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It was one of those days. The third occupied cab splashed by in the early evening drizzle.   A dismal wet sheen reflected off the battered pot-holed street. Brenda just finished drying her hair, only to have it drenched.  She unfortunately forgot an umbrella in her haste. She knew better than to wait to the last minute to try to make the appointment, but her procrastination reared its ugly head again.  Getting a cab on a wet downtown Chicago evening was like finding the pot of gold at the end of the rainbow.  She sizzled for a few more moments and considered calling her customer when an unoccupied cab finally pulled around the corner with its illuminated tent light shining like a beacon in a storm.

“State and Division,” she said briskly to the middle-eastern cab driver who pulled away from the curb without comment.   

She now had about 10 minutes tops to figure out how to break it to her client that their latest prospect was not going to work.  It would be hard to figure out his reaction since he rarely showed any emotion.  Complicating the situation was that he seemed particularly interested in the prospect and Brenda hoped he wouldn’t hold it against her personally.  On another note, she secretly worried about how she looked.  Damn rain.

“Michael, sorry I’m late.  Have you been waiting long?” She asked, finding him on the last seat at the end of the long glowing bar of the trendy restaurant.  It lit his face a pale bluish white like a black UV lamp illuminates a white tee-shirt.  He could have passed for a vampire.  Michael sported a full head of short cropped brown hair in his mid-forties, but looked younger.  He was tall and muscular, not overdone like a body builder, but firm.

“No, the rain as usual made it impossible to get a cab.  I thought I would be the one apologizing.”  He replied with a smile that started to settle her mood.  “What are you drinking?”

“Cosmo,” she answered more as a reaction than actually thinking about what she really wanted.  “It’s pretty dead in here tonight,” she said as she looked around before taking a seat next to him.

“Yeah, I guess the rain scared a lot of people off.   Better for us, we get to sit at the bar instead of standing by it for a change.”  Michael watched intently as Brenda removed her coat and took a seat.  He scanned her slender body as she slithered onto the tall bar stool, causing the designed split in her skirt to pull open just an inch short of inappropriate.  Moving his eyes back up, he noticed that her hair was soaked.  “Forget an umbrella?” he asked with a smirk on his face. 

“Smart ass,” she quipped, smiling that he was taking notice.

“Actually, it’s looks kind of sexy.” 

OK, this is not going to be as easy as I thought, Brenda thought before steering the conversation.  “Thanks, but you might want to hear what I have to say before you start with the compliments.  It seems that our prospect has been showing signs of emotional problems.  After you viewed her tapes and photos last week, we taped a loud conversation she had with her boyfriend from surveillance in her bedroom.  When her boyfriend said he was thinking of leaving, she went into hysterics, quite out of context, unable to control herself.  She had been dating him only two or three weeks, so the response was off the charts.  We plan on watching her for a little while longer to confirm that this is not just a one-time thing before making a final decision, but it does not look promising.”

Michael drew a long breath as he scrutinized the news.  “Were there other incidents of this kind of behavior prior to that episode?” he asked.

“A few, but we couldn’t tell if some of her comments were just done in jest, since their relationship was so new.”

Michael turned slightly away from Brenda and faced the mirror on the other side of the bar.  He looked at himself wondering if he showed the apprehension he felt. His thoughts were interrupted by the bartender walking past his field of vison. He motioned to him.  “I need a shot, you in?”

“Sure,” Brenda said, trying to overcome the rising feeling that she really fucked up this time.  Did he notice why so many prospects have had disturbing problems of late, especially the attractive women?  Feeling guilty, she slammed the shot in perfect rhythm with him. 

“Are you going to be OK? “  She asked pretty much knowing the answer.

“Yes, but it is really getting hard to keep this lifestyle without many of the better looking prospects making it to the Program.  You know I hate my day job and I can’t make what I need without the right type of girl.  I plan to go fulltime, but these disappointments are starting to add up.”

“I understand,” she said, “I already have my eye on another prospect.  I met her at a business networking function last week.  You are sure to be impressed.” 

“Spoken like a true salesperson.”  Michael replied as he thought about his future peering over the tax reports of the dozens of top companies that came to him for advice.  It would be the death of him.  Even though he hated it, it had made him rich.

Michael looked over again at Brenda.  His mind wandered to the curves in front of him.  He contemplated making a move.  It sure seemed like she wanted him to, but common sense told him that would get messy fast.  No, you need to keep it in your pants, he said to himself fighting an uphill internal battle.  Without Brenda finding and analyzing prospects, he had no way to keep in the game.  She would probably work harder if they were intimate, maybe, at least for a little while.  What about a breakup?  Disastrous.  Go home Michael, he said to himself.

“Same place, same time, next week?” Michael asked after a long silence.  

“Aren’t we going to hang for a while, it’s raining out and we have unlimited booze staring at us?” Brenda tried, shifting unconsciously on the barstool, letting her legs do the talking and tempting.

“I guess one more wouldn’t hurt,” he said, hoping his libido wouldn’t get the better of him.  He did leave after one as he promised himself.

Brenda stayed for one drink too many and was unable to continue the mindless conversations with dull and married men for the last few hours after Michael left.  Intoxicated, she stumbled slightly while getting into her coat, trying to remember how their conversation ended.  Uneventfully she went back to the hotel alone. Inside her room, she shook the water from her rain soaked head, stripped off her clothes and lay naked on the floor of her luxurious hotel suite, not caring or aware if anybody watched her through the open windows.  If fact, she already put on the lights to make sure they did.  Maybe it would boost her diminished self-esteem to know that men and maybe even women ogled her from across the open span that stood between the closely aligned stylish skyscrapers.  Horny exhibiting herself, she stood up and put her high heels back on as she grabbed a diet cola out of the mini-bar.  She pranced around the ultra-modern room decorated in a black & white minimalistic style.  She settled into the squishy pads of a black leather loveseat that faced directly at the floor to ceiling windows and the view outside. 

Stroking herself softly on the insides of her thighs, she snuggled into the deep folds of the couch as it warmed to her skin.  The initial coolness felt heavenly in her drunken state.  Closing her eyes, she moved her fingertips slowly from her neck in a straight line towards her clit but stopped short and danced around it ever so closely while actually avoiding the growing bud.  Imagining that it was Michael touching her, she tickled and teased her smooth flesh as her breathing slowly increased.  Once sufficiently aroused, she moved her hands slowly up towards her breasts and gave her hardened nipples a squeeze that made her wince in painful pleasure.  She knew that her tall, lean, athletic body and long blonde hair spread out on the black leather must look quite appealing.  The thought of a few nameless and faceless viewers watching her turned her on.  She kept her eyes closed so she wouldn’t chicken out at the last moment before arching her back, erupting into a flurry of spasms, climaxing.  Instantly relaxed, she passed out on her loveseat stage.  She was unaware that she became the topic of discussion for a few people from the neighboring structure, especially after the rain abated and the sky was clear. 

In that building next to the hotel where Brenda had put on her show, Michael Stillman stood with his good friend and confidant, John.  They smiled as they moved away from the powerful telescope that brought them close to the action, which had just dwindled as the performer fell asleep. 
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“Now do you understand that she wants you?” John quipped to Michael as he refilled their drinks in his luxurious condo.

“I guess it is pretty obvious, but you know I can’t take a chance like that.  Finding someone with her unique qualifications doesn’t come about every day.  Hot chicks do.  Speaking of hot chicks, let’s look at the videos of Karen again.  I am really getting a feeling that Brenda might be holding off the best prospects for ‘personal’ reasons.  What do you think?”  Michael asked his friend. 

“Sure,” John said as he moved to put the DVD into the player.  After a few moments the picture jumped to life on the wide screen TV mounted above the red granite topped entertainment center made of cherry wood in a Scandinavian design.  They sat down on suede bar stools and watched the view of a beautiful, full bodied redhead as she cleaned her apartment in somewhat tight sweats and tee-shirt.  It was obvious that she did not wear a bra and her hefty bosoms swayed with the motion of the vacuum cleaner.  Too bad the video was low resolution in black and white from the secret surveillance camera.  It might have actually made a good voyeur film for the countless peeping toms on the internet.

“I really don’t know, Mike.  Sometimes it seems possible, but it is almost too arrogant on your part.  You are not that much of a stud.”  John laughed while sipping the drink he vowed would be his last for the night.  “Sure Brenda may like you, but she wants to make money too.  She is not what you would call independently wealthy. Did you say that she has another possibility other than Karen here?”

“Yep, Brenda met her at a business function last week.  She anticipates getting some video and pictures by the end of the week.  Her name is Jena Hamilton and she just graduated college from a top rated university here in Chicago.  She understands that her brains and looks will carry her only so far.  It’s the underlying drive that fuels her desire to make it big.   I wonder if some problem will show up here too.  If it does we might want to consider a search to replace Brenda.” 

“That’s way too big of a question for us to tackle in our state of mind or should I say our lack of state of mind.” John said getting close to slurring his words.  “It’s 3am and our exhibitionist sales representative has just passed out and we should follow suit.  Let’s get some shut eye. OK?”

“OK,” Mike said making his way to the guest bedroom.  “Thanks for letting me crash here.”

In the morning Michael made his way back to the Gold Coast area where he lived in a million dollar plus condo which took up half the floor overlooking Lake Michigan and part of the city.  It was Saturday morning and he had a full agenda.  He had three tax documents to review before Monday morning and his heart was not in it.  True, he made a nice penny doing so, but the work was excruciatingly repetitive and boring.  Anybody else doing the work would be puzzled, but he has been doing it for so long, it came naturally to him without thinking.  He finished his comments by around 4PM and satisfied that he might be able to get out with John tonight.   He was just about to call him when the phone rang.

“Good afternoon sunshine,” Brenda chirped overcoming the hangover that nagged her.  “How are you feeling?”

“Just peachy,” he responded. 

“Want to get some dinner?” she asked.

“Sorry, I made plans to go out with John, but feel free to join us. Fair warning though, we might be hitting a strip club later.  I am going to try to talk him into that new pub on Dearborn Street to get a bite first.” 

“Sounds like fun.” Brenda smiled at the thought of teasing him with a bit of girl-on-girl action by submitting to lap dances. It just might entice him enough into action later. 

Michael called John and worked out the plans for the night and pleaded with him to make sure nothing happened between him and Brenda, no matter how drunk they got.  John agreed, but not without a few derogatory comments.

After a few beers and some delicious mini-burgers, the party of three took a cab to a high class Gentlemen’s Club in the loop, the business section of downtown Chicago.  Brenda was dressed to kill in sky high stiletto heels and a short satin mini-dress which fit like a second skin. The somewhat transparent material allowed her erect nipples to be seen and admired.  Being the exhibitionist she is, her panties were mysteriously missing, which was clearly evident through the flimsy material.  She was all set to compete with the paid performers at the next stop. 

They arrived and were escorted close to the main stage and seated on a low soft leather conversation pit, evidently a smart move on part of the club to show off the stimulating new customer in plain view of the other patrons.  Brenda had a number of very sexy lap dances performed with some of the hottest strippers almost immediately.  Half of them didn’t even ask for payment. The sexy girls put out their best efforts too, knowing the men were watching and they were next.  Call it advertising.  It took a lot of will power on Michael’s part not to ask Brenda home for a nightcap, when she made her usual moves toward him. 

“Let’s hit the road,” Michael abruptly said to the dismay of Brenda.  He was seriously fighting a growing urge to fuck her, while fantasizing about bringing one of the strippers home with them to help out.  He would need some release soon or he would erupt. It was a good thing that John noticed and took the lead to get everybody home separately. 

“Thanks for bailing me out,” Michael said to John after the cab dropped Brenda off first.  “I’ll call you when I get some tape and pictures of Jena, the new prospect.  Brenda has an event at the Ritz Carlton on Thursday, where she thinks Jena will show up.  I have been considering going myself in light of the recent ‘problem’ she has been having in getting quality into the Program.”

“That’s a great idea Mike,” John replied optimistically. “You could get your own impression and then see if it matches up with her analysis.” 

“I also am not giving up on that redhead Karen either.  Maybe I could swing my own meeting with her at some time in the near future.”  Michael contemplated the implications of stepping into Brenda’s line of work and the possible consequences.  After some deliberation, he decided to call Brenda on Monday and invite himself to the networking event at the Ritz.  He was sure that this would cause some tension.
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Brenda dug through her suitcase trying to get the perfect outfit for the upcoming Ritz meeting.  This was going to be tough.  She wanted to look spicy for Michael, but would also have to look the part of mentor for Jena.  After all, it was a business meeting and not a club outing.  Brenda promised to teach Jena the proper way to network at these types of events.  After trying on a half dozen outfit combinations, she ended up with a tight skirt that went just above her knees accompanied by a push up bra and buttoned blouse, purposely leaving one extra button undone.  Who was going to say anything she thought. Definitely not Michael and Jena was too naive to know the difference.   She knew her outfit might cause some comments from some other members, but she was here in Chicago for a limited time and could care less.

Jena Hamilton, an early twenty-something, was going through a similar dressing dilemma about 5 miles away in the Lincoln Park neighborhood. Located just outside the upper north side of downtown Chicago, where most of the upscale dining, drinking and shopping took place. The district is a crowded locale with small apartments in 3 story row houses providing quarters for young people just getting started in life after college. Small sundry restaurants, older bars and boutique retail stores pepper the busy city streets. Lively pedestrian walkways afford great people watching for the younger generation to scope out potential friends and lovers. Highly sought after and expensive, it takes younger people that have ambition or extra resources to live there. Jena wasn’t lucky enough to have rich parents, but she did have the drive to succeed. This was only her second time out to a business networking function.  She remembered how the first one didn’t quite work out.  She was over conservative and dressed like she was going to church.  Little did she realize that when she got there, many of the experienced women knew how to be provocative without looking slutty. Those women seemed to have men and women alike flocking to them, making connections.  The problem she had though, was that her wardrobe was in extremes; proper, casual or club wear.  Well, the conservative look didn’t work, so she had no other option than to go aggressive.  She searched through her club wear and tried to find the least provocative attire, which was kind of a challenge for a budding exhibitionist.  She finally ended up with a pair of black tight dress pants and 5-inch heels that were needed so her pants didn’t drag.  It was very difficult to hide or downplay her large breasts, so she put on a thin transparent bra, which scarcely supported her heavy assets, over a blue semi-transparent top.  At least the top she decided on did not have much cleavage nor were her nipples very visible through the thin material. The dilemma she had, though, was when her large nipples were erect; they stood up easily and proudly without any opposition from the clothing.  She hoped it wasn’t too much, but she didn’t really have a choice with her limited wardrobe.  She was hoping to bump into Brenda, whom she had met at her first networking function.  She considered asking her for some help about proper dress and possibly some insight into the best places to shop for appropriate clothing.

The meeting at the Ritz moved quickly to capacity, probably due to the pleasant weather that evening.  The hotel was old and spacious.  The ballroom used for the event had enormous crystal chandeliers illuminating the ever growing crowd with soft light. Walls of deeply embossed foil and velvet fabric were synchronized with a complex patterned rug that seemed to stretch for a hundred yards. It had old world charm and probably looked that way 50 years ago.  Brenda and Michael checked in at a table filled with nametags and immediately headed to the bar.  After commandeering two quick drinks, they made their way to the hors d’oeuvres table, where a line was already forming.  Filling the small plates, they found a ledge to set them down on while scanning the crowd for Jena.  Brenda stood very close to Michael, brushing her body against his arm.  He did not pull away. 

“Do you have any more news on Karen?”  Mike asked, not anticipating much.

“Actually, yes, and it has become worse. She is stalking her boyfriend of 3 weeks.  This behavior is pretty pathetic if you ask me.  You would find nothing but trouble if you moved forward, so at this point I would suggest you don’t,” Brenda remarked knowing it would not please him.  Michael wasn’t surprised.

“So what story did you make up to tell Jena why you are in town?” Mike asked.

“I use the same one as always.  I am an account manager for a large national ad agency based in New York City looking for smaller agencies that are struggling and want to be acquired.  We have a small presence in Chicago, but the firm wants to grow it quickly and acquisitions are the quickest way to get there.  We get employees from these companies to discuss their problems and that helps me find appropriate firms.  They talk and then I approach top management.  It’s simple. I look like I influence major decisions of corporate CEO’s, therefore impressing young and upcoming professionals.  What do you think?”  Brenda asked while moving around a bit, staying dangerously close while continuing to brush up against him.  From her handheld clutch she pulled out a very professional looking business card that cemented the impression.

“Such a bullshit artist, I love it!” he exclaimed, obviously impressed at the preparation to cover the real reason for attending the meetings. 

Brenda spotted Jena talking with a number of younger men that seemed to be hitting on her with no intentions of conducting any actual business.  It was in the body language.  She told Michael that she would be right back as she squirmed through the crowd to interrupt the conversation.  The guys stood back as Brenda’s professional demeanor took precedent over the hormone induced conversations underway.  “Hey, it’s great to see you again, Jena.  I hope I am not interrupting anything important?” she inquired unnecessarily. 

“Not at all,” Jena responded, sending a clear message that the flirting had ended.  “In fact, I was just about to look around for you. I have so many questions and I feel a little guilty about taking up your time.”  The young guys took the hint and slowly moved into the background. 

“It’s no problem. Actually, I have been having a harder time than I thought seeking out the distressed agencies we discussed last time.  Did you get any information?”  Brenda asked the full-bodied brunette. 

“No sorry, I wish I could help more, but I did ask around. Unfortunately, I didn’t get anything that might be helpful in your search.  I really do feel bad, because it seems that all the assistance is going in just one direction,” Jena said.

“Oh, let me worry about that,” Brenda replied knowing that she had her hooked.  “So how have the conversations with your boss been going?”

“Horrible, I feel she is out to get me but I don’t understand why.  I am making my quota and my sales goals, but she is telling me its beginners luck or whatever.  She will not acknowledge my efforts,” Jena immaturely whined. 

“You have to understand that your boss is just jealous.  She is undermining you so she can take credit for your results.  Look, you are a very attractive girl and have an advantage a lot of people don’t.  She just wants to show her manager that she can control you,” Brenda expertly enlightened.  It was working.

“So what should I do?” the young girl asked with eyes of wonder.

“You need to do nothing right now.  Just keep your numbers up and the rest will take care of itself.  Your results will be noticed by others in the organization and that will give you the power.   In the world of business, money talks, no matter how others try to manipulate you,” Brenda answered.

“Thanks, that helps,” Jena said shifting her weight to her other foot.  Even the slight movement caused her large breasts to jiggle noticeably.  “Can I ask you something else that is a little more personal? “

Brenda listened.  She guided the conversation with Jena and her need to cloth herself more appropriately into an introduction to Michael, who was waiting patiently on the side of the room.   Brenda explained that Michael was a corporate tax lawyer, but lied that he had been involved with the clothing industry prior to doing tax work.  She quickly made up a story that his role as an internal corporate lawyer for a big clothing design firm didn’t pay enough, so he transferred to tax law. During that time, she lied, he developed an uncanny sense of style, knowing that his personal sense of style in woman’s clothing was just plain slutty.  She was pleased with herself for thinking on her feet on the spot.  Brenda had never introduced Michael to a potential prospect until she had the time to fully analyze their potential for the Program.  She had agreed to let him meet her up front this time, based on his insistence of speeding up the process.  It was a crap shoot, but in light of the recent issues, she really had no choice.  Jena seemed immature and Brenda was hoping Michael would not go for her in a personal way. Exactly the situation she did not want.

“So it’s a date?” Michael asked Jena after inviting her to meet him the following day for dinner and shopping. 

“Absolutely,” Jena answered way too eagerly.  “Are you sure it’s not too much trouble?  I can pay for dinner.”

“It’s definitely not too much trouble and the dinner tab can be discussed tomorrow,” Michael said as he smiled warmly.  “I need to get going so I’ll meet you at six.  We will want to have plenty of time to get to all the shops we need to visit.”  He then made a move to leave the crowded room, keeping his aloof demeanor well in place.

“See you then,” she said holding her hand out. He shook it more firmly than customary for women, which made her tremble a little.

Jena left the business meeting shortly after her conversation with Michael and Brenda.  There were the usual guys hitting on her as she attempted to leave, but she knew how to get past it.  She has been blowing off horny guys for a couple of years now, especially after her breasts developed way past the normal limit. Considering the rest of her hourglass figure and her long thick auburn hair, she could model for a number of men’s magazines.  She was thrilled with the chance to learn how to package those curves properly for the business scene.  She was also very excited about spending time with a tall, dark and handsome man.  Even with her feminine attributes, she considered successful and financially secure men like Michael out of her league.  Michael had that look of sophistication.  She wondered if he was already spoken for and assumed she would find out soon.  She was surprised, though, that he actually asked her out for dinner and offered to help her look at business clothes.  Arriving at home somewhat worked up and a bit tipsy from the drinks at the gathering, she considered taking care of that urge, but instead spent the time to pick out an outfit for the upcoming date.  

Brenda went back home to the hotel shortly after Jena left.  Before leaving, she occupied her time flirting with some businessmen who were probably there for the sole purpose of getting away from their wives.  Once home, she mixed herself a drink from the mini-bar.  She thought about how she was going to handle the surveillance and analysis of Jena with Michael in the picture.  The possibility of uncovering some embarrassing facts about him while they watched her during the process was very real.  It was like spying on a future boyfriend.  How would she handle any compromising information?  This could get complicated very quickly.   She considered if she really did have control over those sorts of things.   For the first time, she wondered if it was worth the trouble, especially when she had put herself out there and only received a lukewarm response.  She too was losing money keeping the attractive prospects away from him.  She knew the type that he liked and wondered if she would be able to satisfy his particular needs?    After a lot of thought, she made a personal vow to let any romantic notions go and focus on her job at hand.  She also wondered if she could.
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Michael arrived first at exactly 6pm according to his disciplined nature.  He wore a dark blue shirt under a darker black sport coat.  The clothes intensified the power he exuded naturally.  He sat in the bar area of the upscale restaurant that was located on the first level of the vertical city shopping mall.  Smooth thick granite with a bold pattern of browns and grays spread out before the blonde wood backing of the bar. The stool supports looked like they couldn’t hold a child much less a larger adult with a single narrow steel post bearing a lightly padded soft leather cushion.  It was obvious they were designed to draw attention to their occupants instead of the furnishings in the posh site. The restaurant complimented the expensive shops and drew only the wealthiest of clientele.    

Jena arrived about 15 minutes fashionably late in one of her sexier outfits.  A pair of skin tight white dress pants on top of sky high heels subtly showed a red thong panty that intersected her rounded ass. The form-fitting top she wore was bright red satin, cropped to flaunt her slim and fit waistline.  The neckline was not cut too low but the thin material hugged her boobs and strained to keep the large orbs in place.  A series of thin elastic spaghetti straps were all that covered her back, making it impossible to wear a bra.  The straps were tight so they forced indentations into the smooth skin of her back.  The excitement she felt about the date triggered her hardened nipples to battle against the tight material without a contest.

“Hi Michael!” she exclaimed as she sashayed up to him accentuating the sway of her massive rack. 

“You’re late,” he replied almost instantaneously without a sliver of emotion.

“I’m so..rrry,” she stammered feeling like she was just slapped in the face.  She almost said Sir, but caught herself.  It was an old habit that she learned when her father scolded her.

“I hope it doesn’t happen again.  I’m doing you the favor, so I would appreciate some respect,” he said dryly.  “We’ll deal with it later.”

“It won’t happen again.  I promise,” she answered after a pause.  She thought about making up a reason for being late, but it was uncomfortable enough without getting into a pissing contest before she even sat down.  She wasn’t sure what his comment meant about later, but she decided to let it go.

“Well how did you like the meeting at the Ritz last night?” he asked, warming up quickly.  “It seemed like you were having fun with all those guys hanging on you.”

“Actually they were very annoying, but I did have a good time, especially with you and Brenda.  She is so together.  I think I can learn a lot from her,” she said settling down.

“I’m sorry, Jena.  I forgot to ask you what you would like to drink?” he inquired kindly like a different person from just 15 seconds ago. 

“Vodka martini,” she said, smiling back.

Michael stood up from his bar stool and immediately caught the bartender’s attention with his sheer presence. “Get the lady a vodka martini and make sure you use the good stuff,” he commanded as the bartender quickly moved to fill the order.  Michael then stood up and moved away from the bar stool allowing room for Jena to easily perch on a seat next to him.  Her nipples hardened again as she did.  “Let me know when you want to eat.  We want to make sure we have enough time to get to at least a few shops.”

“Whenever you like is fine with me, I’m actually famished,” Jena replied, taking a long slurp instead of sipping her drink when it arrived almost instantaneously.  She shook her hair to one side in a flirty way, causing a chain reaction to her firm tits as they swayed from the sudden movement.  She noticed Michael was watching and her face warmed ever so slightly.

The hostess came over to escort them to their table after a few minutes of small talk.  They were seated right in front of the floor to ceiling window for a great view of the people hurrying up and down Michigan Avenue, which emulates Madison Avenue in New York.   The great seats were not a coincidence.  It’s an old restaurant trick to put the beautiful people where everybody can see.  Makes others want to come in.  The food was good and the conversation flowed easily for them, mostly because she did all the talking and he listened patiently.  When the time came for the bill, Michael took care of it with no comment, totally disregarding all of Jena’s protests. 

The shopping excursion started at the second level of the mall.  The first store they went into had some pretty expensive clothes.  They walked around while Michael watched her intently as he responded to questions about what he liked.  Mostly he let the salesperson give the advice.

“This dress costs what I make in a month and a half!” Jena exclaimed with her eyes wide open in awe.  “Maybe we should go to another store.”

“Try to remember the style, colors and material. I’m sure you can get a close match at a lower cost store.  That’s the trick.  You start to understand good taste by seeing what they have at fashionable stores.  For business, showing too much skin is always a problem.  Your skirt should not be too short or cleavage too deep.  At the same time, it does not have to lack sexiness.  You can make up for it in form-fitting outfits.  There is nothing sexier or more attention-getting than a smooth, skin-hugging business suit,” Michael explained like he knew what he was talking about.  “Let’s head out to the department store here.   Along with casual and sportswear they have a whole floor of designer business clothes for the younger woman.”  He suggested they move to the 4th floor where the retailer had an entrance.  He had asked Brenda earlier about where to go, since he really didn’t have a clue.  

“Want to try some on?” Mike asked.

“Sure, then I could see what styles look best on me,” she answered getting excited again with the prospect of dressing up for him.  They walked around the floor and found a number of outfits to try on.  Michael made a mental note of the sizes she was selecting.  When they had about a half dozen outfits, Jena said, “this is plenty, let’s go to the fitting room and I’ll model for you.  Be honest, OK?  I don’t want you saying it looks good when it doesn’t.  You won’t hurt my feelings.”

“That my dear, is the least of your worries.  I think you probably know from the short time you have known me that I am fairly blunt.  I will have no problem letting you know if something doesn’t look right on you,” he said evenly.

Jena stepped into the chic dressing room with tall white translucent doors framed by polished steel and a backlit wall on the inside which allowed you to see moving body forms, but no actual details from the outside. As she started into one of the rooms, Michael went back to a section of the store on the floor where he saw an incredibly hot dress that tickled his interest.  He brought a short golden-colored mini-dress back in a size smaller than what Jena was selecting.  It had an elastic quality to it, so it would stretch.  When he returned, she was already out of the fitting room in her first outfit.

“What do you think?” she asked, stepping up onto a raised carpeted pedestal partially surrounded by full length mirrors.   A series of small spotlights intensely illuminated the small stage from every angle.

“Looks good, but the pants droop on your ass a bit. They should be tighter there and along your thighs and loosen gradually,” he commented.

“I thought so too, thanks,” she replied, now knowing he wouldn’t hold back and she could trust his comments.

Jena tried on most of the outfits, leaving a few because they did not fit at all.  Michael responded to each with sharp comments, critical in ways that surpassed remarks you would normally make on a first date.  There was one business suit that had had too much cleavage and he remarked that the suit was finely cut, but unfortunately she shouldn’t wear it because of her large tits.  It felt like a back handed compliment.  Starting to feel a bit uncomfortable from the criticisms, she headed back to the dressing room for the last time when Michael caught her arm and handed her the gold dress.

“One more for me, obviously not business wear,” he said.  His smile was warm enough to melt any apprehension about the lack of substance in the material she held in her hand and the prior comments.

“Sure,” she said, excited about getting into something a little less boring than all the business clothes she was trying on.

Jena stripped off the last business suit in the roomy cubicle and held up the dress while Michael watched her form raptly through the translucent door.  Oh fuck, she thought as she gazed upon a micro-length dress that was sliced deeply in the neckline.  She pulled out the bra she brought in her purse and used on some of the business outfits, looked at it for a second and then put it back.  The revealing neckline would expose it, so she didn’t even need to try.  She left her red thong on and slowly pulled the tight dress onto her full figure.  There was no mirror in the room, but she didn’t need one to know that it was not a dress she would wear.  The material was to some extent transparent.  Unfortunately it was a little too small so when the material stretched it became thinner allowing more skin tone to show in the wrong places.  Her nipples stood up proudly and quite visibly while the darker circles of her areolas were apparent.  They came very close to the edge of the plummeting neckline that stopped just short of her belly button.  The hemline had the same problem as the material stretched.  The effect wasn’t quite as shocking as her breasts, but it was closer to micro length than mini.  Her red thong was clearly detectable.  The dress was finished by a black corset type belt about 6 inches wide that laced up in the back, further accentuating her tits and raising the hemline.

“This one is too small,” she said to Michael who was waiting patiently on the other side of the dressing room.

“I know,” is all he responded, not allowing her the choice of getting a larger size. “Come on out so I can see.”

“I can’t.  I am not comfortable,” she said disappointed that she couldn’t show herself off with something a little bit less revealing.   All of a sudden she noticed a lot more voices surrounding the room.  Great time to get busy!

“Your choice, but then I’m leaving.  You know your way out,” he said calmly. 

Jena froze momentarily, like she was splashed in the face with a glass of cold water.  Her head was spinning out of control and she needed some precious thinking time.  “OK, I’ll come out, but just for a second,” she answered.  “I just need to put on my heels.”  She slowly put on her shoes considering the emotion charged moment. 

It would only be a few minutes and she would still have a chance to continue the date.  Yes, I’m scared, but I have never been a chicken shit.  In seconds, thoughts flashed quickly to all the crazy stuff she had done in the past like the threesome, spending a long weekend having sex with another girl, and the guy who spanked her.  What’s the worst that can happen, she rationalized to herself.  You will never see these people again, except Michael, and that won’t happen if she doesn’t move out of the room.  She felt woozy as she buckled her heels in place.  Taking a deep breath, she slowly opened the door and found a number of people milling around the pedestal in front of the mirrors, which blocked her view of Michael on the other side of the dressing room area.  Immediately everybody turned to look and she felt her head and shoulders get hot. She saw her light red blush in one of the side mirrors by the platform along with her half naked body.  She moved quickly to get in front of Michael while the other customers slowly went back to their own business, noticeably continuing their sideways glances.  Finally standing in front of him, a salesperson came by and asked if she would like a larger size.

Michael looked the salesperson straight into the eyes and rudely said, “I don’t remember asking for help.”  She quickly moved out of the area without comment.  Michael gazed back at Jena, who was nervously looking around the room.  He stood up and gently held her hands.  ”You look hot Jena, except the thong obviously doesn’t match.  Leave it on for now.  You know that I sat here for the last hour helping you with the business outfits, so I want to see you in front of the mirrors in this one.”

Jena looked towards the raised modeling area occupied by a woman who seemed more interested in looking back at her than the clothes she had on.  The thought of stepping up on display scarcely covered terrified her. “Someone’s using it now.” 

“You can wait. In fact, why don’t you clean out your dressing room now.  The store is going to close soon.  You didn’t plan on buying any of the outfits did you? “ he asked.

“No,” she answered as she moved to his directive, becoming used to all the eyes glued on her.  Just a few more minutes and this will all be done.  By the time she had the room cleared and the clothes placed on the rack at the end of the fitting room, the platform was vacant.  Unfortunately, the mini-crowd of people stayed in anticipation of her using the small stage, busying themselves with tasks that really didn’t need to be done.

“I want you to keep your arms at your sides and turn slowly around.”  Michael commanded before she took the center of attention.  She stepped up and did what he directed, although at a fairly brisk pace so she could get down.  “Slower!” he exclaimed.  He emphasized the motion by lifting his hand and slowly twirled his pointer finger up in a circle.  She did it again much slower, ignoring the grins of the audience.  They saw Michael’s finger motion.

