large red ball gag. We were told that he was
permanently depilated from scalp to toes, which made it easier to
get him out of his suit for the occasional cleaning. Al marched him
over to stand facing away from the fireplace and in the direction
of the couch. With his goggles on he could not see me sitting there
with Trish on my lap and the other two slaves kneeling beside my
legs.

“Can you hear me gimp? That
is what they call you, right?” I asked.

He nodded, and I added, “My partner and
I have purchased you and you now belong to us. Your purpose will be
to serve two of our sexy young slave girls with your cock, which I
heard is impressive. Al, why don’t you remove the apron that our
sissy gimp is wearing so we can see it?” I asked Al, who was
standing beside the gimp.

Once Al untied the string behind the
gimp’s back, and the apron fell to the floor, all three of my slave
girls gasped. His flaccid cock looked bigger than most erections.
But I think the twin set of barbells piercing it just below his
bulbous circumcised head is what garnered that reaction. They were
inserted perpendicular to each other so that the four balled ends
equally surrounded the head of his shaft. I had to imagine that
they would really stoke up any pussy they fucked, and would make
anal sex for the recipient far more challenging.

“That is quite a cock little
boy. Now I mentioned that you will serve two of our slave girls,
but we have a third that will serve as your slave mate. We call her
house slut, and she is about to crawl to you and suck your cock.
Would you like that?” I asked, smiling when he nodded vigorously in
agreement.

I slapped house slut on the back of her
head, and she understood it was a command, quickly crawling over to
her new slave/Master. She avidly sucked on his staff once she took
it into her mouth, and in less than a minute she made it hard as a
rock. I could see that she had done her job and ordered her to stop
and let us see his fully engorged erection.

When house slut moved aside I noted
that the studded bars, which had stuck out from his cock when it
was limp, now dug deep into the swollen flesh. This made the head
bulge and look almost purple. His cock had to be two inches thick
and ten long, it was gargantuan. I may have been jealous in my
earlier days, but I knew Trish and Selena had already bonded with
us and being fucked by a bigger cock would not sway them. House
slut was different story, as I was pretty sure he was going to make
her hungrier and even more invested in her new life as our communal
slave.

In order to start that process, I said,
“Let’s string her up Al, house slut’s new Master should claim her
cunt as soon as possible.”

We worked quickly to cuff house slut’s
wrists and hoist her up high enough that her toes could barely
touch the floor. Then we moved the gimp so he was standing face to
face with her, and ordered the other two slaves to lift house
slut’s legs up and out to the sides. I stood right behind house
slut before I gripped her flanks and lifted her high enough to
steer her hot wet cunt onto it. When I let go she sunk onto it
while screaming a thank you to her new Master. When I motioned for
Trish and Selena to let go of her legs I was not surprised that
house slut wrapped them around the gimp’s hips, crossing her feet
behind his back to grip him tightly.

I had witnessed slaves made to copulate
together with some of my clients, but until now, I did not
appreciate how entertaining it was. Seeing these two horny and
entirely submissive slaves rutting like a pair of dogs in heat was
quite a show. After a few minutes into the show, I decided to let
the gimp see who he was fucking, so I removed his goggles. The way
he reacted suggested house slut’s beauty inspired him, because his
hips went wild, banging into her like a rutting bull.

When house slut begged to come, I
remained silent, but her gimp Master was nodding furiously. House
slut looked at me in confusion, so I said, “You heard your Master
slave.”

She apparently understood what I was
saying, because she faced the gimp and cried out, “THANK YOU
MASTER!”

That didn’t slow down the gimp a bit,
in fact, he seemed to put even more effort into fucking her
senseless. She begged for, and received, two more orgasms before I
stopped them and pulled the gimp away. House slut was still
twitching after they separated, and I took a close look into her
eyes, smiling when she whispered a barely audible, ‘Thank you
Master,’ to me.

The gimp was surveying the other two
slaves while I was looking at house slut, and his cock was bobbing
like a cork in rough waters. One other aspect of the male slave was
his inability to climax without a direct order from his owner.
After his interrupted romp with house slut, our gimp was sporting
an angry red erection that craved relief.

“Would you like to get
fucked by that cock slaves?” I asked Trish and Selena, who were
still staring at it like it was a rock star.

They looked at each other, nodded
slightly, and answered together, “Only if it pleases you
Master.”

I laughed and said, “It does, now get
down on your hands and knees facing each other.” As they assumed
their positions on the floor, Al and I released his arms from the
arm binder, as I said, “You will fuck the black-haired slave first,
and when we think she had had enough, you will fuck the blonde.
When we think you have pleased them enough we will let you come in
your slave’s mouth. Understood?”

The gimp vigorously nodded again, as he
massaged his arms to get the circulation back. I added, “Of course
you will mount and ride them like a dog, no face to face sex with
these two slaves, and only occasionally with yours.” I smiled at
him when he nodded again, just before getting on his knees and
mounting Selena.

Her squeal of painful delight when he
shoved his cock deep into her pussy indicated how huge his cock
truly was. We had him fuck her to two orgasms, and of course, Al
granted her permission when she begged for them. I took note how
hungry Trish looked as she watched her sister slave getting
throttled like a cheap whore. With his arms free the gimp was using
Selena’s long hair like a pair of reigns. This made her face
forward, revealing how much she was loving his cock inside
her.

After Selena was granted her second
climax I ordered the gimp to mount Trish. After a similar gasping
reaction to his hard penetration of her love tunnel, my bitch was
begging to climax in less than a minute. At least Selena held out
for a few minutes, an indication of how horny Trish remained even
after her debilitating Sybian ride. It would take some time to
train her to be strong enough to hold back her very powerful sexual
desires.

Trish lasted almost five more minutes
before begging for her second climax. In that time, we lowered and
released the house slut and had her kneel next to the gimp to watch
her third Master fuck her one-time friend and new Mistress. Once
Trish started her second climax, another voluminous gusher, I
grabbed the gimp’s shoulders and pulled him back before turning him
so his soaking wet cock was aimed right at the house
slut.

“Suck him until he comes and
swallow every drop slut,” I said, as I stared at the cock hungry
slut ogling his monster shaft.

House slut did not hesitate, not even
bothering to thank me, as she went after his shaft like a starving
baby. She must have hit a chord with him, because he began moaning
and grabbed the sides of her head. Watching the slave who was once
called Alexis sucked him until he came with his cock deep inside
her mouth was another act that was strangely intriguing to
watch.

He let out a strange kind of whining
noise when he came, and house slut sealed her lips tight around his
shaft, determined not to lose a drop of his spunk. Al and I
collected our well-shafted slaves once house slut went to work,
making them suck our cocks while we watched the spectacle the gimp
and house slut were providing to us. We chose to wait for our
climaxes after gimp boy came, taking all of our slaves down to the
dungeon for some afternoon discipline.

Before we punished the females, we
strung the gimp up by his ankles, and had the other slaves whip his
ass, cock, and balls. He was left whimpering when they were done,
all while we hung the three females by the wrists in a circle. We
gave them a strong whipping that propelled them into a painful
dance-like frenzy. Once they were all properly chastised the slaves
made us supper before we all returned to the dungeon to set up our
new slave couple for their first night together.

They were put in a very intimate
position inside a long narrow box that resembled a coffin. Gimp was
on his back with Alexis lying on top of him. She had her face
plastered in his crotch and was told to not let his dick out of her
mouth all night. Similarly, we wedged his head up so his face was
buried in her pussy, and told him to lick and kiss her twat as much
as he wanted.

We had removed his gag so he could, and
as soon as we did, gimp said, “Thank you Master, you are far too
kind.”

“You may think so now, but
this is just day one, wait until you see what life will be like
here,” I said, just before I closed the lid and sealed them in
pitch darkness.

After that night we noticed how their
bond with each other was established. It was helped along by
spending almost every night together in enforced and intimately
humiliating positions. At first we let them get some sexual
satisfaction during their shared nights, but once we saw how deeply
house slut and her Master bonded with each other, we terminated
that privilege.

They were put in positions that only
allowed them to tease each other, taking away the only bit of
freedom they had. As with our own slave girls, we maintained total
control of their sexual relief. The only times they were allowed to
share sexual pleasure were in painful ways or positions with the
rest of us as audience. They were granted no quiet intimate time
like Trish and Selena spent with us, those two were only allowed
sexual release when put on display and viewed as a
spectacle.

All in all, we soon found that adding
the gimp did make life more interesting, and with his youthful
capacity for staying hard, he provided the occasional rest Al and I
needed. When we let him shaft the house slut up her ass, we
confirmed that it was a less than pleasant experience for her.
Selena and Trish watched him make her scream and cry the first time
he took her anally and they quickly developed a healthy fear of
being taken that way by him.