Stepping down, she went back into her dressing room and put her own sexy outfit back on.  It looked like a nun’s habit after the gold dress.  What surprised her, though, was that she felt turned on from the tension.  Michael then asked if she wanted to go out for a drink and she eagerly accepted.  Boy, did she need one!  It was amazing to her that he did not even comment on her misery during the ordeal.  It had to be evident that she was embarrassed.

The couple made their way back to the bar at the restaurant they started at and luckily found a barstool for Jena.  Michael stood powerfully next to her and took care of the drink orders.  “So did you enjoy the evening?” he asked.

“Yes, it was great except for the gold dress ordeal,” she smiled.  “I think I have a good idea on how to start shopping for business now.  You have been a great help.  Thanks.”  She looked into his eyes searching for signs that he might be interested in her personally. 

“So tell me about yourself,” he started, knowing that she needed time to talk to relax.  He listened intently picking up any tidbits of information that would help Brenda in her background checks. He also noticed that he was actually enjoying the conversation. He definitely enjoyed the view.

The night ended with both of them getting into the same cab. He instructed the cabbie to drop her off first.  Jena lived up north a few miles so it took Michael way out of his way and that fact impressed her.  How chivalrous it seemed. 

“So you want to do this again?” he asked her almost immediately after the cab pulled away from the curb.

“You mean the shopping or the time together?” answering his question with a question.

“I mean a date,” he replied directly.

“Absolutely,” she responded pulling out her mobile from her purse to text him her number.

“Well, then there is something we need to take care of first.”

“OK, I’m game,” she said as her curiosity peeked while she got his number and texted him.

“Remember when I told you at the beginning of the night that we would deal with your tardiness later?”

“Yes,” she answered sheepishly.

“Now is that time.”  He turned to the cab driver and asked, “I need to punish this girl.  Any issue with me spanking her here in your cab?”

“No problem,” the Middle Eastern man in his early thirties replied.  He smiled devilishly into the mirror directly at Jena and saw the terror in her face.

Jena was so shocked she could not speak.  Michael had his arm around her already, so it was easy for him to firmly pull her over onto his lap in one quick motion.  He grabbed her wrists as she reached back to fend off any upcoming swats, another automatic response from being spanked when she was a lot younger.   Holding her wrists together with one hand, he pushed his other hand under her waist and expertly unsnapped and unzipped her pants. She started to buck out of instinct, which made it possible for him to pull her tight pants down as she moved her ass around.  He crudely ripped her thong down next.  She found herself hopelessly unable to speak but attempted to look back at him to plead with her eyes. That didn’t work either since his grip was unyielding, which didn’t allow her to look up.

SMACK…”Yoouuww!”…SMACK….”Oouuch!” SMACK…

Jena’s face was crushed into the old cab’s seat that thousands of people have sat on. The rancid smell and taste as she opened her mouth to scream was just one of the things she had to deal with.  Her ass was on fire and eyes filled with tears. The hardest part, though, was the embarrassment of her naked ass being spanked in front of a total stranger.

“Don’t ever be late,” Michael said evenly as he increased the tempo and intensity of a half dozen or so swats building to the final two. 

SMACK! SMACK! He struck in quick hard succession as she tensed her body into a straight line on his lap. Finished, Michael picked her off his lap, sat her red naked ass on the cold bench of the old cab and immediately started kissing her tear soaked lips.  She trembled and returned the passion in full force, not understanding what was happening.  It seemed like an eternity of bliss as her lips melted into Michael’s.  She lost track of the fact that she sat on the dirty cab seat with her pants down, soaking it with her juices. They were still in lip-lock when the cabbie knocked on the plastic window that separating the back seat from the front to announce they had reached Jena’s apartment.  Jena pulled up her pants awkwardly before looking into Michael’s eyes and giving him one last fervent kiss.

“I’ll call,” he stated, glancing outside and memorizing the address.

She smiled at him meekly before moving out of the cab, not knowing what else to say.

Later that evening, at her downtown hotel room, Brenda listened intently to the report of the date from Michael on an encrypted cell phone.
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Jena could not find the energy to get out of bed in the morning.  She forced herself up long enough to call into work to tell them she would be late.  It was Thursday and she had a busy day planned, but she would somehow have to try to catch up later in the day.  She lay back in bed after the call and thought about the previous evening.   What a date.  Yikes.  One part of her wondered what the hell she was doing, while another part tried to figure out why she was so turned on.  She had not been treated that way since she was a child, yet it was mysteriously intriguing and sexually stimulating.  She understood people getting spanked for fun during sex, as has happened to her before.  She even remembered liking it. The crazy part was that Michael didn’t ask, he just did it, as she found herself rubbing her clit almost unconsciously.   Focusing on the cab ride, she almost completely forgot about the incident in the dressing room.  It was not as heady as the spanking, but it was stimulating and uncomfortable at the same time.  And this was only the first date.  What would actually happen if she continued to date him?  Should she still go out if he called?  Will he call?  A hundred questions spun in her head as she slowly rolled out of bed for the second time. 

This time she noticed that her ass was a little tingly. She staggered to the bathroom and tried to check it out in the mirror.  She had to stretch up on her toes to see, but did not notice any marks.  She started the shower, opened the transparent curtain, stepped in and immediately started to play with herself.  Within about 3 minutes, she was coming, faster than she has ever remembered.  To her frustration, the quick orgasm did very little to alleviate the sexual tension she felt. 

After her shower, she dressed and got ready for work.  It went slowly as she tried to push her mind to the work at hand for the day.  It proved harder than she thought.  Jena had sat down in her cubicle very aware of the scratchy feeling on her butt.  It was already 1PM and she had 8 hours of work to do. Exasperated, she dug into it when her cell phone gave off a tone indicating a text message just arrived.  She pulled the phone from her purse assuming it was just one of her friends.  Tapping the phone, she hit a few buttons before the message came up:  [Saturday 8pm – meet me at The Tavern.] It was from Michael.

Crap.  Now what should I do?  I don’t really have time to deal with this now.  I have to get some work done.  If I respond right away, it will look too anxious.  If I reply later, he might give me another impromptu spanking when we do go out.  She really surprised herself with that thought.  Well at least I know what I am dealing with, smiling to herself.   Maybe I should just do it and go out with him.  I could let him know that I might be game for new things, but in a more controlled way.  I really want to be able to discuss the kinky stuff before it happens.  OK, that sounds good.  I’ll wait for an hour or two and then text back that Saturday is fine.  We could discuss it at dinner.  There were very few places where people dressed up anymore, but The Tavern was one of them. The classy place had an upscale bar where the beautiful people usually hung out.  She went in there once with some friends finding the crowd older, richer and more aloof than anywhere else she has visited on her drinking tours of the city.  In fact, a lot of the bars in that area were generally older and more sophisticated than the pubs and clubs where she hung out on the north side of Chicago. 

About 3pm, Jena replied to the text that Michael sent.  She typed the text [ok is it casual or dressy?] before hitting send, hoping to get into a text dialogue, acting like she was never there.  Within seconds, the reply came and it simply read [8pm don’t be late].  Well that’s interesting.   It’s pretty clear he didn’t want a text conversation.  Why didn’t he answer my question?  Maybe he expects me to know or he was interrupted sending the message and forgot to answer?  No sweat, I’ve been there and you can bet I won’t be late, she thought smiling to herself.  He sure is a man of little words.

After making the decision to go ahead, assuming that they would talk about the extracurricular activities, she felt less stressed and was able to get down to work.  Unfortunately, her bitchy boss mandated that she finish the work needed for a Monday morning presentation.  No problem.  She worked late Friday and came in Saturday morning to finish it with plenty of time to get ready for Saturday night.

Up to around 5pm on Saturday, Jena was amazingly productive.  She had already been to work to finish the project and did a touch up cleaning of her apartment, just in case they came back to her place. She worked out to keep her abdominals flat, waistline narrow and then showered.  All she had left to do was put on her makeup and pick out something to wear.  She mixed a strong cocktail to settle down her jitters.  It would take her about twenty minutes by cab to get to The Tavern and she wanted to make sure she was not late for obvious reasons.  Wondering what time they would eat, she had a snack just in case.

She dug through her closet to find something appropriate to wear considering it was a dressy cocktail lounge and Michael’s obvious desire for a slutty look.  She was on her 3rd outfit when her phone rang.  Glancing at the clock, she noticed it was about 6:45pm.  Who the hell can that be? She asked herself before answering her cell phone. 

“You have a delivery, Ms. Hamilton,” a familiar voice said belonging to the considerate door attendant down in the lobby.

“Thank you, I’ll be right down,” she answered mystified at who would send something at this time on a Saturday night.  Quickly she put on some sweats and a tee-shirt and headed down to the lobby to find the doorman holding a large bouquet of red roses and a small gift-wrapped package about the size of a candy box. 

“How beautiful!” she exclaimed.  She smiled brightly taking the flowers and searched for a card. There was none.  Weird.  She brought the flowers and gift box back up to her apartment and quickly ripped off the wrapping and opened the box.

“Oh no!” she cried in disbelief.  Now she knew why Michael didn’t answer her text question about the how to dress part. The gold dress was neatly folded under some matching tissue paper. The thin material fit easily in the small box.  On top was an envelope.  Anxiety.
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Wear this tonight with high heels and nothing else or don’t bother coming.  Hope to see you. -Michael

“Fuck!” she exclaimed to nobody in the privacy of her apartment.  This is unbelievable.  Jena looked closer and lifted a black band of supple soft leather that was on top of the dress-belt combo.  It was a black choker made out of the same material as the belt with a small gold ring sewn in the middle like a dog collar.  She hurriedly tried on the 1-inch wide kinky looking “necklace” and found that it fit very snuggly as the soft leather wrapped around her neck.   It was not like normal jewelry and the tight fit would make it hard to forget about.  Looking back in the box she found nothing else, but did notice that the dress size was a size larger than the one she had tried on in the fitting room.  It actually made her heart slow just a little, which had been fluttering like a hummingbird’s wings since opening the box.  With very little time to make a decision, she ran to the bathroom and stripped.  Jena hastily put on the skin tight dress and found the larger size gave her a little more cover.  She guessed maybe about an inch or two longer in the hemline but not a great consolation with the great expanse of cleavage.  The V-slit still approached her belly button.  It was just as transparent as in the store, but the larger size reduced the pulling of the sheer fabric, making it a tad bit less see-through across her tits and ass, but just barely.  Her privates would be on display.  She went to her closet for shoes and much to her dismay noticed that the only ones that would match were sky high stiletto heels in black.  The ultra-sexy skyscrapers had a single band around each ankle with the rest of her foot exposed.  She had worn these fuck-me pumps only for the special occasions when she was trying to get someone’s attention or laid.

“OK, so am I still going?” she asked herself as she thought about her need to discuss these extreme requests.  Once again, Michael was in charge and she felt powerless.  “Am I really going?” she asked herself again out loud for the second time to her empty apartment, which didn’t answer.   She thought that wearing the slutty dress shouldn’t really stop any further conversation about his extreme demands.  I can still discuss it with him if I go, but can’t have that conversation if I don’t, as she rationalized wearing the whorish outfit.  She was not completely adverse to the excitement she felt with everybody checking her out, even if many of the comments would be derogatory.   She recalled the dressing room incident.  She was petrified making the first step out of the room, but once she was out for a few minutes, she found a certain excitement in others staring at her.  It was like jumping off a high diving board into cold water.  Terrifying, but after doing it once and feeling the rush, was ready to jump in again.

Jena looked at her body in the mirror and noticed her dark brown pussy hair.  The tiny Mohawk-style slit showed through the material of the dress. She turned around and checked her ass out.  Without the thong, it actually looked more natural and less trashy than when she wore it in the dressing room. The hemline was also a little lower, so exposure wasn’t as probable as the smaller sized dress, but still likely.  He expressly did not want her wearing panties, so she decided to forgo them.  Time was pressing as she considered her pubic hair.   She took off the dress, lathered up between her legs and shaved it completely.  There wasn’t much hair there so it went rapidly.  She still had about 20 minutes, so she spent it putting on heavier makeup.  If he wanted a slut, a slut was going to be what he got.

As she approached her apartment door to leave, she turned quickly to grab her keys and noticed that one of her nipples popped out a little.  Damn.  I got to do something about that.  She went back to the bathroom to retrieve some double-stick dressing tape.  She put the clear tacky tape on back of the neckline of the dress to hold it in place.  It was transparent, so Michael would never know.

She considered wearing a coat, being late spring in Chicago.  The temperatures would be in the upper-60’s, not quite coat weather, but cool enough to cause havoc with her nipples as the breeze blew off of Lake Michigan.  No, a coat would be disobeying his instructions and she would rather talk before dealing with more consequences.  

Jena proceeded hastily downstairs to grab a cab so she would not be late.  In the lobby were four guys, who of course made some lewd remarks as she passed on her way to the revolving door.   The doorman came to her rescue and escorted her out as he hailed a cab.  She was on her way with the expected glances from the cab driver in the rearview mirror.

Making an entrance at The Tavern 15 minutes early, she did not find Michael there yet.  Oh well, here we go, she thought as she was greeted in the upscale bar by a number of men attempting to pick her up.  Come on Michael, you are the one late now.  Even though it wasn’t 8:30pm yet, she nervously scanned the room before she saw him arrive in a dark, finely cut, Italian suit straight out of GQ magazine.  He was a sight for sore eyes.  He hugged her warmly as the coyotes around her fled back to their friends in various parts of the bar. 

“So now you know how it feels to be left waiting when you are late,” he said smirking which irritated Jena immediately.

“So do I get to spank you this time?” she asked.

“Sure go ahead and try,” he replied calmly giving her a look.  “Drink?”

She had that covered as she had considered what she would want on the way over.  “Vodka martini with blue cheese olives” she replied almost instantly.  “This place is crowded.  All I had were these extreme heels to match the outfit you sent and they are killing me already.  Any idea where I could find a place to sit?” she asked.

Michael just smiled and motioned to a bartender who knew him personally.  He gave him the drink order, directing him to deliver it to the VIP area.  The bartender nodded and went about his job as Michael slipped his arm around Jena’s waist and guided her towards a roped off area where a large black man in a tuxedo guarded the entrance.

“Hello Mr. Stillman, nice to see you again,” he said while speaking directly to Michael without even glancing at the half naked beauty next to him.  “Would you like your usual spot?”

“Yes,” Michael answered. He followed the large man to an unoccupied brown leather couch that was very low to the ground, covered with red satin throw pillows. Standing next to the couch he stated to Jena, “turn around, your belt is loose.  Let me tighten it for you.”   She did as directed and felt the tremendous pressure on her stomach and waist as he tightened the corset laces on the back of the belt to such an extreme she could hardly catch her breath.  Before she could say a word, Michael sat down among the pillows and motioned for Jena to join him.  She hesitated momentarily trying to figure out how to sit down without exposing herself to the vast sea of onlookers.  Her dress did not do much to cover what needed to be covered.  She lowered herself down very slowly holding her legs tightly together at an angle, so the fresh shave would not be visible to the three men who sat directly across from the couch staring at her.  She could not lean back.  She tried to do so, but the motion pulled on the tape that held her neckline to her tits.  Michael noticed the tug of material around her nipples and frowned. 

“I guess you are kind of a slow learner,” he commented as Jena looked at him puzzled.

“What do you mean?” she asked.

“Repeat the instructions on the note I left you,” he commanded.

“I wanted to talk to you about that and some of the things that happened on our last date Michael,” she said starting to tremble inside knowing there was no turning back.

“OK, but answer my question first,” he simply stated again like her feelings were insignificant to him.

“You said to wear what was in the box with high heels.  By the way, thanks for the beautiful flowers,” she answered obediently.

“You’re welcome and are almost correct, except the note stated to wear nothing else.”

“That’s right and I did that if you can’t tell, looking down at her immense breasts on display for him or anybody else that looked.

“Then why are you wearing tape on your tits?” he asked bluntly.

“If I didn’t, my nipples would pop out,” she said emphatically. 

“I don’t care. Obviously, you disobeyed me again and you will be punished later,” he said unemotionally. “But for now, go to the ladies room and remove the tape.  When you get back, I will have a seat more appropriate for you.  Then we will talk about whatever you want to talk about.”

Jena apprehensively got up from the couch forgetting about the guys across from her.  They were treated to a show as her legs pulled apart momentarily getting her balance.  Once she was standing, they stared or smiled devilishly at her, along with about ten other people outside the VIP area.  The rope separating the area did little to block the view.  She pulled her dress down, but unfortunately the movement exposed her cleavage even more. 

A new problem was cropping up at the same time.  All the staring and sexual tension with Michael was beginning to turn her on, triggering her juices to flow.  Without panties, the only place that could go was down her legs and it didn’t take long to get past the micro hemline.  She asked where the restrooms were; only to find out that they were up a very visible staircase where dozens of people stood around waiting to get into the popular bar.  Moving through the crowd forced her to rub her large tits against a number of lucky male patrons.  Women immediately gave her the “slut” look. When she finally made it to the staircase, she could have been a movie star considering the way the entire group of people stared at her and commented as she walked up the wide-open flight of steps.  She felt her face getting hot and her legs slick with wetness from the attention.  Once in the restroom, she entered a stall and removed the tape and secretly prayed that her pointed nipples straining against the thin material would help hold the neckline in place.  She spent a few seconds to wipe the flowing pussy juice from her inner thighs.  Going back down the stairs was even more stressful as her naked slash was potentially more visible beneath her mini-dress.  How was she going to sit without her nipples busting out at the least provocation?  When she got back the large black usher opened the rope automatically for her.  She walked carefully back to Michael trying to keep her breasts from bouncing only to find a dark wooden cube in front of him that was even lower than the couch. It could not be more than a foot square and about a foot off the ground. 

“When you sit down, keep your back straight and you won’t have any problems.” Michael said moving the new piece of furniture to his right and next to the couch.  It was so close, the only way to sit on it was to face away from him and towards the dozens of onlookers in the crowded bar. She sat down and kept her back very straight which did help the nipple situation, but forced her tits to protrude in a provocative way.  She was now on more display than ever and looking straight into the eyes of the many onlookers.  Surprising herself, she actually started to enjoy the attention. The very potent martini finally showed up with nowhere to set it down.  She drank it way too quickly and felt a buzz hit her almost instantaneously.  She definitely needed that.  Her juices started to saturate the hemline of her abbreviated dress as Michael lightly tickled the back of her neck and arms, teasing her nipples into hard visible nubs.

Some indeterminate time passed before Michael turned her around and kissed her passionately.  His tongue searched her mouth as she searched for a way open a dialogue.  After what seemed like an eternity lost in his lips, she pulled away and asked, “Can we talk now, Michael?”

“Sure.” He replied, smiling.

She tried to explain as eloquently as possible. “I am very uncomfortable doing some of these unorthodox sexual things without having a say in them.  I’m a very open and adventurous person, but I really need to have you ask first before exerting your will.  It isn’t necessarily that I don’t like some of it, because I do. I just want to be able to choose without some kind of punishment, psychological or otherwise.”

“I beg to differ,” he said calmly. “Did you have a choice in wearing that dress tonight?  Yes.  Would you be here if you didn’t choose to wear it?  No.  Personally I think you don’t know yourself as well as I do after just a few hours together.  I think giving me control is very exciting to you on some level or you would not be here.  It is as simple as that and I can prove it,” he said playing her curiosity again.

“How?” Jena asked.

Michael slowly turned her around so she was facing the crowd again. He did it slow enough so as not to draw attention unnecessarily.  “Put your finger into your cunt and show it to me.”

“What!” she exclaimed, starting to tremble again as she turned her head to look at him.

“Feel free to take a swig of that martini, but get your finger in your pussy soon if you know what’s good for you,” he commanded.

Jena looked around and found that the ongoing stares had dwindled a little, but the glances continued.  She started to feel a little faint again reliving the moment she had leaving the dressing room. Here she was on full display for the last hour and it didn’t seem to affect her so much anymore.  She was actually getting used to having her rack in plain view of anybody who cared to look.  Talk about lack of control.  But sticking her finger in her vagina in front of everyone present pushed her to a limit again.  She had a new cliff to jump from. Damn.  She tried to move her body around on the stool to block the view a little, but Michael’s leg prevented that from happening as he just smiled at her warmly like a father making his daughter jump into a pool for the first time.

Looking around the room indiscriminately, she covered her lap with one hand and put her other hand underneath as she stuck her index finger into her sopping wet box.  She removed it hastily and offered it to Michael.  He took her hand and pulled it toward a light.  He showed her the sparkly wetness, not caring in the least who watched.

“So, like I said, would you be here doing what you didn’t want to do, violating your own boundaries if it didn’t turn you on?  I don’t think so.  Your pussy doesn’t lie.  It’s soaked,” he coolly explained.  “If you want to continue with me, you need to accept the fact that I am in control and not you.  If not, leave now and there will be no bad feelings on my part.  I understand my needs very clearly and nothing you can do will change that.  All you have to decide is if you want it, or maybe if I may venture, need it.”

Jena sat straight up on her cube, thinking about the submissive nature of the how she was displayed and how at the same time she was so sexually stimulated. Maybe she did like it.
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“I’m hungry and crazy as it may sound, have taste for a hot dog.  Finish your drink and let’s head out in a few minutes,” Michael ordered.  He finished his drink and called the waitress over to pay the tab, not in the least worried about the fact his pretty little cube decoration had her second full drink to finish.   Jena had to almost gulp the strong drink down in order to finish in time.  She became intoxicated quickly, losing what little self-control she had left.

They walked the crowded sidewalks a few blocks and entered a seedy looking hot dog stand occupied by a very interesting group of people.  Business men in suits to busboys who just got off work stood in line with a group of young kids who were drunk.  Seeing Jena in her revealing dress was almost too much for them.  They stared and pointed while Jena shrunk behind her large date.  Michael sensed it and moved her to stand in front of him as they waited in line. “Order me a hot dog with everything and get a bratwurst for yourself if you are hungry,” he said.  He did not seem to care in the least if it was something she liked or not.  She nodded in confirmation.  “I’ll get a seat,” Michael said turning away from her.

Jena stepped up to the counter when it was her turn and followed Michael’s instructions. He had given her some money to pay before he left to find a seat. He found an open one at the front of the crowded grease pit next to the window on the busy street.  The bar stool was attached to the floor on a single pole and it rotated with a round torn vinyl covered cushion.  It was next to a small ledge that was at best a foot wide and filled with trash from past customers who didn’t bother to clean up. He swiped the counter with one hand to clear an area for them.  He looked out the window and watched the parade of people, mostly drunk, stumbling past on their way from one bar to another.  Michael sat down and waited for Jena, who was surrounded at the counter by a group of Mexican men who probably just got off work at some restaurant.  They spoke in Spanish, but you could probably guess what they were saying. 

Jena brought the food over and stood next to Michael who did not make a move to let her have the seat.  She was actually happy since being so tipsy and sitting up on the tall stool would have caused a number of problems with what she was wearing.  Michael removed the bratwurst from its wax paper wrapper and took the fleshy colored, penis-shaped meat off the bun.  He discarded the bun with the wrapper and handed the slimy piece of meat to her.  “Make sure you clean all the condiments off before taking a bite,” he said smiling devilishly. 

Jena was well past the point of caring anymore.  She was famished and feeling quite drunk from the strong martinis.  She took the sausage and sensuously licked the mustard and onions off, while a couple of young men stopped outside the window to watch.  Michael ignored them for a short time, but after about 30 seconds, he glanced at the window with a look that said, OK time to move.  They did not see him, so he started to get up and then they did move, very quickly.  Jena pushed the rubbery meat to the back of her throat playfully before taking a bite. Mike watched with a mocking grin on his face. 

After the pornographic snack, the couple walked the bustling neighborhood for awhile without speaking before getting into a cab and headed towards Michael’s apartment.  Of course, Michael did not ask if Jena wanted to go.

“Remember the address,” he directed as they moved toward the elegant lobby of the Gold Coast condo complex.  Mike introduced Jena to the door guard and gave him instructions to let her in only if he gave the guard advance notice.  The guard knew that people looked different when they wore different clothes, so he memorized Jena’s face, ample breasts and long dark reddish-brown hair.  This one won’t be hard, he thought, as he tried not to stare at her exposed boobs.

Michael’s condo was very expansive for a city dwelling.  The living room area had floor to ceiling windows that overlooked Lake Michigan on the east and the downtown loop area and Navy Pier on the south.  His décor was traditional and masculine with dark hardwoods and matching dark brown leather.  Built-in bookcases exhibited intricate carvings and two smaller doors that converted into a bar when opened.  Michael poured a martini for Jena with top shelf vodka. 

“Go into the kitchen and get some olives and blue cheese crumbles,” he directed pointing the way to his finely appointed kitchen. 

“OK,” she answered swirling around in her clingy dress.

“Jena, come back here,” he said changing his mind.  “It’s time. Kneel down in front of me.” 

Jena slowly turned back and walked up to him, her heavy breasts swaying with every step before kneeling down.  She assumed her punishment was coming for using the tape on her dress earlier.  “How is this?” she asked instinctively putting her hands behind her back.

He ignored her question and stated his intentions. ”From now on you are to address me as Sir.  I will also expect the appropriate respect that goes along with it.  Anytime I tell you to do something, no matter how minor, you are to say ‘Yes, Sir’ with no hesitation. Do you understand?”

“Yes Sir,” she answered quickly.

“Let’s try this again.  Go into the kitchen and get some olives and stuff them with blue cheese.”

“Yes Sir,” she replied amazed how natural it felt.  She then got up and slowly walked toward the kitchen making sure she had a wiggle in her walk for his pleasure.  In the kitchen she rummaged through the refrigerator smiling as she thought about how she enjoyed this little game.  She brought the ingredients back which Michael used to finish her drink and handed it to her.  He put his arm around her tiny waist cinched by the constricting corset belt which had not loosened a bit since he laced it at The Tavern. He guided her to a place in the center of the living room by a cocktail table made of solid mahogany.  He placed a very elaborate wooden coaster on the table for her drink.  He left her standing in the middle of the room facing the south wall of windows with the city beyond them. He turned off all the lights with the exception of a strong LED spotlight pointed directly at her from the ceiling.  He sat down on the comfortable leather couch with its back to the windows.  The spotlight lit her like a lone singer on a dark stage.  Anybody with a telescope or binoculars in a nearby building could see her voluptuous body easily.  He gazed for a second and decided something else was needed.  He went and moved a wooden cube after removing a large plant from it next to her. It was about a foot square like the one in the VIP area and made of dark mahogany to match the other furniture in the room.  He opened the top of the cube with a hidden clasp and took out a heavy silver chain and metal handcuffs which glistened in the bright spotlight. He set the polished hardware on the floor next to the plant post. 

“Stand up on the cube so I can get a better look at you,” he said.  “Feel free to drink whenever you like,” he said, testing her.

She got up on the small wooden structure and looked down to see if she could see her drink with the strong spotlight in her eyes.  Barely making out the glass on the coaster, she bent over to reach the drink, which was precarious with stiletto heels from the small platform.  She managed to reach it without incident.  She gulped a good portion of the strong drink and carefully set it down, turning her gaze back into the blinding light. She saw Michael move on her periphery by the edge of the light.  He stood next to her for few seconds before he lifted her stretchy dress and tucked it into her corset belt exposing her pussy and firm ass.  He grabbed her wrists, pulling them together in front of her with one hand and proceeded to whack her ass with what felt like a smooth hard surface.  Her ass burned immediately as she cried out.  When he finished a quick half-dozen strokes he moved back into the shadows of the bright light.

“Remember your manners, Jena.  Just stand there and feel free to drink,” he repeated with emphasis.

“Yes Sir,” she responded quickly with her shaved cunt on display.

“That’s better.  Now go ahead and pull your dress down,” he directed.

“Yes Sir,” she answered, pulling down the thin material to cover her slit.  “Thank you, Sir,” she added for good measure.

Michael then started with a series of questions much like an interview as he grilled the curvy woman who stared into a bright spot light.  To her it felt like she was in an interrogation room of the local precinct.  She finished her drink in record time, feeling very drunk by the time his inquiries abated.  He asked her everything from normal everyday things like her family situation and job stuff to extremely personal topics relating to her fantasies and sexual acts she had been part of.  Once he stopped, it seemed like an eternity as she waited for his next move.  She stood motionless on the makeshift display in the uncomfortable silence.

“Strip!” Michael strongly commanded from his comfortable position on the leather couch.

“Yes Sir,” Jena responded nervously. She was terribly aware of her position and surroundings.  She took off the torturous tight belt first before carefully struggling out of the stretchy gold dress she had become quite accustomed to.  She was naked except for her choker with high heels balancing on the small chunk of wood. 

“Good right there,” he said, stopping her from taking off her shoes and collar.

“Yes Sir,” she responded getting used to it. She stood brightly lit for anybody to see in the open windows facing the city for what seemed like a very long time.  Mixed emotions continued to pull her in opposite directions as she thought about what she was allowing Michael to do with her body.  Whenever she got close to calling it off, she resisted because it felt so exciting.  

Michael sat on the couch and checked her out in detail.  He ordered her to slowly turn around, bend over and strike some sexual poses as he studied her body.  He focused on her naturally large tits, which despite their size and weight had very little sag. 

The problem he was having, though, is that she showed a strong propensity towards actually liking this kind of dominant treatment even though Jena refused to believe it at times.  He selfishly wondered if he should keep her for himself instead of turning her over to the Program as an asset.  No, that won’t work, he answered his own thought.  Brenda would make sure that the rest of the Program partners would find out.  He could lose his very lucrative position on the board and the income would dwindle very quickly.  No, she needed to go into the Program, which saddened him as he was starting to like her.  He sighed as he observed her obey his commands for no other reason than to please him. 

Michael’s gaze never left Jena’s eyes as he slowly strolled over to his lewdly displayed date.  He picked up the handcuffs and instructed her to put her wrists together behind her back as he shackled her with the cold metal.  After taking off her choker necklace, he enclosed the heavy length of chain around her neckline, using a padlock on the back of her neck to keep the wrapped chain snug but not tight.  The loose end was connected to the polished manacles as he raised her wrists away and up from the small of her back.  Slackening just two chain links for wiggle room, he secured them together with another lock.  Jena had no choice but to hold her wrists out away from her body or well above her ass behind her, forcing her enormous boobs out even farther or deal with a painful tension on her throat.

Jena quickly noticed that her juices were flowing quite rapidly again in anticipation of what would come next as the trickle went trailing down well past her knees.  Still not seeing anything but the bright light, she felt a large rubber ball forced into her mouth and fastened with a strap buckled behind her head.  She could no longer talk or swallow.  Saliva gathered uncontrollably into a pool under her tongue and rose until it reached her bottom lip.  It eventually dribbled out much like when numbed in a dentist’s chair.  The gooey fluid oozed down her cleavage glistening in the bright spot light.

“Now we need to deal with your earlier disobedience,” Michael said as he walked over to a dark wooden built-in bookcase.  “When I give an order, I mean it.  Using that double stick tape was meant to deceive me and you thought you could get away with it. That is just unacceptable. Do not defy me.” He then pulled on a particular book on a higher bookshelf which started a slow, quiet mechanical apparatus to rotate the entire shelving unit like in old time horror movies.  Once the motion stopped, he studied the wall of bondage implements. Whips, paddles, nipple clamps and a host of other devious devices hung on hooks or laid on shelves in an organized manner.  “Here we go, a good starter whip,” he said as he picked out a short cat-o-nine tails made of leather.  He swished it in the air around Jena who trembled in her trussed state at the sound.   He then turned off the flood lamp and let the natural city lights illuminate the room.  Jena’s sight and view of the area came back slowly at her eyes adjusted. It didn’t take long for her to notice and gasp at the torturous gadgets that covered an entire wall, which wasn’t there before. It had quite an impact on her as she struggled a bit more, unconsciously squeezing her thighs together.  Shockingly, she was surprised at how menacing, but downright sexy it appeared.

Jena cringed at the sound of the whip and rotated on the small platform as she made an effort to follow Michael who walked slowly around her.  She knew the lashes were coming soon and thought it would be better if she could anticipate them.  “Mmmphh!” she cried muffled by the gag as the first blow hit her dead center on her left ass cheek.  Her right cheek was next as the thrashing commenced randomly.  The cruel instrument struck her body just about everywhere, but predictably focused on her tits and ass. Her arms were useless as an obstruction to the flogging instrument and her muffled cries did not resonate very loudly to call attention to her plight.  Tears joined her own spit and pussy juices flowing down her body as she quivered from the stinging punishment.