We used it to our advantage,
threatening it as a punishment fuck if Trish or Selena were bad
enough to merit it. It was rare that we had him ream their rectums,
and that was on purpose. House slut became used to it eventually,
as we had him ass fuck her several times a week. After a half dozen
painful couplings, she started loving it and began coming during
her anal assaults, but only when her gimp Master permitted
it.

As the winter months set in, we lived
inside our stronghold with enough food and supplies to last until
spring. During those six months, Al and I fully trained our three
slave girls and the gimp. As I predicted, not only did they all
become devout slaves, they became entirely dependent on us. As
proof of that, when we received our next supply order in March, I
tested them. We had a pallet of supplies dropped off at the cabin
down below our homes, and once the driver left, I sent our slaves
down the elevator to collect it.

My orders were simple, unwrap and
unload the pallet piece by piece into the elevator. They looked
surprised that we sent them down without either of us to monitor
them, but we watched them do exactly as they were told. They never
could have actually escaped, but it was the best opportunity we
ever gave them. They merely emptied the pallet into the elevator
and the filed into it to return to us.

They came back up and we directed them
where to put everything away, knowing that we achieved our main
goal. We had the slaves we needed to feed our kinky hungers and
care for our home, and all of them had no desire or intention for
it to ever end. And even now, years later, it hasn’t.

I hope you all enjoyed my little story,
but I must conclude it here, I have been neglecting Trish as I
wrote it. Time to whip her sweet ass before I give her a nice hard
fuck, the kind my slave girl still loves as much as she loves
me.


Epilogue: My Slave’s Final Disclosure

 


I am often called Trish, but I just
consider myself as my Master’s slave girl. I just turned
twenty-one, not that time matters to me anymore, but I say it to
note that I have served my Master for nearly three years. He
captured me and took control of my life when he brought my friend
Alexis and I here to serve him. She was his first choice, but I was
a virgin and more submissive at the time, so he claimed me instead.
I cannot thank him enough for making me His chosen slave. My sister
slaves and I serve him and his partner, Master Al in their private
retreat.

I just read his account of how he found
and trained us, so you know how it all happened. What he wants me
to relate is how my relationship has evolved with my old friend
Alexis, who is now merely called the house slut. As friends she
used to call the shots and I followed her around like a puppy, but
now she licks my ass like my good little bitch. Don’t get me wrong,
we are closer than we ever were, but she answers to me when my
Master commands me to dominate her.

House slut’s gimp/Master came to us in
a skintight latex wardrobe, which inspired my Master to have them
both serve us in comparable uniforms. He could have just fitted
house slut with a suit similar to the gimp’s, but he decided that
she needed to be denuded from head to toe first, just like her
gimp/Master. It had been several months into our slavery when he
told her what he planned, and when he did, she almost had an orgasm
it excited her so much.

Of course, it required shearing off her
beautiful red mane, which turned out to be the most erotic haircut
I ever witnessed. Master had her sit on a stool facing a mirror in
his bathroom, while Selena and I stood at his sides. We braided her
hair into a ponytail that started at the nape of her neck and ended
well below her shoulder blades. Then we watched him slowly run
electric shears from the front to the back of her head, while we
collected the loose hair that was not held by her braid.

The look on house slut’s face during
the entire process seemed like she was in a trance watching how
different she was beginning to look. She was helped along by the
gimp, who was kneeling between her thighs licking her ringed clit.
He was a special gift my Master gave her for becoming so aroused at
the prospect of becoming a permanently hairless slave girl. Since
the gimp had been depilated the same way, I was pretty sure that
they would look like strange aliens when we watched them sexually
perform for our entertainment.

It took almost an hour to clip away the
bulk of her ample mane. We were careful to collect all of it
because Master planned to attach it to a butt plug that would
display it by blossoming from her asshole. Once we removed the bulk
of her hair, we were tasked to shave her entire body. Master left
to prepare the special salve she would be coated in to kill all her
hair follicles. The gimp told us how he was depilated one body part
at a time, because the mixture his original owner provided to us
burned so painfully. We knew it did no long-term damage, as the
gimp’s skin was smooth and normal looking when we received him
after his full treatment.

My Master decided that, in spite of the
gimp’s experience, house slut should be denuded in just one
session. He knew it would the most painful thing she would ever
have to experience as his slave, but he told me that he thought
even that much painful stimuli assailing her every pore would
arouse her. As horny as I was, house slut put us all to shame. He
also told me that I would be the one to prove his
theory.

Once we finished shaving house slut,
Selena and I brought her to our Master. He had a special rigging
set up in his dungeon so we could easily slather the painful
depilatory salve all over her body. Thin steel bands were fitted
around her wrists, loose enough to get the balm under them, but
tight enough that her hands could not slip out of them. House
slut’s arms were drawn out to her sides, anchored to two columns
with thick chains. Her ankles were locked in similar metal cuffs
and pulled apart by more chains bolted to the bases of the same
uprights.

Even with a freshly shaven scalp
replacing her once voluminous locks of vibrant red hair, house slut
looked so sexy stretched out standing between the beams. Once her
limbs were secure we glued special plastic covers around her eyes,
Master had decided that she would keep her eyelashes, albeit with a
future modification. We also fitted a strapless inflatable gag
between her teeth, inflating it until her cheeks bulged and there
was no way she could spit it out of her mouth.

Now that she was prepared, Master
brought the gimp to her, even though he begged for permission to
skip her depilation session. He had become quite fond of the sexy
redhead and did not want to see her suffer this treatment in a way
he knew would be far worse than the ones he had experienced. Master
told him that to remain her Master, the gimp would need to watch
her become as hairless as he was.

He even gave him a speech to recite to
her. When he was standing and facing her, the gimp said, “You are
my slave and you will soon look much like me, which is fitting
since we are the lowest of the low. Together we will serve our
Masters and their slaves as human chattel, used and abused for
their amusement. Though you cannot see me to draw your strength,
know that I am here waiting for you to emerge as my slave mate, in
both mind and body.”

After speaking his piece, the gimp
watched Selena and I begin to use paint brushes to cover house
slut’s body. We started at her feet and moved our way up, bypassing
her pussy, which would be the final area we would address. By the
time we coated her legs, our subject was already crying, screaming,
and shuddering from the way her legs burned. I almost felt sorry
for her when we painted her tits with the salve. By the time we
finished, after bathing her sex in pure pain, Selena and I backed
off as quickly as we could because house slut was struggling like a
chained tiger.

We watched her suffering for nearly
half an hour, as the treatment did its work. But just before the
time was up, Master handed me a greased dildo and a vibrator,
telling me to kneel between her legs and use them on her. He did
not tell me he lubed up the dildo with menthol gel, and given the
way she was reacting to the coating encasing her body, I did not
notice how the dildo furthered her suffering.

Not surprisingly, it took me a while to
work her into a sexual explosion. But after buzzing her clit and
churning the dildo in and out of her sex, my old friend erupted
like a volcano. Her cunt began gushing like a geyser, and as soon
as it did, I pulled out the dildo and scurried backward to avoid
the deluge. Watching her climaxing in the midst of the searing pain
was a sight to behold. Once again, I learned that my Master knew
his sluts better than we did.

That was when my Masters began to hose
her down, creating yet another show of her ability to scream and
shudder under extreme duress. But I must say, when they were done,
her body was indeed smooth as silk, but her skin remained an angry
pink color. When we removed her cuffs to release her, she wailed in
despair, as even the slightest touch sent stabbing pains through
her nervous system. She only found some relief after she was led to
a tub full of cool water and we helped her to lie down inside
it.

While she reclined in the water, slowly
recovering from her intense ordeal, Master removed her gag and the
opaque lenses covering her eyes. When she saw our Master hovering
over her, she gave him her thanks, though her voice cracked and she
sounded exhausted. It took several days before her flesh returned
to its normal alabaster color and she didn’t shriek at the
slightest touch.

I had to admit that I barely recognized
her as my old friend Alexis after she was denuded. Seeing her with
a bald scalp, coupled with her conspicuously absent eyebrows, she
looked like an alien creature. I can attest to her level of
suffering because, after the success of her treatment, Master
decided to depilate my pubic mound and pussy the same way.
Considering it felt like my crotch was set on fire, I can imagine
what it was like completely covered by that stuff.

After my crotch was done, I
learned that Al was not only my Master’s partner in training
slaves, he was also a tattoo artist. Selena never told me that he
personally inked her pubic tattoo, but when he did mine, I was in
heaven. He simply etched the words, ‘Master’s pet pussy,’ just above my
bejeweled sex. I wear it like a badge of honor. House slut, on the
other hand, had several demeaning messages etched onto her
body.