When he was finished, Michael let her stand in place for about ten minutes turning the spotlight back on.  He admired the pink and red stripes on her naked flesh along with the fluids that sparkled and meandered in streams down her heaving body.  Small bits of Jena’s long thick hair stuck to the wetness on her face causing an itchiness which escalated without relief.  Shaking her head was the only way in her situation to alleviate it.  Unfortunately, it only made it worse.  Inspecting her as she struggled, he thought she was a vision of perverted beauty.  His mind wandered again wondering how he could keep this one for himself.  Her eyes reflected the terror from the punishment, which brought a bit of swelling to his cock.  

“Next time obey,” he said firmly.   She nodded and replied as best she could, considering she had a heavy chain wrapped around her neck. “Ess ir,” was all she could muster through the gag.  Her body continued to quiver with labored deep breaths as she attempted to settle down. 

Michael lingered on the couch watching her writhe to get into a more comfortable position while he finished his drink.  It was obviously not possible with the chain choker and he enjoyed the sight of her exertions immensely.  “Would you prefer to go home or stay the night?” he asked. “Nod your head if you want to stay or shake it if you want to go home.  If you decide to go home, you leave at once dressed the way you came in the gold dress.”

She shivered uncontrollably as she considered the ominous question blinded by the light again, smarting and shackled on the wooden stage.
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“Here we go again, little lady,” Michael said as he got up removing his belt somewhat perturbed.  “When I ask a question, I expect an answer immediately, not when you fucking feel like it.”  He stepped within 4 feet of her and lashed out with the belt to her sore ass.  He continued at a nippy pace, setting her in motion once again.

Jena’s mind raced faster than an Indy-style car in the Indianapolis 500. How the hell can I go home with welts across my body that would be in plain view if I left in that damn gold dress?  What will happen if I stay?  She winced as another blow of the belt kissed her twin melons simultaneously, making more unmistakable marks, not to mention pain.  No way to ask any questions with this gag in my mouth.  Fuck.  Seconds later, the belt came crashing down yet again, waiting for her response.  Michael kept up the relentless pace that almost made it impossible for her to concentrate, forcing more tears down the same tracks already in place on her face.  How was she supposed to think under these circumstances? So she didn’t.  She nodded. 

Michael stopped and replaced his belt. He grabbed Jena’s arm pinioned behind her back and helped her down from the pedestal without unchaining her.  Removing her ball gag, he gazed into her eyes as he removed his shirt.  She stared at his muscular torso through a tear-smeared veil of vision.  He put his arms around her, grabbed her throbbing ass roughly and pressed her firm drenched tits onto his smooth rippled chest.  Raising her face to his, he kissed her deeply and passionately.  Tears and the remaining gag-induced saliva lubricated her full puffy lips.  He found it almost impossible to stop.

It was about 3am when Michael finally unchained her after a night in the bondage with unfulfilled sexual release.  He had brought her to the edge of an orgasm at least a dozen times and stopped.  Bastard!  She slumped into his arms, put her head on his shoulder and wondered about the sleeping arrangements.  She immediately fantasized about sharing his bed and getting the fuck of her lifetime. It was unbelievable, but she thought she felt her juices start to run down her legs again.  Unconsciously she pressed her body against his until he gently moved her away.  Without a word, he held her hand and walked her into the kitchen still in her high heels and gave her a drink of water, which she drank like she just crawled through a desert. 

“You need to know a few ground rules if you are to stay here.   First, if you do anything at all, unless ordered, you must ask permission and it better be accompanied by Sir! That means everything like going to the bathroom, closing a door, removing or putting on any clothing items. Anything.  When it is appropriate, I expect to hear verbal appreciation.  Understood?” he asked.

“Yes Sir,” she replied.  “May I go to the bathroom Sir?”

“Yes, it’s down that hall,” he replied pointing to a darkened corridor. 

“Thank you, Sir,” she said as she walked towards the hall and flipped on the light switch at the beginning of the hallway.

“Jena.”

“Yes Sir” she answered stopping in her tracks.

“Did you ask if you could turn on the light?”

“Well I thought…” she stammered feeling small.

“Now you can wait,” he said as she clenched her legs together deprived of the anticipated release. Why did the pressure increase once you have it on your mind, she wondered? 

Michael took her back to the living room where he spent some time going over the sleepover rules with her.  No speaking unless spoken to.  No use of furniture unless directed. No orgasms unless you get permission.    He sat on the couch while she sat undressed at his feet and he explained that she would be bound and chained to the base of his bed on the floor.  Disobedience to any of the rules would result in her sleeping naked on the patio.  Since it was summer, she would be sent outside like a dog that misbehaved.  She listened carefully as she could, considering she was still tipsy from the drinks and had to go really bad.  When he finished he asked if she still needed to piss.  She said yes and was told she had to crawl to the bathroom and back as punishment.  When she was down on all fours, he grabbed her hair abruptly and pulled her back into a kneeling position as he took out a pair of nipple clamps attached by a short chain from his pocket and fastened them onto her nipples.  She had never worn anything like them before and grimaced in pain as he tightened the slip ring which crushed her erect nubs.  He went back into his pocket and took out what looked like gray mini-weights in the shape of diamonds.  He attached one of them to each side of the chain that held the clamps together directly below her nipples.  The weight almost brought her to tears.

“OK, now you can go,” he instructed.  “Are you sure there is nothing else you want to ask?”

“No Sir” she answered.  She knew that she would have to do this in the dark in an unfamiliar place.  She would not even be able to sit on the toilet seat which was forbidden.   She almost forgot!  “May I wipe myself when I am done, Sir?”

“Yes,” he replied smiling that she was starting to learn.

Jena went from a kneeling position to get on all fours when her nipples screamed out in pain as the weights pulled them down.  Even the slightest movement caused tremendous stinging that radiated through her body.  She could hardly move.  On all fours she watched the weights swing as they skimmed the floor because her large boobs were already halfway there.  She stood motionless for a few moments to adjust to the pain until her ass was fiercely slapped.  She understood the meaning and started her journey as the weights increased their swing and pain with her movement.  When she found the bathroom, she lifted the seats in the dark and sat on the cold porcelain.  Crawling back was better since her tortured nipples were getting used to the clamps and she didn’t have the bladder pressure.

“OK, time for bed, Jena,” Michael said when she finally finished her epic journey to the john. “You will leave the weights on until you are bound at my bedside.  I hope they help you remember proper manners and obeying the rules,” he instructed. “Go ahead and get my bed ready while I’ll take care of yours.”

“Yes Sir and thank you, Sir” she answered anticipating how good it will feel to get those torturous things off her distressed nipples.   “May I stand up and walk, Sir?” she asked.

Michael smiled at her progress and said “sure.”

Jena slowly stood up on her high heels.  She was a little wobbly at first but she managed to place both of her hands behind her head with her elbows back.  She walked carefully with the torturous nipple weights swinging in mid-air on her way to the Master bedroom to do her appointed duties as Michael just described.  He sighed as he watched her body move across the room, weights swinging to the sides into his view, wondering again how she could be doing this without force.  Did she really like him that much or did she secretly like the rough handling? 

Jena was pulling back the sheets as a maid would do at an expensive hotel when Michael brought in a handful of leather, chains and locks. After filling a glass of water and placing it on his nightstand as instructed earlier, she lay down at the foot of the bed.  She moved very slowly, trying not to swing the weights too much.  Michael proceeded to wrap leather cuffs around her ankles, attach a padlock and then pulled her into a sitting position.  He attached leather wrist bands and locked them behind her back.  He then padlocked a very wide leather collar around her neck before laying her back down on the hardwood floor.   He attached a short chain to an O-ring on her collar and then threaded it around the leg of the bed which he locked with the last padlock.  It kept her head inches from the heavy wooden bed post that stretched almost to the ceiling forming the impossibly heavy 4-poster canopy bed.  He stood up and gazed down at her as she smiled back at him. What kind of creature is this? He asked himself.  He knelt back down to remove the nipple clamps. 

She didn’t see it coming.

“Ooouchh!” she cried as he slipped the metal ring down allowing the blood to rush back into her flattened nipples.  The pain was worse than when they were put on.  He swiftly flicked the tender erect nub firmly with his fingernail sending her into frenzied spasms, as her mammoth breasts flopped back and forth even with the other weight attached.  He repeated the treatment on her other tit with the same results.  Tears filled her eyes again as she bucked against the restraints that held her in place.

Satisfied he knelt down and kissed her good night.
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Stripped naked and bound in high heels by her ankles and wrists behind her back was not the best way to get some shut-eye.   Jena squirmed to find a fairly comfortable position with no luck without any pillows, blankets or sheets on the hardwood floor.  She knew that she could not request any modifications because it was against his damn rules.  She was to remain silent until he woke and freed her, which of course was when it was to his liking. How she was going to sleep was beyond her at the moment.  She considered that she has always preferred the man to make the moves in past relationships, but this extreme was beyond anything she had ever considered.  Why was she still here?   He had given her plenty of opportunities to leave, but she stayed. The exhibitionism wasn’t as bad as she originally thought coming out of the dressing room, although the whipping was tough and the nipple torture tougher.  She still did not resist. Why?  Her most perplexing dilemma was why she had been so wet and excited during it all.  If fact, she felt her damn twat juices again, like a little whore, as she wrestled with her restraints at the base of Michael’s bed, thinking about the upcoming night.  All she wanted to do was finger her clit to reach a climax to relieve the sexual tension that she was denied during the long evening. But the bondage eliminated any possibility of that.  What a strange feeling.  She gradually dozed, slipping in and out of a fitful sleep, writhing through the night to get into a more comfortable position without much success.

Michael woke about 9:30am relishing in the heady moment as he thought about his trussed slave date beyond his view.  He leisurely stroked his semi-hard cock before rising.  Taking the crystal glass she filled the night before from the bed stand, he stood above her for a few minutes watching her fidget restlessly.  He slowly dribbled the entire glass of water onto her nude figure over an extended period of time.  Startled initially, she screamed out in surprise forgetting where she was as she strained against the cuffs still in place.  Unconsciously she strained to move away from the onslaught of the dripping water only to leave new dry areas of her body exposed that he could take advantage of.  Her nipples stood hard and painfully erect from the chilly water and lack of cover in the cool morning air.  He left the windows open during the night and it had dropped into the upper 50’s.  Large visible goosebumps coated her lightly marked flesh, which had significantly faded during the night.

“Good morning, Jena,” he said smiling warmly.  “Would you like some breakfast?” he asked looking down at her.

“Yes Sir, I would,” she thankfully remembered to say recollecting where she was, shaking cobwebs from her head and freezing water from her exposed skin.

“The morning meal will be hot to warm you up, but first you have a couple of chores to perform.  Dry the wet floor here and then clean the master bathroom, pointing to the door in the corner or the room where she was spread out in a puddle.  Everything you need is under the sink,” he said unlocking the padlock between her wrists without removing them.  He unfastened the chain that bound her neck to the bedpost and used it to connect her wrists together behind her back, giving her arms and hands some degree of room to maneuver.  He then removed the lock on her ankles without removing the stilettos. “When you are done, meet me in the kitchen as I will have something ready for you to eat.  Do not dry yourself, do it wet just as you are.  You may use the facilities, though, as we discussed last night.”

“Yes Sir, “she responded thinking about the humiliation of cleaning someone’s bathroom on a first sleepover, which should have been extremely romantic.  Crazy. What the hell was she thinking?  She tried to expel the thoughts from her mind as she commenced her chores finding the cleaning supplies.  Still in her heels and loosened restraints, she struggled to swab the toilet, clean the counters and tub.   Once done, she got down on her hands and knees and scrubbed the floor with exertion.  When finished, she walked naked to the kitchen in the bright light of the morning rattling in her chains.  Through the windows far below she saw people that looked like ants moving up and down the sidewalks and lining the beach. His sliding door to the patio was open. A rush of fresh cool air caressed her damp body, setting off a series of violent shivers, much to his delight and her dismay. 

“You’re breakfast is served,” Michael said pointing to a mound of gray mush, which was oatmeal splattered on the floor next to his chair.  On the granite counter Michael had fixed himself an incredible smelling egg sandwich with some fresh fruit on the side.  He sat down, purposely stepping into the edge of her pile of goo in bare feet.  “Oops. Lick it off my foot first, bitch,” he said using the demeaning term for the first time, testing her limits ever further.  Actually he was amazed she was still there under his control. Most of the time he had tried dominating someone in this particular manner on the first date, they left before barely getting started.

“Yes Sir!” Jena reacted with even more submissiveness in her tone.  He just called me a bitch.  Normally I would have walked out the door at this point. She had no idea why, but it was different for some reason that was beyond her. It really had never happened to her before.  The whole scene was getting more exciting by the moment with one exception.  Why won’t he fuck me?  I want him so bad, especially now that I have no way to let him know.  Maybe I could let him know my needs through my actions?  Why didn’t I think of that before?  I’ll make sure he understands that I want his cock in me anywhere he likes.  If I can convey it somehow, it’s bound to turn him on and then he’s mine, she thought in her personal fantasy.

Jena slithered down to lie on the floor and purposely placed herself into a very uncomfortable position.  That wasn’t too hard with her arms held back by the strong chain.  She strained to reach and then lapped the lumpy stuff from the bottom of his foot with her tongue and mouth in tandem.  She cleaned a wide stripe in one slow filthy lick, looking directly into his searching eyes.  She tried to communicate on an animal level she was his, however he wanted.  It then took her another 2 minutes to completely polish his foot clean, her eyes still fixed on his.  “Thank you, Sir!” she said.  “May I have the rest of my breakfast, Sir?”

“Yes, but you must finish it all without the use of your hands, mouth only.  Understood?”

“Yes Sir, I understand,” she said at the thought of eating the vile unsweetened oatmeal that was getting colder by the minute. “May I start, Sir?” she asked in her best impression of what she thought a perfect slave would sound like.

“You may my little bitch.”  Michael watched her delicately nip at the cold tasteless mush through pursed lips on the hardwood floor.  It was obvious that she was trying very hard to please, which continued to mystify him.  Efforts like Jena made were usually portrayed only when someone was threatened with severe punishment.  She flawlessly cleaned up every last bit of the gray slop that remained including anything else that happened to be on the floor and mixed with it.

“I have thought about how you are to go home. You only have the evening dress to wear and that would be quite the walk of shame,” he stated smirking, not looking for a response.

“Whatever pleases you, Sir.” she responded nervously.  It was one thing to wear the provocative dress in the evening, but to wear it during the day would cause quite a stir.

“I’m going to run out and get you something to wear home,” he said looking outside at the warm sunshine.  The stores don’t open till noon on Sunday, so I am going to stop for a cup of coffee.  You will stay here till I get back. FYI, my cleaning service is coming soon and they have a key.  By the way what is your shoe size?” he asked.

Jena told him and asked if there was anything she could wear while he was gone since he was getting his condominium cleaned.

Michael didn’t answer her question, but continued to stare out the window as he composed the upcoming scenario in his head.  After a few moments he got up and told Jena to remove her shoes, which she did happily.  She had worn them since 6pm the night before.  It had to be a record. 

“Come over here,” he commanded Jena who was still sitting on the floor where she had finished eating her mush.  She got up and knelt in front of Michael like she has been a sex slave for years. It came so natural to her.  He grabbed her thick hair in a bunch and dragged her off her knees onto her feet.  He pulled her over to the corner of the living room where the south and east windows met giving a panoramic view of the city.  There was a hanging plant that he took down from a heavy duty hook anchored in the ceiling.  He then locked her wrist cuffs together in front of her, attaching one end of the chain.  He pulled her bound wrists up to the plant hook by the chain with one strong pull.  He did not even need to stand on anything since his height and strength made it easy for him.  Jena was now stretched out to a point where only the balls of her feet still touched the ground.  Even though she had her high heels on for the last 18 hours, she would have loved to have them back, immediately feeling the strain on her shoulders after being lifted off the floor. 

She wiggled as Michael slapped her ass before he padlocked her ankles together again.  Stepping back, he watched her shapely body struggle in her bonds, oatmeal slathered around her mouth.  He could not help focusing on her ample tits which were unadorned.  Need to fix that, he thought to himself. Getting a pair of clover type nipple clamps attached by a short chain, he compressed them into place as Jena stood perfectly still to avoid any unnecessary pain to her sensitive nipples from the prior evening’s entertainment.  He then found a piece of scratchy brown packing string on the wall of tormenting devices and wrapped it around her knees, restricting her movement further.  The only part that was left free was her head and that lovely mane of thick hair.  Mission accomplished.  He could now go have a leisurely morning finding her an outfit to wear home, while she suffered alone waiting for him.

“See you in a couple of hours,” he said haughtily to her before heading towards the door.

“But what about the cleaning service?” she cried in disbelief as she hung stark naked unable to move, much.

“Damn, forgot. Thanks,” he said as he pulled out his smartphone and started to tap it. Turning to move away from her, she waited for a few seconds as he progressed down the hall before she heard him say, “Hey, you have some extra work today. Clean up the bitch, but make sure she doesn’t…ga…yes…” His conversation diminished as the heavy entry door smoothly clicked shut.

Jena felt the terror grow instantly as she thrashed in her captivity to no avail.  The only thing it accomplished was to set her nipples on fire from the nasty mini-vice grips.  Nothing that Michael secured loosened.  She stared wide-eyed out at the bright blue sky with no options.  The mental tension exploded in her head.  It was like taking the lead role as the victim in a horror movie and the monster was coming. Breathlessness ensued as she squeezed her thighs together drenching her pussy lips in wetness as she started to cry.  Unconsciously, she slowly turned away from the windows and into the room.  Her mind raced in an impossible uncontrollable circle of fear. Who will be coming? What will they do? Michael won’t be around if they…  Clean the bitch!!  Oh my God! Tears streamed down her face cascading around the hardened oatmeal.  What have I got myself into!
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Seconds became minutes as Jena’s composure gradually came back to earth.  Staring down the front hall towards the entry door, her heart rate marginally slowed as did her heaving breasts. Too late to do anything other than wait she told herself.  It was very little consolation when the door opened almost soundlessly.

A woman walked in pulling a wheeled suitcase behind her. She was alone and looked like she was in her late 30’s.  She was somewhat short with long black hair, full bodied and an unbelievably smooth light brown complexion.  Jena guessed she was Columbian, Puerto Rican or such.  Extremely striking.  She stood motionless for a moment and gazed at Jena.  She smiled, turned and pulled her suitcase into the master bedroom.  Jena heard her open the case and then it was quiet for a bit. The woman returned to the living area dressed in what would be best described as a French maid’s outfit without the white lace. It started with black sexy stiletto heels and sheer black thigh-high stockings attached to a garter belt.  Her micro-length black skirt was tight and showed the outline of the garter set. She wore a spaghetti-strapped top that was also black, but sheer. It had a deep-V cut openly exposing a substantial cleavage, which clearly showed her protruding nipples. On top of that sheer chemise was a tight black corset laced in the back.  Finishing the erotic maid outfit was a wide black choker and long black gloves past her elbows. Saying nothing, the beautiful woman went back into the bedroom where typical housekeeping sounds emanated. She must have cost Michael a fortune to have her clean his place.

Jena relaxed as best she could, as some of her worst fears dissipated.  She listened intently as the maid went about her normal duties when she realized that the wall with all the bondage equipment was still exposed. Still unmovably bound, not much she could do about it when the woman reappeared and started cleaning the open kitchen and living area combination. After a few minutes, Jena developed enough courage to ask a question.

“Would you please find something that you could cover me with as you work? It is very embarrassing.”  Jena ventured.

The maid just gazed at her in that sexy way and did not answer. She then went back to her work, slowly but methodically getting closer to the corner of the room where Jena was suspended. She did not speak during the entire time, but was not hesitant about staring at Jena’s exposed body. She did it often and occasionally smiled.  The effect was simple.  She was being gawked at as an object of deSire. Her smile turned to a grin as she removed and cleaned the various items on the wall of torture. Jena cringed. Pulling on a hook, the wall turned noiselessly back to its original position. She cleaned the bookcase that was now exposed. When she was done, she stretched her sumptuous body and pulled on the same book that Michael did to return the wall to the medieval setting.  She looked over to see if Jena was watching her as she did it. She was. The place was finally clean when Jena remembered that Michael had said clean the bitch. She stiffened as she watched the woman retreat down the hall in her sexy outfit. She stopped midway and opened a closet. She pulled out a large flat plastic bin.  Bringing it back by Jena, she laid it on the floor by her feet.  Lifting her shackled ankles together so she was temporarily suspended, the woman positioned the basin so it was directly under Jena when she let go of her legs.  Feelings of uncertainty and fear crept back into her mind as the woman stood in front of her.  Unabashedly ogling at Jena, the woman lifted her extremely short skirt and fingered her vagina.

“What the hell are you doing?” Jena screamed, starting to gyrate on the chain again.

The woman just smiled that sexy look again and sashayed over to the wall of torture. She looked around and removed what looked like a ball gag, but instead of a ball there was a black cock dildo on a strap. She pushed it into her own mouth and down her throat until she started to gag.  Quickly removing it, she brought it over in front of Jena whose eyes had grown to saucers.  The woman dangled the cock gag in her left hand in front of Jena’s face, while her right hand motioned her to be quiet with a finger to her lips, followed by pointing at the gag. The effect was instantaneous.  Jena inhaled a giant breath and slowly let it out, her eyes never leaving the woman’s face.

Sophia, as she was known by her employer, relished this part of the job.  She was bi-sexual and looked forward to the few times he demanded these special services other than the usual cleaning in the slutty outfit. She knew what he wanted to be done and she did it with passion. She would have done it for free, but it came with a nice bonus anyway. She hooked the strap of the cock gag onto the chain that suspended the luscious body before her. The other end of the strap rested on top of the captive’s head to remind her of what would come if she made a peep. She flicked it so it tapped her head a few times before stopping.  Slowly and provocatively she took off her elbow length gloves and tossed them on the floor.  Her imminent cleaning recipient inhaled deeply to her satisfaction.  She stepped back and stroked her own clit lightly again, getting aroused. This time not a sound came from her lusty victim. Sophia took her time as she massaged herself close to climax but stopped short, never taking her eyes off of the now compliant young lady.

Figuring she better get moving, as she did not know when her employer would return, Sophia went to the closet to get a bucket and filled it with warm soapy water. She brought it back and filled the basin.  She then tied up the bound girl’s long thick hair in a tight bundle on top of her head, so it would not be in the way.  She focused on the clamps that were attached to her brutalized nipples next.  She carefully gripped the handles of one of the clover clamps and squeezed quickly. Her reaction was immediate and fierce.  The woman tried to stifle a scream unsuccessfully. Those clamps were on a long time, so it must have been intense.  She raised the weighty nipple clamp on the chain till it was above eye level and taunt before dropping it purposely, so it yanked hard at her other nipple as it bounced under it.  Her poor subject was now crying as she flicked her freed nipple with her painted fingernail and nipped it with her teeth.  She tortured the protruding nub for a few minutes until the shock wore off before attacking the other one with equal vigor. She laid the clamps on the floor to be re-attached later when she was finished with her cleansing assignment.

Sophia liked to perform her work with her hands instead of a cloth for obvious reasons, so she soaped them up and went to work on her tear ridden crusty food face. The scrubbing took a while with bare hands since it was a pretty stubborn mess.  The rest was nice. Her skin was smooth, supple and firm in all the right places.  She soaped up her entire body head to foot, lingering on her rounded ass and boobs as she got stimulated again.  Rubbing between her legs took the longest as the bound slave jostled about due to the rough treatment on the sensitive area.  Sophia would be changing clothes later, so slithering up against her as she worked was enjoyable. Her soapy hands caressing tight young flesh never failed to arouse her. Apparently her enslaved hostage felt the same way. She seemed to be getting into it, so Sophia pressed her full lips to the delicious babe with a lingering kiss.  She was met with surprising reciprocal passion. Tongues darted tenderly at first and then drove deep inside each other craving more contact and lust. Totally neglecting her job, Sophia circled while pulling up her short skirt. Groping for a massive slippery tit in her left hand she pressed her now uncovered crotch against a solid but pliable ass. Her own clit was enlarged and making contact with the soap-slicked butt as she rode her body at will due to the secure restraints in place. Reaching around, her right finger sought the tender folds of her prisoner’s pussy.  Stroking sideways lightly and quickly on top of her clit, she felt the bound woman writhe in her control as she rushed to climax.  She removed her finger suddenly according to Michael’s instructions; no orgasms.  The bound beauty bucked in obvious frustration. Sophia continued to rub her exposed engorged clit against her firm ass, exploiting the vicious motion to her advantage. Seconds later, she reached her right hand around to tweak a nipple hard, triggering her to wrestle against her shackles violently again.  Sophia attempted to hang onto her slick massive tits, like the reins of a bucking bronco, as she came in head-thrown-back ecstasy.  Waiting a few moments before starting again, she kneaded her large breasts with the soapy water and continued to her fleshy ass, sliding her torso up and down the bound woman. This time her captive pushed her pussy lips out to meet her finger, which lingered ever so softly over her clit. She thrust her pelvis outward attempting to force more pressure, but Sophia countered with pulling her finger back the same distance. Now the submissive was in a complete body seizure demanding an orgasm. Too bad, Sophie chuckled as she stepped away from the sudsy bitch and feasted on the agony she had inflicted. Panting heavily and hanging her weight on her numb arms, she gave up with no relief.

Knowing the right time to start touching her again, Sophia went to work to remove the soapy water, replace with fresh water and rinse using only her hands, which was still having an effect. It was time consuming, but pleasurable for her. There was no spilling a cup to rinse the suds quickly, just rinsed hands wiping away the soap little by little.  She then removed the basin, dried her subject and applied some makeup before releasing and brushing her towel-dried hair. Sophia looked into her eyes for the last time, searching and finding what she was looking for. This time when she smiled, she received a very warm one back, instead of the look of terror that was there when they first met. One more thing to do: the newly cleaned submissive whimpered and closed her eyes upon realization that the damned nipple clamps would need to be re-attached.  Sophia did this quickly to minimize the inevitable pain. Changing and pulling her suitcase, she glanced back as she walked down the hall towards the door.
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Jena finally caught her breath a few minutes after the buxom maid left the condo.  Thinking about her previous girl on girl encounter during college, she almost laughed out loud.  She went from the bunny hill to a black diamond run!  Her arms ached after the long ordeal, but her sex ached more.  Frustrated beyond comprehension, she had to deal with the situation at hand. Hanging without a chance of relief for hours and sexually tortured by a total stranger had forced a certain focal point of attention. Her wrists were on fire from the metal cuffs and this was actually the first time she was able to even notice with all the prior stimulations and distractions. The throbbing in her shoulders was clarified in a robust manner.  With all the mental duress gone, it became physical abruptly. She yearned for relief, but none came as she hung in silence.

Jena tried to envision that if she continued this relationship, how the hell it would work.  Would she always be his slave, day and night?  Or would it just be a nightly entertainment once in a while.  She tried to imagine it and found it problematic either way.  It was really exciting to her, but what would happen when the sexual tension wore off as it does in every relationship eventually?  She could end up an unpaid servant instead of a sex slave.  That would not work, especially if Michael decided to bring home a new, younger, hotter slave.  Nightly entertainment might be a possibility, but she wondered if she would start to control the relationship a little more each day by being on equal footing with him during non-playtime.  It might happen, but then how would it be when he took control.  Would it get diluted?  There would be the temptation to manipulate him.  Eventually that would not be acceptable either.  She needed his raw power.  Maybe Mike will have some thoughts on the subject. She decided to table the inner conversation to a later date and re-live the past few hours, squeezing her thighs together, while she forced the recent experience of visions, touching and pain to memory.  Even though she had zero control of the situation, she felt like a slut.  And that was a good thing, since she has lived such a goodie-two-shoes kind of life.  She wondered who might be watching her at this very moment from any number of buildings to the south.  She was practically on top of the window and her stark-naked voluptuous body suspended in agony would be very noticeable, if anybody cared to look. She turned slowly to face the windows on the balls of her feet.

While Mike was out, he contemplated his time with Jena and smiled to himself.  What an awesome time.  She was so submissive and willing to please. And that body!  It would have been perfect if Brenda was not the one to introduce them.  Damn it all to hell.  Even though he was a partner, Brenda worked for the entire organization.  The fact that she may already have evidence that he was breaking one of the strictest rules they had in their establishment, put Jena outside his reach.  You just don’t fraternize with prospects under any circumstances.  It’s like dating a student when you are the professor.  He thought about it for a time and decided he would just tell Brenda that Jena showed him her kinkiness and that she initiated the exhibitionism and bondage.  He just played to her natural inklings while getting her ready for the next step in the Program.  Hopefully Brenda didn’t have anything that showed otherwise, unlikely though, because she was good at her job. 

He returned home about 3 hours later.  Jena looked completely expended in the exposed corner of his living quarters.  Unlike when he left, she was now clean and looking like she was ready to go out again in whorish makeup.  He walked over to her and met her eyes silently.  She did not speak like a good sex slave, but smiled like he was a breath of fresh air. How he liked this woman.  His conflicted feelings weighed on him like a heavy yoke.  He unchained her from the hook and removed her handcuffs. She could barely stand now that she could put her feet flat on the ground.  Her arms fell to her sides tingling as the blood rushed back through them.  He pulled her close holding her up for an extended wet and passionate kiss, his favorite kind.  She was so unstable that he swept her up in his arms and laid her down on the floor by the edge of the couch where he sat down.  He gave her about 15 minutes to recuperate as he gazed at her amazing figure and the angry red welts that surrounded her wrists.

“If you have time, you want to go get some lunch before heading home?” he asked.

“Sure, as long as it doesn’t take too long, I have some work things to take care of today,” she replied.

“Forgetting your manners already, bitch?  Lay across my lap.”

“Yes Sir.  I am really sorry I did not address you properly just now.”  She meant it, not because of the punishment, but because she disappointed him. Unbelievably she started to tear up due to the emotional roller coaster she was riding. Her body was still bare and unprotected as she got into position across his lap, laboring to cross her wrists high over the small of her back.  This time he did not hold them.  He wanted to see if she would attempt to stop his blows.  Instead he placed his left hand under her tits and clamped on the one farthest from him.  He smacked her ass wickedly hard with his right.  She cried out and struggled to vary the spot of the blows, but with his left hand firmly holding her body in place by her boob, she did little to actually escape the assault.  He stopped when he delivered about twenty swats. Not once did she try to block them, even as her ass went from pink to red.  She didn’t cry either, showing some personal restraint and growing tolerance of pain.  “I am really sorry I displeased you, Sir.  You deserve more respect than I just showed earlier.”  She said again trying her hardest to play to his domination, ultimately hoping that her obedience and sincerity would somehow make him want to fuck her.  She craved it more than ever now, hot from the spanking and the previous escapades.

“Stand up and put your hands behind your head. I want to make sure the cleaning service followed my instructions properly.”  

“Yes Sir,” she answered, troubled by what might happen next. She stood as instructed.  Michael then placed his index finger directly on her labia that protected her delicate sex button. It took maybe two seconds for her sex-deprived organ to respond. She self-lubed her muff from his mere feather light touch.  Ever so slowly, he moved it back and forth till it sank and touched her clit lightly as a butterfly landing.  She closed her eyes and gasped as the pent up pressure of sexual release might be at hand, literally. She thrust her pelvis forward to increase the force of his caress.  She felt it would take only two or three more strokes to explode in ecstasy. Michael sensed it and pulled his finger away.

“Looks like the maid did a good job, my little slut” he stated simply in an impersonal manner. Jena knelt back down trembling from the episode. 

“Here, put this on so we can go get some lunch,” Michael said pulling an outfit out of a shopping bag. It was June and quite warm, so he handed her a pair of very brief white shorts, which were made with spandex so they would hug her ass like a canvas painting stretched onto a frame. The see-through fabric barely covered her butt cheeks and rode very low on her waist.  Unfortunately with no panties, the resulting camel-toe was quite obvious.  He then gave her pink pumps with a 3-inch heel. They still seemed a little slutty with the shorts but not as lusty as the 5 inch ones she wore the night before.  The thin clingy sweater tank top he handed her was hot pink, fitted and cropped short to leave a subtle span of exposed skin around her waist.  Her nipples were evident through the gauzy material. The fitted top buttoned down in front and had a band of elastic ribbing directly under her boobs. Her oversized tits stretched the material, forcing gaps to open around the tiny buttons. He left the top two undone, exposing a mountainous cleavage that bobbled freely.  He had a lot of similar clothing in the bag he bought, but that was all she was going to get today.  “Just so you know, when we are together, you will always wear whatever I give you and nothing else. Understood?” he asked.

“Yes Sir.”