‘Community slut holes
below,’ was emblazoned boldly above her pussy, and the words
‘house slut’ and
‘slave’s slave,’
were inscribed in large letters across her buttocks, one phrase
along the top of each cheek. Given she no longer had eyebrows,
Master had Al ink a pair of silvery lightning bolts above her eyes.
They made her look even more alien, but when they coated her
eyelashes in a matching silver colored paint, she looked beyond
exotic, and sexier than ever. And once they received and fitted her
into a custom-made latex suit, along with her new red tail, she
looked like a living sex toy.

They chose a bright red color for her
suit, and once she was squeezed into the extremely tight garment,
house slut was a sight to see. It firmly encased her body with a
few necessary exceptions. The skull cap enclosed her entire head,
except for an oval section that left her face visible. The front of
it had an opening that left her sex and inked pubic mound
uncovered, and it continued around the back with a larger opening
to allow her labelled rump to remain bare and on display. Then
there was the other oval opening, this one for her tits, but it was
not quite wide enough to fit those ample mounds. It squeezed them
together and squashed them into a bloated look. Capped by her
elongated and always engorged nipples, with their studded barbells
squeezing into her swollen nubbins, her tits were quite a freakish
sight.

The arms had built in mittens, as they
decided her separate fingers were not required to perform most of
the tasks she would do. The bottoms of the legs were much like
stockings, and were hidden most of the time by the special boots
that came with the suit. They were knee high and black, to contrast
with the red suit. They had two-inch high toe platforms and
six-inch spiked heels that made her tower over six feet tall when
she was standing in them.

After her transformation into our
second latex slave, house slut was even more sexually ravenous than
before, if that was even possible. Even though I am a pure
submissive for my Master, and I know that I am a slave without a
doubt, I do enjoy the weekly punishment sessions Master has me give
to my old friend. After making her writhe and scream in pain, I
especially enjoy it when she worships my pussy afterward, as her
thanks for disciplining her sorry ass.

We are in the middle of one right now
and I am looking at her while I type. She is decked out in her
latex suit, standing a few feet in front of me. Her arms are welded
together in a matching latex arm binder behind her back and
one-foot long spreader bar connects her boots to each other at the
ankles. A stand sits on the floor between her booted feet, and the
pole that extends up from it terminates in a dildo buried deep
inside her studded twat.

She is mewling sadly, unable to say
anything, even if she wanted to. That is because her new tail plug
is currently wedged behind her teeth, as her asshole is otherwise
occupied. The sounds she is making might be caused by the enema
that is slowly filling her colon. More than a quart has already
drained into her, but since I put a half gallon into the enema bag,
she has a long way to go.

There were other forces at work on my
statuesque latex slave, like the steel dildo in her twat that is
sending potent electrical shocks into it every few minutes. Or
maybe it is the red wax candles mounted above her exposed and
bloated tits that were relentlessly dripping over them. They were
gradually making them match the color of her suit. Then again,
maybe it is the cattle prod that I randomly use to shock her clit
ring. At any rate, house slut is suffering so beautifully for me at
the moment.

As for my other sister slave Selena,
she was a bad girl yesterday. She went looking for a hard
punishment, which she is getting down in the dungeon right now. I
don’t think it is what she expected, because she looked scared when
they told her the gimp would punish her anally. The gimp’s cock is
a freak of nature and those studs around the head are amazing. My
Master’s pussy is getting wet just thinking about it. But, even
though Selena and I have learned to handle it when they order him
to bugger us with it, they eventually devised a new way to make it
a hellish experience.

They have a special latex sleeve they
have to fit over the gimp’s cock before it becomes erect. Then he
is stimulated to a full hard on and it molds itself around his
cock, covering the entire shaft, from the nut sack to its studded
head. Speaking of studs, the sleeve is covered in them, sharp ones
no less. I think I just heard Selena’s first scream, so I can guess
that the evil appendage was just now thrust deep inside her tight
asshole. Once he starts fucking her properly, the evil design will
become even more apparent to her, excruciatingly so. It took me a
week to recover when Master had him skewer me with it back
there.

Poor Selena, but she got what she asked
for, and I had to learn the hard way too. Overall, though, she is
like a sister to me now, as we are equally enthralled by our
powerful Masters. Many would consider our lifestyle a perverse and
abusive affair that would appall any decent person. I can tell you
that we are all deeply satisfied and content with our roles, even
my old friend is. The slut just had an unauthorized orgasm after I
shocked her clit with my cattle prod. I will end this tale now,
because I have to whip house slut’s buttocks for her orgasmic
reaction to the prod. I hope my short story about our lives here
has pleased you, because, as my Master’s willing and committed
slave that is all that I exist to do.

 


THE END
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