Slapping her smartly on the ass, she followed his lead to get some lunch.  Except for the stares at her obvious wrist marks, lack of cover in her outfit and lingering red patterns on her peeking ass cheeks at the outdoor café where they ate, the rest of their time together was fairly uneventful.   She considered initiating the subject of when they would be in a top/bottom mode, but thought twice since she liked the role she played so much.  It was just their first date anyway and she was sexually aroused by this arrogant man and his kinky ways.  Her body craved the attention he was showing her, even if it was painful and embarrassing.  Her only regret was the lack of sexual contact from him.  It was driving her mad with lust.   

“Well, we probably need to get going,” Michael said remembering she had to finish a few things for her job.  He instinctively knew that she would stay all day and night if he told her that’s what he wanted.  What an amazing creature he thought.  He knew it would be extremely difficult to give her up to the Program.  “You might as well head home from here.  You could grab your black shoes the next time we see each other,” he mentioned getting up.

“Yes, Sir,” Jena answered loud enough to make sure the people at the next table heard as they looked over again for yet another reason.  The hot couple would probably be the topic of their discussion for some time.  The next time?  Maybe he will finally fuck me, she pondered.  Even if he doesn’t soon, the whole scene has been exhilarating.

Jena went home in her abbreviated outfit and tell-tale wounds without the least bit of embarrassment.  When people stared, she just returned an assured smile.  In the span of just two days, she wore clothes she never even dreamed of putting on her body.  She amazed herself and the newfound confidence felt liberating.  She always knew she had an incredible body, but most of her past boyfriends she realized, due to their own insecurities, tried to talk her into hiding her endowments to minimize other men hitting on her.  Telling her sexy clothes made her look like a whore was just a way to manipulate her. She liked it when people looked at her, no matter what they might be thinking or what they said under their breath.  She really didn’t care anymore.  She had yet to find any insecurity whatsoever in Michael. Compared to the younger guys she dated, he was a real man.  If he wanted something, he just took it. No manipulation or secret longings.  Her head spun thinking about what a whirlwind it was spending time with him.  She hoped he would call soon and she hadn’t even got home yet.

In her hotel room not too far away, Brenda closed her laptop and removed the small SD chip.  The visual was not very good, but the audio was unmistakable.  The blurry video showed affection, which was forbidden.  She wondered how she could use what she just heard and seen to her own advantage, even though it hurt.
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Michael met Brenda at their usual place to discuss her findings.  It was only a week and her report was very positive.  Jena had very little family being the only child. Her mother and father, who were also only children themselves, lived in LA.  Her father was quite sick, so her Mom was preoccupied with taking care of him.  Jena tried to visit once or twice a year, but really couldn’t afford any more.  The investigators determined that her Dad, coming from a military background, was very strict with Jena when she was younger.  Her Mom seemed passive.

The Program’s investigators lied about the reason they were questioning the parents.  They told them it was for some neighborhood article about people who lived in the area and moved on.  Their answers would be compiled and absolute confidentiality was assured.  They put it into writing with a confidentiality agreement.  They were also very careful about leaving any possible trace to themselves so they used fictitious ID’s and altered their physical looks for the interview.

Jena did have some friends from college, but they were different from childhood friends, who usually were closer.  Chicago was a long way from LA, so those relationships faded away.  She was popular with the guys considering her looks, but didn’t seem to date anyone too long.  She usually tired of their possessiveness demonstrated after a few dates.  All in all, the verdict was that she was a viable candidate and a very good looking one too.  Brenda recommended moving forward and as per protocol and had already notified the rest of the partners.  Michael had the responsibility for the next move and it was required to happen as soon as possible.

“There’s something else, Mike,” she said quietly, looking deep into his eyes.  She had considered every angle of her next move.  “I know,” was all she could say without breaking eye contact with his intense look for even a split second.  “It showed.”

Michael’s head felt a bit woozy at the realization that Brenda knew his feelings were more personal with Jena.  He immediately wondered what she would do with it.  It did not take long.

“No one needs to know,” she said after giving him some time to digest the news.  She got up from her bar stool and scooted it closer to his, making her intentions very clear.  He didn’t move a muscle as she laid her hand on his thigh as gently as a feather floating to the ground.  

“I understand, but you know that no one can know about this.  I have had similar feelings for you too, but was worried about the consequences,” he said as his dick started to stir as she slowly moved her hand up his thigh. 

“It would put both of us in jeopardy with our positions.  We both would have to be very careful to keep it quiet.”

Michael had anticipated this considering she had surveillance on Jena along with him due to the date.  The story he was going to tell her wouldn’t work.  He knew Brenda well enough to know that she was intelligent and had already figured it out.  There was no going back.  He had to move forward and enlist Jena into the Program.  He also had no choice but to get it on with the beauty who sat next to him, which he had actually wanted to do anyway.  He did wonder, though, why his thoughts were on Jena at this very moment, instead of fucking Brenda.

They left the bar and thought it wise to go to a new hotel for their rendezvous, with the chance of an investigator hanging out at Michael’s place or coming by to visit Brenda at her hotel.  Brenda went into the room first and waited about a half hour before Mike came.  He entered the darkened room, lit only by the city lights coming through the windows. She wore heels, thigh-high stockings attached to a garter belt, panties and a revealing bra.  She was on her knees with her hands behind her head as she knew he liked.  He sat down in a chair across the large room from her and did nothing but stare at her toned body surrounded by that luscious blonde hair.  She smiled as she slowly went down on all fours and sensually crawled to him without taking her eyes off of his.  When her face was inches from his growing shaft between his spread legs, she diverted her gaze to his zipper.

She grasped the zipper pull with her teeth and laboriously undid his fly with her mouth.  Looking directly into his eyes his member swelled inside his boxers.  He helped her remove his rigid staff before she ever so slightly touched the tip of her tongue to the base of his cock and slowly moved it up the entire length.  Fixating on the head of his penis, she swirled her warm wet tentacle in small circles on the small dome.  Michael’s member twitched vehemently.  She held contact with the animated rod as best she could as it jumped around, her head and tongue in motion, hands remaining on the floor.  After a few minutes of the teasing, he thrust his crotch in an effort for her to take him in her mouth.  Following his lead, she knelt up with wrists crossed behind her back as she swallowed his entire cock in one slow continual movement.  He groaned as he felt his swollen member fill her tight throat.  She steadily stuffed it all the way in and then out, increasing the momentum with the expertise of a high class escort.  He had all intentions of fucking her but could not hold back as he spewed his load into her throat. Mike panted heavily as she continued the throat massage, his cock deep and pulsating in her coated orifice.  He started to withdraw but she put her hands on his ass and forced her face into him, not allowing him to pull away.  He didn’t fight too much as he felt her tongue curl and tease the base of his cock.  He finally pushed her away, picked her up off her knees and bent her over the smooth velvet-like arm of the chair.  He took his steeled pipe and pummeled it into her sopping wet cunt.  Having just released, he was able to ram his sexual weapon into her ceaselessly till she was screaming in a long awaited orgasm.  Feeling a second wave coming, Michael pulled her off the chair and forced her to her knees once again by grabbing a fistful of her long thick hair at the back of her head.  Holding her in place and stroking his shaft vigorously above her upturned face, he splattered a second stream of his hot fluid across her open waiting mouth and disheveled mess of blonde hair.  He did not let go of her head right away but held tightly to her hair as he enjoyed the view.  The cum dribbled down and cemented strands of her golden locks ensnared in the gooeyness to her gorgeous face.

When released from Michael’s grip, Brenda got up and went into the washroom to clean up, while he contemplated his actions.  Maybe this will be alright, he thought.  She will have the same problem as he would if it became known to the group.  She would be fired and he might be ostracized from the group, payout in hand.  The problem was Jena.  He was now sure that Brenda’s past behavior with turning down provocative prospects was due to her own jealousy.  She wanted him for herself and would try to play to his sexual preferences to get there. What she wanted to avoid was him acquiring a slave he liked instead.  It was time to consult his friend John and try to make sense of the increasingly complicated situation.  He was not associated with the Program at all, except what Mike told him during the course of their friendship. 

The spent couple went to bed curled up together and did it again as they woke in the morning.  This time the pace was slower and easier. 

“I will let you know my plans to turn Jena as soon as I get them lined up,” he said to his dreamy eyed bedmate.  “It should not take long, since we have such a good connection.”

“That I know,” she replied somewhat sarcastically. “How are you doing with the fact that you like her?” she asked cautiously.

“Its business now and I need to let go.  Give me a little time.  You know me.  I’m a rock and I can handle it,” he lied.

“Yeah, I can attest to the rock part,” she smiled thinking about the previous night.

Later that night Michael sat with his friend at his place opposite Brenda’s hotel discussing the night’s revelry.  John whistled low and dramatically.  “This opens a can of worms,” he commented to Michael who was processing the implications and burning every brain cell in the process. 

“That’s the understatement of the year,” Mike responded.    What a dilemma.
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“Jena, I have an idea,” Michael said to her when he called the next day.  “I have to attend a quick meeting in New York City.  We could go for a long weekend, maybe five to six days in which you would continue to submit completely to me.  That might help you decide what you want from the relationship.  What do you think?” he asked, knowing it was a pivotal question.

“Sounds like a fabulous idea,” she replied enthusiastically, “although I don’t have the funds to help very much.”

“Don’t worry about that. You do not need a dime.  My treat and my way.  In fact, I will be purchasing your entire wardrobe, make-up, and any other essentials you may need.  Just be prepared with a total submissive attitude. Can you handle that?” he asked, already knowing her response.

“Whatever you command Sir, is what I want,” she answered, spoken like a true submissive.

“Then it’s a date, unless you run into issues getting time from your job.  Two weeks from Thursday, we will be leaving on a flight around 8am and I expect you at my condo at 5am sharp.  Bring your ID and wear the clothes I send you.  Nothing else,” Michael directed.  “We will be returning Tuesday, so make your plans accordingly. Confirm you get the time off.”

“Yes, Sir,” Jena replied, creaming in her pants anticipating a trip of a lifetime.  She went home that night unable to control her urges to play with herself.  She knew it was forbidden to come unless he gave her permission, which he didn’t.  It was still two weeks away and she brought herself to the edge without climaxing at least three times that night.  It was actually more torture than being tied up for hours in a very uncomfortable position. How the hell was she going to make it two weeks? And how the hell did this man have such control over her?  Did she finally find her true love?  The two weeks passed like a snail chilling out.

Jena showed up at his condo at exactly 5am on Thursday morning, knowing what would happen if she didn’t get there on time.  She wore a mini-skirt, sandals and a tight thin sweater without a bra like she was told.  Mike was ready with bags packed.  He had left out an outfit and makeup for her to put on quickly before leaving for the airport.  She changed into the bright lime-green stretch mini-skirt and white transparent top, which he unbuttoned to a point where it showed the underwire of a deep plunging lace bra.  The makeup he ordered her to wear was quite attention-grabbing for a morning flight, but she acquiesced.  She finished with some high wedge heels, realizing that he did not give her any panties.  The limousine picked them up at exactly 5:30am.  She was not allowed to sit on a seat in the long vehicle, but knelt down facing him.  She guessed that the seat was considered furniture according to his rules.  He quietly stroked her open cleavage, while she alternated between looking into his eyes and watching his inseam twitch a bit.

At the departing gate, Michael boarded first by himself and took a seat in first class.  Jena glanced at her ticket only to find out she was to be seated in the center of one of the last rows in the economy section.  She made her way to her seat finding that she was situated between two terribly overweight balding men.  The two men did not seem shy or have any problem staring at her.  She squeezed in between them in her miniscule outfit.  It was impossible for her to stop their beefy short-sleeved arms from squashing into her bulging boobs.

“Business or pleasure?” one of the men asked her.

“Pleasure,” she replied curtly, trying to minimize any further conversation.

“Are you a stripper?  You have an incredible body,” the other man asked.

“No,” she abruptly answered, wondering how she was going to get through the flight.

“Well, you could be, you know, you have a great rack.”

Jena decided the conversation was over and did not reply.

“Maybe not, you seem to be kind of a bitch and bitches don’t make good strippers,” the first man antagonized.

Oh, fuck, she thought, starting to get up before the stewardess told everybody to stay in their seats for take-off.  After a few minutes, one of the men attempted to reach under the seat in front of him for some reason. He needed to turn his head towards Jena in order to do so. He was able to see between her legs and she knew it. He then turned his head a little further into her eyes and leered at length, surprisingly not saying anything.  In response, she struggled in the small space to pull down her abbreviated skirt that had already ridden up close to her naked pussy.  Then she had the unfortunate task of squeezing herself back between the two fat asses as they shamelessly watched and enjoyed her efforts.

Jena motioned to a stewardess.  “May I change my seat?” She asked in desperation.

“Is there anyone that you know on this flight that would be willing to do so?” She asked back.

“Not really.”

The stewardess glanced at the two big men and sadly returned a look to Jena and said that seats were pre-arranged and could not be changed with apologies as she moved away.

“You really are a bitch aren’t you?”

Both of the oversized men shifted in their seats at fairly regular intervals that were way too short for Jena.  Each time they seemed to push their pudgy elbows a little deeper into her tits during the first hour of the flight before Michael showed up and asked her how it was going.

“Just great!” she exclaimed, appearing outwardly aggravated, which turned him on.  He told her to meet him in the terminal at the end of the flight, ignoring her tone.  He just left saying he had a Bloody Mary to finish, would see her soon and not to forget her manners. 

“It looks like your boyfriend doesn’t want to hear your bitching either.”  The two men laughed, repositioning their elbows back into her soft mounds. 

As they disembarked the flight, Mike smiled at the two men that tortured Jena and handed each of them an envelope as they passed.  He did this in front of her as they looked back and grinned mockingly.

“That was hell!” Jena cried frustrated to Michael.

“That was hell, who?” he replied.

“That was hell, Sir.”

“You will be punished later for your lack of manners just now and before when I came back to see you, young lady.  I would suggest you mind them over the next few days if you know what’s good for you,” he simply stated, ignoring her actual comment about the two disgusting men.

Michael sat directly behind the cab driver so Jena was in the sight of the rear view mirror.  He leaned over and whispered some instructions into her ear before sitting back to enjoy the upcoming show along with the unsuspecting cabbie.  She closed her eyes, sighed and put her right hand under her skirt.  She slowly caressed her pussy lips until moist before impelling her clit on to further heights.  Her left hand went to work moving gently across her nipples to encourage them out of hiding as they hardened against the thin material of her top and bra.  She kept her eyes closed as she worked herself into a state where her ass was grinding into the filthy seat of the New York cab.  Her left hand roamed her body caressing not only her breasts but her thighs left naked by the short skirt.  She was instructed not to say anything, but to stop momentarily if she came close to climaxing.  Jena continued with her eyes closed, stopping and starting much like the cab, until they arrived at their destination.  Jena was really worked up when she was finally allowed to open her eyes. Michael’s plan worked as Jena did not know where they were with her eyes closed.  The cabbie tipped Michael with a free ride. 

They stopped at what Jena thought was one of the seediest hotels she had ever seen.  How someone like Michael could even consider staying here was beyond her.  Obediently she followed him into the transient hotel as he paid cash for the room at a barred window, which was actually more like a teller cage of a currency exchange.  It was probably bullet-proof.

“This hotel is for men only and the toilet is at the end of the hall,” the scrappy teller said to Michael.

“Will this help?” he asked pushing a wad of small bills towards him.

“OK, but keep her out of sight and don’t be surprised if bad things happen in the toilet if she decides to use it.”   

Michael took the key he handed him and grabbed Jena’s arm as he pulled her into the tiny dark elevator which reeked of urine.  He unlocked a small foul-smelling room on the 7th level.  There were severely stained sheets on the tiny sloping bed, which was the only furniture save a small cracked chest of drawers.   A blinking neon light flashed XXX GIRLS XXX outside the tiny barred window, which gave an eerie red glow to the room.  He pulled a string on an exposed bulb in the ceiling, which was the only lighting in the room.  The bulb was very dim, but it did light enough for her to see a number of cockroaches scurry for a darker place as she shivered.

Pulling her body close to completely envelope hers, unexpectedly he kissed her in the horrible atmosphere.  The slow lingering kiss seemed especially delicious in the contrast of her environment.  She relaxed and submitted to his passion. When he finished, he looked deeply into her eyes, not wavering in the least, as she wondered if he was trying to tell her something without words.

Not saying a thing, Michael opened his travel bag and pulled out a length of rope.  He tied her wrists together before raising the loose end and tying it around a rotting beam on the ceiling near the flickering window.  He pulled her up so ruthlessly she was positioned with all her weight on her toes only, the wedge high heels actually off the floor.  She grunted harshly as he brutally wrapped and bound her ankles and then knees.  He proceeded to cruelly rip off her clothes.  When they wouldn’t tear, he cut them with a pocketknife before roughly shredding them apart with brute strength.  He seemed angry, very angry.  Naked and severely secured to the beam, she looked in horror as Michael removed a long single lash bullwhip from his bag.  He wrapped it around her neck before reaching back to find a gag, which he displayed momentarily in front of her face.  The gag had an extremely large black cock shape, designed to be forced down her throat just short of choking off her air supply. Just like the one his maid threatened her with. He then retrieved and opened a wide mouth jar full of clear liquid, dipping the black cock gag into it.  A bitter smell filled the small room.  Pulling her hair back briskly, he tried to shove the dripping dildo into her resisting mouth.  She was scared and would not open it, so he pinched her nostrils closed until she could no longer hold her breath.  Waiting in annoyance, he rammed it in when she opened her mouth for a half second to catch her breath.  The liquid tasted horrible, as she fought not to gag.  He locked the wicked strap behind her head.  

Jena watched Michael in terror unable to speak with the gag down her throat, fighting for a breath of air, as she felt her equilibrium fail. She twirled in a circle on her toes as she lost control of her balance.  He removed a video camera from his bag and mounted in onto a tripod aimed directly at her. The camera had a built in light which illuminated her thrashing body.  The room started to swim as she felt the slim leather snake that was wrapped around her neck slide away.  She felt like she was falling into a nightmare as Michael stepped back and cracked the harsh implement to assault her body.  It wrapped around her twice before the split leather ends cruelly bit into her exposed flesh.  The intense pain was well beyond her tolerance, but she couldn’t do a thing about it.  The only defense she had was to twist around to avoid blows to the same area.  She tried to scream, but doing so shoved the brutal shaft farther back into her throat and cut off her breath.  Tears gushed down her face as she staged a ballerina dance of horror as the whip relentlessly battered her soft quivering flesh.  She was looking straight into Michael’s intense eyes as a haze of white encircled what little vision remained before clouding over completely losing consciousness.
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Brenda and Michael drank cold frosty beers as they sat in a sidewalk Irish tavern in SoHo village on the southern end of Manhattan in New York City.  The day was warm and both were relieved knowing that Jena had successfully entered the Program.

“Mike, that was a stroke of genius to put the knock-out juice on a cock gag,” Brenda commented as their beer glasses met in a toast.  “I bet that was a lot more fun than the usual slip it in a drink routine.  It looked like it took almost 10 minutes to work instead of the usual one or two, since she could not swallow.”

“Yeah, it was great,” he replied thinking about how severely he beat the girl he was trying to forget about for now.  It was not working.

“Looks like we both are going to be able to take it easy for a while.  Jena should fetch quite a sum of money on the market with that body,” Brenda said.

“Let’s hope,” he responded.  “Well, the Program takes four weeks and the next auction is early August, so it should work out as far as timing is concerned,” Michael calculated.  “It was a good thing she liked me, so I was able to get her enrolled weeks ahead of schedule.”

“Yeah, but how are you doing?” she asked somewhat disturbed by the comment, remembering Michael kissing her.

”Hey, I’m over it.  Business, remember.” 

“I hope so, because I want to jump your bones again really soon,” she said as she moved her chair over closer to him, rubbing his leg.  “How about tonight?”

“Sure, you want to find a secret rendezvous spot or should I?” he asked.

“Let me handle it,” she said looking around wondering if she should show a little less affection in public.

“Careful,” Mike replied as he read her mind, knowing the consequences of being seen like secret lovers.

“I’ll text you in a few hours once I have a plan.”

They chatted idly before sharing a cab back to their separate hotels up north near Times Square.

[image: ]

Jena regained consciousness, not knowing where she was.  The last thing she remembered was Michael whipping her as she passed out. As she shook off the cobwebs in her head, she could not move, see or hear anything.  She seemed to be wrapped in some way which was not readily discernable.  Her head pounded as she grew more aware.  After a few more minutes, whatever caused her to pass out cleared, only to realize she was bound to a pole on her tips of her toes.  She felt the floor materialize and it was cold. She did not feel anything on her eyes, but her ears and mouth were clogged with compacted material of some kind.  Her arms were tied tightly behind her and around the pole she was fastened to.  She felt the tightness of scratchy rope by her ankles, knees and waist.  Her head was held motionless with some kind of band around her forehead and mouth, fusing her head to the post behind it.  It was cold and damp and she felt naked.  Trying to test the limits of the restraints, she moved her toes a smidge and bumped into something furry.

“Mmmfff” was all that escaped from her crammed mouth.  The material that gagged her was forced in so hard she could not draw any air or let out any screams.  The warm furry creature, whatever it was, moved quickly away.  Jena shuddered uncontrollably, as she fought her bindings with no success.  Her skin crawled once she settled down wondering what it was. Her immediate fear was that it was a rat or mouse, of which she a serious phobia.

Where the hell was she and where was Michael?  This was a little creepy even for his perverted mind.  A light flicked on which forced her to close her eyes.  She now realized that she had been in total darkness.  As she got used to the light she opened her eyes slowly and squinted, only to find out that she was in an ancient bleak basement.  She wondered if it was in the transient hotel Michael brought her to.  She glanced down when she noticed some movement and immediately cringed at the sight of a small rat scurrying towards some dark corner, where it stood up on its hind legs and glared at her.

“Uuucck,” she cried into her mouth-filling gag as she shivered in her helplessness.  Since she could not move her head down at all, she imagined the dirty creatures lurking around her feet, involuntarily causing her to struggle.  The bright light dimmed as she got used to it noticing that it was hanging by a wire in the center of the dreary room.  In fact, it couldn’t be more than 40 watts as it cast eerie shadows.  She glanced around and saw water stains and mold on cracked discolored concrete walls.  There was a series of old round wooden support poles holding up larger wooden beams.  She was obviously tied to one of them.  There was an old furnace to her left that looked like it was made in the 1920’s, massive and rusty.  A dilapidated wooden staircase was directly in front of her about 20 to 30 feet away with a closed door at the top of the rotting structure.  Chains and shackles hung everywhere throughout the cellar. She could not see behind her, so she really didn’t know how big the place was. The floor was stained and discolored much like the walls.  Aside from an old bulky wooden chair and a couple of large metal boxes, the room was empty.  The chair had shackles attached where your wrists and ankles would rest that made it look like it came from a prison’s execution room. Trying to take everything in, she forgot about the rat and glanced where it was standing only to find it gone.  The cold dampness played havoc on her body as her nipples throbbed and her flesh exploded with goose bumps.  She then felt the underlying burning from the recent cruel whip lashes entwine her body as she regained her senses slowly.  Tears welled in her eyes when she heard a muffled creak above her. 

The door opened at the top of the steps and a very large man descended the stairs. Not fat, but muscular.  The young Sicilian wore combat style black boots, tight black denim jeans covering thick muscular legs and no shirt. He was an obvious bodybuilder.  He walked toward her, eyes glued to her tits jutting out in the strict bondage.  He held a flat board of some kind that looked like a sign. He walked past her restricted line of sight as she felt him wave the board around, feeling a breeze on her naked skin.  The floor immediately bustled with motion.  There must have been at least a dozen gray mice scamper into her view and then away again as she thrashed in her bondage.  Jena screamed without much sound and writhed without much movement actually taking place, except for her boobs, which bounced side-to-side.  She was actually thankful for whatever was in her ears because it blocked the inevitable squeaking sounds that field mice make.   

The well-built Italian moved back in front of her, smiling devilishly as he put the board down and grabbed her breasts.  He roughly dug his strong fingers into the soft fleshy tissue before pinching her large nipples with a grip she thought only possible by a metal instrument.  He held them for a least a minute, twisting and turning without any heed to her reactions. 

The man then grabbed two chains hanging in front of her and pulled his immense body up and down at least twenty times in chin-up fashion directly in front of her.  She smelled a pungent odor coming from his brief workout as he stopped and stood in front of her.

“I have to keep my strength up to properly whip and torture young ladies who do not obey,” he said sarcastically as he went over to the chair.  He lifted the massive object with one hand, which probably weighed a hundred pounds, like a folding chair and set it directly in front of her.  His voice was muffled from the material in her ears, but she understood every word in her heightened state.   He sat down in the large chair, looking her over in detail before speaking.  Jena’s skin crawled, feeling like a slab of meat strung up for inspection.

“I would like to welcome you to the Program!” he said finally with delight in his face.  “In just a few short weeks you will be a totally compliant sex slave.  Your period of training will be harsh and rigid, resulting in completely and irreversibly ending any control you may have over your own body and mind.  They will no longer be yours.  You will be sold as an object, a highly trained sex slave, to the highest bidder who will assume that control and use it however he or she wants.  I would also like to inform you that escape is impossible, so the quicker you relinquish yourself to your trainers, the easier it will be.  We have processed dozens of pretty young sluts into the Program without escape or failure and you will soon find out why,” he explained in detail.  “Oh yeah, and by the way, if you are expecting your lover boy, Michael, to come and rescue you, forget it.  We have him too and he will be one of the few men that have been admitted into the Program.  Some lucky old lady with a lot of money will have quite a good time with him.  We have a number of training sites and each one processes one slave at a time.  They are located all over the world. You might be wondering where you are and how long you have been knocked out for, huh?   Check to see how hungry you are, it will help you understand that you could be just about anywhere in the world.  Can someone you love find you?  No. It won’t happen and it never has.”  

The giant of a man got up, leaving the sign face down on the ground and moved over to her right where there was an expanse of empty space.  He unlocked one of the metal cases, with the top opening towards her so she could not see the contents.  He took out four large round metal eyelets that had screws attached at their base.  He slowly and methodically screwed them into what appeared to be pre-drilled holes in the floor.  They were about 8-10 feet apart and formed a rectangle. 

“Bet you can figure out what these are for,” he said sadistically.  He watched as the terror in her eyes grew as she processed what they would be used for.  “Just a little reminder of what could happen if you don’t follow the rules.  Our furry little friends love to cuddle up next to warm spots during the night…or day…hard to tell down here.”

He started to move towards the staircase, when he stopped suddenly, turned around and picked the sign up off the floor.  He placed it on the chair in front of her before giving her ass a couple of sharp slaps.  “Almost forgot to help you get in the right frame of mind for your education,” he quipped before removing the head band that fused her to the pole.  He then removed the two earplugs from her ears next.  The sounds of dripping water and other deep rumbling noises became immediately apparent.  He quickly wrapped the band back around her head, but not the pole, to hold her mouth gag in place.  She could now move her head around and hear clearly for the first time since she came to and was soon to find out it was not a blessing.  The hulk of a man then grabbed her snatch and roughly stuck his middle finger up her dry slit while crushing a breast with the other.  She fought with no gain during the rough play.  When he finished amusing himself with the helpless captive, he headed towards the door allowing her to see the sign.  At the top of it was a heading: RULES. 

“If I were you, I would memorize them quick. You never know how long I will leave the light on,” he chuckled as he climbed the creaking stairs.  “Let’s see how quick of a learner you are!” The wooden door slammed on her life, but it felt more like a solid metal safe door on a safety deposit vault in a bank.
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Jena stared at the board and read through the list quickly.  She was trembling now with no help from the cold damp air in the basement and the peeping of the little creatures that made their way behind her once again.  She tried to focus on the rules, but it was proving to be difficult. Her terror of the little critters kept claiming her attention.  The list had a few simple items which should be easy to memorize, she thought.  After she finished reading them the first time, she shuddered that this would be her life.  She was studying them for the third time, attempting to drill them into her memory, when the light unexpectedly turned off, leaving her in total darkness once again with no relief from the bonds that fastened her to the wooden pole. 

A million questions raced through her head as the pain from the bondage increased slowly but surely.  There was creeping mental anguish accompanying the pain, as she thought about not only her plight, but Michael too.  Tears welled in her eyes when she heard the unmistakable sounds of squeaking mice.  She thrashed in her ropes, not as a freedom attempt, but out of pure unadulterated frustration.  Why me?

She cursed her body and her looks.  She reflected on her parents, her friends, Michael again and the tears flowed unabated.  The squeaking started as soon as she stopped her struggling. Great! Does this mean I have to keep on making noise to keep them quiet?  She contemplated her toes, but kept them motionless, fearful of touching one of the rodents.   She shuddered as she remembered the metal eyelets.  It sure looked like a place where he could bind her to the floor spread out, completely accessible to the furry creatures. What if they start to gnaw at her?  Her fear escalated in her mind to a point where she thought she was going to lose it when the light flicked on again. The little critters scurried for cover.  The door opened and the Italian came down with a pair of nipple clamps in his hand attached to fairly large bells.

“I’ve been doing this so many times, you would think I would remember,” he laughed as he attached the heavy bells with clamps like vise grips to her nipples.  “You might want to ring these to keep your friends away” he sneered as he gave her newly adorned tits a few slaps to test them.  She twisted in pain as they rang loud and clearly.  He stepped away and said, “Oh, by the way, if you don’t remember the rules, it won’t be my fault.   You just got a second chance.”

Jena read the rules again quickly.  She tested her memory of them as best she could in the time he left the light on, before getting thrown back into inky darkness.  She tried to recite them in order, if only into her gag, as she had done in college to study for a test. 

RULES WHILE IN TRAINING

DO NOT SPEAK UNLESS SPOKEN TO AND AFFIRM ALL COMMANDS WITH YES MASTER OR MISTRESS.

SAY THANK YOU FOR ALL PUNISHMENT AND APPROVAL.

OBEY ANY AND ALL COMMANDS GIVEN FROM ANYONE, ANYWHERE WITHOUT HESITATION OR LIMIT.

DO NOT CLIMAX WITHOUT PERMISSION.

OTHER DUTIES AS ASSIGNED.

They seemed simple enough, but to what extreme, Jena wondered as the irritating sounds started again.  She swung her heavy breasts to ring the torturous bells, setting off pain that seemed to radiate farther from the clamped sites each time.  How long will she have to do this?  She also realized her own hunger pains that were moving into the forefront of her senses.  She had no idea if it was day or night and like the muscle bound maniac said, she could be anywhere in the world.  It felt like she hasn’t eaten for a day.  Was this really her future?  The tears started again as she imagined a life as a sex slave, unable to fully comprehend the full meaning of what that meant in her abused state.  Pain was everywhere and seemed to take over her consciousness.  Even thinking was becoming a difficult chore.  Incredibly stressed, she felt a furry rodent rub against her swollen toes again sending her double-D’s into a frenzied panic, tolling the bells like a tall ship in a storm.

“Tony, it looks like we obtained some really good information from Brenda,” Stephanie remarked to the muscle bound man, still sporting his naked upper torso.  “Just listen to those bells!”  She turned up the volume on the speakers connected to a small microphone in the sub-cellar where Jena suffered.  “She’s been finding the strength to continue for over three hours now and hasn’t let up much at all.  Maybe heavier bells?” she asked.

“Those knockers could hold up 10 pound weights each!” Tony laughed, taking a chug of beer from a bottle.  “I wish you could have seen her eyes when I fanned those little critters into her view.  It was mind-boggling!  Too bad the video wasn’t on or you could have watched it.”

“Let’s make sure Brenda gets a bonus for this one.  Her data about Jena’s fears including the rats will sure make our job easier.  I can’t wait to see her reaction at the end of her training when I tell her that those domesticated mice were de-clawed and had their teeth removed, rendering them completely harmless.  I can already picture her expression when she realizes that she went through all that personal misery for nothing.”  Stephanie said sadistically.  She was well aware that teeth and claws could damage the skin of their possession.  They were not allowed to permanently mark any part of a slave’s body because it would bring down their value in the auctions.  It was a constant battle to inflict discipline and punishment without leaving visible traces.  Hence, the more you are able to make the training psychological, the better.

Jena was kept in her constant state of agitation for another hour before Stephanie decided to make her move.  She flipped on the dim bulb from outside the door and waited a few moments for Jena to get used to the light.  She slowly opened the door and dramatically started her descent.  She stood on each creaky step a few seconds at a time, emphasizing the 6-inch polished steel stiletto heels on her black boots.  Once she reached the bottom, she stood motionless and allowed Jena to take her in.  Stephanie, a trim and leggy 35-year old dominatrix, wore a tight black vinyl mini-dress, fitted like a glove.  Laced corset-style in front, which began at her waist and abruptly flared open halfway up her oversized and obviously fake tits, exposed a spectacular cleavage.  There was no way natural breasts of that magnitude could stand up on any woman like that.  Stephanie’s short dark hair was closely cropped to her jawline, allowing her large hoop earrings to dance on her shoulders. Her oversized full lips were painted bright red, matching the synthetic enormity of her bust.  She held a black riding crop in her right hand and randomly smacked her left palm with it, looking as close to a Nazi dominatrix as you could without a swastika.  Extended thick dark lines of her eye makeup added an element of pure power.  Jena could not look away, which was too bad, because the first thing Stephanie did was to toss the sign off the chair face down on the floor.  The tall woman marched up to her prisoner and stood inches away from her face, not taking her fierce gaze off of Jena’s blood-shot eyes.  Jena couldn’t stand the intensity and forced her look downward.

Tony came down and stood next to Stephanie smiling cruelly at Jena.  “Should I round them up yet?” he asked her. 

“Sure,” Stephanie replied not breaking her stare into Jena’s downcast eyes.  “This whore has done nothing…yet…to have to worry about our furry little friends for now.”

Tony went around the room with the sign and chased the scurrying creatures into a large flat box behind Jena’s line of sight, before shutting a trap door locking the rodents in.  “All set,” he said to the Nazi mistress who seemed to be the one calling the shots.

Stephanie stepped back about three feet and without any warning cracked the tip of her riding crop against one of the large bells with such force it wrenched the heavy ornament off Jena’s swollen nipple and sent it flying.  It crashed to the ground sending the mice into hysterics in their locked cage.  Seconds later, the cruel instrument whistled the other way meeting the other bell head on and sent it across the room in the opposite direction.   Jena screamed into her gag and bucked in her ropes as the pain reverberated throughout her body.  

“Untie her from the post, but re-bind her wrists and ankles,” Stephanie said to the hulk of a man as Jena’s tears flowed.

He moved immediately to his task.  When he was done, Jena stood precariously in front of Stephanie attempting to maintain her balance with bound ankles and on feet that had not been flat to the ground in hours.  Stephanie ruthlessly twisted Jena’s inflamed nipples that were just ripped from the clamps.  In response, her victim thrashed violently in place without falling, arms tightly bound behind her.  “Better get used to it,” she said calmly before untying and removing her gag, allowing Jena to suck air into the dry orifice.

“Why am I here?  Please let me go.  I won’t say anything to anyone. I promise!” Jena frantically begged with wide eyes as soon as the gag left her mouth.  It was the first time she was not muzzled since waking in the horror chamber. It seemed like days instead of hours.

Stephanie moved back to within inches of her, looked angrily into her eyes and spat into her face.  It took a few moments, but she reloaded and did it a couple more times, covering Jena’s face with her runny, gooey fluid as it dripped onto her heaving chest.

“Gag this cunt again, this time with the cock gag!” she yelled. “I allow her freedom and she can’t even obey one of the simplest of rules for a second.” 

Tony went into the metal case and retrieved a now familiar cock gag and roughly inserted it into Jena’s mouth as she protested to no avail.   She gagged as the rubbery cock pushed rudely against the back of her throat. Knowing that gagging forces your head down, Stephanie grabbed Jena’s hair and pulled it back up while she barraged her with as much spittle as she could form, motioning for Tony to help out at close range.  Between the two of them, her face was plastered completely. 

“Put your legs together and get to your knees,” the dominatrix commanded as Jena struggled to the submissive position.  She fisted the slave’s thick hair close to her head and started to shake her violently back and forth. Her action demonstrated her power, while strands of her hair stuck to the spittle swathing her defiled face.  All Stephanie had to do was let go and her bound captive would go crashing down to the hard concrete surface unable to break the fall.

“I gave you plenty of time to learn the rules and this is what I get?  You even had a second chance due to his help,” she said pointing at Tony.  “I will guarantee that will NOT happen again,” Stephanie screamed with fabricated anger. “Do not speak unless spoken to!” she screeched. “You dumb bitch.  Whip her!”  Turning abruptly on her stiletto heels she made her way to the stairs.

Tony grinned like a little boy given a new toy to play with.  She shook uncontrollably as he untied her wrists from behind her, brought them around and refastened them in front.  He picked up the length of strong brown rope and tied it to her bound wrists.  He looped the rope over a beam as she remained kneeling.  He moved away from her and with the brute strength of an ox, hoisted her up in one quick movement from her kneeling position till she was barely on the tips of her toes again. She twirled around beyond her control.  She was horrified as she saw the back of the basement for the first time.  Screaming into her cock gag did little to alleviate the terror.
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Oh no, please no! Jena thought unable to speak with the gag shoved down her throat, as she looked around the remainder of the hell she was now residing in. The lighting was dim, but she could still make out the collection of torture devices.  Her trainer gave her plenty of time to take in the sights and let them sink in.  She saw a medieval 7-foot X-shaped wooden rack with straps to hold ankles and wrists, angled slightly back like a large music book holder. Next to it hung a tall narrow rectangular iron cage, chained to the ceiling to swing above the floor. Its devious design would hold the ill-fated in place, unable to move, with larger openings around intimate body parts, forcing them to either protrude out or allow easy access in.  A rusty head cage with a hinged door in front swung free from a thick chain at shoulder height.  She shivered spontaneously as she considered what that could be used for.  A heavy wooden A-frame barricade covered with eyelets stood in front of the cages.  From beams on the ceiling hung chains, whips, straps, paddles and leather restraints of all types.  Piles of rusty chains and ropes lay on the floor by a wall with iron shackles embedded.  She couldn’t fail to see the flat box, with a mesh top exhibiting her little nightmares crawling over each other as they ran around the perimeter, squeaking and looking for a way out.  Her persecutor was indeed taking his time picking out a whip as she continued to scan the room.  Next to a bare metal bed frame in a corner was a stained large-bowled toilet with no seat or tank covers. Room and board no doubt.  Nearby a metal feeding bowl and a large sack of dog food unconsciously forced her attention to her hunger.  Coiled in the middle of the room was an ordinary garden hose circling a drain and connected to a faucet and short pipe rising out of the cement floor. 

She shuddered as he finally picked a long narrow single lash whip that was shorter than a bullwhip and cracked it against a wooden post 10 feet from her.  The snap launched a few slivers of the old wood into the air.  She soon realized that her pussy was freely lubricating the insides of her thighs.  Damn.

Tony smiled as he circled her looking for the right distance to lash out with the vicious implement.  His first blow circled her waist and the frayed end stung her on her side.  Searing pain filled the spot it hit as the leather slackened and fell away.  He did not move, so she decided to do so, hoping the next strike would not hit the same place. This time the stinging end of the whip struck the soft flesh of her stomach that sent her into convulsions.  She screamed silently dancing on her tippy toes as he sadistically beat her naked body.  It seemed uncanny, but no matter where he flayed her, the pain erupted at the site, but then radiated downwards to her clit, making it sexual.

Tony rested for a few minutes to let her gain her composure, not for her sake, but to have more impact when he started again.  He knew what he was doing.  He lashed out at her heaving young breasts, striping the orbs.  After creating enough red lines in one direction, he changed his brutal strokes to the opposite way forming a layered tic-tac-toe pattern.  Jena suffered lash after lash wondering why she was getting some perverse type of pleasure amidst the excruciating agony.  Detecting a possibility of self-indulgence, he stopped and waited. 

He stood back for a few moments to admire the results of his work and noticed some shininess inside her thighs.  He moved to her and grabbing her mound roughly, felt the wetness.

“You fucking whore!” he exclaimed as he let the whip fall to the ground before pummeling her well-lubricated slit with three fingers.  He threw his head back and laughed.  She was disgusted with herself as he crudely hand-pumped her sopping hole close to orgasm.  He brought her right to the edge and stopped.  Teasing her clit, she bucked on the rope fusing her to the rotten wooden beam above her.  He brought her close three times before getting bored with it.  Leaving her hanging on the brink without release and throbbing from the whipping, he went back to where the whips hung.  He grabbed a short bamboo cane with a finely finished dark hardwood handle and stood in front of her.

“Turn your ass to me, slave!” he said as she immediately complied knowing now that any infraction would not be worth the consequences.  Pleased with her efforts to turn quickly on toes barely touching the ground, he struck out at her ass cheeks with such a force it made her leave the ground.  Now that he knew she enjoyed the lashing so much, he was determined to get her to break yet another rule.  He pummeled the cane across her inflamed rounded buttocks with his right hand while fingering her drenched pussy lips with his left. Within minutes she was shuddering in climax, unable to stop or control the sexual spasms.  He quickly moved his hand away from her slit the moment she started to come, minimizing the sexual pleasure she could experience. She was primed for an orgasmic explosion from the continual teasing that she had received, but with no further stroking it fizzled quickly after a short burst of pleasure.

“You’re fucked now,” he said matter-of-factly as he went back to the metal cabinet and brandished a hunter’s knife that glittered in the dim light.  He brought it up to her face for effect and then swiftly moved it above her hands and cut the rope suspending her.  She wobbled as she fell onto flat bound feet trying to maintain her balance.  Still floundering, he gripped some of her hair, turned her around and ferociously looked into her eyes.

“You were not supposed to come, you stupid bitch.  You really are having a hard time with the rules aren’t you?” he hissed as he fondled her red-striped endowments.  She responded to the painful groping by writhing in her bondage.  All the sadist could do was laugh.

Jena noticed that Tony’s cock was getting quite hard under his tight jeans as he forced her to her knees. It was right in front of her face and it was huge!  She hoped she would not have to deal with that too.  He moved away from her and went up the stairs and knocked on the door.  Stephanie opened it and asked if he was done.

“Yes, but you might want to make sure she has received enough correction for the first infraction before I tell you about the next rule she broke,” he said as Stephanie carefully made her way down the stairs in her sky-high stiletto’s. 

“Go upstairs and turn on the floodlights so I can get a better look at your work,” Stephanie directed.  She stood silently in front of the kowtowing whip-marked woman.  Suddenly the room went from an illumination level of a dark night club to that of an operating room.  Twenty or more floodlights filled the room forcing both the slave and Mistress to squint.

“Stand up!” Stephanie commanded. 

Jena struggled to her feet, trying not to lose her balance, while keeping her eyes down and avoiding any eye contact with the vinyl clad figure.  She stood there without moving once she found her equilibrium.  Stephanie circled, checking out the marks on the new trainee’s body, before sitting down in the wooden chair behind her.  It didn’t take her long to notice that the insides of Jena’s thighs were wet.

“Decent flogging, Tony,” she said. “So let me guess. This little bitch was not able to take her first whipping without coming like a whore.  Am I right?” she asked.

“Yep.” 

“That will change very soon,” Stephanie said smiling as she sat with her long legs crossed wondering what she should do about her second violation.  “In fact, she will be following all the rules very soon, no matter what she has in that stubborn head of hers.”  

“Remove her gag,” Stephanie directed as Tony unstrapped the silencing device.

“Thank you for punishing me, Master and Mistress.”

“She’s learning,” Stephanie said sarcastically. 

“Let’s see how she obeys with her first punishment behind her.  Untie her.” Jena stayed in the exact position once the ropes were removed with her back to Stephanie in the chair.

“Turn around and kneel down in front of me with your hands behind your head, elbows back.”

“Yes, Mistress,” Jena said feebly as she moved as quickly as she could into position.

“Knees apart and feet touching.”

“Yes, Mistress,” following her commands exactly.  Stephanie and Tony made her stay in the uncomfortable position for about 15 minutes as they discussed options for her upcoming punishment openly as if she wasn’t in the room.  Jena quietly sobbed during the conversation without moving.  Settling on the course of action, Stephanie spoke.

“Well, we had planned a nice welcome meal for you since it has been so long since you ate, but that is not going to  happen now,” she dramatically lied, knowing dog food was always the first meal.  “Your meal is in the bag in the corner.  That’s your punishment for coming without permission, whore. Better learn to control that.  You get one bowl of the yummy dog food.  If you want water, there’s the hose.  Help yourself.  Going forward you may not eat or drink anything unless you use that bowl.  Understood?” she asked pointing to the shiny silver metal bowl in the corner of the room.  The dog bowl had the words ‘PAMPERED SLAVE’ inscribed on it in taunting fashion.

“Yes, Mistress,” she said feeling degraded as she pictured herself eating the dog food out of the bowl.

Stephanie glanced at the faucet which had the garden hose attached and emphasized the lock on it from the last training and commented to Tony.  ”Do you know where the key for that is?”        

“Not a clue,” he said trying not to let on it was in the script.

“Well, my dear, feel free to use any water you find elsewhere, but don’t drink anything unless you do it directly out of the designated bowl.”

“Yes, Mistress,” Jena said as brightly as possible, disgusted.

“Looks like she at least got one of the rules down,” Stephanie mentioned to Tony.  Jena knelt motionless on sore knees, her body burning from the whipping.

“Tony, she’s yours now till I start the second part of her training,” she said as Tony rubbed his immense hands together in mock anticipation. 

“Awesome!” was all that he said as Stephanie got up and moved towards the staircase.

“Just so you know my little pet.  It depends on you if that will be days, weeks, or months.  Your Master here hopes it will be longer.  You look so…what’s the word...tasty!  Learn to obey the rules quickly without hesitation…or not.  The sooner you learn, the sooner you move on.  Have fun,” she laughed sardonically with her back to them.

“Yes Mistress.”  Looking wan, she didn’t move a muscle.
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Tony sat down in the chair that Stephanie was using and just stared at the pink and red-striped woman on her knees in front of him, waiting for his command.  She was there just a few hours and the influence of the Program was already at work.  He knew she would bolt if she could, but for now he anticipated a quick learner.  She didn’t seem bitchy or obstinate like some of the other women who usually came through.  The bright lights that flooded the basement vanished and the atmosphere went back to shadows by the single bulb. 

“You are probably hungry and thirsty, so I’ll be a good host.  Go ahead and get a bowl of water for yourself before dinner, now that we have magnificent mood lighting,” he instructed sarcastically once he removed all the rope that bound her as she knelt on the floor.

“Yes, Master,” she replied.  She stood up slowly and moved to the very dark corner by the toilet bowl.  She picked up the metal feeding bowl and inspected it momentarily.  It seemed clean.  She started to move towards the hose when she realized what the dark haired woman had told her.  Fuck!  She continued anyway to see if it would work.  Pulling on the trigger of the sprayer attached to the hose, it only dribbled.  Going to the faucet, she tried to see if she could turn it on, but no such luck.  It was locked by a keyed padlock as they said.  Tony just laughed.  She walked carefully around the room avoiding the rat cage before it dawned on her that the only other water source in the place was in the toilet.  She stood over the stained bowl in obscurity and made out a fairly high water level. The bowl would fit in easily, but her stomach turned at the thought.

She stared at it as Tony glanced up smirking into the hidden video camera, knowing that Stephanie was watching.  She had just sanitized the bowl before accepting their new recruit.  It was as clean as a water fountain. Little did Jena know, but a sick trainee would not be beneficial to the dominant duo.   

Jena did not fill the bowl, but came back and kneeled in front of Tony without speaking holding the humiliating container.

“Yes?” he inquired looking amused.

“May I flush the toilet a few times before using the water, Master?” she asked.

“You may,” he answered.

“Thank you, Master.”  She went back and flushed the toilet 5 times.  Hesitantly she dipped her ‘pampered slave’ bowl into the toilet and filled it.  She stood and put the bowl to her lips like a large cup and started to drink out of it when Tony intervened.

“NO!” he shouted as she immediately pulled the bowl from her lips. “Bring the bowl here and put it at my feet on the floor.”

“Yes, Master,” she briskly responded.  Just as quickly she moved to him putting the bowl down on the cold concrete floor close to his thick black boots.

“I know Mistress Stephanie did not inform you, but you are to eat and drink out of that bowl from the floor only.  You may not touch your hair or use your hands while you lap up whatever is in there.  Any questions?”

“May I move my hair to the side before I start?” she asked.

“May I move my hair to the side before I start, who?“

“May I move my hair to the side before I start, Master?  I’m sorry Master,” she said instantly on edge.

“Absolutely not, I just fucking told you that you can’t touch your hair.”

“Thank you for correcting me Master,” she responded quickly.

“Better,” he said going back to the metal case and retrieving two heavy metal wrist restraints and a lock.  “Turn around. This will help you understand I don’t like to tell you things twice.”

“Yes, Master” she said.  Jena turned as he fixed the cold heavy metal to each wrist and then locked them together with a strong padlock behind her back. 

“Now you may drink your precious water,” he said sitting back into the uncomfortable chair crossing his leg, with the other boot flat on the floor inches from the bowl as he relaxed.   Jena knelt carefully as her thick hair cascaded around the bowl and fell on Tony’s boot.  She put her face in the water and drank like she just found her way out of the desert, first slurping and then lapping it up when it got low, much like a dog would.  With all the dehydration caused by expended tears, sweat, and pussy juices; she downed the bowl in very short order.  Once she was done, she knelt up, water dribbling down her chin onto her jiggling boobs.  Tangles of her hair stuck to her face and tits where it was wet.

“Would you like some more before eating?” Tony asked.

“Yes, Master.” 

“Go get another bowlful then.”

“Thank you, Master.”  Jena slowly got up from her knees with her hands bound behind her back.  She went to the dark area by the toilet basin and knelt down holding the bowl behind her.  It would be a lot more difficult this time with her wrists fused together.  She was forced to dip it in leaning backwards on her knees, legs positioned on both sides of the toilet to get close enough.  Tony kept an eye on her struggles as she had to thrust her huge tits upward while the bottom of her hair dipped and floated in the newly filled bowl.  She carried it back spilling some along the way and strained to place it in front of his boots once again as she knelt down.  She turned around on her sore knees toward the dish, waiting patiently but not drinking.  She was not assuming she could do anything without permission at this point.

“You may drink it,” Tony said, pleased that she waited for his go ahead.

“Thank you, Master,” she replied before downing most of the water, leaving about a half inch in the bowl.  Finished, she knelt up again, her hair plastered to her body and face where wet.  She waited in silence without attempting to reposition it, even though it was extremely itchy and annoying. 

“Go get the bag of dog food by the toilet and contemplate exacting self-discipline with those sexual urges of yours, whore.  You are to come at my command only, which will be only for my pleasure and not yours,” the dominant ordered as he got up to stretch.

“Yes, Master.  Thank you for punishing me, Master,” she said truly wishing she could have controlled her erotic cravings for more than one reason.  She dreaded the thought of eating dog food, but also felt ashamed that she allowed herself to have a sexual experience with a stranger, even though it was forced.  Jena dragged the heavy bag over to her Master, who ripped the top open and filled the bowl with crunchy nuggets, partially soaking up the water at the bottom.  She knelt down, asked permission, received permission and began to eat the brittle morsels on top, which mingled with her hair that stuck to her face.  It tasted like cardboard croutons coated with nasty liver powder.  She was so hungry she ate half the bowl of the horrific stuff without stopping, battling the urge to gag from the taste and the few strands of hair that accompanied the food down her throat.  When she got down to the bottom half, it was getting mushy from the water, bringing out the foul taste even more.  The texture was exceedingly more revolting so she slowed.

“Keep going, you never know the next time I will feed you.”  He directed as he grabbed a mass of her hair that was blocking his view and flipped it over her shoulder out of his way.  He did not want to miss the sight of her tonguing the gross slop.

Jena took deep breaths, smaller nibbles, but continued till she licked the bottom of the bowl clean.  She knelt up, brown goo around her mouth and nose from the repulsive gravy.

“Enjoy?”  Tony asked sarcastically.

“Yes, I appreciate you allowing me to eat, Master,” she said betting to avoid further punishment, knowing that she did not tell the truth, but it wasn’t one of the rules.

Tony grinned at her lie, but said nothing as he went over to the metal case and picked out two more heavy metal bands and snapped them on the ankles of his kneeling slave, locking them together. 

“Stand up,” he commanded.

“Yes, Master,” she responded, awkwardly wobbling as her heavy tits swung.  Finally managing the task, she stood uneasily waiting for his next demand.  He attached a chain from her wrists to her ankles just a link or two short of allowing her to stand up straight.  The chain behind her pulled her arms towards the floor, confining her to a stressful pose.  She would be forced to bend her knees somewhat, putting constant pressure on her thigh muscles that would sadistically grow over time.

He stood in front of her, crudely fondling her breasts and pinching her nipples, thinking of his next move.  He slapped her right tit hard unexpectedly, which triggered her to stagger as she fought to regain her balance.  He then grabbed her hair and shook her for fun as she struggled to stay on her feet.  Letting her go, he said, “I’m going up for a while.  Scrub your bowl clean until it looks like you found it.  Put it back, along with the dog food.  When finished, come over by the staircase and ring your bells till I come back down.  I’ll bring your desert then.”

“Yes, Master,” she answered perplexed about what bells, but too scared to ask.  She found out momentarily when Tony picked up the large bells with clamps and compressed her tender nipples once again before disappearing up the staircase, leaving her alone.
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Jena stood still for a few seconds in her bondage taking a must needed break from the relentless treatment.  She pondered how long she had been there feeling very tired.  She was not sure if it was from the torture or that she just hadn’t slept.  Probably both.  With her mind now freed to actually think, she thought about her and Michael’s predicaments and immediately felt helpless and depressed.  She didn’t have the time or inclination to do so while her Master was in the room.  While he was there, she was minding his every move and concentrating on what she should be doing.  In his absence her mind wandered and it was painful.  How much physical and mental pain would she be able to bear before having a nervous breakdown, she speculated as she set about her tasks?  Amazingly, the physical torment still had a side to it that she could not quite understand.  Why did she get sexually stimulated when she was whipped or tortured?  It disgusted her, but she no longer had any energy to contemplate it.  She started to shuffle her feet in the direction of her chores, afraid of more punishment, not sure if they were watching through hidden cameras. 

The internal conflict raged on, even though she fought it, creating a tension she could not describe as she grabbed the top of the dog food bag.  She began the long and difficult journey to drag it across the room, inch by inch, in her restricting chains.  Why did she seem more stressed now when she was alone than when she had her malevolent Master or Mistress in the room?  Was it because she was imagining what they could do to her and she would be unable to stop it?  Or was it because that when you are forced to give up control, you don’t have to worry about your own problems or concerns?  Familiar tears came back to her eyes as she thought of her lover, Michael, being broke in the way she was.  The slavery and giving up control seemed to come naturally to her, but he would be a different story.  She was terrified they would hurt him beyond repair. That pain was excruciating, more than any whiplash.

Jena began the task that would normally have taken about 5 minutes, but when bound into a slight squatting position, thigh and back muscles screaming, it took almost an hour.  Tony sat with Stephanie in front of the monitor and watched Jena as the hidden camera followed her.  They chuckled as she leaned backwards into the dark toilet, thrusting her wobbling tits upwards, as she struggled to wash the bowl in the frigid water.  Blindly, she wiped it as best she could with her bare hands until she thought it was clean.   Unfortunately it was too dark to actually see the dog bowl and she was scared of what would happen if it wasn’t sparkling clean.  So she slowly made her way back towards the dim light bulb in the middle of the damp room to check it out. She still found bits of food that she missed.  It took three laborious trips to complete the job as her tormentors watched her complete her assignment while they sipped on a cocktail. 

Jena finally stood at the bottom of the staircase.  It was time to call for her Master.  She rocked side to side to get the bells ringing which tore at her inflamed nipples.  After a few bell clangs, she started to stop her movement, before a thought hit her with a force that made her head shake.  Before her bouncing boobs actually came to a rest, she quickly restarted her swaying and kept them in motion.  That was close, she thought, remembering that her Master said ‘ring them till I come down’ not ‘ring them and then I will come down.’   

It struck her at that moment that she would have to start forgetting about her past life and concentrate on her new one.  If she was going to make it through, without getting beat or tortured to death, she would have to focus on her orders.  Tears welled in her eyes from the agony as she continued to ring her human door bells.  In her bent position forced by the unrelenting chains, she summoned her merciless Master.

Tony watched and listened to the bells sounding as they slapped across her soft flesh.  He knew after about 5-7 minutes, her untrained nipples would be burning out of control, forcing a sexual reaction in her.  He watched her face carefully for signs of building sexual stimulus.  When he recognized it, he took his time and went back down. 

Opening the door, he immediately said, “don’t stop the bells.  It’s sweet music to my ears and I want it to continue.  Feel free to change the tempo of the ringing.  Sing to me with your tits!”  He taunted, moving past her to sit on the chair.  “Come around in front of me so I can see my musician perform her song.”  She moved at a snail’s pace, focusing on not interrupting the movement of her swinging boobs while she shuffled, losing whatever pleasure had started.

“Yes Master,” Jena said as she hobbled slowly around the chair, not stopping when she saw Master Tony stroking his exposed considerable cock.  He did not look at her face, but ogled her body as she continued her hindered trek.  Once in front of him, she did her best to look sexy by trying to smile through the grimaces of pain.  Her nipples burned more now than when she was scaring off the field mice earlier.  At least then she had the ability to stop once in a while.  That simple luxury was now gone as she attempted to create a tempo with the bells.  It was harder than she thought.  After many tries, she settled on alternating two fast swings then a slow one.  Once she had the beat down, she attempted to make some sexy moves, holding the rhythm, to show her Master her efforts to please him.  It seemed to be working as his cock shot out straight from his body, its huge veins pulsating and visible. 

“Kneel down and spread your knees,” he said with some labored breathing.

“Yes, Master.”

He stood up and continued to stroke his cock over her face as she looked up to it from her kneeling position.  He stepped forward and placed one of his knees between her soft tits and one off to the side.  He squeezed his knees together on one of her enormous boobs, which stopped her bells.  He then thrust the top of his boot roughly into her crotch.  “Since you’re wet, let’s not waste it.  Use it to shine my boot.”

“Yes, Master.”  She twisted her body in agony to comply before he dropped his balls into her mouth.  She swirled her tongue around his massive salty sack as she spread her knees to hump his boot with her free-flowing lubrication. She started to feel some unwanted pleasure rubbing her clit against the hard irregular surface of his laced boot, just as he took his balls out of her mouth.  His breathing increased as he placed the head of his penis into Jena's open wet lips. She energetically licked and sucked it while it dangled in front of her face.  Tony shoved his cock in deeper, as he slowly increased the pace and depth of his strokes, eventually entering her throat.   He felt the bells and the soft flesh attached to them wrapping around and hitting his leg.  Driven into frenzy, he violently thrust his boot against her slithery snatch, drenched with her juices.  She winced in pain, but did not make any moves to retreat from the attacking jagged footwear.  Her bells continued to ring, although erratically, as he drove his entire length down her throat, forcing her to gag.  That did not stop him, though, as he continued to plunge his hardened rod down her tight cavity, holding her head back with a fistful of her thick hair.  With her arms bound behind her back, it was impossible to fend off the barrage of pelvic thrusts into her head until he pulled it out and shot gobs of his sticky thick cream into her open mouth and across her face.  She fought a serious battle not to cum, knowing the consequences, as she got dangerously close to the edge of an orgasm.  He held her head back with her hair as he squeezed every last drop out of his shaft into her still open hole, tongue out, waiting for his command to close it. 

“Swallow what’s in your mouth.  Leave the rest,” he said as he savagely flicked her long hair across her cum-soaked face like a strong forehand in tennis, as he moved away from her.

“Yes, Master,” she said after swallowing half his load. “Thank you for allowing me to play the bells for you Master,” she said as her nipples stung, trailing inevitably to her inflamed clit.  She knelt in front of him, wrists still secured to her ankles, head back with his cum slowly liquefying and flowing down her checks onto her heaving rack as she recaptured her breath.  She glanced up at him for a split second as he scanned the mess he made.  Her hair was everywhere, sticking on her face and breasts in the streams of semen and spit.  The sides of her huge tits were pink where the metal musical instruments struck the supple flesh.

“How was your desert?” he asked as his breathing slowed.

“Fabulous. Thank you, it was delicious, Master,” she said having one of those tension-free moments.  She noticed the pain from her nipples spread across her body with the epicenter on the tips of her mountainous peaks.  Why was this cruel Master’s actions so exciting to her?  And why was she so relaxed all of a sudden, even though she was not allowed to climax?  Damn him.

“It’s time to get some rest, slave.  You will need it.  Our next step is to work on your pain tolerance and those worrisome orgasms you tend to have difficulty controlling.  You did a fairly good job with appropriate manners, so you have earned the right to rest on the bed frame instead of the floor tied to the four eyelets,” he said.  “That is really good news for you, since the cute little gray things are fed and then let out each night to get exercise.”  Jena shuddered at the thought of those fucking scavengers nesting wherever they wanted on her warm naked skin, spread eagled on the cold cement floor.

“Thank you so much, Master.” Meaning it as she cringed about how close the potential nightmare was.

The door to the sub-cellar opened suddenly and Stephanie shouted out.  “Hey, I just received a newscast from Chicago about this bitch and her lover boy,” she said stooping at the top of the stairs.  “Tony, I want her to see it now, so get her dressed.  I’ll bring her uniform.”

Tony unchained the full-bodied captive and dressed her into what would become her only formal attire during schooling.  Jena was outfitted in the traditional style that was unique to each training house, which Stephanie brought down, already pre-sized.  Every Program site had their own signature dress code for slaves, even though they were under the same ownership.  She did not protest in the least when presented with it.  She was learning.  He started with a very snug corset that went from the tops of her hips to just under her wide breasts.  He pulled on thin smooth chains that were used instead of string laces and compressed her waist by at least four inches.  She could barely breathe as he locked the chains together tightly with a small black shiny padlock.  Next he pried her into specially made nail-thin 6-inch silver stiletto heels.  A single wire welded the back of the heel to a polished silver metal cuff that circled her ankle.  The ankle shackle was padlocked, which would eliminate any possibility to take them off without a key.  When snuggly attached, the shoes gave the illusion of a fettered foot on bare tippy-toes in strapped wire bondage and perched on six inch spikes with no other part of the shoe showing.  He then locked a 4-inch wide metal neck collar with a large O-ring centered in front.  It wrapped tightly around her neck forcing her chin up, imposing perfect posture.  This and matching wrist cuffs were also locked.  The entire ensemble was painful, unyielding and irremovable.  Finishing it were silver rings in her nipples with the same black padlocks attached and dangling as weights.  Since there was no time to actually pierce her nipples at this point, Tony attached two spring-loaded clamping rings that had to be pulled apart and then snapped back into place as they dug deep into her nipples with blunted but thin ends.  She cringed in pain as her nubs swelled.  The unique apparel looked striking and elegant for bondage attire, but due to Jena’s recent desert, whorish at the same time.   Her hair, face, and tits were still sprinkled with drying cum. Tony attached a shiny silver steel-linked leash to her collar and gave the other looped end a sharp yank.  She strained to walk in the restrictive gear.

“You better be prepared to follow the rules, especially when we go upstairs, which actually is the basement.  You are in a sub-basement.  Any partner of the Program has the right to visit at their leisure, so you must be prepared at all times, in uniform, when in their presence.  They have occasionally come down to the basement, which is now over your head, but not too often. They never come to this sub-cellar,” Tony explained. “So be on your best behavior.  If I ever get reprimanded for something you did or didn’t do, you probably can figure out what would happen after they left,” he warned. 

She quivered at the thought and walked in her best sexy stride behind him following the pull of the leash.  She walked up the stairs carefully in her affixed heels.  Even though she was not bound, she held her arms together behind her, in an attempt to touch her elbows.  She knew it thrust her amazing boobs out to look even more alluring, making a serious effort to ignore the stabbing pain from the sharp metal rings.  She hoped her Master would notice.

Stephanie directed Jena to a small office not too far from the door that imprisoned her. She was amazed at the rich detail of the area she was now in. Paneled hardwood squares dominated the walls forming elaborate hallways of substantial width. Up-lighting above matched crown moldings lit the way.  Highly polished speckled stone floors bolstered the woodwork. The office she was taken to surpassed the upscale construction of the lower level. No one would ever think this was a basement.

“Yes, Mistress,” responding to her directions. She took a standing position in front of a large computer monitor on a solid hardwood desk behind the Mistresses high backed leather chair as instructed. She put her hands behind her head pushing her elbows back forcing a posture emphasizing her ass and jugs to jut out.  She spread her legs too, remembering how Tony had told her.

“Good positioning.  I hope you remember it, slut,” Stephanie said almost despising the effort Jena was making.  She would have rather smacked her across the face.

Stephanie double-clicked on the file that held the video she wanted Jena to see.  She downloaded it quickly and set it in motion.   Jena watched wide-eyed from her motionless position.

Jena did not try to hide her tears as Tony guided the emotional slave back down to her quarters in the sub-cellar.  She was replaying the scene she saw on the screen in her mind before being brought back abruptly to reality by her Master, who smacked her ass hard at the bottom of the stairs.

“Let it go if you know what’s good for you,” he said with no emotion.

“Yes, Master,” she replied despondently.

Tony noticed her mood, which was understandable but not what he wanted.  “It’s time to forget about your boyfriend.  Not a second thought or I am going to have to be a lot harsher on you.  Do you understand?” he asked.

“Yes, Master.  I am sorry.”

“Why do you need to forget him?” he asked.

Jena thought about it for a second and then said, “I need to forget Michael because he will never again be in my life.  I have to accept my destiny as a slave and do whatever is asked of me, without hesitation or thoughts of my own needs, Master,” she tried to explain, hoping it was the right answer.

“Exactly,” he said somewhat surprised at her ability to verbalize it so early in the process.  It was like he was being used to help her get to where she wanted to go.  It was unsettling as he had not encountered it before. 

“Strip!”

“Yes, Master,” she said evenly through her emotions.  She stripped off her uniform after he unlocked the many padlocks. 

Tony thought about what may be happening and decided to be a little rougher on the new trainee.   She acclimated to her new role way too easily.  He had planned to chain her on the metal springs of the bed frame on her back, but changed his mind.  He removed a few strategic links in the spring supported metal grid with pliers, creating two openings large enough for her mounds of flesh.   

“Lie face down and put your tits through the holes,” he commanded pointing at the improvised square cavities he just created.

“Yes, Master.” She laid face down on the metal web, getting pinched immediately as it sank closer to the floor with her weight.  She squirmed and winced in pain as she moved into position.  Her over-sized tits descended into the open voids created for them.  She remained motionless as her wrists and ankles were chained to the corners of the frame so movement was virtually impossible.  She was now prostrate with very little slack.  After securing his slave, Tony went back to the metal case and removed a bulk jar of peanut butter.  He opened it and scooped a large handful.  He then went under the bed and roughly smeared the thick substance over the entire surface of her hanging breasts, watching Jena’s eyes slowly widen in horror as she began to understand the situation.

“Good night slave,” he said grinning.

“Good night, Master,” she said, terrorized by the thought of her hanging tits mauled by the freed mice in the darkness.  Her nipples were only an inch from the floor, coated in the little bastards’ favorite treat. Her best assets were accessible and inviting to her biggest fear without any chance of protecting them.

Tony strapped on a ball-gag and opened the cage door before he went upstairs somewhat bothered by her propensity to slave life.  It now made sense that the partner who brought her in might have had some feelings for her.  Maybe a night of terror that she faced was what she needed.  He would see, he guessed.  

Jena laid in her bondage, shuddering as the light went out.  She rattled the bed by bouncing, her nipples hitting the floor, in hopes of keeping the disgusting creatures away from her.  It was hard to do sprawled out, but the motion made the frame squeak, although that just pinched her skin at random across the front of her body.  She could not see anything, but she sensed movement and heard the inherent noises of the long-tailed fiends.  Every time she relaxed, a light touch of a foot or nibble on her dangling boobs startled her.  She quivered and humped the bed furiously to ward them off.  After what seemed like at least an hour of this routine, she surrendered due to sheer exhaustion and was forced to allow the furry little fucks to feed on her unprotected breasts.  She knew she had to rest before her Master came back.  She shivered and sobbed silently as she felt the continual pawing and licking of her womanhood.  She did not feel anything sharp, so she was able to relax a little, while her nipples ached from being hard and tortured for so long.  Jena kept thinking about the newscast where her friend Brenda spoke to an on-the-street reporter about her and Michael’s disappearance.  Brenda said she was perplexed and hoped that they would be OK.  Yeah, right, Jena thought.  Her fear of the rats dissipated as she silently left consciousness into a deep sleep, drained by the torture and mental anguish.

Three floors up from where Jena laid in terror and total exhaustion, Tony and Stephanie fucked fervently, sexually stimulated from the days’ activities. No one was monitoring the defenseless girl in the sub-cellar, but they did visualize the buxom captive and the predicament she was in, while he plunged into her.   It has been almost two months since the sadistic team had a recruit to train and the job was turning them on.  

A few blocks away, Michael met with John at an out of the way local bar, engaged in a serious, but hushed conversation.  Mixed feelings dominated the discussion.
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“Uuuccck!” Jena cried into her gag as she was rudely brought from a dead sleep into consciousness by an ice-cold spray of water.  It was a fine mist at first, but gradually narrowed to a forceful stream aimed at her most tender parts.  Tony was on his knees spraying that damned hose directly at her nipples, cleaning off whatever dried peanut butter was left.  She thrashed about to avoid the excruciating cold cutting spray without success.  He then moved to her head and drenched her hair and face, rinsing off the remains of his dried cum.  He worked his way around her body, thoroughly soaking every part of it with the freezing cold water before dipping a long handled scrub brush, the kind used to wash cars, into a soapy bucket.  He commenced vigorously scrubbing her soft tender flesh with the bristle brush.  Her skin turned pink immediately as she tried to withdraw unsuccessfully from the sadistic thing, screaming into the gag.  He didn’t forget the front of her body by scouring under the bed through the metal grid.  He retrieved a rag from the metal case before picking her head up by her hair and roughly washed her face.  He didn’t want to create scratches there, which would really piss off the partners. Scratches on her body were an expected outcome, but showing on her face would be considered sloppy.  He definitely did not want that problem. 

He finished cleaning her and unchained her from the bed.  He allowed her to get up, take off her gag and stretch while shivering from the cold water.  He rinsed her off once more while she stood and slowly rotated for him.  He locked her wrists behind her back with metal cuffs before attaching them to a chain hanging from the ceiling.  He pulled them up powerfully, which forced her head towards the ground.  She ended up with her ass in the air, while staring at her ankles that her Master shackled with more metal cuffs.  He wrapped another chain completely around her elbows, back and thighs keeping her in the uncomfortable head down, ass up position.  She struggled hopelessly.  She was fixed tightly with her tits glued to her thighs and arms pulled up, sustaining her in the brutal position, ass bulging in the air with nothing to protect it.

“You are not to struggle whenever I am binding you.  I will give you a sharp slap to let you know that I am done.  Until then, you stay motionless so I can do my job.  Understand?”  Tony explained as he walked to the beam where dozens of flogging instruments hung after severely whacking her jutting backend. 

“Yes Master,” she replied before the first crash of a large whip hit her jiggling bottom everywhere at once.  He started slowly with firm strokes that increased with intensity and strength.  He continued the onslaught until her ass went from pink to red in a short time.  Unfortunately, he did not stop there.   He continued and worked his way down the back of her thighs.  When they were red, he moved to her calves and then went through the sequence all over again till she was beet red from waist to ankles. 

“Thank you Master,” she said with tears in her eyes as he finished.

“Oh, such good manners, but I wouldn’t thank me yet,” he sarcastically remarked. Tony hung the full whip back up and removed a cane.   He swished it to cut the air in front of her face by a few inches. 

Jena started to convulse uncontrollably at the thought of the cruel instrument striping her inflamed skin. 

Swiisssshhhhhh.

“Yiiaaah!” she screamed as the first lash hit her squarely across both her buttocks. 

Swiiissssshh.

“Fucckkk!”

The thrashing of her ass went on for a dozen hard strokes before she almost passed out.  Almost being the key word, since her head was down between her knees, the position you take when you are about to faint.  Unfortunately for her, she was not able to leave consciousness like she would have liked to.  Her ass and legs burned well beyond anything she had ever felt before.  She remained motionless feeling the trickle of her blasted pussy fluid running down her thighs, like acid, as it burned her red inflamed skin.  He left her hanging in misery and went upstairs.  

“Breakfast is served,” Tony said as he brought down a container of oatmeal that was actually steaming a few minutes later.  He poured the gray lumpy substance into the dog bowl and let it cool on the floor.  He removed the chain that held her body jack-knifed and unfastened her from the ceiling, but kept her wrists and ankles bound.   With her arms bound behind her back, he wrapped her elbows tightly together with rope and tied her long hair to it, forcing her head back. 

“Eat quickly bitch or you won’t have anything else till dinner.  We have training to do,” he said.

“Yes Sir.”

She knelt down carefully in her bondage and eased her mouth into the bowl and licked up the gray lumpy stuff. It was already cold, but ten times better than the dog food.  She was grateful for it as her body burned from the beating.  She finished by licking the sides of the bowl, which she had to struggle to reach with her hair holding her chin up.  He chuckled to himself as his giant cock grew visibly as she labored to lap up the gooey paste.  He slapped her ass a few times with all his strength when she was done sending shock waves through her body. 

Tony wiped her face with a dry rag to clean off most of the oatmeal before unbinding her ankles and allowing her to stand up.  Leaving her arms bound with her hair pulled back, he strapped an industrial sized vibrator to a wooden post and plugged it in.  He grabbed her roughly and pulled her over to the vibrator, adjusting the height so it hit her directly on her clit.  Pulling her back, he tied a long length of rope to her bound elbows, and then up through a pulley she had not noticed till now.  He took the other end of the rope and tied it to the arm rest on the heavy wooden chair. 

“Here’s the deal.  When you get close to orgasm, you are to say ‘edge’.  Understand?”

“Yes Master,” she replied already worried where this was going.

“You are not allowed to cum until I instruct you.  If you do, you will be punished,” he said as has done to unwilling participants over the years.  “This will probably be the hardest part of your training since it seems you get off on pain.  But don’t be stupid, you will loathe the resulting treatment for disobedience.”

“Yes Master,” she answered with building apprehension.

“If I allow you to come, it will be for my pleasure only.  You are to look directly into my eyes from the time you say edge till after climax, without ever loosing contact.  If you do, you are obviously trying to enjoy it yourself and that is not permitted.”

“Yes Master.” she said.  She speculated if she could do it.

“You are going to do it,” he said as though reading her mind.  “You will see,” he said smiling.     

“I hope so Master.  To please you.”

“Well said, so let’s try to have it well done.”  He turned the vibrator on and then went to sit in the chair.  “Go to the post and position that whorish cunt of yours on the vibrator.”

“Yes Master,” Jena said as she followed instructions.  The sensation of the dildo hit her harder than she expected.  She was instantly shocked as she held her pussy lips to the violent pulsations.  

“Work it slut.”

“Yes Master,” she responded as she forced her clit against the unending stimulation.  Her wet pussy slid easily across the smooth surface.  She opened her legs more to put weight on her sex button, increasing the grinding pressure little by little.  The recent whipping was adding to the sexual momentum as she suffered her backside burn.   She thought momentarily how she must have looked rubbing herself up against the rotting wooden post like a demented nympho.  Even that thought turned her on as she scraped her bulbous tits across the wood she was fucking.  She shoved one of her boobs roughly until it popped out on the other side of the beam getting scratched along the way.  She did it again in the opposite direction until both of her huge flesh masses flopped to the other side as they passed the rough sawn wood.  A tiny sliver of wood penetrated the soft flesh and she instantaneously cried, “Edge!”

Tony reacted quickly and gave the rope he was holding a good tug.  The action separated his panting slave from the post eliminating contact with the vibrator.  He held her off until she stopped heaving and settled down before instructing her to get back to work.

“Aauaww!” Jena cried as she approached another building climax in record time.  “Edge!” she cried as he pulled her off the post once again as the rope flowed smoothly through the pulley.  He let her stand motionless for about 5 minutes this time as her breathing slowed. 

“Back to work, bitch,” he said as she moved back onto the self-lubricated vibrator that felt almost a part of her, as it slipped right into the exact spot.  She could not believe it took only moments to get close to the edge again, like a teen-aged boy playing with himself, girlie magazine in hand.  She cried edge but this time her Master did not pull on the rope, forcing her to fight off an orgasm with the relentless vibrator in place.  It proved harder than she thought.

Tony got up and walked over to the quivering woman bound by only his word to the wooden pole, which drove her further into ecstasy like a growing tidal wave.  Her eyes pleaded with him to allow her to come, with no response.  She closed her eyes as she tried to think of anything that would take her thoughts away from her inflamed sex.  She pulled her legs together a little bit to reduce the force of the vibrator on her soaked clit.  It didn’t work as the lighter touch drove her harder towards the inevitable conclusion.  Without warning, she felt a tight clamp snap down on her nipple, thankfully helping her lose focus on the impending climax.  She watched in horror as he pulled on the newly clamped nub with a very short chain to her other.  Her boobs now constricted and wrapped around the pole tightly like a giant titty-fuck, which held her against the unyielding buzzing.  He then tied another length of rope around her knees, confining her body in place leaving no room to wiggle away from the onslaught of the persistent vibrating dildo.  She was squirming in her new bondage to unsuccessfully avoid the vibrations when it stopped.  Tony stood by the wall with the electric cord in his hand, whipping it in a small circle.  It made a whirling sound as he walked slowly back to her.  She froze as he stopped the motion and whipped the plug directly into her irritated ass avoiding her bound arms behind her.  He then grabbed the plug and let a length of the cord drop forming a big U before using it to attack her reddened ass.  Even though the vibrator was off, she had a hard time fighting the sexual result of the new pain, as she smeared the now inanimate dildo with her womanly liquid.  He whipped the doubled up cord at her writhing body, moving around her, striking her unprotected naked flesh.

When he tired, he simply walked back to the wall and plugged it in again sending a jolt to her clit.  She immediately twisted in place as the mechanical menace played havoc on her sex.  Tony sat back down as she fought off yet another orgasm.  He pulled out his cock and slowly massaged it into a chubby as she screamed edge within a few minutes.  He waited.

“May I please cum, Master?” she asked frantically.

He waited a few more moments, enjoying the power, “did you ask to speak, whore?”

“No, I’m sorry Master. Please forgive me.” 

“I don’t forgive, bitch, just punish until you get it right,” he answered.

“May I...I speak, Master?” she asked in between short bursts of distractions from the relentless vibrations on her clit. 

Tony again waited a few seconds before answering, making her suffer.  He watched as she tugged at her tits, attempting to pull away from the post, but pulling on the ingenious nipple clamps just made them tighter.  “Yes, you may speak, slut,” he finally said.

“May I please cum, Master!!” she exclaimed almost out of control.

“It is proper for a slave to show appropriate passion in her servitude.  So no, you may not cum until you beg like you mean it,” he said grinning.  He really liked this part of the training.    

“Master, Sir, may I cum, please!  I don’t know how much longer I can hold it.  Please Master, PLEEEASE!!!” she begged out of breath.

Tony stroked his cock vigorously without answering and watched his slave eventually lose the battle.

“AAAuuaawww!” she cried with forbidden closed eyes.  She violently came without permission, unable to fight any longer.  She humped the wooden post till it shook the beam that was placed on top of it.  Tony spewed his load onto the floor in front of the chair, not able to contain the stimulation.  He squeezed out the last few drops and let them drip to the cold stained cement as he stood to unbind his captive who was openly weeping, knowing that she was to be punished once again.

“I’m sorry Master” was all she said, sobbing quietly as she fought to catch her breath.

“Yes, you will be,” he replied evenly and firmly.  He untied the rope around her knees before squeezing the butterfly wings of the biting nipple clamps, allowing blood to flow into the constricted vessels.  She shook in intense agony. 

“I wanted to come on your face, but that is not possible now, since you disobeyed me,” Tony said as he threw the set of nipple clamps to the floor where his large volume of cum was in puddles. The clamps slid through and were coated with his discharge.  “Get on your knees and lick it up.  Make sure you get it off the clamps too, disobedient slave.” 

“Yes Master.”  Jena obeyed and walked on knees over to the area where her Master’s cum was.  She flipped her hair to one side forcefully with her arms still bound behind her back.  She bent over the cum and licked it up slowly, making sure she got every last bit of it.  Then she worked on the chained nipple clamps, sucking up the salty wetness from them, bringing them completely into her mouth at one point.  She made sure that her hair was not blocking the view of her Master, so he could watch her submit. 

When Jena was finished cleaning the floor, Tony went over and stepped on her hair with his filthy boot and ground it into the wet area in an attempt to dry it.  He moved his hair-entangled boot back and forth like a mop, pulling her head in tow.  He did not stop until the wet area was dry.  She then knelt up slowly, her head bowed and face covered with hair as she waited for her punishment without a single thought in her head.  It was vacant.  Just like her emotions.  She no longer anticipated what would happen, but just accepted the fact that she had no choice in it.  It was going to happen no matter what she did or didn’t do.  Her yearning to please her Master at all costs was replaced by a calm acceptance that she would now put out a sincere effort to comply with the rules and commands until she couldn’t physically do it.  Punishment was inevitable and expected.  She felt broken and could no longer focus on any particular thought. 

“Stand up,” Tony commanded as he pulled a ball gag from his pocket.

“Yes Master,” she answered robot-like.  He forced the over-sized sphere into her mouth, jamming it in when it seemed too big.  He untied her arms, took off her metal wrist cuffs and pointed at the cement floor where the 4 bolts were installed the previous day.

“Lie down in the middle of those eyelets,” he directed. 

Jena bowed deeply to her Master, before getting on her hands and knees, not knowing what else to do since she could no longer speak.

“Move to the middle of the bolts on your back and stretch out your arms and legs,” he said as she immediately crawled to obey his command.  He then started to draw out her limbs toward each of the bolts and wrapped leather cuffs around her ankles and wrists.  Attaching a short length of chain by padlocks between each cuff and bolt, she was spread eagled on the cold damp cement floor.  He pinched and tickled her in various places to see if there was any slack. If she was able to jerk away from the action, he tightened the chains until she was completely immobilized.  He stood over her and looked into her vacant eyes.  “You have two hours.  Your little friends were not fed yet.  Spend the time figuring out how you are going to control that cunt of yours in the future.”

Jena lifted her head attempting to bow in the prone position with her disheveled hair entangled in her face and gag, as Tony went to the metal box and retrieved the blasted peanut butter.  He watched her reaction, or as he noticed, her lack of reaction. The feeling of calm was still with her as he rubbed the thick cream onto her pussy lips, nipples and in two lines between them on her torso creating a large V.  She stared straight up into the beamed wood ceiling of the sub-cellar, random dark patches forming a sense of foreboding doom.  She did not move as the trap door on the rat chamber opened or as the light went out when Tony reached the top of the stairs. 

She was not moved at all by thoughts of what would come next.  Feeling totally broken and unable to fight any longer, she gave up.
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Tony and Stephanie watched the video screen, an eerie green light on their faces.  In the monitor was a light olive-colored blur depicting a woman’s outline, spread out on a dark sea of nothingness with small dark spots moving at random, clustered in a V-shape over the ghastly subject.  The specially designed camera for use in the dark barely worked in the absolute absence of light.  They considered putting a small night light at the other end of the room. 

“Do you think she broke already?” Stephanie asked Tony, mystified by the sight she was watching.

“It seems impossible to break someone only after a day and a half.  Wasn’t our previous record 4 days before today?” answering the question with a question.

“That sounds about right,” she said, not moving her eyes from the computer screen.

No evading movement came from the enslaved woman bound to the floor with declawed, toothless mice crawling over her naked body, rubbing their little tongues, paws and tails on her most sensitive and private parts.  Jena used to be deathly afraid of them.  Now she just lay motionless like the scampering beasts weren’t even there.  She moved her head occasionally so they knew she wasn’t unconscious.

[image: ]

About two weeks later…

“How is she doing?” a masculine voice asked Stephanie on the other end of the line.

“Very good!” she answered enthusiastically.

“Will she be ready for PS implantation in two days as planned?” he asked over the encrypted line, encouraged.

“Absolutely,” Stephanie replied.  It was Friday night, just two weeks after Jena was brought in and she was already the poster child for sexual slavery.  In two days it would be made permanent.

Michael spoke with John in the same small out of the way pub located in the basement of a retail building below the manicured streets of SoHo.  The clientele was punkish and dark, much like Michael’s mood.

“They have scheduled the implantation for Sunday.”

“You told me already,” John replied.  “How does it work?”

“Remember that this is highly classified in the Program and your life could be in danger if you know about it. Still willing to know?” Michael asked John.

“Yes, I am your best friend, for reasons I don’t quite understand at times.” He replied smiling.

“OK, it’s technical, but very effective. Once the device is implanted, the owner has complete control of the slave for life, unless he sells her of course.” Michael started.

“Sounds ominous.”

“The technology actually just came about in the last few years based on improvements in pacemaker battery life,” Michael explained. “The concept of the PS implant is unique, but it could not work without a proper battery.  You do not want to be constantly using invasive surgery just to maintain energy.” he continued, letting John know what he knew, which was dangerous in itself. 

“How is the battery charged then?” John asked.

“It needs a charge every year and is done wirelessly, much like a cell phone can be charged in this manner.”

“Go on.”

“The premise of the surgically implanted device is simple, the technology is not.  Once inserted by scope into the slave’s body using a very small incision, it clamps a vein.  The incision is covered by the training facilities bar code tattooed or branded onto the spot of the incision, masking it.”

“Bet most of these sadists use a hot brand.” John quipped.

“Actually most are tattoos, which can be a lot more detailed and scan easier over time. The whole procedure is done with the slave unconscious the entire time, so the tattoos need to be fairly small.  The pain upon waking is explained by the brand or tattoo, so the slave doesn’t associate it with the implant.  The mark of the Program’s assets is a bar code that can actually be read with the Program’s reader. At the bottom of the code is a three digit number referring to the consecutive number of trainees they have trained. Jena’s number will be PS068 or the 68th woman to be trained at the SoHo house. The bar code must be scanned to see where the slave was trained.  It is placed on the slaves right ass cheek just below the top of her ass crack where even a small thong would cover it.” Mike explained. “It shows that the item being bought is a product. Most owners add another mark of their own in a more conspicuous spot after purchase at an auction.”

“I’m still with you.”         

“The new slave is told that the implant happened when she was knocked out initially before her training, thereby leading them away from the notion that the implant is actually under the mark.  She will be told in very simple terms how it works at her official marking ceremony with a bit of deception of course.  Let me start there first.”

“Ok”

“The slave is lied to and told that the implant has happened already as I mentioned, but since they were under such duress, they will not remember if they had pain in a certain area from the procedure.  At their marking ceremony they are told that this implant will paralyze them for life if they try to escape.  It just takes a cell phone call to activate. They are told they will continue to have brain function, so no doctor will pull the plug.  In a fate worse than death, they will be able to think and use their senses, but will never be able to talk or move ever again.  They cannot even blink responses.  It would be an imprisonment a hundredfold times worse that what they have been subjected to. They are also shown a video of an example, which leaves an indelible picture in their minds.  That is why it works.” Michael continued somewhat somberly.  “There has never even been an attempt at escape since the Program started 8 years ago.  Impressive, considering there are hundreds of fully functioning sex slaves out there now, and a few are allowed into the public routinely. Typically they are used for prostitution or as a paid submissive for a harsh dominant, which commands a high price.”

“Whoa!” John exclaimed, getting a little paranoid about knowing the information.

“Owner control of these well trained sex slaves is fairly simple from a technical point. If they attempt escape or actually do escape and cannot find their slave for some reason, they just make the call. The slave drops wherever they are. They will be found using the GPS.  If they have already spilled their guts about their enslavement before the call is made, the owner will eventually show up at the hospital, which will most likely be under police surveillance. The owner will have medically documented papers, backed up by a licensed MD on the Programs staff, showing the comatose patient is delusional and has a demonstrated history of acting like she is imprisoned and forced against her will.  Once released into that physicians care, the antidote is administered in a safe place back in captivity. In actuality, the induced coma is just that, they are sleeping and not awake. So once they are hit with the puncturing phone call, the next thing they experience is waking up in front of their owner with vengeance in their eyes after the ordeal. Not a good place to be.” Michael concluded.

“Nasty. By the way, what does the PS stand for?” John asked.

“Permanent slave.”
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It was tradition for the partner who brought in the recruit, along with the sales person, trainers and any other partners, who chose to show, to attend a dinner party the night before the marking ceremony.  The new slave would formally serve the dinner and show off newly acquired skills.  She would also find out about the PS implant.  Tonight was that night for Jena.  A few weeks later, she would be brought to a private auction, where she would be sold to the highest bidder of a highly secretive organization of international customers. 

The dinner party was set up for 7pm, so Stephanie and Tony got to work on Jena well in advance.  She was taken to a shower in a finely appointed bathroom on one of the upper levels of the massive house.  Jena was in awe of the place she had spent the last two weeks at.  Until very recently she was not allowed out of the sub-cellar.  At times she was taken to the basement to do menial tasks like laundry in her uniform, but never to the first floor.  The rooms were large and she noticed through sheer curtains that she was in an urban area with large trees flowing gently in the breeze.  In the shower she scrubbed the sub-cellar dirt off her body, leaving a pink sheen on her skin, feeling wonderful.  Stephanie came in to apply some particularly slutty make up that matched her slave outfit in high contrast silver and black.  She also helped her style her long auburn hair so it was large and sexy.  When done, she looked like a performer in a Vegas topless show, her thick hair cascading over her shoulders framing her enormous assets.  She was then constrained into her house uniform.  The corset, stiletto heels, cuffs and collar were put on, tightened and locked.  She finished with silver nipple rings, which were now inserted through pierced buds.  That little task was taken care of about a week ago without the use of numbing drugs.  At the time, she knelt in front of her Mistress as she inserted the needle, followed by a ring, keeping perfectly still and accepting the pain without a whimper.

“You are to be on your best behavior tonight if you know what’s good for you,” Stephanie warned Jena.  “We are having that small dinner party and you will be serving dinner and any other wishes as we discussed at length earlier.  They will be letting you know what’s in store for you over the next few weeks,” she explained.  “House rules still apply.  Understand?”

“Yes Mistress,” Jena answered getting nervous for the first time in a while, knowing that one of the rules was to obey anybody who gave her an order.  She had been through hell in her training and wondered if it was going to get worse.  It did not really matter as the calm she has been experiencing took over naturally.  Her Mistress brought her down the stairs and Tony watched intently to make sure she stepped one foot directly in front of the other on the stairway as trained.  When descended, she walked to him using a model’s hard strut, which promoted a significant bounce to her tremendous rack.  Jena bowed before kneeling down in front of him, crossing her free wrists behind her back, pulled high, leaving her ass uncovered.

“She looks presentable,” Tony said.  “I hope she acts the part,” was all that he said before pulling his cell out to call the caterer that was bringing the food for the party. 

It was about 5pm, two hours before people would start arriving, so Stephanie reviewed with Jena what was expected of her for the evening.  Jena would not eat or drink with the company, so she would be fed prior.  It was her role to get drinks, serve food, suck cock, lick pussy, get whipped, or whatever else was demanded of her.  Jena spent the next hour having a bite to eat, setting the table, filling the bar with ice, slicing limes and other tasks to get ready for the big night.  The final hour was spent touching up her make-up, reviewing rules and demonstrating certain sexual skills. 

A few moments before 7pm, she was escorted to an office that was adjacent to the main living room. The rich dark hardwoods that lined the walls gave a very earthy sexy feel.  The office smelled very masculine from the leather upholstery.  She stood with her wrists crossed behind her back, going over the procedures in her head that her Mistress gave her.  She heard some indistinguishable muffled voices through the thick wood and fidgeted nervously.

“Hey, Stephanie,” Michael said as he greeted the minimally dressed statuesque woman at the front door.

“Hey, yourself,” she replied bowing as he walked by, followed by Brenda who smiled at the bent dominatrix.

“You are doing well?” Stephanie asked the blonde who strutted by her.

“I hope very well after tonight,” Brenda answered.  “I have heard good things so far.”

“Oh, I think you are going to be very pleased,” Stephanie said closing the door behind her. 

Michael sat down on the formal couch first.  Brenda, in her short tight dress took the liberty to sit close to him, even though there was plenty of room on the other side.  Before Stephanie could sit down, the bell rang again.  She greeted Danny, a short middle-aged man of large volume and Italian blood.  After a tight hug they joined Michael and Brenda.  Tony joined them shortly and asked if anybody else was still expected.

“Nope, this is it,” Danny said.  “Everyone else is abroad, but they were actually disappointed they could not make it based on reports we were receiving.”

“Now I’m scared,” Tony said.  “If expectations are that high, we are doomed,” he said jokingly, but secretly fearing it.   

“Oh, relax Tony,” Michael said smoothly.  I brought her here.  I knew she had potential.  If she doesn’t turn out as planned, I am the one on the hot seat for bringing in a bad recruit.  The training you have performed here over the years has been exceptional.”

“Thanks,” Tony answered a little relieved, knowing it was not entirely true.  Training Masters of other houses have mysteriously disappeared when completed training epochs did not produce compliant slaves.  They were told they had to go underground, but he heard contrary rumors from good sources.

“Everybody OK with starting the show?” Mistress Stephanie asked.

“Sure, let’s do it,” Danny said.

“OK, on with the ceremonial masks!”  Everybody in the room put on smooth white, somewhat creepy looking full-facemasks that were on side tables.  The features on the mask were smoothed out like something from V for Vendetta without the black markings. There were only unadorned eye, nose and mouth openings. The purpose was to make sure no one would be recognized prior to actual implantation, except where devised by practice.  A precaution mandated by Program protocol.

“I’ll be right back,” Stephanie said going into the office where Jena was nervously waiting.  Once inside she asked Jena, who stood at total attention quivering in silence, “Know what to do?”

“Yes Mistress,” she said firmly.

“Good, then go do it.”

Jena walked through the office with the high straight steps of a practiced pony girl.  Her knees went as high as her waist with each step, stiletto heeled foot hitting squarely in front of the other by no more than an inch or two.  This made the short journey from the office to the front of the cocktail table a long process, which gave her viewers ample time to scrutinize her jiggling flesh and training.  Jena kept her head up and eyes cast down as required, moving to a pre-arranged spot, noticing male pants and 1 pair of high heels attached to long lean legs, exposed by a short dress.  Her hair fell about her face as she kept her eyes down, prevented her from seeing the faces of the guests. She was forbidden to look up. That was probably good since it was these people who brought her into this nightmare.  She might have a hard time not revealing her anger and the consequences of that would be brutal.

Jena slowly and carefully knelt down in front of the cocktail table, keeping her wrists crossed high on her back.  She brought her hands around and gave each of her tremendous tits a crushing vice-like grasp using her pink pointed fingernails to dig ruthlessly into her womanhood.  After holding the cruel position for a few seconds, she then pinched her nipples above and below the pierced ring grinding her soft flesh back and forth into the metal.  The result was a perfect sadistic picture of steel-hardened nubs and cut-like scarlet etched skin, without even the slightest evidence of pain.  She gripped the cocktail table on her knees and pulled it away from the guests where they sat, leaving empty space for her to function.  The vacated U-shaped area was formed by the center couch and two love seats on the sides.  Once done, she stood and returned to face, eyes down, the feet and legs of the guests.  She stood motionless with her arms crossed behind her back and waited for further instructions.

“We need drinks,” Stephanie said. 

Standing in front of Michael on the center couch first, Stephanie instructed Jena by saying, “he needs a vodka martini with blue cheese olives.”  As Stephanie moved over to Brenda she said,” She wants a cosmopolitan.”  She continued as Jena stood perfectly still focusing on remembering who wanted what based on where they sat.  The party members did not speak. 

“Yes, Masters and Mistresses,” were Jena’s first words to the group as Stephanie finished.  She turned slowly towards the kitchen, head up and eyes still cast down.   Every masked eye in the room was raptly on her.  She moved away from the group in exactly the same fashion as she came in.  This gave the assemblage a full view of her firm ass cheeks, flexing as she performed a perfect pony trot to her destination.  Approaching the bi-swing kitchen doors, she opened them easily using only her large jostling tits, sliding her metal ringed nips across the smooth wood.  In the kitchen, Jena went about putting the drinks together.

In the living room everybody spoke in low whispers unheard by Jena in the nearby kitchen.  Michael asked Stephanie to let him know when she was about to enter the room.  She nodded and got up from the couch to relay the message to the slave. 

The group looked at each other expressionless behind their masks as they secretly reveled in the fact that Jena would bring in a lot of money.  Her figure was initially incredible, but had been enhanced and sculpted into a very sexual form in the two weeks with dieting, tight corset training, unbearable physical workouts and some negligible surgery.  She was forced to have a tiny amount of liposuction extraction from between her ass cheeks, making the incision and removed fat unnoticeable. The oleaginous substance was used to inject into her lips, making them strikingly full and rounded.   After a few minutes, waiting silently for their drinks, they heard, “I am ready to serve you, Masters and Mistresses.”  

Michael motioned to Stephanie who said to the waiting slave, “Stay right where you are and close your eyes.”

”Yes, Mistress,” Jena answered from the kitchen as Michael got up from the group, who wondered what devilish deed he was up to.  If history was right, it was usually very exciting.  He moved into the kitchen and gazed upon the girl whom he was in love with and who had become a sex slave almost overnight.  He knew she wanted to know his identity, but she would not disobey by opening her eyes.  He pulled his hand from his pocket and slowly reached over the tray of drinks she held and eventually stroked her face tenderly.

Michael reappeared at the kitchen door looking at the sitting group and put one finger to his lips motioning, “Ssshh.”  He took his place on the couch.

“You may bring in the drinks now, you little whore,” Stephanie said mockingly to the mild amusement of the dinner party.

“Yes Mistress,” she answered.  She came in holding the glass tray close to her so she could look directly down through it.  It helped her to walk properly one foot in front of the other and navigate to the right spot.  She had to downplay the heavy stepping a bit so she would not spill a drop of someone’s drink.

Jena sensuously stepped to the man who had ordered first.  She squatted and placed the tray on the ground. She picked up the martini and rose slowly from her squat to an elevated squat position using only her legs.  This position was extremely hard to hold, but put the guests’ drink at a perfect level for him to accept it.  She repeated the task with each party member ending with Stephanie. When finished, she moved to the middle of the open area and knelt down, arms behind her back, head and eyes as expected.

“My dear girl,” Danny started as all eyes turned to him except for Jena, who kept hers down, hearing but not seeing the man.  “It is now time for you to submit forever.  You are already a permanent slave by means of your physical body, which I will explain in a minute, but tonight you will become enslaved by mind and soul, obviously more important. You will be tattooed with the mark of the Program, which is a unique bar code much like a piece of meat at a grocery store.  Don’t ever forget the likeness.  Scanned by our equipment, it will mark you to your training site with a serial number for an upcoming auction.  You will be put under sedation for the ink etching tonight.  After a few days to heal, you will be ready to be sold.”

Danny shifted in his chair before continuing, making Jena light-headed in her surreal situation.  “First your body.  You have already had a device surgically implanted into you that will make it impossible for you to escape. It is dubbed a PS implant so let me explain,” he said as he explained the purpose, operations and fail-safe features of the devious device. He then showed the video of a woman who crumpled to the ground after a guy pressed a few numbers on a cell phone.  Jena knelt before the assembly motionless as she thought about her future, unable to escape even if left unattended in public.  She almost lost consciousness for a second, but quickly regained her composure as she let herself fall back into the comfort zone she created, where she could tolerate any pain.  This was just mental pain, she said to herself kneeling before the people who would soon sell her.  Seeing his face became meaningless all of a sudden.  “Tomorrow you will be marked as a permanent slave,” he said.  “But now, you find out who brought you here.”  Relishing the next part of the ritual more than anything, Danny unconsciously rubbed his dick through his pants as the other party members looked on through their mask holes. 

“Jena, turn towards the couch and see who is responsible for bringing this never-ending slave life to you,” he said as she slowly rotated on her knees and lifted her eyes.  She looked at the man and woman with masks on in front of her.  As they slowly took them off, she stared directly at her recent lover and the woman she thought was a good friend, Michael and Brenda.  This time she did faint.
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Jena woke to smelling salts Stephanie held under her nose as Tony flayed her breasts with a small whip.  She quickly shook the cobwebs out and knelt up facing Michael with her hands behind her head.  Tony stopped the punishment when she was in position.  Brenda sat next to Michael, her hand lightly squeezing his upper thigh.  She smirked with a smile that said she had Michael now.  Brenda had marked her territory like a dog would piss on a tree.  The betrayal was deafening in the silence as all watched Jena's reaction.  A few trickles of tears slowly traced a path down her cheekbones, falling to the top of her freshly whipped breasts.  She had a hard time concentrating and instinctively knew that would work against her, so she cleared her mind as quickly as she could until her tears ceased.  At that moment she accepted the fate of being eternally and utterly alone.  Up till now, she had the knowledge that Michael was feeling the same pain.  Now it was obvious that she was lied to and he never experienced any of it.  He just caused her anguish.  It was over.  She was completely numb as she felt she had died with her eyes wide open, fully conscious. 

“It doesn’t get any better than this,” Danny said sadistically.  He unzipped his pants and pulled out his semi-rigid cock that flopped on his finely tailored pants.  “Let’s see some of your skills.”

“Yes Master.”  Jena moved on her knees to place herself in front of the large man struggling to pull her elbows together behind her back.  During her preparation, this action was devised to exploit the magnitude of her mounds.  Forcing her massive tits between his knees, she strained to get her head to his cock.  Her lips were still tender from being blown up into overstuffed pillows from the surgery, but nonetheless she licked them to make sure they were moist.   She lightly enveloped his growing pole, moving down his shaft with a feather of a touch.  She added pressure to each stroke as taught.  Michael watched intently as the young woman sucked the cock of his grotesque partner.  Brenda repositioned her hand on Michaels’ lap lightly brushing his manhood in the process, smiling at him.  Tony and Stephanie just observed the events, happy with the first impression of their training.

Danny arched his back in his chair as he pulled a thick clump of Jena's hair toward his crotch, mouth and throat in tow.  The action lifted her off her knees and crushed her boobs together inside his thighs while she downed the entire length of his swollen member.  It was not nearly as big as Tony’s, so it went down easily.  He methodically pumped her head on his pulsating cock before flooding her mouth with his load.  He shuddered in ecstasy as she accepted the fill without swallowing.  He roughly pushed her to the floor when he finished. She remained exactly where she was thrown, waiting for further orders, as his cum spilled from her open mouth, forbidden to wipe it off. 

“Anybody else?”  Mistress Stephanie asked.

“My turn,” Brenda said.  She was ecstatic knowing it would probably be the last time Michael would see this particular woman, so she could now get on with the seduction of the tall handsome man. “Spread that cum over every fucking inch of my shoes.  I want them shining using that slutty mouth and tongue of yours.  Finish the job by buffing them with your hair.” 

“Yes Mistress,” Jena answered, distressed at the fact that Brenda really enjoyed humiliating her in front of Michael.  Allowing the spent seed to dribble from her open mouth onto the leather, she spread it around using whatever was left on her face.  She avidly used her inflated lips and tongue to imbed the spunk into the glossy leather, making sure she didn’t miss even a tiny spot.   Brenda rose one foot at a time, so the obedient slut could slowly make her way to the gritty soles and spiked heels.  She worked ceaselessly till the woman’s shoes were coated top and bottom with the slime.  As ordered, she took handfuls of her own voluminous hair like a horsehair bristle brush to polish the sexy high heels to a shine.  When she was done, she knelt up, knees spread with her hands behind her head.  She kept her eyes cast down in the general direction of the nasty bitch.  She was rewarded with an exceptionally hard slap to the side of one of her boobs causing both of them to bounce back and forth a few times.  A pink hand print rose on the soft firm flesh.

“Thank you, Mistress,” she said emotionless, showing her newly acquired tolerance to pain.

“Mike, want to try your recruit out?” Stephanie asked.

“It looks like you have done quite a job with her.  She looks great and is very responsive.  I think we may hit a new sales record when she is bound on the bidding block in two weeks,” Michael answered, avoiding the question.

“I don’t disagree,” Danny replied.  “Let’s toast,” he said holding up his half empty drink.  Actually all the drinks were at least half empty as Danny spoke.  “Here’s to Michael and Brenda who have just raised the bar for the Program’s quality of slave sluts.”  All raised their glasses as Jena stood motionless in the center of the small audience.  They each took a long draw before Mistress Stephanie brought out a finely crafted wooden paddle made of a dark cherry hardwood.  Handing it to Danny, he stood up with some difficulty as he stumbled a little.  Stephanie instructed Jena to grab her ankles and stick her ass out to whoever had the paddle.  She did so and Danny gave her a number of swift hard swats, which had immediate impact and left a solid pink color upon impact.  He tossed the paddle to Michael who did the same once Jena made her way over to him, bending over. 

The game continued until everyone noticed that Danny started to sweat profusely.  All eyes were on him as he tried to loosen his collar.  He stood up trying to overcome the sick feeling only to pass out and drop roughly to the floor.  Michael got up to see what was wrong, but became dizzy himself.  He sat back down in response and left consciousness.  Tony was petrified at the scene and started to get up to call 911 when he stumbled and roughly fell to the floor.  Stephanie and Brenda stared at each other with fear in their eyes. They both scrambled for their phones on the cocktail table when Stephanie wobbled and knocked Brenda over on the way.  Brenda was the last one conscious as she looked dumbfounded at Jena, who stood motionless in the middle of it all. 

“Call for help,” was the last thing she said before she joined the others in oblivion.

Jena was horrified.  Was this a test?  No one moved.  Jena went to Michael and gave him a small shove.  He was like dead meat.  Jena immediately thought of escape as she looked at the motionless bodies around her.  She moved toward the front door to find out if they would jump up and restrain her.  No one stirred.  She went back and pushed at each one of them.  They were all out cold.  Her mind raced at the opportunity to escape.  It may be her only chance and she had little time to think about getting the hell out of there.  She couldn’t go very far dressed the way she was, but she didn’t want to stay a single extra second in case they started to come to.  Most likely they were drugged.  No telling how long they would be under.  She grabbed a throw blanket from one of the couches, threw it around her shoulders and headed to the front door. She glanced around the room and for some reason up at the ceiling, only to find a video camera with a small red light on, probably filming the entire episode.     

Spiked heels and more than naked in her slave outfit, she headed for the front door.  It was still light out when she opened it and looked directly into the barrel of a large hand gun.  The 45-magnum was held by a man with a black hooded mask, only his intense eyes were visible.
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“Drop the blanket and move back into the house,” he ordered motioning with the gun.  “Turn around and put your arms together behind your back.”

She did so without the formality of answering yes master.  The masked intruder bound her wrists tightly with rope behind her back.  Then he made her cross her legs while standing and bound them next.  It was impossible to move and extremely hard to hold her balance on stilettos in the position.

“Please help me.  I am about to be sold into slavery and anything is better than that.  Please, pleeeaase help me!” Jena begged.  She got an immediate response, although not what she wanted.  He shoved a giant ball gag into her mouth and secured it tightly behind her head.  Amazingly she was able to breathe through it, but any further dialogue was out of the question.  She stood still, struggling not to fall over while the trespasser quickly left through the front door after securing her. 

The dinner party was motionless around her feet as she shivered with fear.  He soon returned with a two-wheeled hand cart and a large plywood box strapped to it.  He wheeled it in and laid the handle down setting the box horizontal about a foot off the floor.  He quickly pulled a roll of black tape from his pocket and wrapped it around her eyes and then her knees.  Now blinded, she felt another rope wrap around her waist binding her arms to her body, encasing her like a sausage.  She balanced herself precariously on the metal spikes locked to her feet, as she heard him use an electric screwdriver to open the wooden box.  When the sound stopped, she was unsteadily lifted off her feet over his shoulder, since the man was not that big and he struggled with her inability to help him.  He laid her on her back in the box filled with a scratchy material that felt like hay.  She was thankful for the little cover her corset afforded, but was prickled by the harder straw pieces as they jabbed at the rest of her exposed skin.  She was on her back in the box unable to move when it got quiet again.  He must have left one more time, but not for long.  He brought back more of the sweet-smelling straw, which he piled on top of her body.  He continued to pack it in any open spaces, making sure she could not injure herself if she thrashed about.  He finished by putting an rubbery oxygen mask over her nose and mouth, strapping it around her head before covering the rest of her face with the barnyard material.  The mask over her nose allowed her to breathe easily.  She felt the wooden cover press down and forcefully enfold her into the compacted box.  She was not able to make a sound or move an inch, but seemed to be able to breathe alright.  The mechanical screwdriver started as he moved along the perimeter of the box.  Unfortunately, it was not the only screwing that was about to take place.  This was it, she thought, her life was over.  No way would someone guess there was a live body in the ordinary box.

The masked man lifted the two-wheeler and rolled it out to a van in the alley behind the house.  He knew cameras were everywhere including in the living room recording his actions, but with the hooded mask on, it would be hard to trace. The commercial truck had stolen license plates.  He loaded his prey into the vehicle and drove away quickly during the approaching dusk of the city.  

Jena felt the movement of the truck for about a half hour before it stopped.  As best she could tell, it felt like the box she was encased in was taken out of the vehicle.  She was wheeled for a short stretch before being pushed up a ramp into something else.  Great, a professional, she thought.  What the fuck was she in for now! The new vehicle took off in a rush and the rest of the trip seemed endless.  They drove for hours on end.  She thought she heard two different voices at a point, although it was severely muffled in her packed coffin.  She could not stop trying to envision where she would end up.  Was she headed towards being loaded onto a plane, bound for the Middle East where harem girls were fucked and punished, escape impossible?  Maybe after a plane ride, on the road to a castle to be tortured in an ancient dungeon in the south of France?  Maybe to a 6 foot hole?  She cried trying to figure out why this was happening to her as hunger and thirst became a larger part of the ordeal as time went on. 

Somewhere along the way, the vehicle stopped and she heard the screws being undone. She was marginally hopeful that maybe the trip was over and she would be able to drink and eat now, not leaving the country.  The cover was removed along with the mask and gag.

“Please don’t hurt me,” she begged blindly.  She felt a tube creep into her mouth and was told to suck on it.  Cold water filled the parched cavity.  She was then fed a couple of protein bars before she was packed in again.  She managed to say thank you, before the gag was replaced. Once the oxygen mask was in place, the crate was again sealed. The trip continued for many more hours.  Jena dozed at times not knowing how long she had been in transport.  All she knew was that it seemed endless, hope fading with every turn of the vehicle. 

Jena spent time trying to understand the betrayal and summed it up to her own stupidity.  She would pay for it with her life.  It all seemed so unfair, but she knew there were no guarantees in this wicked world.  She was a good person and felt like she got a raw deal.  It was at this point she fell back into her state of acceptance, which helped her cope with her recent education in the arts of sexual slavery.  Just live in the present, pain or not.  It was now her existence and fighting it just produced more unwanted agony.  Accepting it was the only answer.  She hoped she would have the chance to show how subservient she could be, if she lived, that is.

The dinner party guests slowly woke from their drugged states one by one.  They were greeted by one of the other partners, Manny DeVito, who managed to get to the training site in just an hour and a half, as soon as he watched what happened on the surveillance cameras from a meeting he was attending on the other side of the city.  He was very curious about the highly acclaimed captive and he wanted to see what she looked like.

“What the fuck happened?” he exclaimed to the still quite groggy group.  ”How was this possible?”

“Don’t have a clue,” Tony said.  “Mike, what did you do in the kitchen before the drinks came out?”

“I was planning on having the new slave butt fucked by Danny and me while Brenda and Stephanie whipped her,” he exclaimed.  “Being the sadist I am, I wanted to see her tears as I told her exactly how it was going to happen in detail, knowing it was me, the man she fell for, planning it.  Instead, I just looked at her and lightly caressed her face giving her a last moment of real tenderness.  Then I told her it would be the last time she would ever experience it.  It was actually quite sadistic and I really got off on the moment.”

“Well, there could only be one other answer to this and that is our competition from LA.  They must have got word that we had something of value and wanted it bad enough to start a feud.  Well, a feud is what they are going to get!” Manny exclaimed, assuming the war had already started.  “Let’s check the cameras inside and out,” he said moving to the control room on the top floor. “What bothers me most is how they managed to knock all of you out at the same time.  If anyone has any ideas let me know.  We will do a step by step check starting from this morning.”   The group quizzed each other as Manny went to the surveillance room to review all the tapes from the beginning of the day. 

The vehicle carrying Jena in the shipping container reached its’ destination almost a full 24 hours after her abduction.  She felt the box roll down a ramp and then over uneven ground.  It bounced around, but did not jostle her a bit in her packed condition.  It felt like the two-wheeler was pulled up a number of steps by a rhythmic banging.  A door creaked open, the pushcart laid back and cover unscrewed.  She was unpacked and pulled from the box.  All her rope bindings were removed but her blindfold and gag were left on.  She stood like a perfect slave in her outfit as she was told to wipe all the straw from her body.  Once she completed the task, the masked man cut the tape blindfold and removed the gag.  She then watched him remove his own hooded mask.   She looked upon a man she did not know with the large handgun shoved in the waistline of his pants.

“Hi, my name is John.  I am a very good friend of Michael.”  He let it sink in without any further discussion for a few moments. 

Jena seemed confused, but surprisingly not embarrassed fully naked for all practical purposes.  He eventually continued, “I have been working with him to free you from a permanent life in slavery that you were only one day away from.  You had to be kidnapped to avoid the PS implant surgery that was scheduled for a day ago as you were told during the marking ceremony.  It is now Monday and the ranks in the Program are in turmoil at your disappearance.  It would be just about impossible to get you away from your doom if the implant was attached.  As you were told, it also had a tracking device that could lead them to you,” John explained.  “Michael went through a lot of heartache knowing the extent of your training you endured, but he had this planned before you even went there.”

“I thought the implant was already in?” Jena asked very confused.

“They just told you that.  It was actually going to be placed under the bar code so you would not associate the resulting ache to its location.  It was important that you did not know where it was.  In case you escaped, you would not be able to tell the authorities were it was in your body.  They would not perform a whole body x-ray or MRI without more cause than your word.  With the GPS in the device, the Program would find you very quickly, with certified crazy papers in hand, showing documented delusions of being held against your will.”

“Oh my God!  Why would Mike even think of doing this to me in the first place?  I really felt his affection.  It was stronger than anything I have ever felt before. Is my personal radar that far off?”

“Brenda was the problem.  She would call him out to his partners if he tried to steer you away from the Program.  That would ban him from the board, which would severely affect his income, not to mention jeopardize his own life.  You would understand if you met his all his partners, very mafia like.  He had to come up with a plan that would keep him on the board and somehow free you from a life of slavery, so he could have you for himself, if that is what you wanted.  Jena, you are absolutely right, he really has some strong feelings for you or this little straw packed voyage would not have happened,” John explained.  “This is his property, which no one knows about except me.  You are in the upper peninsula of Michigan with the closest neighbor over 10 miles away.  It is extremely secluded, with money being thrown at the right people to keep it that way.  You are safe from the Program right now, but certain things must happen to keep it that way.  They have never been breached before and now there is a potential whistle blower on the loose.  I will let Michael explain all this to you once he can get away from the debacle that is going on right now back in Manhattan.”

“I was trained in New York?” she asked somewhat bewildered that she never left the area she last spent with Mike.

“Yes, in the SoHo district of lower Manhattan.  It was very close to where Michael initially brought you.  Well, unless you have any more questions, I need to get back to Chicago,” John said.  “There is plenty of food to live on comfortably before Michael shows up.  Due to his request, no clothes were brought here for you and unfortunately I don’t have the key to your locked outfit.  You will have to deal with that, but to be on the safe side, I would not leave the area around the house until he got back.  There is no way to communicate with the outside world from here. There are no phones, internet access or vehicles after I leave in the truck.  You could attempt to walk, but if you like Michael as much as you seem to, I would wait.  He will make it worth it.  You should know he saved your life.  He told me to tell you that you will be free to go, if that is what you want.  He will obviously have to take some measures to make sure you are never found by the Program’s directors though.” 

“When will he come?” she asked.

“Not sure, it depends on when your vanishing act dies down to a roar, probably within the week.  He was the one who spiked the drinks and he needs to make sure his tracks are well covered.”

“As you can imagine, I can’t think straight now,” she said as John started the tour showing her where all the food and toiletries were.  “But I think I’ll stay.”

Jena waved apprehensively to John from the front porch as he backed the van down the dirt road that led to the A-frame house, looking very much out of place in her slave outfit.  Quite cool in her abbreviated clothing, the air was crisp and clean, but invigorating after spending so much time in the damp sub-cellar.  The freshness of the air mixed with the fragrance from pine trees and cedar from the house was intoxicating.  The house was quite large and built with rounded logs.  It definitely had the feel of a vacation home in the wilderness with all the tall trees surrounding the clearing in front, except for a small break where the drive came in. The large clearing of about 300 feet looked massive under a cloudless sky.  The grass was high like it had not been cut for quite a while and waved effortlessly in a mild breeze.  Close to the front of the house was a large fire pit with wooden benches.  There was also a covered hot tub off to the side of the front porch built with an elevated matching cedar deck surrounding it.

Jena stepped down the front wooden steps to a small gravel area so she could take a tour around the house and explore the back.  Her nail-thin heels immediately sunk into the gravel causing her to stumble momentarily before she regained her balance.  Laughing to herself, she said out loud to nobody, “Like I could walk 10 miles in these!”   She put her weight on the balls of her feet and slowly made her way around the house through the grass, finding it harder to move than she thought.  The backyard was much smaller, littered with two small sheds, a propane tank, a large structure where multiple cords of wood were stacked to chest level and another small deck.   There were wires going to the house, at least she would have electricity she thought until she went back into the A-frame and found no electric light switches or outlets.  Crap.  She was truly in the wilderness. 

She continued her exploration of the large one room house that was essentially two walls leaning on each other forming an A with the highest point in the middle about two and a half stories tall. The one big room was warmly furnished with orange and brown plaid furniture and rough-sawn cedar tables and chairs to match the cabin walls.  There were no drapes or coverings on the windows which extended up from the floor to the tips of the points on each side of the house.  It created the illusion you were outside even when inside.  The floors were hardwood with no rugs.  An open raised wooden platform about half the width of the house, located at the back of the lodge with no railings was invisibly suspended in air.  You reached it by a black wrought iron spiral staircase.  The second floor contained a bed and some typical wooden furniture accessories.  The steps were essentially checkered grids leaving holes of about 1 inch square.  She tried to take a step in her heels and could only do so if she carefully placed the sole of each shoe on an X where the metal crossed.  It was a slow process, but when she got to the second floor the view hardly changed, just a little higher.  It was quite a contrast to the sub-basement where she suffered for the last two weeks.  She continued her exploration on the platform noticing a bare mattress on the bed, but could not find any bedding, towels, blankets or cloth of any kind.  She went back down, which was even slower of a process, to check out the kitchen and bathroom.

The kitchen and bath were under the second floor structure leaving the rest of the house as one big open room.  On each side of the living area were two propane lanterns that vented directly to the outside and seemed to be fueled by a copper line running up the wall.  There was also a large wood burning stove in the center of the room with a pipe leading to the top of the A-frame.  She checked out the kitchen to find normal appliances, utensils, plates and cups but no dishrags, towels or napkins. The bathroom had the same theme; it had soap and shampoo but no towels or hand rags.  There was toilet paper, though, thankfully.  She left the bathroom and quickly went back, puzzled.  Where was the tub or shower?   There was a toilet and sink.  How the hell was she to clean up, especially when she could not remove her slave outfit?  Well, she would cross that bridge when she got to it. There was plenty of food in the pantry and a working refrigerator (wires outside the house?) was well stocked as John had alluded to.  

She returned to the kitchen and cooked a meal for herself for the first time in weeks.  It was luxurious eating like a normal person and not out of a dog bowl.  She made due cleaning up with her hands and letting the dishes and pots drip dry, the old fashioned way.  Afterwards, she went to the backyard again exploring a little to see if the sheds opened and what was in them.  They were all locked, but she found a wooden post behind one of the shacks with a water pipe traveling up the side of it ending at a showerhead at the top and a mud puddle underneath.  Ha, the shower! The single lever handle for the water supply was tight, but with some effort she got it opened and a trickle of cold water fell from the rusty head.  She thought for a second about her outfit, but decided she needed to be clean more, so she went back into the house to get some soap and shampoo.  She spent more than an hour under the trickle of ice-cold water, totally soaking her corset but getting the rest of her body and hair clean.  It was a bitch to get the soap rinsed out from under her skin-tight waist compressor that trapped it, but was heavenly compared to the brutal scrubbing with the hard bristled brush she had in training.  She shivered from the cold water and cool air, unable to dry off without towels.

Jena was in a wonderful mood as she dried out in the setting sun on the front porch.  Yes, she still wore the excruciating wire-wrapped shoes and a corset which tightened as it dried, but being free from thoughts of a lifetime of slavery was exhilarating.  She pulled a bottle of wine from the cupboard and had her first drink in two weeks. It tasted wonderful as the sun set behind the tall trees prematurely.   She curiously went over to the hot tub and removed the cover to find the unit full of cold water.  She pushed a few buttons and nothing happened.  She was tempted to jump in, but she just took a shower and wanted to enjoy feeling dry and clean.  When it got dark, she went back into the house and figured out how to light the propane lanterns, planning to sleep on the couch in case she had to get up and go to the washroom in the middle of the night.  The staircase would be treacherous in the dark on her locked spiked heels.  She drank the rest of the bottle, turned off the lanterns and got comfortable on the living room couch.  It was a bit cold without a blanket, but not enough to start the stove for heat.  She was encompassed by the light glow of a moonlit sky through the uncovered window elevations; exhausted mentally, emotionally and physically from the past couple of weeks.  Not hearing any squeaking noises was pure joy.  She quickly faded into sleep fantasizing about her lover.
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About five days later in the early evening, while sitting in the cool water of the outdoor hot tub relaxing, Jena thought she heard a car in the distance.  She had no idea how far away it was, but she had not heard a vehicle or anything else since John left.   The vehicle got closer, so Jena quickly got out of the Jacuzzi and headed into the house.  Not much consolation with all the windows.  She stood motionless in her wet sexy slave outfit as a car turned into the open crack of pine trees.  As it got closer, she was able to make out Michael driving it by himself.  She started to cry as she ran on her nail-spiked heels into the yard to meet him.

“I am so happy to see you Michael…Master,” she said sobbing openly.

“Likewise,” he said smiling, holding her intimately.  “I trust John told you how close you came to existing as a sex slave for the rest of your days.”

“Yes I do Master.  I owe you my life. Your friend explained the gist of it, but I still am still somewhat confused about the whole thing.”

“We will have plenty of time to talk about it, but for now, I am tired. I just drove 8 hours from Chicago to get here and could use a drink.  Serve me a single malt scotch, straight up, on the front porch.”

“Yes Master,” she responded enthusiastically, stumbling in her heels on the soft ground. 

He watched her struggle through the yard before sitting on the porch and waited for her to bring him his drink.  She squatted in front of him, raising herself slightly, allowing her to hand the drink to him with no effort on his part, as trained.  She wobbled visibly holding the pose until she found her balance. 

“Are you done with your wine?” he asked, noticing her wine glass on the hot tub edge.

“No, I have about a third of the bottle left.” 

“Go ahead and refill your glass and meet me back here. We have a lot to talk about.”

“Yes Master,” she said getting nervous not knowing what was coming.  She went back into the house and filled her glass to the brim empting the bottle.  Returning to the porch she sat on the deck floor at his feet.  It felt so natural.

“May I drink my wine, Master?” she asked before attempting a sip.

“Yes you may.  Feel free to continue till you empty the bottle.”

“This is all of it, Master,” she said pointing to the full glass.

“We need to discuss some important matters,” he started.  “Do you have any idea of the situation you and I are in?” he asked.

“I have some inkling based on what John told me, but still have many questions.”

“Well, hopefully they can be answered now.  Brenda is a professional slave identifier.  She looks for young girls with a certain look, which can be summarized by how hot she is.  That could take many forms, but it’s usually a woman who turns heads no matter if she is blonde, brunette, buxom, tall or thin.  Their personality is less important, but considered, since training takes care of most issues that arise.  Her next responsibility is to analyze the consequences of abduction.  She checks family and friends to see if any of those ties might result in problems down the line, like if they have money and time to track the girl down, when law enforcement fails.  The Program, as it is referred to, would prefer to minimize those sorts of complications. So Brenda does intensive background checks and surveillance.  Once approved either Brenda or a partner like me who owns a portion of the company seduces or entraps the recruit and facilitates the process to bring them to a training house, like the one you were at for the last two weeks.  The disappearance usually involves intricate plans to make sure the police cannot trace it.  A couple of the partners are hardcore criminals and they have relayed their wisdom, ensuring the abductions point in a different direction each time.  I was introduced and accepted as a partner into the Program due to my penchant for BDSM and of course, my money.  Like the mafia, I cannot leave the organization except through death or a buyout, which includes the understanding that murder is still eminent if I do anything to compromise them.  Everybody has been making plenty of money with not even a snippet of attention into our ranks by the police or FBI, where we have connections.”

Jena sat with wide eyes as he continued.

“Jena, I fell in love with you if you haven’t noticed,” he said as he caressed her hair, looking straight into her eyes, “and that has caused a number of complications.”

She looked dejected for the first time since he arrived.

“My plan is simple and you have a very important decision to make.  You can stay with me as my lover and inevitable sex slave, while I work towards removing myself from the Program, which could take months or years. With you at my side, I would no longer feel the need to make a bigger fortune than I already have.  My background is a tax attorney, believe it or not.  I don’t really like it, but I could retire now and never work again.  I am sitting on a boatload of money.  If I am honest with myself, I was really getting greedy when the Program opportunity arose.  I was contemplating what it would take to buy a few slaves for myself.  That costs a lot of money to do, even considering the maintenance security measures to keep them.  Since I met you, though, I have been soul-searching.  I would let all of that go, knowing you love me and agreed to take care of my special needs.  That reality would be a hundredfold better than a purchased slave or two.”

Jena’s eyes glistened with new wetness as she listened to a potential dream present itself.  The thought of becoming this guy’s personal fantasy, while he became hers, was almost too much to comprehend.   She did not interrupt as he continued.

“Temporarily, you would need to be kept out of sight, so most of your time would be in solitude or with others I trust that would occasionally ask to quench your newly awakened sexual and emotional needs.  Of course that would be just for fun.  Boredom can be a dangerous thing and I would obviously visit as often as I could, not wanting to lose you.  No one knows about this retreat except John who I trust completely.  We have been friends since high school.  I could arrange meetings for you with your parents every couple of months, but it could not be at their home.  Don’t worry, the time you spent with them would seem natural with appropriate planning.  I know you are close, but haven’t been able to get back to see them often.  I could make sure you have that time with them, which I understand might be limited for your Dad.  Our real problem is Brenda.  She knows you and all about you.  She would have to be taken care of.”

“You would kill her?” Jena asked horrified.

Michael just smiled and simply said, “No, I have other ways.”  He paused before continuing after taking a long gulp of his drink, almost finishing it.

“Would you like a refill, Master?” she asked.

“Yes,” he answered as she got up and moved back into the house to replenish the scotch.  She returned and handed it to him in the same difficult pose she recently learned.

“The other option you have is to go free and back to your normal life without me, although you would have to start over in another city,” he said in a benevolent way. “You would need some cosmetic surgery to alter your looks a bit, but it would not be exceedingly risky as my partners think our competition is behind your departure.  They would be searching for you in their realm, not ours.   A war has been brewing for years and this abduction has been a major escalation in their minds. They will be busy.”

Jena intently looked up into the eyes of the handsome man that sat in front of her.  She did not say anything, but her mind raced.  Could she be a full time sex slave, although a willing one, to this man?   She had a real choice.  It was her life again.  She now knew much more about her own needs after she derived pleasure from her training in ways she didn’t quite understand.  She also had overcome some of her own worst fears she thought would be impossible, like the mice and excessive exhibitionism.  Would anything in a normal life ever compare to it?  She was having a lot of difficulty even imagining what a regular life with normal sex would even feel like now.  It was an enormous undertaking; One that would forever define her being.
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“You do not have to decide now.  I plan on being here for the next few days, so you have some time to think about it. I know that this is a big decision.  But not tonight.  Tonight I have special plans for you,” Michael said, warming Jena’s pussy to wetness.  Dusk settled upon them as they both finished their drinks priming an unbelievable glow in Jena's demeanor.  “Stand up,” he commanded.

“Yes Master,” she answered quickly moving to her feet.  He produced a small key from his pocket and proceeded to unlock some of the items she wore.  He undid her corset first as she felt her waist free for the first time in almost 10 days.  It felt like heaven and appeared a lot slimmer than before the constricting device went on.  He then unlocked her wire-wrapped stiletto heels, which she removed with silent relish.  He left her wrist cuffs and collar on, but took the small padlock weights off her nipple rings, leaving her almost completely naked except for the restraining devices.

“Crawl to the back and kneel by the shower,” he commanded as she got down on all fours and crawled the descending steps from the porch into the grass.  She started her journey as he watched her swat a few mosquitoes away in the process.  He walked past her and turned on the shower faucet letting the water trickle into a growing mud puddle as darkness enveloped the area.  He went to one of the sheds, unlocked it and started an electric generator, which was deafening in the silence of the woods without any breeze on the warm summer night.  From the shed he retrieved a light fixture in a wire cage with a long electric cord.  Jena arrived at the base of the trickling shower and knelt as ordered in a portion of the mud pond with her hands behind her head, not touching her hair as trained.  She was motionless even though she was being spattered by the cold mud.  Kneeling very proudly, she felt completely confident for maybe the first time in her life.  It was a feeling she couldn’t even describe, but it felt great.  She knew she could handle whatever Michael had in store for her.

Jena waited as Michael took his time while the setting sun below the pine trees dimmed.  Shadows grew darker and more ominous as she held her position with her eyes cast down noticing the increasing number of damn mosquitoes that landed on her. She was forbidden to move, even without specific instructions, so it took an effort not to squirm too much as countless tiny pins stabbed her at random.

Michael turned off the water and roughly pulled Jena up under the shower head. He padlocked her wrists cuffs together behind her back. He took another short chain and wrapped it around her elbows and padlocked it, forcing her tits to stick out.  She stood in place as he finished his setup.  He strung up the blue U-shaped light in a wire frame on the top of the shower post, much like a bug-zapper minus the zapping part.  Michael then pulled a small bottle of insect repellant and wiped it on her face to her neck, ignoring the rest of her body.  He then extended her legs apart with ankle cuffs attached to a 3 foot wide spreader bar. 

“Now stay where you are,” he said playfully.  She was about to answer as required, when he stepped behind her and shoved a cock gag into her open mouth.  Her surgically enhanced lips surrounded the intruding object.  He tightened the strap prohibiting any chance of getting the tip of the cock off her throat, as she battled her gag reflex like she was trained.  Instinctively she started to move away from the bulb atop the post, where an onslaught of mosquitoes settled on her body and attacked, drawn by the light.

“See, I told you to remain in the spot I put you in.  I would think after all your training, you could do a simple thing like that,” he said in an even tone.  Jena's eyes got glossy, not from the mosquito bites, but the fact that she let Michael down.  Her drive to please him was tremendous.  Her confidence waned a bit.

He saw her tears and decided to tease her to keep it light.  “We haven’t even got started and you’re crying from a few mosquito bites?  I heard you dealt with a whole lot more pain than that.” She was still misty eyed when he paused and said, “Jen, I know exactly why you are crying.  You didn’t disappoint me and I am pleased that you care.  Practice, practice, practice.”

Jena's tears tracked down her cheeks as she smiled even with the immense cock gag in her mouth.

“We do need to take care of this jiggling around, though.  It won’t serve my purpose,” he said as he went back to the shed.  He came back with a long thin chain.  He moved her back into position under the light and stood her in the middle of the mud puddle, legs spread.  Once in position, he attached one end of the chain to one of her nipple rings. He tossed the chain over the shower head while Jena winced in pain from the sharp snap it made on her hardening nub.  He yanked on the other end of the chain, pulling up her immense mound of flesh, in order to clip it to the second nipple ring, balancing the pressure on both.  She was forced onto her toes to avoid the intense pain she would experience if she didn’t. 

“Almost done,” he said producing a spray bottle from his pocket.  It reminded her of a fancy perfume decanter.  He quickly pressed off more than a few sprays to paint each tit.  Next he squirted a deluge around her crotch and ass, drenching her pussy lips with the fragrance.   She winced as the alcohol-based substance burned her moist membranes.  He leisurely coated the rest of her body with the fine mist.

“Over the years, I have bought plenty of scents for my lady friends.  Whenever they wore this particular one outdoors, it seemed to attract mosquitoes, hence my choice for this evening.  Enjoy,” he said walking back to the house.

Jena attempted to move away from the light with no success. Even the slightest shift increased the pain in her nipples.  All she could do was feel the nasty little insects feast on her unprotected flesh with the wide chin-lifting collar restricting her head in place.  The pinching between her legs was not unpleasant, but felt weird.  She attempted to stand motionless as the rapidity of bites increased as darkness fell.  The blue light became increasingly more visible in the nightfall and coupled with the scent of the perfume, Jena became a banquet. 

The inevitable itchiness started and it grew rapidly.  She was thankful that she was not able to scratch the new bites, knowing that doing so would make them itch more. 

In about 15 minutes, Michael came back and stood by her for a few moments before he massaged and squeezed her boobs.  She moaned softly at the good feeling you get during the motion of scrabbling a mosquito bite.  Michael knew this of course.  When he stopped, the itching intensified as the bites swelled.  It was almost orgasmic when you considered that she had at least a couple dozen stings on her jiggling rack already. He moved to her pussy and fingered her where the amount of punctures was excessive.  Maybe they liked the smell of her juices too, Michael thought to himself as he observed her sensitive skin swell in the blue glow after his touch.  Not stopping there, he continued to knead and fondle her entire body, setting off a chain reaction that could not be averted.

Then he ceased.  Immediately the itching heightened to a level that would not be attained if they were just left alone.  They overlapped and swelled as Jena fought to stay still, moaning desperately into the gag.  She struggled as the engorgement seemed to attract even hungrier mosquitoes, much like the feeding frenzy of sharks when they smelled blood.  Michael stood back for about five minutes as the amplified swarm of tiny insects feasted on her body, with her private parts getting the most attention.  The itching set her flesh on fire.  Randomly he scratched and stroked. The burning intensity grew exponentially.

“Ready to go in?” he asked mockingly.

Jena nodded her head as best she could in the rigid posture collar.

“OK, maybe you had enough for now,” he said before releasing her from her bondage including the gag and spreader bar, but leaving her arms bound behind her back.  “Stand over there, away from the shower, so I can wash you down.”

“Yes Master,” she said walking with her legs close together to not-so-secretly scratch the bites between them.

Michael went back into the shed and produced a garden hose that he attached to an auxiliary faucet on the showerhead fixture.  “Oh, I almost forgot, I need to turn up the water pressure,” he chuckled as he went back into the shed to crank the handle that supplied the outdoor plumbing.  He was stimulated knowing how she was forced to take much longer showers in her slave garb with the pressure turned down to almost nothing.

“Spread your legs.”

“Yes Master,” she complied, losing the ability to scratch the itching between her legs.

He then sprayed her completely and thoroughly with the ice cold water as she rotated to avoid the onslaught unsuccessfully.  It actually felt good at first since it reduced the burning from the insect attack.  When he finished, he motioned her to follow him back into the log cabin.  He laid his wet captive on a wooden cocktail table in front of the couch, allowing her to scratch the bites all she wanted.  He lit the propane lanterns and turned them low to cast an eerie glow across the large open room.  He then went into a locked cupboard and brought out a few lengths of brown scratchy rope.  He positioned her on her back on the cocktail table with her pussy just hanging over the edge.  She was able to keep her feet on the ground as he bound her wrists above her head to the table.  He wrapped them tight until they were immobile.  Michael then attended to her legs and spread them wide before binding them with more rope to the slab of wood.  He gazed down lovingly at her squirming body.

Jena felt the itching increase as she was restricted from rubbing them.  The intensity grew as the bites swelled.  She watched Michael undress before her and wondered if he was finally going to fuck her.  She craved he would.  He left his boxers on as he knelt down between her spread legs.  The itching was reaching a new level as she fought her bonds. 

“Please rub me, Master,” she begged, squirming in her bound position.

“That’s not very convincing.”

“Please Master, please rub my tits and fuck me like a dirty whore.  It’s driving me crazy.  Touch me anyplace, Master, pleeeaase!” she cried as he watched her writhe.  He very slowly removed his shorts.  His erection was at a 90 degree angle to the floor bobbing along with her thrashing movements. 

“Master, I will stay with you forever, but please fuck me, I am on fire and only your touch will cure it.  I beg you, Sir, PLEASE STROKE MY BODY MASTER.  Whip me, spank me, slap me, whatever you want, but pleeeaassse do it now.  I am yours to do whatever you want,” she cried as the effect of the bites maximized.

Michael set the tip of his throbbing manhood directly on top of her clit so the sensitive underside of his cockhead rested on top of her wet creamy lips slightly parting them, driving her crazy.  He stroked her tits firmly and evenly making sure to encompass all the swollen lumps of agony riddled everywhere.  He actually saw the blood pulsating through her skin on the lighter parts of the swellings.  The immediate relief she felt from this touch, wet warm pressure on her clit and the slow rhythm of his movement as he ran his hands over her quivering burning flesh brought her dangerously close to a climax she found hard to contain.

“May I please come, Master?!” she shrieked as he continually rubbed her agonizing skin ubiquitously.

“Yes you may,” he replied as she fiercely gaped into his eyes and screamed, testing the limits of the restraints that held her in place. Her eyes never left Michaels’ as she exploded into intense climax, just as she was trained.

“Thank you Master,” she said when she caught her breath.

“Oh, we are not done yet, slave,” he answered.  “Did you think I wasn’t going to fuck you?”

“No Master,” she answered not sure of anything at the moment.

He pulled his dick off her clit and started a journey to roughly scrape every part of her body that had any bites on it.  He eventually focused on the area just above her feminine crevice that was loaded with the inflamed bulges almost sitting on top of each other.  He slapped and harshly scratched her jiggling tits covered in welts.  All with a fury she has not seen before.  It felt heavenly as his brute scratching eliminated the itching and burning temporarily.  But then he stopped and the result was severe.  The subsequent itch matched the cruel intensity of the scratch.  She was thrown into hell as the flames of a concentrated inferno tortured her body.  She thrashed about getting close to hurting herself when he plunged his rock hard rod into her sopping wet cunt.   He started pumping forcefully without touching any other part of her body as best he could.  The combination brought her to edge in seconds. 

“May I come, Master?” she asked from sheer repetition of training, unable to form a complete thought.

“No, not yet,” he panted.  “Not until I tell you.”

“Yess, Masssterr,” she squeaked out attempting to control her body like she was trained.

Michael cruelly pinched her hardened nipples as harsh as he could, forcing Jena to arch her back as she fought off the impending orgasm. 

“Come NOW, slut!” he commanded vociferously as he exploded in her.  He deliberately continued to drive his cock deeper and harder after he came, driving her to another earth-shattering climax. 

“Yes Master!” she shrieked.  She ruthlessly struggled and wrestled against her bindings and his grip, lifting her ass and back off the table, while sweat covered her swollen body.  “AAaauuuuuwww!!” she howled as he did not loosen his grip on her nipples, but pulled straight up. He increased the pace of his thrusts watching her body abrasively buck in her bondage as he rammed his sword into her helpless tortured slit forcing her to an unbelievably strong double orgasm. She tightened herself around his manhood and felt his spasms deep inside her as he fell on top of her, strong hands leaving her nubs and groping her ass.

It was a first fuck to remember.
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Michael did not beat or whip Jena for the next two days so she could heal from the mosquito bites.  He kept her bound most of the day in positions so her legs would not rub together nor would she be able to touch her own body to scratch an itch.  It worked as most of the swelling went down by the next morning.  The itching was still there from time to time, but with her disciplined training, it was easy to overcome.  He tied her to the bed posts for two nights just so she couldn’t scratch in her sleep.  Personally she would have liked to have kept the bites alive, so she could have replayed the scene he created again and again.  Other than that, she waited on him completely.  

“So now that you are not in the throes of passion, have you decided what you would like to do?” Michael finally asked Jena as they sat on the front porch sipping ice tea.  Jena was naked on the deck at his feet, wearing only her high heels and rigid collar that had a chain leash attached.  Michael held the other end, outwardly demonstrating his control.  He was postponing the question since he met her at the house three days ago, actually scared that she might turn him down after considering all the facts.  Yes, she did tell him what he wanted to hear while she was in an orgasmic state.  Not the best time to make life-long decisions.    

“I meant every word, Master,” she said lovingly smiling at him without even a millisecond of hesitation.  “I want to be your slave, and more importantly, on your terms.  Whatever you want from me is what I want.  I do not want to negotiate or put limitations on what you can or can’t do to or with me.  I actually found parts of the sex slave training disturbingly appealing.” Jena stated, just as she rehearsed for the last two days.  “Master, I will be the most fortunate girl in the world if you take me however you want.  All I ask is that you don’t compromise on my behalf.  Consider my needs and wants if you like, but the larger you are and the smaller I am in this relationship, the better.  I give myself to you now and forever.”

“I am extremely happy to hear that, Jena.” Michael responded getting misty.  “I would like a ceremony to legitimize our feelings for each other as soon as we can.  Unfortunately, I may not be around much in the near future, because I need to take care of Brenda and the Program.  You will have to stay here at the house, for your own safety.  There are plenty of supplies to hold you for months.  I am sure it will feel like a prison after a while, but I will make up to you when this is all over.  Until then, to be on the safe side, I will probably have to bring a recruit or two in before I opt out of the partnership at the Program.  Leaving the company was not in my plans until I met you.  I have a better way to get my needs met now.  You have changed my life, my dear little sub,” Michael said in earnest as Jena just smiled, feeling on top of the world.  He paused as he contemplated a new life with someone who not only understood his need to sexually dominate and inflict pain, but who also had a partner that needed to be controlled and receive a varied diet of torture. He considered how they were going to live on the reduced income, but it didn’t seem as large an issue as it used to be.  He reached out and pinched her nipple as she squealed in delight.

“The Program partners are livid and searching under every rock.  I made sure that when I put the sedative into the drinks as I reached for your face, it was invisible to the camera in the kitchen.  I am not suspected at all at this time, but Brenda is still making some moves on me and she will be too close for comfort.  If I come up here too often, she will know and investigate.  She has surveillance everywhere and they mobilize quickly.”  He leisurely stroked her thick long hair. “I will have to leave very soon and you will have the run of the house until I can get back again.”  Changing subjects he said “Go in the living room and get a package that is hidden under the couch.”

“Yes Master,” she replied rising quickly, her ass swaying firmly perched on the metal spiked heels.  She found the gift wrapped box and giggled like a little girl as she brought it back to the porch.  She handed it to him before getting on her knees at his feet again.

“This is for you,” Michael said as he handed it back to her.

“May I open it Master?”

“Yes.”

“Thank you Master,” she said ripping the ribbons, bows and paper from the box and pulled out a white mini-dress made of thin cotton. 

“May I try it on, Master?” she asked.

“By all means,” he replied as he watched her put on the dress over her nude body.  The tight see-through garment was cut to mid- thigh, covering, but still revealing her body.  It had a scooped neckline, hugged all the right places and emphasized her large breasts shifting freely in the thin material.  The semi-transparent dress with lace accents captured her sexiness.

“I love it, Master!” she exclaimed as she walked back and forth on the wooden porch for his pleasure.

“While I am gone, you are to remain naked except for the collar, to remind you that you are now my slave.  Do you understand?”

“Yes Master,” she solemnly said, as she bowed her head, immediately going to her knees in front of him.

“The dress can be used, if for some crazy reason, somebody stops at the house by accident.  It will be the only clothing you will be allowed to have.  I also expect you to keep or improve your figure, so use the corset daily.  I’ll leave the keys.”

“Thank you Master,” she said with her head still bowed.

“I have to leave now, so take off the dress and stand in the middle of the front yard with your arms up for your good-bye whipping.”

“Yes Master,” she said sadly, tears creeping into her eyes as she did what she was told.              Michael went back into the house and produced a gigantic bullwhip that he brought out with his suitcase.  He put the case into his car before slowly walking over and stopping about 10 feet from his ample-bodied slave who stood in perfect form, tears streaming freely down her cheeks dripping the shiny wetness onto her chest.  He watched for what seemed like an eternity, holding back his own emotions, which was harder than any other time he could remember.  He flipped the lengthy dark brown leather whip behind him before snapping it forward.  It wrapped her quivering body like a snake before it struck the soft flesh of her right buttock.  It welted within seconds as she screamed.  He continued for about 10 minutes until she was well marked from her tits to her thighs.  He pulled her to his car and laid her striped body over of the hood.  She cried in anguish as she was scorched by the sun-heated metal before getting fucked from behind.  She came almost immediately from the intense combination of pain and pleasure.  After she did, he turned her around and forced her to her knees.  The front of her body was beet-red from the hot steel as he stroked his long thick member over her face.

“Please come on my face, Master.” she asked with tear filled eyes.  ”I won’t wash it for a week if it pleases you, Sir.”  She forced her elbows together behind her back brusquely forcing her boobs into his thighs.

Michael didn’t answer as he vigorously pounded his cock.  His load streamed across her face in four or five long strands.  She swallowed what went into her open mouth and left the rest of the creamy white substance glistened in the sun.  She kept her eyes shut, face up and mouth open as the sperm mixed with her tears, thinning and dripping onto her heaving breasts.  She stayed obediently on her knees since she did not receive any further instructions as he zipped his fly, got into the car, slowly backed down the grass driveway and drove off.   Jena knelt without moving till it got dark again, establishing a new layer of mosquito bites.  Only when the stars came out on the moonless night did she get up and go back into the house, sad and happy at the same moment, scratching more than one itch…
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Michael Stillman sat in the comfortable lounge chair surrounded by dark Brazilian cherry walls in Danny’s home office with two of their other partners.  It was late and they were each on their third single-malt scotch at least.  Danny was the only one who puffed on a huge cigar filling the room with the manly scent.  He sat behind a large oak desk, stained dark, which weighed over a ton.  The walls were decorated in pictures of exotic places where most of their trained slaves went after conditioning. The office was large, much larger than a living room in a normal sized house.  The ceiling was high too, almost 20 feet with a dark cherry wooden grid pattern making a checkerboard over an olive green ceiling. Danny picked up a small bell on the desk and rang it during the conversation.

The door to the office opened.  The conversation stopped as it did a number of times that evening when the tall buxom blonde woman with thick curled waist length hair entered.  She was dressed in spiked heels that barely covered her feet except for jewel studded toe and ankle straps.  Her hot pink satin halter dress was extremely short and had slits on the sides.  At her waist was a white leather corset tightened to form an almost inhuman wasp waistline.  Her boobs were fake and impossibly huge as they held up the halter top of the dress with plenty of breast unadorned and on display.  She wore a white wide choker collar coordinated with wide leather bracelets covered in brilliant ornaments.  Her brilliant white accessories included a bedazzled cock gag that was thrust into her throat, along with two jeweled weights clamped on her glistening pussy lips, which showed when she bent over to freshen the drinks.  She moved around the room easily like she was dressed in a sweat suit and gym shoes instead of the tortuous outfit she was required to wear.  When done with the drinks, she stood in the middle of the room, all eyes on her as she waited for further instructions.  Danny simply waved her out.

“So, Service is lining their pocketbooks with our profits,” Michael said after they thoroughly discussed the abduction of Jena at the recent ritual dinner party.  Service was the name of a competing slave training company.  “I know what you guys are thinking and I don’t disagree with you.  There has to be a firm response to this that is of equal or greater caliber.  What are you thinking?”

“War,” one of the partners said.

“With causalities,” the other responded.

Danny just nodded as Michael spoke again.  “I have been associated with you guys for almost 10 years now and our deal included keeping me out of your line of work.  That has not changed.  I totally agree with you, though, that fatal force should be used.  They stole a valuable asset.  As you know, I cannot and will not be a part of the more, let’s say, muscle part of the business.  You guys are very good at that, where I was here to bring in the talent.  I have thought this through very carefully and would like to make a proposal to replace the dollar buyout we agreed to.”

“We’re listening,” Danny replied.

“The code of silence after I leave is irrevocable and that would not change.  I totally understand that part of our deal. I do watch mafia movies,” he chuckled with them.  “I might even become a buyer in the future.  In fact there is a very good chance of that.  I was actually getting funds together to bid on Jena before those fuckers took her,” Michael said setting off some unrest in the room again.

“I think that with me opting out of this partnership, Brenda would not downgrade the quality of recruits anymore like she was doing.  She would feel that I was now “attainable” because we would not be working together anymore.  That would open the door for her to get better quality in the prospects we need.  In fact, because of the loss of Jena, I plan on putting a lot more pressure on her to produce quickly,” Michael explained.  “Here’s what I would like to propose.  Brenda and I will bring in two, not one, candidates within the next 45-60 days.  We would both forgo our percentage cuts, leaving all the funds to go directly to the Program.  It would be worth three times the dollar amount we initially agreed to on a buyout.  I could sway Brenda into the deal by simply enticing her with a future that included the potential to date me and continued employment.  All of you are aware that she has been putting the moves on me and I have actually been considering it lately.”  He paused.  “So what do you think?”

After many glances around the room, Danny simply said, “I like it.  The extra money we get from this deal could help us relocate the current house in SoHo that has been compromised.”

“I like it too,” Manny said as the last partner nodded in approval.

Michael stood up, held his glass to toast and proclaimed.  ”Then it’s a deal. Let’s celebrate a profitable end to our partnership, but a continuation of great friendships!”

“Here, here,” the group sounded in unison.

Danny rang the bell and the beautiful blonde entered the room with more scotch on cue.  When she finished her waitressing, she stood in the middle of the room.  Danny looked at Michael and said, “Your choice.”

“Single lash,” he responded quickly.  The blonde removed her corset and dress efficiently and placed herself in a designated spot in the middle of the conversation pit looking up.  Danny simultaneously pressed a button in the top drawer of his desk and a slight mechanical whirring started as a ceiling trap door opened and a pair of metal manacles on a heavy chain slowly descended above the blonde.   It stopped at her shoulder height.  She took off her bracelets and attached the manacles, locking them with the padlock that hung from the chain.  She imprisoned herself effortlessly as she had done many times before.  The chain rose again, lifting her off the heels of her spiked shoes as she twirled on the tips of her toes, trying to capture her balance.  Michael stood and took aim, compelling the stinging leather strand to snap across her gravity-defying breasts as the room cheered to start the fun.
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Brenda and Michael sat in their usual spot at the establishment on Rush Street a few days later.  His face glowed from the light of the bar top, while Brenda’s heart glowed at the news that her long time love was about to be freed from his responsibilities, allowing him to be with her.  She sat next to him with her hand migrating north till it partially rested on his expanding cock under the thin material of his dress pants.  She shifted on her barstool to show off her long legs, her best feature.  The micro-length skirt exposed just a peek of pink panties to Michael, but was not evident to the crowd around them.

“I am so happy for you…and us,” she said as he finished explaining what happened at the meeting in New York. 

“We both have the clock running, so it’s up to you to get me two beautiful women of the right caliber as soon as you can,” he said.  “It’s the only way this will work.”

“I plan on charging at this immediately and will make sure my people do the same.  This is all so exciting!” she exclaimed.

“I can’t wait to finally be able to spend unrestricted time with you, Brenda,” Michael said as he looked deep into her eyes. “I am starting to think it was a blessing that Jena was abducted, even though we lost time and money.  It has forged the way for you and me.”

Brenda just looked back into his mesmerizing blue eyes and smiled.

The following day Michael met a young rugged middle-eastern man at a rundown Pakistani Restaurant deep in a perilous neighborhood on the south side of Chicago.  The meeting was brief and totally clandestine.  He had used deceptive techniques that he learned over the years with the Program.   The man was representing the Service organization.
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“I think I have our recruits, Michael,” Brenda said to him on their encrypted cell phones early Saturday evening, just two weeks from their last meeting.

“When can we meet to discuss them?  Do you have photos yet?” he asked.

“Soon and yes,” she replied.  “Tonight?”

“Absolutely.”

“While my team starts surveillance and background checks, I will arrange a proper time and place for you to meet them very soon.”

“You’re the best Brenda,” he lied, attempting to build her ego.
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Jena stood under the cold shower later in the afternoon that same Saturday in the backyard by the shed.  It was a hot night and this was her second shower of the day.  With keys to the shed, showers were much more invigorating with some water pressure, although the mud puddle grew larger and was kind of a pain in the ass.  

The loud noise of the water masked the sound of two hooded men as they approached her from behind quickly and quietly.  Within moments she had a rag shoved in her mouth and duct tape applied to hold it in place.  He arms were bound firmly behind her.  She thrashed around with a fury, understanding that her life might be turned around once again.  They were very efficient in wrapping rope around her ankles and knees, including around her waist to hold her arms trussed to her body.  Jena was totally immobilized in a matter of a minute or two.  They continued by wrapping a long length of rope repeatedly around her upper torso above and below her breasts.  She cried out to no avail as the rag muffled her screams.  She thrashed in her bindings as the men slapped and squeezed her exposed soft flesh.  After what felt like an hour, the two had their fill of pinching her nipples, finger-fucking her and smacking her full ass.  One of the men picked up her bound body easily and slung it over his broad shoulder as they made their way towards the cleft in the trees where the long driveway entered the yard.  They carried their cargo outside the dense circle of trees where they had parked a refrigerated truck with an air-conditioner on top of it.  They opened the back doors of the cube truck and she saw a scene that immediately horrified her.  The box truck let out a burst of cold air, something she had not experienced in the non-air conditioned A-frame cabin.  The truck was filled with hanging slabs of meat as if on their way to a butcher.  One large meat hook was vacant.  The two men lifted her into the truck and then hung her onto the open hook using the rope wrapped around her upper torso.  She thrashed about in her suspended state, her feet not able to touch the floor.  She was strung up like a piece of the meat that surrounded her.  One of the men placed a pan holding a large cube of ice under her.  Standing on the frozen block in her bare feet, she was better able to tolerate the pressure of her bound torso on the hanger, but then had to deal with her ice-cold toes.  It required constant motion to avoid the burn of frostbite.  One of the men put a loose black pillowcase over her head, allowing for breath, but absolutely no sight.  The cold didn’t seem to be a problem at first, but became so as they left and shut the heavy doors behind them.  It intensified as she shivered in her bondage, completely helpless to do anything except decide if she wanted to chill her feet on the ice or put pressure on her bound upper body.  Great choice.  It would not matter, though, because the ice under her feet would eventually melt in the refrigerated cab.  The soft meat slabs crashed into her as the truck jostled its way down the stone driveway.  She swung freely from the hook on a chain, bumping into the slabs of meat as she slipped again from the ice, unable to scream fully gagged.  Her pussy juices flowed due to the helplessness she felt, which provided the only warmth as it trickled down the inside of her cold thighs.
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Brenda met Michael at their usual bar with two absolutely stunning blondes sitting with her.

“Hey Brenda,” he said walking up the trio.

“Hey yourself,” she answered. “Let me introduce you to Sandy and Patricia.  We met at the Chamber event recently and they are looking for a jump start to their careers…”

“They look great, Brenda,” Michael said after the meeting.  “It’s going to be quite a challenge working them at the same time, but we have no other choice.  How well do they know each other? I have a lot of questions and we probably need to get together tonight to discuss strategy?” he asked.

“Sure, your place or mine?”

“Let’s do yours,” he said making her smile.

Michael showed up at Brenda’s hotel suite about 7pm, about two hours after Jena was abducted 500 miles away at his secluded hideout.  Brenda was wearing an absolutely stunning outfit, as she vied for his attention.  She knew what he wanted.  Her soaring stiletto heels anchored a stunning black leather mini-skirt.  She matched a sheer black top that accented her perky breasts.  They were clearly visible with her nipples standing to attention.  For her kinky lover, she donned a black leather collar with a chain leash and complementing wrist cuffs.  She knelt in a submissive pose so she would be the first thing he saw as he entered the unlocked door without knocking.

“Just the way I like it, Brenda,” Michael said after mulling over his plans for the night.

“Thank you, Master,” she responded.

“You’re very welcome slave,” he answered not quite used to the change in the relationship.  He sat down on the couch that faced the city lights in her hotel suite and told her to draw the blinds.

“Yes Master,” she said before asking.  “I thought you like to do it knowing others watch?”

“With a war underway, we don’t need any accidental exposure,” he replied.

“That makes sense.  I guess that’s why you’re the Master,” she said smiling.  “What’s in your bag of tricks?”

“Wouldn’t you like to know,” he said as he pulled a blindfold out of the duffle and placed it over her eyes.  Next was a ball gag, which he positioned in her mouth and tightly secured behind her neck.  He wrapped her body in rope till she was completely immobile and standing precariously on her high heels, attempting to maintain her balance.  He was inspecting his handiwork when the door to the hotel suite burst open as wood chips flew everywhere.

“What the fuck!” Michael cried as he was quickly overpowered by two men carrying guns.  He held his hands up and moved to the corner of the room where they motioned him to go.  They gagged and blindfolded Michael before tying his wrists behind his back.  Brenda shook visibly hearing the commotion, unable to scream or move.   

The men went back into the hall and retrieved a large silver metal case with a pull out handle and wheels that was obviously made for turbulent travel.  They laid it down and opened it before picking Brenda up and folding her into the case.  Once she was tucked in tightly, they strapped an air mask over her nose and gagged mouth that was connected to a plastic air hose.  The tube connected to the pullout handle which opened to fresh air at the top.  She breathed heavily through the lifeline. 

One of the abductors spoke for the first time to Brenda in an obviously altered voice, squeaking instead of talking.  “Your air hole is vented.  If you try to struggle or make even a small sound, I will place my finger over the hole, cutting off your oxygen, like this,” he said in his high-pitched voice as he scrutinized Brenda’s thrashing with his finger covering her oxygen supply.  Removing his finger he commanded, “So keep quiet and still if you want to live.”  She settled down immediately.  Next they took a couple of aerosol cans, shook them and started to fill the box with expanding foam.  It filled every open gap that was not being used by her firm body.  After a few moments the foam started to swell and harden, encasing her, not allowing a movement or sound.  All she could do was breath quietly, as they closed the lid on the human-stowing container.  They stood the strongbox up and watched to see if she stayed quiet for a few minutes before rolling it out the door as Michael watched.   

Michael remained bound and gagged on the floor in the corner of the room.  He waited for about an hour before shaking the cell phone from his pocket with his wrists bound behind him.  Struggling with the touch screen, he navigated to the “make call” button.  John’s cell rang and he answered it, which was followed by a dead silence.

The police arrived at Brenda’s hotel room within minutes of John’s call to them after he received his friend’s distress call.  Michael’s open call to John was his signal for I’m in trouble.  He kept the phone line open, so the police were able to triangulate the call to his location.  After being untied, Michael gave the law enforcement officials a complete accounting of what happened.

“Motherfucker’s abducted Brenda!” Michael shouted into the phone at one of his former partners, once he returned to his apartment.  “This is way out of control.  The police are at the scene.  I’m going dark for a while and will be in touch when it blows over.” 

“Understood,” was the abbreviated answer.        

Wearing gloves, Mike cut the letters  D,O,N,E,&,W,E,A,R,E,E,V,E,N out of a newspaper and taped them in order on a blank piece of paper.  He put the paper into a blank envelope and left it on a countertop of a local bar by his apartment, where he had a quick drink.  After he left the bar, it was picked up by a normal looking guy as a very sexy woman with ample cleavage walked by; ensuring eyes were on her and not him.

On the long drive to meet Jena in Michigan at his secluded hideaway, Michael mulled over the details of the last few months and wondered how everything would work out.  He tried to think of everything and concluded it was the best he could have done.  He was now free from his commitments to the Program and was on his way to be with the future love of his life.  He always had enough money to retire comfortably with and that was now his plan.  He really didn’t need any more income or potential slaves to meet his dominant needs when he had a perfect slave waiting for him, which he thoroughly missed.  He could not wait to give her the details of his adventures.

He arrived late in the evening and sat on the couch of the empty A-frame.  Drinking two fingers of scotch, he watched as two hooded men brought in Jena bound and naked, nipples erect from the cold with a black pillowcase still over her head.  The two men pushed her down to her knees in front of him and said, “Meet your new Master!”

Jena trembled at the thought of serving anyone except Michael, as the hood was removed.

“Master!” she cried with tears of joy immediately streaming down her cheeks as her gag was removed.  “I thought I would never see you again!”

“So how did it feel to be a piece of meat?” Michael asked chuckling.

“Now, knowing that it was you behind it; wonderful, Master,” she said as she knelt tightly roped. Jena listened in awe as Michael explained his adventures once the men left.  The Program and Service were now at war and would hopefully commence knocking each other off into non-existence.  The deal to bring in two prospects was also off the table with Brenda gone.  She was abducted by Service with Michael’s help and they were planning to train and sell her as an implanted slave in their system.  This along with giving them confidential information on his former associates and their whereabouts was payment for protecting him if the Program found out about his scheme.  The abduction went smoothly and as planned.  Brenda’s people would scatter on her disappearance.  Jena would be no more than an afterthought to the Program once the partners became involved in an escalated war.

“Why did you have me abducted, Master?” Jena asked, bowing carefully in her bondage to kiss Michael’s polished shoes.

“Brenda could have had her people search for you if I was found out and things did not go according to plan.  It was just a precaution,” Michael explained.

“But why do it so brutal Master?  You could have had someone hide me,” she asked confused.

“Because I am very confident that you had more fun the way I planned it,” he said smiling. 

“I love you, Master,” Jena gushed.
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